w NELSON LEE

d;

ng story of a magnificent new sar ..

he openi

5

£ the Boy:

i

and Lord Dorrimore.

oliday adventure varns featur

E At T

cDMNESDAY.

OuUT ON Wi

New Series No. 118.



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

e e+ S————

L Bk a5

e

L
g
e

e

e

R

S

Then

"
L&

I1E.

= LK

CT»

1
L

rasp a5 he heard a bean

aE

th

i

woen h
maie

] W

ha

und from tha

i

Handforth

his {aw dronned

L
1
M

Creak

the window there was

| =

uder,

'

i

L]

B

=

—_—

Lad I -

e

— S
g

—

T gy
—
-
[
w—_—
e
]
=
B

my

im and
idenn rush at the

Sud

"y
LT

ok
.

PR =
= =
.
s
s it
dr
L =
bes T3
£ e
e
* =
Ay
br =
[
T
ay =
H
P
=
T T
-3
FEy
i
Lo
o L
o
=i
‘o=

im. onn:



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 3
The Kidnapping of Hussi Kahn! Grand new Holiday Adventure Series!

\ ]

i

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank's stories now appearing in ‘‘ The Popular” every Tuesday.)
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When the party of St. Frank’s Removites and girls from Moor View

School go down to Vivian Travers’ country house in Essex, they little

realise that soon they are to be plunged into a whirl of adventures that

will leave them gasping—and which will lead them to far-off India.

This new holiday series is one of the most brilliant Edwy Searles Brooks
has ever penned. Get started on the opening story now—Ed.,
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CHAPTER 1.
The Bank Holiday Merrymakers !

i ERE we are'!" said Handiorth contentedlv, *The little old bus has Lrought us

H down like a dream!”

This, of course, was one way of looking at it; but Church and McClure, in
: the reur scat of the handy little Austin Seven, were inclined to rvegard the
journcy from London as a nightmare. The celebrated leader of Study D at St. Frapk's
bad been arguing the point all the way, ‘

Incidentally, there was nothing much to argue about, but Edward Os:wald Handlorth
had found plonty of subjects. His chums were now heartily glad that they huad reached
'I{Fﬁing:stfr:u}i

It was August BDank Holidav, bet, sunny, and jorviul. And Handforth & Co.. who had
been invited to spend & couple of davs at Vivian Travers’ place, had come down in the
Austin Seven,

“What's the name of the place 7" asked Handforth, as they coasted down a long hill into
the town., **Towerton Stables, 1sn't 167"

" “No, vou ass!” grinned Church, ‘““It's Stapleton Towers.”

“Well, what's the difference ! said Handforth. “I expeet Stapleton is a little village,
or something like that, outside the town, We'd better go into the main street, and make
inguiries, ™
" They were soon in the centre of the sleepy little Eszex town. They went over the rail-
way crossing, round the bend into the High Street, and came to a halt at the foot of the
wide, imposing hill which comprised the main section of the town,

" One brief inguiry was sulficitent. Stapleton Towers, they were informed, was on the
” Sﬁfflufm‘d road, and the BSibleford road was the first turning to the left at the top of the

il,

“We can't go wrong now, Handy,” said Church, as thev re-started. ““The Towers are

1 " i |
about a-mile away, and we've got to look out for some big. double gates, Buck up! It's
geiting on for lunch-time,”

-
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“ And we don’t want to be late for lunch!”
eaid MeClure. .
afl‘hey took the Sibleford road, and, in due
course, they came to the lodge gates ot Staple-
ton Towérs. After that, speeding through a
picturesque parkland, they were charmed by
the g_eneml scenery.

* Never knew there was such pretty country
in Iossex !” said Church, as he gazed admir-
ingly round. “I always bhad an idea that
[tesex was flat and uninteresting., But it's
lovely up heve.”

“Gorgeous !” agrced MeClure,

“Eh?” said Handforth, as he glanced at
the landscape. “H'm! I can’t see an{]ﬂnng
particularly mice about it. Hallo! This is
the place, 1 suppose! Not a bad-looking
shack, is it " :

They had turned a bend in the drive, and
had rounded a clump+of stately chestnuts,
And there, before them, stood Stapleton
Towers. It was an imposing country resi-
dence, and dotted about on the lawns and
revraces were o number of white-clad figures,
Some of thiinm waved as the Austin Seven
citliie nearoer.

“BMy hat!” said Handforth.
whole crowd of chaps here!
loo 1"

“Well, you ncedn’'t be so surprised,” re-
marked Chureh wearily. *“Didn't Travers
tell us that he was inviting a crowd?”

As the Austin drew to a standstill on the
gravel terrace, the white figures came up,
mn?t of them giving somersort of cheery
brail, :

“Well, well said Vivian Travers, as
e shook hands with the new arrivals.
“I.ast, but by no means least, what 7"

"By CGeorge!” said Handforth., *“ Are we
inst

"It is a matter of small iinportance, dear
old fellow,” said Travers, smiling. “Hop
out, and make yourselves thoroughly at
home, Don’t forget that this is Liberty
Hall 1’

“That's funny said Handforth. “J
thought it was ealled Stapleton Towers!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth couldn’t understand why every-
body laughed; but then, he always took
everyvbody literally.

For the next two or three minutes there
was a good deal of handshaking, Nipper
& Co., of Btudy C, were present, and
Archie Glenthorne, and Hussi Ranjit Lal
IKahn, and Fullwood, and Jimmy P{:Ets, and
Reggie Pitt, and Jack Grey, and Alan
Castleton—to say nothing of such fellows
as Harry Gresham, and Duncan, and Russell.
Then, too, there were Irene Manners, and
Doris Berkeley, and Mary Summers, and
Marjoric Temple, and Winnie Pitt, Vivian
Travers had done the thing thorpughly.

“Did you see the circus as 'you came
through the town, Ted?” asked Irene.

“Well, I'm jiggered! I'd forgotien all
about the ecircus!” replied Handforth,
seratching his head,

“But that’s why we're here!”
Irene. "™ At least, it's one of the rcasons.”

“There's a
And girls,

112

i

laughed
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“Oh, come!”’ protested Travers. “Don’t
forget, dear old girl, that you're all my
guests. The eircus 1s merely incidental.”

Mr. Travers came out at this minute, and
greoted his new wvisitors. Travers’ father
wias a breezy, kceen-faced gentleman, . very
likeable and cordial. He was “something
in the City "—a very rich man,

Handforth suggested going down to have
a look at the circus straight away, but when
it was pointed out to him that lunch was
practically ready, he changed his mind.

“Besides,” said Nipper, with a smile, * wao
don't want to go down to the eircus until
this evening. We should only be in the way
if we went down during the afterncon.”

As Irene had hinted, it was mainly becauso
of the cireus in Hedingstead that this party
of St. Frank’s fellows and Moor View girls

had come to Stapleton Towers, For 1t
wasn't an ordinary ecircus. ‘
More by chance than anything -else,

Johnny Onions, of the West House, had
mentioned that his father's circus would be
at Hedingstead on August Bank Holiday;

and Travers, pricking up his ears, had men-

tioned that Hedingstead was his own native
town, more or less.
So the thing had been Oxed up.

Professor Onions’ Gigantic Circus was
pitched in this Kssex town for the Bank

Holiday, and the schoolboys and schoolgirls
thought it a ripping plan to visit the show.

They remembered the days when they had

helped the eircus—before Johnny and Bertie-

Onions had come to St. Frank’s;
Tessa Love had been adopted by the pro-
fessor, and had been sent to the Moor View
School. There were lots of friendly associa-
trons to be rewived. -

The Great Onions Circus was now more
prosperous than ever—bigger and better.,
And it was now at the height of its touring
scason.

Tnere was a further reason why the St,

before |

Ifrank’s fellows should be eager to make.
Stapleton Towers their headquarters for a -

day or two. It was within easy reach of
Hadleigh, in Suffolk-——where the big acro-
drome on Martlesham Heath
Their old friend, Lord Dorrimore, was very
busy at Martlesham Aerodrome just now.

To tho-boys and girls it was just a jolly
little party—an enjoyable way of spending
two or three days of the helidays. Little
did thev realise how Fate was preparing io
involve them in an adventure of startling
mystery !

CHAPTER 2.
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" here theyv come!

W rﬁ?rﬁ';# ‘

Tt was while preparations were afoot for
tea—which was to be an al fresco meal in the
shade of the chestnuts—that Lord Dorrimore
arrived.

His appearance was quite unexpected—at
least, by the majority of the guests. His
lordship's powerful racing car hummed up
the drive, and it was some few moments be-
forc the boys and girls realised his identity,

Vivian Travers was the first to grect hua;
and nobody seemed to notice that Travers
had been waiting on the terrace, as though
expeeting this visit,

“Well, how goes it, young 'un*" said Lord
Dorrimore, as he elimbed out of the car.

“ Everything all serene, sir,” replied
Travers promptly.

“ Are they all heret”

“.EI.IPE'E, 5il'4.”

“Do they know anything

“Not a thing, sir!”

“Do they suspect?”

“Haven't the faintest suspicion!” chuckled
Travers.

“Good man!" grinned Lord Dorrimore,
as he clapped Travers on the back., “Well,
Whoa! Steady, you young
Good glory! What in the name

»y

53

fatheads !
of wonder

Lord Dorrimore broke off as Nipper, and
Tullwood, and Reggie Pitt and the others
came rushing up, all trying to shake hands
with him at once. The girls were just as
eager, too. Lord Dorrimore was very
popular with them all. ;

“By Jove! This is a pleasant surprise,
"t gaid Nipper. “We didn't expect

Dorrie !
to see vou until to-morrow!”

“1 thought I'd just drop in and give you
a look,” said his lordship cheerily. * How's
evervbody? All going strong, ¢h®”

“Rather, sir!" chorused the crowd.

“Well, vou look fit enough!” said Dorrie,
casting his eve over the voung people.
“H'm! What's the excitemeut about?”

“We want to hear about your big fight,
sir!"” said Fullwood ecagerly.

“Which big flight 7"

“Oh, come off it, sir!” grinned Harry
Gresham, “Aren’t you going to fly to San
Francisco ?" :

“Well, there has been some talk of such a
project.” admitted Lord Dorrimore. “I'm
pretty certain that the Manners "plane ean do
the trick, too.

1t comes off, eh?”

“Oh, it will!” eried Irene execitedly.
know it will t”

Dorrie ehuckled.

“Well, of course, since the aeroplane was
designed by your father, you won't hear of
fatlure, will you?” he said dryly. *“Not
'tl1m_t I don't agree with you, voung lady.
Lhis "plane of your father's is the last word
in perfection.”

“We've going to see it to-morrow, sir!”
said Jimmy Potts.

Ixactly I agreed Lord Dorrimore. *So
why should T go to the trouble of describing

l-lI

Six thousand miles—non-stop,
It will be rather an excellent achievement if

B THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 5

it to you now? It would be simply a waste
of good breath.”

IHis lordship looked as bronzed and as fit
as ever, He was tall, well-built and lithe.
There was something in his manuer whick
spoke of strength and quiet determination.
Yet, at the same time, he was geniality
itself, I'ree and easy, ever-smiling, it was
impossible not to like Lord Dorrimmore with
a whole-hecarted affection.

“This machine is something quite new in
acroplanes, isn't it, sir?” asked Reggie Pitt.

“There's never been anything like 1t be-
fore!"” said Irene Manners promptly. "My
father designed it, and it's going to revolu-
tionise commercial flying.”

Dorrie grinned.

“Hear, hear!” he said approvingly. “Not
that there's anything particularly revolu-
tionary about the design. The machine
itself 1s an enormous monoplane, fitted with
four engines, and with' the cabins extending
right into the hollow wing. By this method,
an  enormous PpPassenger-carrying space 13
available, with eabins and saloons.”

“And do you tnink the machine will really
fly, sir?” asked one of the interested juniors.

“Tly 1" retorted Dorrie, “My dear, poov
. ¥ ’ .
voung ass! 'This 'plane has already flown
for thousands of miles! She’s been on her
trials for the last three months—althougl,
officially, she hasn’t flown at all.”

“It's the safest acroplanc that was ever
designed !”" said Irene proudly.

“And that’s the literal truth!” nodded
Lord Dorrimore, becoming quite serious,
“0Of all the 'planes that I have ever driven,
or travelled in, the Manners 'plane 18 un-
doubtedly the safest, We've tried to upset
her scores & tumes, gut she simply won'ty
lose her equilibrium.” :

“Bhe's got slotted wings, hasu’t she, sir?”
asked Nipper interestedly.

“Well, the wings are of Mr. Minners
own design—they are self-stubilising,” re-
plied Dorrie *“In other words, the machinc
cannot stall, I really de believe that she 1s
the safe acroplane at last. And when you
see her accommodation, you'll be surprised.
There are cabins for fifty passengers, with
dining-saloons, lounges, and everythin' that
the heart could desire. DMr. Manaers de-
signed her for the cross-Atlantic service,
and I have no doubt that ultimately there
will be dozens of these 'planes put 1nto
service.”

“But this summer she's only going on her
trials, isn't she, sir?"’ asked Pitt.

“Well, we've got beyond the trial stages,”
said Dorrie. “The Manners aeroplane 13 an
established success, The idea of a non-stop
flight from England to San TIrancisco 13
merely to prove that she’s eapable of enor-
mous distances. DBut that flight isn’t to be
undertaken just yet.”

“Why, we thought you were startinz to-
morrow, Dorrie!” said Nipper.

“I'm starting to-morrow—but not for
'T'risco,” replied his lordship, shaking hiz
head. “No, young 'un. The flight which
starts in the morning is merely a big Euro-
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pean tour. A jov.ride. We shall take a large
number of passengers aboard, and set off tor
Rowme; then we shall have a look at Egypt,
perhaps, and then dodge back to Vienna,
After that, possibly, we'll gpo to Sweden, and
so on. Personally, I have an idea that the
flight will be _comparatively tame.””

“Ye gods and little fishes!”" ejaculated
Regeie Pitt. I only wish that I could go
on it, siri? _

“*Same here!” echoed a dozen other voices,

Dorrie grinned,

“Why, would you all like lo come!” ke
asked genially.

“Yes, rather, sir!”

“That’s all right " said his lordship. ** You
ghall 1" ‘

CHAPTER 3,

Somethingz to be Excited
About !

@ 'R o moment there was
complete silence. Lord
Dorrimore's words had
taken cverybody by
surprise.  But after
that brief pause a number of grins appeared
upon the faces of the juniors,
“Cheese it, sir!” said Fullwood.
don't mean it!" "
“Buur I do mean it!"” said Dorric smoothly,
“Of course I mean it. If any of you young-
sters want to come along on this flight—why,
you're weleome!"
“ But—but—— Not really, Dorric 7" asked
Nipper tensely. ** Not honest Injun?”
“Honest Injun!” said Dorrie, grinning,

“Good gad!” cjaculated Archie Glenthorne,
allowing his eyeglass to drop out of his eye.
“I mean to say, odds surprises and 5hncl{:‘a!
You don’'t absolutely mean to tell us, dear
old sportsman, that we can whizz off lo
morrow on the dashed
‘and thither, and so forth "

“It's up to youn, of course,” replied his
lordship. *‘If vou don’t want to come, you
necdn’t come. DBut as far as I'm concerned;
the more the merrier!”’

They were all amazed—excited and stag-
gored. Lord Dorrimere's cool pronouncement
had knocked them off their balance.

“Why, it's simply glorious!” said Winnie
Pitt breathlessly. *It's—it’s too good to be
true!”’

“Just what I was thinking, sis!’ agreed
Reggie.

““What about our parents?" put in some-
body.

“But we've been with Lord Dorrimore
before,” said Doris Berkeley quickly. “I'm
sure that my parents would agree——"

“Don’t let that worry you, old girl!”
chimed in Vivian Travers, with a chuckle.
“It may intevest vou to know that Dorrie has
been in ecommunieation with all sorts of
parents. He received official permission days
argo—even before we left 8t Frank’s."

“What!"’

ik '&Tﬂu

lane, buzzing hither,

| safer than any railway teain,

“Fact!” grinned Travers. “Dorrie and I
fixed it up together.”

“You—you scheming bounder!” said Hand-
forth, grabbing Travers nd swinging him
round. **This is one of your plots, isn't :42"

“Guilty, my lard!"”’

“And you never told us anything about it!"
roarcd Handforth.

“*Not a word!” replied Travers. *“The fact
is, I didn’t want to say anything, in case of
disappointments. But I invited all you fellows
to come here for the Bank Holiday, and at
the same time Dorrie wrole round to the
various homes and hearths.  Result—plans
sailing for the lot of us. If we all want to
go, we can go,"”

“By jinga! This is simply marvellous!”’
saicl Chureh, in amazement. . “I—I can't
believe that my people have agreed!”

“Put they have!” said Lord Dorrimore.
“T wonldn’t 1ssue an invitation like this nunless
I had full yarental anthority. Not me! I'm
not raking any risks!’

“You're a brick, sir!”’ ejncenlated Castleton
delightedly, “ Of course, we'll all go!”

“Yes, rather!”

““Hear, hear!”

“Our delight in the journey will be magni-
ficent and stupendous!” said Hussi Kahn.
“And our thanks for the honourable invita-
tion are of such magnitnde that they cannot
be expressed in the insignificant words that
are at our command.”’

“Well =aid, Hussi, old man!”

“Hurrah!?

“Three cheers for Dorrie!”

The cheers were given with tremendous
gusto, and in the middle of them My, Travers
came up, langhing,

“So the sccret’s ount,
“Well, I'im glad to hear it! I snppose they're
all going on this trip with vou, Lord Dorri-
more, eh 7V

“Every one of them, I imagine!”
Dorris dryly.

Naturally, the excitement was tremendous.
The ecirecus had faded into insignificance,
Quite a number of the fellows had no desire
to go—even though they would meet their
schoolfellows, Johnny and Bertie Onions,
They thought of nothing but the preat flight
now. A tour round Enrope—perhaps touch-
ing Kzvpt, and the ouiskirts of Asia, It was
a wonderful programme,

It was just like Dorrie to leave it until :he
last moment—to make his plans in secret,
and then to spring his surprise. But on this
occasion he had had the connivance of Vivian
Travers, who was famous at St. Frank's for
tits scheming.

None of the parents | ad offered the slightest
resistance when the proposition had been put
before them. They knew that thev could
trust Lord Dorrimore. He was a millionaire
several times over, and it was an absoluto
certainty that he would give his youthful
enests a very wonderful time.

Moreover, the Manners acroplane was no
freak machine: it had L:een proved and testod,
By many experts. it was declared to be far
This particular

ch 7' he smiled.

replied

%

L]



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 7

machine was the first of a great fleet that was
peing constructed, and as there was no wild-
cat scheme afoot, for breaking world's long-
distance records, or going off into the wilds,
the parents of the various fellows and girls
had been only too willing to give their con-
sent,

It would have been quite different if Dorrie
had suggested taking this particular party
with him on his proposed non-stop flight to
Qan Francisco. Safe as this would be. there
was, nevertheless, the Atlantic crossing to Le
considerecd—and the Atlantic crossing, no
matter how perfect the machine, was not with-
out its hazards.

The proposed flight would be a mere
pleasure cruise, with an aerodrome always
within comparatively easy reach. Moreover,
it would be overland the whole time—except,
perhiaps, for a trip over the Mediterranean,

Lord Dorrimore himself was quite delighied.

There was nothing he liked better than
vouthful society. Ho simply revelled in the
company of schoolboys and schoolgirls. On
many occasions, he had been mereilessly chip-
ped at his club for this partiality of has; but
he had only laughed. 1In his heart, he was
nc!lhing but a schoolbov himself,

Incidentally, it was he who had financed
Irene Manners' father; it was Dorrie who had
made this project possible. The great fleet
of acroplanes, now under construction, was
being financed by his lordship. But he know
perfectly well that it was a safe investment,
The fleet, when compdeted, would revolution-
ise commercial flying,

“We'd love to go with you on the non-stop
flight to 'Frisco, sir,’’ remarked Nipper, after
tea, as hie and a number of other juniors were
chatting with Lord Dorrimore. “That would
be a real thrill,”

“Upon my word !
a cruise round KEurope,
sternly, :

“Oh, yes, we are, sir!” said Nipper, grin-
ning. “But at the same time——"

“Rats!"’ said his lordship. “ We're going
for a fortnight’s eruise—perhaps it'll extend
to three weeks, And after that, before the
gummer 1s finally over, I shall go on Lhis
voyvage across the Atlantiec. We mean to give
this machine a very thorough trial before she
15 put into public service.”

“And we're honoured, Dorrie, beeause we're
to be on board during her trials,” said Reggie
Pitt enthusiastically,

“Quite so!"™ agreed Dorrie. “Dut what
about this circus? I thought you younyg
people were going off to a circus this even-
Ing® Hadn’t vou better be starting ?”

“Well, I suppose we had,” admitted Nipper
rf.-lurt*mﬂ!y. “But, somehow, the eircus
doesn’t scem to be very important now.”

But half-an-hour later—after Lord Dorri-
more Lad taken his departure—interest in
the civeus was revived, With Dorrie gone,
the fellows felt that & visit to the circus would
't an execellent way of passing the time.

You're not satished with
eh?" said Dorrio

CHAPTER 4.

.. Prolessor Onions’ Gigan-
tic Circus !

00D gad!™
Archic Glenthorne
uttered that ejacula-
tion as he and a
crowd of others stood
before the gigantic tent which represented
the arcna of Professor Onions’ Circus.

It was truly a magnificent tent, and all
round it there were®other tents, to say nothing
of gailv-coloured caravans. Bunting was fly-
ing everywhere in the evening sunshine, and
there was a general atmosphere of gaiety and
lightheartedness.

The circus was pitched on the outskirts of
Hedingstead, in & meadow close to the rail-
way jliinc, and E.l:t-hﬂl;lgh it was not yet time
O thne puobic o pe aamiiica, Crowas oo
small bovs were standing about in the road,
watching with awe. _

Ther were envious, too, when the S8t
Frank's fellows and the Moor View girls
walked boldly into the meadow, and strolied
about as though they owned the whole show.

"“Hallo, you chaps!” came a cheery hail,
Hl.irflrllm way, girls! Jolly pleased to sce vou
all !

*Good old Johnny!”

Johnny Onions came hurrying forward to
greet his guests.  Johnny ielnnged to
the Remove at St. Frank's; he and his
brother, Bertie, were prominent members of
the West House. But Bertie was very seldom
in the forefront. for he was a quict, silent
sort of fellow. Johnny was the acrobat—il.e
tight-rope walker, ~

“Are you going to perform to-night,
Onions 7" asked Fullwood, with interest, after
the greetings had been disposed of.

“No, worse luck!” said Jobnny, shaking
his head. “Bertic and I are just outsiders
now. Dad says that the circus has grown
so mauch that there's no need for any of us
to perform. But what doez that matter?
We'd love to do some turns!” '

Professor Onions himself came up, smiling
genially,

"What's that?” he execlaimed boisterous!y.
“What’s that? No, Johnny, my boy, no
more circus performing for you-—or for
Bertie. Things ain’t the same as they were
in the old days. I can afford to engage the
finest talent of Europe.”

“That doesn't say much for us, dad!™
protested Johnny, :

His father chuckled.

“You're both very eclever—and why
shouldn’t you be, considering who your father
is?” ho said, with a twinkle in his eye. *“In
my young days, wasn't I the star acrobat
in a dozen circuses? Well, well! Wo won't
go back as far as that! There's no need
for any of you youngsters to perform now.
Business is booming.”
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Professor Onions was a regular showman
—genial, bluff, and a gentleman 0 the
fingertips, :

Tessa Love soon joined the party, and she
was made the big fuss of by the Moor View

irls,
¥ “There’s utterly no need for my sons, and
for my adopted daughter, to live in those
caravans,” saud the professor, with s touch
of gruffness in his voice. “They could just
as well live in the best hotel in the town.
But there! Young people will be young
people—and I suppose these caravans have
a certain fascination for them."

“I don’t wonder at i sir!” said Hand-
forth enthusiastically. "By George! They're
not ordinary caravans! I wouldn’t mind
living in one like this myself!”

“It would be too gorgeous for words
said Irene,

There were two splendidly-equipped cara.
vans, standing fairly close together.  One
of them belonged to Johnny and Bertie; and
the other was owned by Tessa. A good half-
hour was spent by the visitors, examining
the earavans insidé and out, and the youth-
ful owners were much gratified.

“You're going to sce a very special show
this evening,” remarked the professor, after
he had escorted all his little guests into one
of the best “boxes ” in the auditorium. “ And
I rather think it will be particularly interest.
ing to you, young man!” he added, smiling
at ITussi Kahn.

“Tn what way, dear sir, will it be of such
entertainment to me?” asked the Indian boy.

“Well, you are going to see the Chandra
Magicians,” replied the professor, rubbing
his hands together. “ And 1 venture to state
that the Chandra Magicians will surprise this
liitle town! Such a turn is unprecedented
in a ecircus. Until quite recently, the
Chandra Magicians were performing at one
of the most exclusive entertainment houses in
the West I8nd of London.”

“Yes, sir, I scem to have heard of them,”
said Nipper thoughtfully, “They're pretty
marvellous, aren’t they?”

“ Extraordinary !” declared the professor,
“This will be their first performance in my
arena. It seemis that their engagement in
London is over, and as they are anxious to
see a little of the English countryside, they
asked to appear in my circus.”

"Why, sir, did they propose the engage-
ment themselves?” inquired Nipper.

“Surprising enough. they did!” replied
the professor. “Their agent came to me
only on Saturday, and in less than an hour
the details were fixed up. 1 need hardly tell
vou that T was delighted. I had never
imagined that such an exclusive turn would
condescend to appear in my humble tent.”

“Not so humble, either, sir!” said Hand-
forth, locking up at the gigantic dome,

“1 was speaking fhiguratively,” said the
professar, “A circus, after all, is hardly
regarded, nowadays, as a high-class type of
entertainment. Yot I am convineod that
circuzses will one day come into their own
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again. And I am doing my utmost to popu-
larise thoe relined and artistic circus show.”

Before long, the professor had to go olff,
for the public was now being admitted, and
there was bustle and activity going on all
round,

It was Bank Holiday, and the erowds were
full of the Bank Holiday spirit. Iverybody
was joyful and merry. Hedingstead had had
one or two other circuses during the summer,
but none of them was to be compared to this
enormous show. Professor Onion’s Cirens
was famed throughout the length and breadth
of the land. It was the greatest circus now
touring.

Incidentally the professor was no professot
at all. The adoption of that prefix was
merely a little conceit of his—more for the
sake of effect than anything else. For Pro-
fessor Onions was one of the most modest of
1EEn,

Hussi Kahn, who had been bland and
smiling all the day, was now looking some-
what thoughtful. Perhaps the change in him
was caused by the knowledge that he was
about to see some of his own countrymen in
a magical act,

Not that IHussi Ranjit Lal Kahn had any
faith in “Indian magic.” Hussi was a very
modern youth; he was the younger son
of the enormously rich Maharajah of Kur-
pana—one of the most splendid of the far-
distant Indian provinces. And he had little
or no faith in the so-cailed *“magic® that
was practised by some of his compatriots,

Yet he seldom had the chance of seeing
or talking with any of his own countrymen.
Perhaps he would not even have the chance
now—since these Indian priormers would
probably be barred from speaking to him,
owing to some rigid law of caste. For while
he was of the aristocracy they, no doubt, be-
longed to the humbler people. In India, the
laws of ecaste are extraordinarily striet,

CHAPTER 5.
The Chandra Magicians !

OLLY good!” said
Handforth  enthusi-
astically

“Yes, rather!”
“Priceless, laddies,

—ahsolutely priccless!"

*“Hear, hear!”

The 8t. Frank’s fellows: were lavish in
their praise, The cireus programme was near-
ing its coneclusion, and, from the verv first
moment, the show had been a long round
of execitement and fun. Not for a single
instant had the interest flagged.

“Tt's the best eircus we’ve ever seen!™
deelared Irene firmly. '

“You ought to feel proud, Johnny, for be-
longing to such a splendid show " remarked
Doris, turning to 'Johmmy Onions. * And
you, Tessa, too,” "iH&A: ;
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Lord Dorrimore’s announcement that they werc to go for a trip round Europe was received by

the boys and girls with tremendous excitement,

““ Three cheers for Dorrie ! *’ called somebody,

and the cheers were given with gusto.”

They both laughed.

“We've always been proud of dad!"™ said
Tessa quictly.

She was the professor's adopted daughter,
ancl she had alwavs regarded Johnny and
Bertie Onions as her brothers. At such
fimes as this, all three of them longed to be
back in the arena—back on the trapeze, and
on the tightrope. But their father was firm;
he insisted that they were at school, and
therefore they must confine their energies to
their education,

Yet they always managed to “keep their
hands in"; they were always practising,
and keeping themselves fit. As Johnny had
sometimes remarked, “one never knew,” and
one day, perhaps, their father would be glad
of their skill, Things might not always be
rosy with him,

“”“Hullpl“ said Iandforth, with interest.
. The  Chandra Magicians next! Look
lively, Hussi, old son! This pught to be

something special for you!”

;ﬁuh Hussi Kahn shook his head.

"I have no faith in these magicians,” he
replied. “They are but men, just the same
as other tricksters. Possibly they will give
- magntficent performance of wonderment,
but beyond that what can one say ?”

Except for a little floweriness of talk,

usst Kahn's English was quite ordinary.
He had not been the same when he had first

come to St. Frank’s: but long asseciation
with the juniors had knocked most of the
peculiarities out of him.

In an impressive voice, Profession Onions
announced the Chandra Magicians from the
centre of the ring. He explained that this
was the first time that the celebrated Indians
had performed in a circus, and he was justly
proud of placing such artists before the
public. And seo, with much solemnity, the
Chandra Magicians were introduced. They
came into the ring slowly, looking very
magnificent in their silken robes. There
were three of them: all dark brown, and all
bearded. Nipper, as he eyved them eclosely,
had an idca that the beards were false. Not
that there was anything peculiar in this.
It was doubtless part of their stock-in-trade
to pretend {o be bearded fakirs,

Not a word was spoken at frst. The
Indians set to work with impressive delibera-
tion. A basket was brought into the ring,
also a long pole. Opening the basket, the
chief magician allowed the audience to see
that it was completely empty.  Then he
spoke a few words in his native tongue, and
his companions clapped their hands,

“This is indeed interesting!” murmured
ITussi Kahn wonderingly.

“1I can't sce anything startling vet!” said
Haundforth, with a grunt, -
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“1 was referring to the language,” mur-
mured Husst Kahn, “This man spoke in the
language of Kurpana—or Rishnir, our neigh-
bouring province. Both states use the same
tongue. DBut yet their tongue is different
from that of the Central Provinces, or of
Southern India. I am interested.”

“I hope we shall be—soon!” said Reggie
Pitt dryly.

A small boy now came into the arena—a
dark brown boy, but it was questionable
whether he was Indian, too. Possibly, he
was only browned for the occasion. But in
his rich robes he certainly looked the part.

He was tucked into the basket, and then
the basket was raised to the top of the long
pole~—which was firmly set into the ground.

Again one of the Indians clapped his
hands,

The lid of the basket opened, and the boy
showed himself to the audience. "Then he
closed the lid, The chief magician muttered
curious incantations, and very abruptly he
clapped his hands loudly, and dramatically
pointed to the basket, perched up there at
the top of the pole, '

The other Indians quickly operated the
ropes, and the basket cameé running down.
The lid was whisked opgn, and nothing but
emptiness was seen. The boy had vanished
—in mid-air. There, under those glaring
lights, without any ecurtains or draperies,
the thing had been accomplished.

A gasp went up from the audience, and
then -came a big round of applause.
“Well, I'm jiggered !” murmured Nipper.

“Pretty good, eh?” said Handforth. “Of
course, the kid was taken out of the basket
while he was in the air. I can’t quite see
how it was done—"

“Rats !” murmured Nipper,
basket still |’

“What |” :

“One of the crudest tricks imaginable|”
said Nipper, in surprise. “It's been done
tq death on the ordinary inusic-hall stage.
Can’t you see that that basket is twice as big
as the boy? It's got a false bottom or some-
thing, and he simply slipped into it.”

Nipper was probably right. The basket
was carried out by the circus attendants,
and before the audience had a chance to
think over the trick another one was on the
go. .

This proved to be just as commonplace as
the first, Professor Onions, standing back
in the entrance, was looking slightly sur-
prised. He had been expecting something
much better than this. The Chandra
Magicians had a great name; but, so far,
they had  performed nothing but the most
ordinary of illlusions.

There was now a display of sleight-of-hand,
and similar trickery. Finally the chief
magician stepped forward from the others,
and raised his hand.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, in per-
feet English, “we are now about to perform
our most wonderful act of magic. . But in this
we require ¢ member of the audience to'

““He’'s in the
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assist us.  Will somebody pe. generous
enough to come forward 7"

“Oh, the usual kind of stuff I’ murmured
Reggie Pitt. -

Nobody accepted the offer, and the
magician pointed straight at Iussi Kahn.

“You, perhaps, will consent?” he sug-
gested, “For I perceive that you are a
member of my own race. Your blood is my
blood. Would 1t not be fitting for you to
agsist 7" .

“Go on, Hussi!” said Handforth,

grinning. :

“Yes, try your luck, old man!” said Full-
wood, .

Hussi Kahn promptly arose.

“If 1t will be of any assistance, I am
agreeable and willing,”” he said, with a smile.

He went into the ring, amid the applause
from the audience., And, in taking that
simple action, Hussi Ranjit Lal Kahn took
afliar moYe serious step than he ever dreamed
0

CHAPTER 6.
The Mystic Symbol !

- - HE illusion which fol-

lowed was rather
wonderful to the
majority of the

: people in the great
tent, but to Nipper it was elementary. Many
of the other St. Frank’s fellows, too, were
disappointed. They had seen such illusions
on many occasions at the London theatres.
The Chandra Magicians, after all, were less
clever than the usual run of such “turns.”

Hussi Kahn was led into the centre of the
ring, and then the circus attendants brought
forward a big cabinet. T'wo of the magicians
opened the cabinet, revealing the fact that
it was guite empty. In the meantime, the
magician-in-chief stood by, standing close to
Hussi Kahn. F

And the latter had a curious sparkle in
his eyes. He was looking at a curiously-
designed symbol which was glittering on the
robe of his companion,

“¥You are from Kurpana?” he inquired, in
a low voice, using his native tongue.

“It would be better, youth, for you to
remain silent!” replied the bearded Indian.

“Or perhaps you are from Rishnir?” in-
sisted Huessi,

“It is well said that he who asks no ques-
tion is told no lie!” retorted the other. It
is well that you should assist in this
magic——" '

“And it 18 well that my tongue should
remain silent regarding the nature of this
magic!” said Hussi, with some contempt.
“For, in truth, your magic 1s no magic
at all! There are men in Kurpana who can
teach you much.”

For an instant the. chief magician turned
his flashing eyes upon Hussi Kahn, but he
made no reply. And Hissi was now gazing
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at a quaint ring vpon his companion's finger. 4

It bore the same symbol as the robe.

It scemed that the Indian boy was about to
ask more questions, but he had no oppor-
tunity. He was taken forwards, and led into
the cabinet. Then the curtains were drawn,
and the doors were closed.

"Old  stuff!” said Handforth grufily.
“I've scen this dozens of times!”

And he was right,

When the eabinet was opened, Hussi Kahn
had completely wvanished. And while the
unsoplusticated members of the audience
were clapping, Hussi suddenly appeared on
the other side of the ring, from behind two
or three of the attendants,

This concluded the performance of the
Chandra Magicians, and the ring was soon
filled with trotting horses.

Johnny Onions, who had joined his father,
saw that the latter was looking thoughtful
and slightly annoyed. -

“They are very poor!"” said the professor
tartly. “Had I known that their perform-
ance was so ordinary I should not have
engaged them. Fortunately, the audience is
not too blasé.”

“0Oh, I think they went down all right,
dad,” said Johnny. ‘At the same time,
they're nothing to write home about, I
wonder how they got their name?”

*1 cannot understand it!"” replied Pro-
fessor Onions. “And yet, they are not the
first, A London reputation is worth much
money."

Hussi Kahn was back in his seat, and he
was now silent and serious.

“How was it done, old son?"” whispered
Harry Gresham,

The Indian bov looked at him abstractedly,

“It was crude!” he replied briefly.

“Yes—but how 7”7

“Is it necessary to explain?” said Hussi.
“Later, it will do. Yes?"

He fell silent again. There was a most
remarkable change in the young Indian
prince, Not only was he thoughtful, but his
eyves were troubled and filled with a sort of
dull wonder.

Lven when the show was over, and the
party had started off for Stapleton Towers,
Hussi was still in that same silent mood.

It was all the more noticeable, because he
was usually so bright and cheery. There
was ever a flashing smile on his face, a
cheery word from him. But now he was so
different. Most of the fellows spoke to him,
but he did not smile in return. He only
answered in the briefest way.

“ Something’s happened to the chap!" said
Nipper keenly. *“Iiver since he had some
words with that chief mapgician, he's been
like this. They're people of his own blood—
or, at least, they come either from Kurpana
or Rishnir. Why the dickens is he so strange
now 7"

“We've got to.find out!" said Handforth
firmly. “We're not going to let the chap
mope about like this. If those Indians have
been bothering him, we'll jolly well know
the reason why !”

1I

But after the Towers had been reached
Hussi Kahn was no different.

"It 13 good of you to concern yourselves
over me,”’ he said, in reply to a number of
questions. “But no purpose can be served
by these inquiries. I can tell you nothing.”

“"But those men?” said Handiorth.
“What did they say to you?”

“They said nothing that I can particularly
remember.”

“Then why are you so jolly queer?”

“I am distressed that I should be queer,” .
said Hussi Kahn, with concern. *‘I did not
know 1t. Yet I feel—— How can I ex-
plain? I feel—different, 1 do not know
why, but, nevertheless, there is something
strange.”

“I believe those rotters hypnotised you,
or something !" said Handforth darkly.

“Do you, then, believe in this mysticism ?”
asked Hussi Kahn, with a ghost of a smile
returning to his face. " Hypnotism, good
Handforth, is not so casy. 1 doubt if hypno-
tism 18 more than a myth. No, I am not
hypnotised.”

“Then what's the matter with you "

“There is nothing the matter with me,”
replied Hussi Kahn quietly, “Can you not
sco that I am just myself 2"

“Leave hmm  alone, Handy!" urged
Church., “Can't the chap be thoughtful if
he wants to? I expect those men, being
Indians, reminded him of his own country.
Don't bother him{"”

And Ilandforth had to iive it up. It was
certainly a thankless task to question the
Indian boy. But there was not the slightest
doubt that he was vastly changed. And
after supper he was even more listless and
silent,

He went to his own bed-room almost like
a fellow in a dream; he had not even said
“Good-night'” to any of the others. And
they, for their part, allowed him to go off.

“There's something rather fishy about it,”
said Nipper, frowning. “I don't like it,
cither. I wonder what on earth those Indians
did to him?” :

“We ought to make a thorough investiga-
tion ! said Handforth firmly. “It's no good
messing about, you chaps, I vote we go back
to the circus, see those Indians, and get the
truth out of them!”

“Rats !’

“Cheese 1t, Handy !

“Well, I'm going, anywav!” declared
Handforth. “And Church and MgClure are

going, too!" _

“Are they?" said Church, looking at Mac.

“They are not!" said McClure promptlys.

“Why, you silly asses——"

“Well, well!” said Vivian Travers geni-
ally. “We mustn't guarrel, Handy, dear old
fellow., Leave it until the morning. Then,
perhaps, Hussi Kahn will ke himself again,
It iz not_our business, and why should we
interest ourselves?”

And Edward Oswald Handforth was in-
duced to go to bed. Not that this affected
in any way his determination to “investi-
gate.”
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CHAPTER T.

Handforth Means Bus.-
ness !

UBBISH !I" said Hand-
forth sternly.

He had just imshed
undressing, and
Church and Mc¢Clure

were already in bed. As it was usual for
them to sleep in one Poom at St. Frank's,
Travers had arranged so that they occupied
a bed-room to themselves here at the Towers,

“Sheer rubbish !’ said Handforth, with a
grunt. “ Why can’t we go down to the circus,
and sec those beastly Indians? I don't like
the way they've upset old Hussi. He's not the
same chap since he went to the circus. Soine-
thing's happened to him!”

“IBut, as Travers s=aid, it’s not our busi-
ness, 18 4t 7" murmured Church., "“Why not
settle down, Handy ? Don’t forget about to-
morrow. We're starting off on that big
round-KEurope trip——->"

“1"m not so selfish as you chaps, thank good-
ness!” interrupted Handforth tartly. “1 don’t
like to sce old Hussi mooning about, and
looking so worried."’

“Yes, but, dash it, what cany we do ¥'" asked
MeClure indignantly, “ Hussi won’t answer
our questions, and 1 don’t see that we can do
any good if we go to the ecircus. Those
Indian chaps will be just as silent. You know
what they're like.”

“We ought to investigate!” said Handforth
stubbornly,

Church and MeClure thought it advisable
to say as little possible. In faet, they snored
gently, pretending to be asleep. They knew,
from past experience, that Handf jrth had “a
bee in his bonnet ” on the subject of investi-
gation., He fanecied himself as an amateur
detective, and at the slightest excuse he would
practice his ‘‘art.”” He was the biggest blun-
derer under the sun, and, if he started any
activity, he would only land himself " into
trouble, -

“There's something rummy about the whole
affair!”’ he said, as he sat on the edge of
his own bed. *“ And the trouble is, we don’t
know what the dickens to make of it. Hussi
went into the ring, with those other Indians,
and he came back with a squiffy look in his
eye. 'They must have told him something—
and he as good as admitted that they're men
of his own blood. Well, everybody knows that
there are hundreds of different tribes in
India. Isn’t 1t a bit queer that these chaps
should ecome from Rishnir, or whatever the
name of the cutlandish place is 7’

Two gentle snores formed the only answer.

“Hey!” bawled Handforth. “I'm talking
to you chaps!” .

Church blinked, and turned over.

“Dry up, Handy!” he mumbled.
asleep!™

“Vas,. but look here—""

“We're

“We've got a big day ahead of us to-
morrow !"’ added Church, ''Let’s get as much
rest as possible,” -

As a matter of fact, Church and McClure
did not feel like sleep at all. They were tre-
mendously exeited about the morrow, and
Handforth was, too. But he was [urther
intrigued by the little mystery of IHussi Kahn,
Between the two, he found that sleep was
out of the question.

After he had put the light ouf, he tossed
about mm bed, thinking first of Hussi Kahn,
then of the big aeroplane trip. In this way,
two hours elapsed, and midnight had long
since chimed out from the great grandiather's
elock in the hall.

At last, Handforth decided that action was
the only possible way out of this deadlock.

“It’s no good!” he said firmly. “['m
blessed if T see why I should be awake all
night. I’ve got to do something!"

This time, Chureh and MeClure really were
aslecep, and their heavy breathing told Hand-
forth that it was useless to address them.

So he decided to slip off to Husst Kahn's
bhed-room, and to have a quict, heart-to-heart
talk with the Indian boy,

“Yes, that’s the wheeze!” he told himself,
“Funny thing I didn't think of it before! I
daresay that IHussi will confide in me-—he
knows that he can trust me. Heo didn't like
to tell all the others—but I'm different.”

With these thoughts in his mind, he crept
out of the bed-room, slipped along the corri-
dor, and went to Hussi Kahn's hed-room. In
deference to the Indian boy’s princely rank,
he had been given an apartment all to him-
self. When Handforth erept in, he found
Hussi Kahn sound asleep. '

The summer moonlight was streaming
through the window, which stood wide open,
and it fell in a slanting ray across Hussi's
peaceful face. Handforth sat down on the
cdge of the bed, and gently shook the Indian
boy’s shoulder,

“Wake up, Hussi, old son!” murmured the
visitor. ‘‘Sorry to disturb you, but—— Come
on! Wake up, yon ass!”

Handforth shook harder, but Hussi Kahn
still remained in a deep, sound sleep.

It never occurred to the leader of Study D
that this action of his was not only inconsider-
ate, but bordering on the outrageous. To
disturb a fellow, in the middle of the night,
in order to pester him with personal questions,
was decidedly thick. But Handlorth really
had no intention of being inquisitive.

His motive was excellent, even if hig
methods were questionable. He wanted to be
quite certain that Hussi Kahn was safe and
sound. For Edward Oswald’s mind, at the
slightest provoecation, immediately jumped to
melodramatic coneclusions.

For once, perhaps, he was not far wrong!

For there was something very strange about
the still form of Hussi Kahn, He was well
known at St. Frank’s as a light sleeper. Ho
was generally one of the first down, for it
was his- practice to jump out of bed at the
first sound of the rising-bell.

But now he remaimedllike a loe.



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

In spilie of Haudforil's vigorous shaking,
he gave no sign of wakefulness. He remained
there, with bis head on the pillow, breathing
cevenly, Handforth stared at him in wonder
at first, and then a light of alarm crept inlo
his eyes.

“Hussi, old man panted Handforth.
“Why don’t you wake up? Whal's the mat-
ter with you?"

This time he went {o work in earnest. He
seized both of the sleeper's shoulders, and he
lifted him clean up. He shook him until his
head rolled about grotesquely on his shoulders.

“Hey " pasped Handforth., ““Why don’t
you wake up, Hussi?”

He paused in his efforts, breathing hard.
Hussi’s head bad sunk down on to his chest,
and he remained limp and inanimate in Hand-
forth’s grasp. It was=n't merely a question of
being sound asleep, Xussi Kaln was uncon-
scious in quite a different way,

“My only hat!” ejaculated Handforlh
breathlessly. “I knew it! There's something
fishy about this! There was something fishy
about 1t at the very start! Those roften
Indians at the circus must have done some-
thing to him!"

He allowed the Indian boyv to fall back
again upon the pillow, and he sat there,
staring at him. In the pale moonlight, there
was something unreal and rather ghostly
about Hussi Isahn's appearance. He wasn't
pale—because it was difhcult for a brown boy
to be pale. Yet his face scemed somehow
changed,

“He's been drugged!”’ gasped Handforth,
starting to his feet. *“‘I'd better fetch help!
There's been some dirty work afoot! By
George! I'm going to investigate the casc,
too—and find out what it all means!”’

And then, at that sccond, he thought he
caught sight of something on the other side
of the dark room. A slight movement—jusi
a glimpse of a slim, shiny limb, Then it
vanished.

A sound camo to Handforth's ears—the
tiniest creak. MHe sat there, every nerve on
Ll_m .'Iatretch, his heart thumping madly within

i |
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CHAPTER 8.
The Figure in the Night !
ANDFORTH

himself,
“Pall

shook

yourself to-
gether, -+ you  usilly
idiot " he muttered
“There's nothing theie!

under his breath., “There's
It’s only your silly imagination!

The silence was oppressive. Outside, the
summer night was still—with an unearthly
etillness. Not a tree stirred in the inteuse
calm. ¥rom a distant point of the parkland
came the cry of an owl, and it was echoed
by the wailing sound of some other night
creature.

But here, within this bed-room, everything
was cerily quiet. liven the sound of Hussi

rd

| throurh the open

I3

Kalin's breathing nad merged eell ulo tho
intent stillness until it was hardly noticecable.

Handforth gol to his feet, and crept across
the room to the door. He wanled to shout
out——to call for help. DBut something scemed
to ¢heck him; before he mado any outery, ho

must get outside, into the corridor. ‘This
room was filled with soms unaccountablo
mystery.
Creak !

Handfortl: spun round with a gasp as he
heard a board creaking within a yard of him.
Then his jaw dropped, and his eyes grew
larger. Between him and the window there
was a figure—dimn, ghostly, unreal.

He only glimpsed it for a splt sccond; a
lithe, slim fizure., But Handforth did not run.
He did not make a dash for the door, and
escape.

Iustead, he made a sudden dash ab the
mysterious intruder,

Thud !

Heo hit against somecthing—a soft, warm
body, And in the same second he grappled.

“Got you!" he panted. * You—you rotter!
Who the dickens—— Oh, my hat! ‘What the
—— How the—""

Handforth was not only surprised, but hLe
was stupefied. Jor an instant he had touched
the figure, but it wriggled out of his hold
wth the agility of a snake. It seemed to him
that the very limbs of the inlruder were
greased and slippery.

With an im'oll:r.lmtur}- shudder, ITandforth
experienced a sensatinn of wrestling with ap
enormous eel, The thing had slithered out of
his grasp without the slightest effort,

And now it had gone!

He knew not where—Dbut it had vndoubtedly
gone. He looked round Dblankly, dazedly.
There was nothing whatever in the room—
nothing  but that moonbeam, sglanting in
window. He could see
Hussi's face, full in the moorlight, and—-—-

Something touched hiz arm, and he spun
round, with a loud gasp.

He was gripped and pulled over. Nol one
fi;ure, but two were on him now, He felt
himself falling backwards:, down on to the
floor. He struck the carpet, and his horroe
was intensified. For he could feel those slip-
pery limbs all over him. He was being knels
upon—he was being held down.

“Help!” he roared. “Hi! Rescue—"

But his outery was feeble. Ie had intended
that shout to be a powerful rear, but some-
thing was clutching at his throat, and {he
sound, in reality, was only a faint kind of
gurgle.

In all truth, there had been excellent reason
for Handforth's suspicions!

Now that the first shock was over, Lie found
his wits returning to hitn. He had read sensa-
tional stories of Indian dacoits—desperate rob-
bers who went about their nefarious work in
a naked condition, except for a loin-cloth. It
was & general practice—in the stories that
Handforth had read, at all events—fer these
dacoits to oil their bodies, so that in the event
of a struggle they could slip away. There
was, of course, excellent ground for such
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stories, for i’is a well-known faet that Indian
sriminals sometimes resort to this expedient,

Heore was a genuine example of the sen-
tational dodge!

For Handilprth’s assailants were, without
nuestion, Illﬁﬁﬂ.'ﬂﬂ. Furthermore, they were
nractically unclothed, and their bodies and
iimbs were greased,

Handforth had never felt =o helpless in all
his life,

He was a born fighier, and, in normal cir-

cumstances, he would have put up a great
struggle. But now he found himself help-
less. When he tried to grip, his fingers

slithered away. “His assailants, on the other
hand, had all the advantage. They held hun
tdown, and they prevented him from making
any outery. And they themselves remained
cerily quiet.

Something was pulled over his face and
drawn tight. It was a sheet, and Handforth
found it mimpossible to make any outery, other
than a mumbled gurgle deep down in his
throat.

While he continued to struggle, he*was
.w:rap‘ami in a blanket, and wrapped in such
a fashion that any movement was impossible,
His legs were locked behind him, and his arms
were held straight down to his sides. He
was trussed like a chicken.

Dazed, bewildered, and half suffocated, he
fclt himself being carried bodily, He thudded
on the floor, and he thought he heard a door
closing, As a matter of fact, he had been
nlacncj’ in a deep cupboard, at the far end
7f Hussi Kahn’s bed-room, and the door had
peen closed and locked.

+ And then those mysterious figures went to
the door of the room, listened, and a few
whispered words passed between them,

Then they crossed towards Hussi Kahn's
unconsecious figure,

e e — s

CHAPTER 8.
The Alarm !

\LTER CHURCH sat
up in bed and stared.

“My ouly sainted
aunt!” he muttered,

He had been awak-
ened some minutes earlier, and had stared un-
sceingly at the ceiling. He had been very
restless ever since he had first dropped off.
He had dreanied about flving, about menac-
ing Indians, and somehow the Indians and the
flying had become mixed. The truth was
Church was excited, and normal sleep was
difficult.

Now he =at up, fully awake. The moonlight
was streaming through the big window, and
it fell across Handforth's bed. Church was
astonished to see that the bed was empty.

“I say, Mac!” he exclaimed, leaping out ]

of bed and tugging at MeClure's shoulder,
"Just a minute, old man! Wake up!
McClure awoke and blinked.

he's still somewhere in the house.
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“What's the matter 7’ he asked, “1t isn't
time to get up yet. It's still night—"

“Handforth’s gone!” said Church.

“Gone! Gope where?”

“How should I know?” said Church. *“1
woke up just now, and when I Jooked at
Handy’s bed T saw that it was empty.”

“That's nothing,” said MecClure, yawning,
“You know what an ass he i1s! I suppose
he's excited, and he's probably gone for a
walk, or something.” »

“It’s far more likely that he’s gone down
to Heédingstead, to that cireus,” said Church
gruffly. ““You know what he was saying
before we went to sleep! He thinks there's
some mvstery about Hussi Kahn.”

“My hat, yes!” =aid MeClure, becoming
more wakeful. *Well, we can’t do anvthing,
can we !

“We can go after him.”

“Not likely ! said Mae firmly,
him!”

“Wait a minuie, though!” murmured
Church. *“ He couldn't have gone out, after
all, Here are all his clothes! He's gone oft
somewhere in his pyvjamas!”

“That's nothing!"” said McClure. He's
capable of going to Hedingstead in his
pyiamas! Still, I'll admit it looks as though
Perhaps
we'd better turn out and search for him, Rats
to the silly ass!”

They found their shppers, got into their
dressing-gowns, and ventured out. DBut once
they. were in the corridor they did not know
which wav to go. So they paused against
a window, and held a brief consultation.

“We'd better go easy, vou know!™ whis
pered Chureh, *“If Mr. Travers came along,
and saw us out here like this, he'd wonder
what the dickens was the matter.”

“Well, we can explain, can't we?"’ said
Mac. “We can sny that Handy is wandering
about somewhere, Hadn’t we better look inte
ong of the bath-rooms, as a start? He may
have gone for a drink.”

“That's not likely. There's plenty of water
in the bed-room,"”

While they were falking, a door opened, and
the next second a figure came towards them.

"Here he 18! said MeClure, with reiief.
“Huandy, vou ass. where the dickeng——"

“I'm not Handy,” said a voice. *“What on
earth are yvou chaps doing out here in the
middie of the might 77

The neweomer was Nipper.

“We're looking for Handy,"” said Chureh,

“ Blow

i T

“We thonght we'd found him for a tick.
Haven’t you seen anything of him?”
“Of ecourse I haven't,” said Nipper, *But

I woke up, and I heard footsteps out here.

What's the matter? Why i1sn't Handy in
hed , , :
“It's no good asking us,” said Chureh

gruflly. "I woke up, and found that he'd
gone. But before we went to sleep he was
talking about Hussi Kahn. He suggested
roing down to the circus, and having a jaw
with those Indian magicians,”

“We'd better goualong to Hussi Kahn's
hed-room,” said Nippan ogisply. “If Handy's
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gone angwhere, he's gone thero, Oh, my
goodness! What a chap he 1s!”

They were a little uncertain az to the
Indian boy's bed-room, but before they had
time to make any mistakes another door
opencd, and Vivian Travers strolled out and
joined them, _

“Well, well!”

characteristic coolness,

murmured Travers, with
" Night marauders,

ch? I'll puarantee that Handlorvth is at the
bottom of all this!™

“Then you're right ! gaid Nipper., “We're
looking for him now.”

Ile explained the circumstances, and

Travers nodded.

“I haven't been exceedingly sleepy to-
night,” he admitted. “Fact 1s, I'm moro or
less excited about to-morrow,”

“I didn't know you could be excited,” said

Nipper.
4 0h, yes, quite eastly,” said Travers. I
don't show 1t, perhaps, but I'm just as human
as anybody else. And now, for the love of
Bamson, let's {ind out what Handiorth has
been up to."

He led the way to Hussi Kahn's bed-room.
Handforth himself bad found it easily enough,
because he had followed the Indian boy to his
bed-room at the hour of retiring, hoping to
pet some information from him, .

Travers led the way in, and he came to
a halt just inside the door, his face expressive
of astonishment and doubt,

“Hallo! What's this?" he murmured.
“H'm! Tt doesn’t look any too good!”

The other three juniors crowded in, and
they saw why Vivian Travers had expressed
himself so gravely. Hussi Kahn's bed was
cmpty |

The sheets and the blankels were thrown
back in disorder, but of the Indian boy him-
self there was so sign. The window stood
wide open, and there were some clothes on a
chair near the bed,

Nipper suiffed the air sharplss

“What's thoe matter?"” asked Travers,
looking curiously at Nipper.

“Don’t you notice anything asked the
Remove skipper., ‘““There’s a peculiar kind
of odour in here—something like oil. Pun-
gent oil—-with a curious reek about it.”

“Now you come to mention it, yes!"” said
Church, sniffing in turn. “But why bother
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about it? Where's Hussi? And where's
Handy %" o
“Well, neither of them are here,” said

Travers, as ho stood looking round., “It
wouldn't be a bad idea to have some light
on the subject.”

As lhe spoke he turned the switch, and the

bed-room became flooded with electrie light. |,

By this time all the juniors were aware that
their hearts were beating more rapidly than
usiaal. There was no direct evidence of any-
thing scnsational; but there was more than a
hint that unusual events had been {aking
place in the dead of the night,

“Here are Husst's elothes,"” said MeClure,
a3 hie stood looking at the chair beside the
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bed, “What on earth can it mean?! Both
he and Handy have gone off without any
clobber "

“Don’t jump to conclusions!” said Nipper

steadily, *““There's no evidence that either
of them have-‘gone off.” 1 expect they'ro

somewhere in the house. It stands to
reason——" ;
“Listen!” interrupted Travers, holding up
a hand.
Thud! Thud! Thud!

The juniors looked at one another in a
startled way, Those thuds were very f{eeble,
very subdued, but there ecould be no doubt
that they were coming from somewhero close
at hand. :

“Did you hear them ?” whispered Travers.

“By jingo, yes!” gaid Church, with a gasp.
“What is it? They—they secm to be coming
from—"

“Yes—Irom that cupboard!”™ said Nipper,
nodding.

Thud! Thud! Thud!

There was no longer any doubt The
strange, muffled sounds were coming from a
cupboard on the other side of the bed-room,
[t scemed to the excited juniors that some
half-strangled gasps accompanied those
thuds, too. Dut they could not Do sure.

DBut there was an casy wayv of setting all
doubts at rest.

Nipper strode across the room, turned the
key in the cupboard door, and then glanced
at his companions,

“Look out!” he muttered.

He swung the door open, and a burly fizure,
wrapped tightly in a blanket, came tumbling
out at their feet!

CHAPTER 10.
The Search !

OR the love of Sam-
son!” ejaculated Tra.
vers, ,

He and the othera
stared in bewilder-

ment at the bundle, and then Nipper gave a

short laugh, It was generally his way to

think of some commonplace explanation,
rather than jump to melodramatic conclu-
gions.

P “I'll bet this is Handy's work!” he eaid.
He must have come here fo have a talk

with Hussi Kehn, and they had a row. So

Handy bundled poor Hussi Kahn into a

blanket, and shoved him into this cupboard,

I expect that's the explanation!”

“It sounds probable, anyway!"” chuckled
Tyravers, *Handy isn’t any teo particular.”

With nimble fingers they unfastened the
bianket. And they were considerably aston-
ished when they found that Edward Oswald
himself was the vietim. He sat on the floor,
red with rage and heat, He was perspiring
freely, having nearly been suffocated, -
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“Phew!” Lo breathod, the makesindt |
gag was taken froan his mouth, *Oh, ’l-lub’
goodnuess! Phool Whoo! Oh, crumbs!

They allowed him to recover a little of
his breath. Obviously, it was impossible for
him t» speak at the moment. Indeed, for
nearly a minute Handforth allowed his limbs
to relax, and he lay spreadeagled on the floor,
breathing heavily,

“Leave him alone for half a tick!” said
Nipper quietly. *“Poor chap, he was nearly
smothered in those blankets. It was a dirty
irick to tie him up like that.”

“But Hussi couldn't have done it,” pro-
tested Church.

“Of course he couldn't!” agreed WNipper.
“In any case, Hussi wouldn’t do it, even if
it had been possible. The people who did
this were brutes!”

Handforth struggled into a sitting position.
He looked at the juniors dazedly., His eyes
were slightly bloodshot, his face was puffy
and hot

“Where—where are they?” he
“Have you seen 'em, vou fellows?”

“We've seen nothing, except you,” re-
pited Church,

“"But they were here!” panted Handforth

H ]

gasped.

desperately, “Two or three of them!
Cireasy, oily Indians—-"

“Oily?” put in Nipper sharply.

“Yes—as slippery as cels!” said IHand-

forth. “I struggled with a couple of them,
but I couldn’t do anything!™~ They had me
down before I could even give a yell. And
when I tried to grab them, they slipped
away !”

Nipper was beginning to look grave.

“I wondered what that oily smell Wwas!™
he muttered. “Great Scott! Indians—with
oiled bodies! I say, you fellows, this is be-
rinning to look serious!”

“But—but I don’t understand!” protested
Church blankly.

“Hussi Kahn has gone!” said Nipper. “ He
was taken away by these Indians, I expect.
And don't forget how strange Hussi was
after he saw those men in the eircus——"

“That’s it!” broke in Handforth, recover-
ing his wits, “Those Chandra Magicians!
I'll bet they're at the bottom of it all!
They've taken Hussi away! I tried to stop
them, but—but——"

“Keep cool, old man!” wurged Travers.
“It won't do any good to get excited.”

“I'm not excited!” roared Handforth,
“Where's Hussi Kahn?”

“We don't know,” replied Travers. “ He's
not in his bed, and " .

-“Then they've taken him!” said Hand-
forth, struggling to his feet. “By George!
Rhose—those greasy rotters have pinched old
Hussi! Ile’s been kidnapped, vou chaps!
Don’t yvou understand ?"

. “Kidnapped !” said Church and MecClure,
in one volice.

L &7‘15 ‘!!‘J‘

“Oh, but hang it——"

“Don’t vou believe it?" demanded Hand-

tbroke in Handforth.

{orth,
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“Well, it sccus sach—auch a runilily “P{t’
of thing!” protested Church. “I mean, 1t's
like you see in the films! Dacoits, or what-
ever they're called——"

“That's it!” nodded Handforth. “ Dacoits!
Old Huesi has been spirited away by Indian
bandits "’

“1 don't think those fellows were bandits;
Handy, old man,” said Nipper quictly.
“There’s something deeper behind it all,
Hussi Kahn wonldn’t be taken away merely
for the sake of robbery, or of ransom, or any-
thing like that. There must be something
pretty big at the back of all this!”

“That's what I'm thinking!” nodded
Vivian Travers. “And I'd better run along
and wake the pater. This is too serious for
us to deal with. You're absolutely sure,
Handy, about those greased figures, aven't

Fﬂll?j’

“What do vyou mean—sure?” demanded
Handforth. *“ Do you think I imagined it?”

“Well, no; but you're inclined to exag-
gerate——-" :

“Well, 1T haven’t exaggerated this time!”
"1 came into this bed-
room to have a few words with Hussi, and
I couldn't wake him up.”

“Oh!" said Nipper. “You didn't tell us
that before, Handy., You say vou couldn’t

51

-

wake him up
“No; he was like a log !”
“Then that explains why Husst didn't

interfere while the Indians were bundling
you mto a blauket,” said Travers. * That
point was puzzling me. Great Samson!
What can it all mean?”

“There's a deep mystery
Edward Oswald tensely. “Poor old Hussi
was eompletely unconscious—just as if he
had been drugged. I expeet he had been
drugged, too! Those rotten Indians at the
circus know something about this, I'll bet!”

“He was breathing properly, I suppose?”
asked Nipper,

“Oh, yes; he only seemed to be in a very
heavy sleep; and I ecouldn’t wake him up!”

“Then he must have been doped,"” nodded
Travers. *“The question is, how the dickens
was the dope administered-—and when? And
why in the name of all that's rummy has
he been taken away?"

“Well, we shan't do any good by staying

here,”  said

here, jabbering about the affair,” said
Nipper practically. “The sooner you ecan
tell your pater, Travers, the better. And

I suppose we shall have to make a secarch,
too. With luck, we might be able to get on
Hussi's track !

Vivian Travers burried off. Nipper went
to the window, and looked out over the
moonlit grounds. BEverything was still” and
silent. It was diffieult to believe that any-
thing mysterious or dramatic had taken place
so recently in this eminently respectable
country residence.

“You didn't recognise these figures, I sup
pose, Handy?" asked Nipper, after a few
moments, ' S
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p_l_ippgn“r_swung the cupboard door open, and a burly fizure, wrapped tightly in a blanket, came tumb-

o

 “Recogniso them?"” said Handforth, “I
didn't even sce them! I just had an impres-
sion of shadowy figures; and then I felt
their rotten, greasy bodies. Ugh! It almost
miukes me shudder to think of it! I ecan tell
you, it gave me a turn!”

“Yes, I suppose it did!” apgreed Nipper.
“Well, Travers seems to be doing his work
all right!"” he added grimly. *““He’s not only
awakening his father, bul the whole house-
hold 1™ :

And this was true enough.

Within five minutes lights were gleaming
from every window of Stapleton Towers. The
St. Irank’s juniors were all hurrying up and
down the corridors, asking questions; ser-
vants were appearing, startled and alarmed.
From end te end of the preat residence a
bustle and aclivity was making itself
appurent,

e

CHAPTER 11.
elsop Lee on the Job !

N
R. TRAVERS was
grave and agitated.
“I can hardly be-
lieve it, boys!™ he
_ said, with deep con-
“It is extraordinary! I have never

ctrn.

" ling out at the juniors' [eet.
. -

heard of such an astounding thing! Here—
in the heart of Kssex—on a quiet summer's
night! To think that the boy should have
been carried off in this astounding fashion 1"

“Well, it's a fact, pater, and we ought to
be doing something |” said Vivian pointedly.
“Wouldn't it be a good idea to -tell the

police? Can't we ring up Hedingstead
police station?"
“No, no!” said his father. *“Good

gracious! T don’t want the Towers to bo
over-run - by police officers at this hour of
the night!”

“But something's got to be done, sirl™
said Fullwood anxiously.

“0Oh, absolutely!” declared Archie Clen-
thorne. “I mean to say, dash it, when a
chappie is absolutely spirited away from
under our dashed noses, it's time for a little
whizzing hither and thither, searching, and
so forth.”

“I'm afraid a search won'l beé of much use,
Archie,” remarked Nipper, shaking his head,
“Hussi Kahn was taken away well over an
hour ago, and it isn't likely that he'll still
be anywhere necar the premises—or in the

grounds.”
“Then where can he be?" asked Tonmmy
Watcon,

Mr. Travers suddenly looked up, his eyes
rleaming,
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“We must keep level heads, boys!” he
said. ““On no account must we lose our
sense of proportion, This may be nothing
but a joke—an absurd joke, of course. It
would be foolish to fetch the police at this
early stage.”

“But—but those Indians, sir?” protested
ITandforth.

“We do not know that they were
Indians!” replied Mr. Travers., "It would
be simply ridiculous if we called the police
in, and then found that somebody had been
playing a practical joke.”

“That's true enough, pater,” nodded
Travers. “And perhaps we'd better insti-
tute a big search straight away. Let’s go
all over the house, and over the grounds,
too,”

“ Hear, hear)”

“Come on, you fellows!”

In less than five minutes, several search
parties were organised. Nearly all the men-
servants of the establishment weré brought
into the hunt. The Moor View girls had
appeared, of course, but they were not
allowed to take any part in the proceedings.
They just waited about indoors, ecager o
hear of the latest developments—and some-
what indignant because they were kept in.

But this preliminary hunt was very neces-
sary. As Mr. Travers had pointed out, there
was more than a chance that the whole thing
was nothing more than an ill-timed joke, and
it .would only be aiding the jokers if the
police were called in.

However, this theory was soon knecked on
the head.

Nipper and Handforth and a number cf
others discovered some recently-made motor.
car fracks on the gravel drive. This, in
itself, was not a particularly enlightening
clues but the tracks vecred off the drive
near the house, and for some distance they
were plainly visible on the grass.

“This looks very significant, you chaps!”
satd Nipper, as he stood staring down at the
grass in the moonlight. “ A car came along
here not so long ago—and it was driven off
the gravel and on to the turf.”

“Tor the sake of silence, eh?” asked Hand-
forth.

“(Obviously.”

“What about the engine?”

“There are plenty of motor-cars that arc
almost silent,” said Nipper. * Anyhow, this
car came along, and was driven on to the
grass. You can see where it stood for some
time—there are clear depressions here, on

the tart. And it went back the same way as
it came. If you look closely enough, you can
see the double tracks,”

“By Georgel! You're right!” declared
Handforth eagerly. “But what does it
mean "’

“Simply that the car waited here while the
kidnappers got into the house, and grabbed
old Hussi,” said Travers. “Having got him,
they bundled himm into the ear, and drove
off. There’s no practical joke about it, dear
old fellows.”
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Mr, Travers came up at this minute, and
he was vastly concerned when he learned
of this latest evidence. He, too, was forced
to the conelusion that there was something
really dramatic and important about Fuasi
Ranjit Lal Kahn's disappearance.

“Then it will have to be the police, after
all ! he said reluctantly. “And yet I don’t
like calling them in. What can they do?
And think of the publicity !”

“I'll tell you what, sir!” said Nipper
keenly. **Why not ring up my guv'nor?™

“Ahem! I'm afraid I do not quite under-
stand,” said Mr. ‘Travers impatiently., “I
fail 1o see how your father can—"

“No, not my father, sir,” said Nipper,
“Possibly you don't know it, but my

uardian is Mr. Nelson Lee, the famous

etective.”
“Why, good heavens, yes said Mr,
“You're Hamilton,

Travers, with a start,
are you not? Nipper? Splendid! For the
the fact that I

moment, I had overlooke

had such a distinguished young gentleman
under my roof! Do you think that Mr. Lew_
wonld consent to—"

“"Of course he would, sir!”’ broke in
Nipper. “You're on the 'phone, aren't you?
Well, the guv'nor’s at his place in Gray's
Inn Road just now. Ile generally goes up
to London during the holidays. We can
soon get through to him, and he’ll be here
within a couple of hours!”

“I will ring him up at once!’ said Mr.
Travers promptlv., " An excellent sugges-
tion, my boy! Without wishing to disparage
the local police, I must nevertheless frankly
say that I would greatly prefer Mpr., Nelson
Lee’s assistance.”

He hurried indoors, and within five minutes
he was talking to the famoGs Houscmaster-
detective over the telephone, Nelson Lee
heard the brief facts, and he promised to
start off in his racing car at once.

“At this time of night the roads are all
celear and, barring accidents, I shall be with
vou within ninety minutes,” he promused.
“In the meantimge, Mr. Travers, I hope that
you will leave everything undisturbed.”

“Would it be adwvisable to inform
IHedingstead police?”

“No; I think you had better take no
action whatever,” replied Lee, "1 fanoy that
this 1s a matter well outside the jurisdiction
of the police.”

Mr. Travers rang off, and everybody was
pleased when they heard that Nelson Lee was
on bis way. Nobody went to bed; they hung
about in the hall, in the reception-rooms,
talking. And it scemed that hardly any
time had elapsed before a throbbing was
heard outside on the terrace.

Nipper and Handforth and erowd of other
juniors went hurrying out through the big
hall, and they flung the great door open,
Nelson Lee was just climbing out of his
powerful racer.

“Well done, guv'nor!” said Nipper, as he
sprang forward. “I don’t believe you've
boeen more than an hour !

!H

the



' added, as the host eame bustling up.

-nitely

circus,

at a decent

«Wwell, I certainly came alon
Nelson  Lee.

gpeed, young ’un,” smiled

“Pon't forget that the roads were quite

deserted. How are you, Mr. Travers?” he
ii Any
fresh news?”

“ None wha ever!” said Mr, Travers anxi-
ously. “I am very glad that you have come,
Mr. Lee! The boy has disappeared, and

there is absolutely no trace of him. I cannot

help thinking that there is something sinister

behind the whole business!” &
And it wasn't long before Nelson Lee
arrived at the same conclusion!

CHAPTER 12.
A few

HERE can be little
doubt that Hussi
Kahn was drugged
at the cireus,” de-
clared Nelson Lee

gravely., *“The drug, of course, did not take

effeet until spme hours afterwards. Ie was
then a very easy vietim, But for Hand-
forth's intervention you would probably have
known nothing of his disappearance until the

Discoveries |

morning,”
“There you arc!” said Handforth tri-
umphantly. *“That just shows you!"

“Yes, it shows us that you can be useful
sometimes, old man!” said Nipper. “But
even you'll admit that you made the dis-
covery more or less by accident.”

“Rot ! sauid Handforth. “Some sort of
instinet told me! DBeing a born detective, I
was drawn irresistibly towards Hussi Kalin's
bed-room.”

“And vou arrived at the erucial moment,”
said Nelson Lee, nodding., *“1It is a great
pity, Handiorth, that you were unable to
sound the alarm at the time. However, you
did vour bLest, and we must be thankful for
small mercies.”
~ “Do you really think that Hussi Kulin is
in danger, sir?" asked Fullwood.

“It 13 impossible to hazard any theory at
the moment,” replied Lee. " He may be in
noe danger at all. I rather fancy that he is
verfectly safe.  Tf these men had intended
him any harin, they eould easily have donc
their worst here, under this roof. The fact
that he has been kidnapped indieates that he
1s not in any particular danger.”

“Then where can he be, sic?”

“There is plenty of evidence of a well-laid
plot.” said Lee slowly. “We can only defi-
establish the faet that Ilussi Kahn
was taken away from this house by motor-
car.  And the presence of those Indian
magicians in the eircus is very significant.
Our first move must be to pay a visit to the

cus. It is still in the town, I understand ?”
" Yes, sir,” replied Nipper. “It's in
Hedingstead for two days—so they haven't
moved on. Do you suspect the Chandra

aEictans 2" ' .
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| introduecing us?” laughed Nelson Lee.
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r 1 certainly do,” said Lec. *“And, as
nothing can be done here, we must ncces-
sarily go to the circus.”

Everybody, of course, wanted to go, too.

But Nelson Lee advised Mr, Travers and
his young guests to go to bed, He suggested
that they should leave tho matter in his
hands. He promised that he would let themn
know of the latest developments at the first
opportunity.
_ Nipper, however, insisted upon accompany-
ing }i)ns master. IFortunately, nono of tho
other fellows knew of this, and a good deal
of trouble was averted. Handforth would
have kicked up a terrific noise if he had
known that Nipper, instead of going back to
bed, had crept out silently, and had joined
qulmn Lee's car some distance down the
rive,

“Well, that’s that, sir!” grinned Nipper,
as they sped along the country road towards
Hedingstead. “I'm jolly glad that I'm with
vou—it reminds me of old times.”

“You really oughtn't to have come, young
'un,”" said Lee. “I don’t see that you can be
of much use, anyhow.”

“Thanks, guv'nor!” said Nipper. " Bub
just you wait and see! Anyhow, they always
say that two heads are better than one!"

They arrived at the circus, and found
eversything quict and dark. There was a
night watchman, however, and he soon
aroused DProfessor Onions, much to thut
gentleman's astonishment and consternation,

“What does it mean?” he inquired, as he
came out of his big caravan, attired in a
flowing dressing-gown and wearing an old-
fashioned sleeping-cap. “ Ah, young man!™

“This is Mr. Lee,” said Nipper. *Guv'nor,
this is Professor Onions, the boss, He's an
old friend of ours, you know,”

“My dear Nipper, why on earth are you

I
am very well acquainted " with Professor
Onions.”

“"Why, wes, to be sure!” said the pro-
fessor, as he peered forward in the moon-
light. *Mr. Lee—how absurd of mel But
why are you here, Mr. Lee, at this time of
the night? Has anything happened 7"

“I'm afraid so,” replind Lee quietly, *I
amn rather anxious to question the Indian
magicians who have recently joined your
circus,”

And the brief facts of the case were told.
Professor Onions listened with growing
alarm. 5

“But why should these men desire to harm
a St. IFrank’s boy ?” he asked. “ Hussi IXahn
is an Indian, I know, but it seems so
pointless——"

“Nearly all mysteries are pointless until
the solution 1is arrived at, professor,” broke
in Nelson Lee. “If you will lead me to tho
gquarters of these Indian magicians—"

“(Certainly—certainly 1"’ said the professor.
“The sooner, the better! I must admit that
I have been suspicious of the fellows ever
since thev came. Their performance was
. poor. gnd I did not care fer their appear-
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ance. 1 shail be very glad when .their
engagement is at an end.”

Thev arrived at a large caravan which had
been set aside for the use of the Chandra
Magicians.  After knocking without avail
for some time, Professor Onions opened the
door and walked in. A moment later he
appeared, his face alight with alarm.

“They have gone!” he exclaimed in
amazement, “'The Indians are not here !”

Nelson Lee was perfeetly cool.

“1 did not expect them to be here, pro-
fessor,” he said quietly. "1 was quite
prepared for this item of news., It merely
fits in witi the theory that I have formed.
Hussi Kahn was taken from Stapleton
Towers by your Chandra Magicians,”

"Phew!” whistled Nipper. *“What's the
next move, guv'nor?”

“We are pgoing straight to London,”
replied Nelson Lee grimly. “Do you happen
to know, Professor Onions, where these
Indian performers were staying, previous to
their visit to your show "

“I don’t know for certain, but I have an
idea that their headquarters were at the
Hotel Cyril,” replied the professor, with
soime agitation. “As I think you know, I
was very surprised that such a famous act
would condescend to appear in my circus.
Not that my cireus is inferior to any London
place of amusement!” he added proudly.
“I eclaumm that the Onions Circus is second
to none——"

"IExactly " murmured Lee. “Well, pro-
fessor, many thanks for your infermation.
Since 1t 15 difficult for me to go forward,
I must nccessarily work backwards., OQOur
next inquiries will be at the Hotel Cyril.
Once we  have traced these Chandra
Magicians, the rest may be simple.”

"1 am utterly at'a Joss!” declared the
professor. “These Indian illusionists are
world-famous, Mr. Lee. They came to
IEngland with a splendid reputation. They
have appeared in France, Germany, Italy,
the United States—in fact. everywhere. It
15 inconceivable to me that they can be
mixed up in this sordid kidnapping affair.
What possible reason can they have for
stealing tlus young boy away?”

“There may be one of a hundred recasons,”
replicd Nelson Lee. “You must not forget,
professor, that Hussi KKahn is the younger
son of the Maharajah of Kurpana. He is,
indeed, a very important spersonage, At St,
Frank’s, of course, he has merely been a
junior schoolboy., But in India he is a very
dilferent personage.”

“Yes, yes, of course!” said the professor,
nodding. *“For the moment, I had over-
looked that fact, Dear me! Then yon think

that he has been seized and spirited away
because of some Indian intrigue "

“I belicve nothing, professor,”’ said Lee
smoothly. * My only concern, at the moment,
15 to ﬁet on the track of his kidnappers. And
I really feel that a visit to the Hotel Cyril
will be of much service.”
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Nelson Lee and Nipper were soon off, and,
as they were speeding towards London, Nipper
was looking puzzled,

“Why 1s 1t so limportant to go to the Hotel
Cyril, guv'nor ! he asked. * You know jolly
well that the Chandra Magicians aren’t there,
They wouldn’t go back to their London hotel,
would they 7 :

“I very much doubt, Nipper, if the genuine
Chandra Magicians ever left their London
hotel!”™ replied Nelson Lez quictly.

CHAPTER 13.

On the Track !

IPPER, was very aston-

1shed,

” Bif Jove!”' he
ejaculated, after a
fairly long pause.

“Then you're suggesting, sir, that the men
who performed in the Onions Cireus last night
were not the Chandra Magicians at all 7"

“That is the theory in my mind," agreed
Nelson Lee,

The+ were just entering Chelmsford, and
Nipper made no comment as they threaded
their way through the quiet, empty streets,
Not untii they were on the main London road,
and hurtling along at fifty miles an hour on
their way to Ingatestone and Brentwood, Jid
Nipper make any other comment,

“Of eourse, guv'nor, it does look a hit sus-
picious, doesn’t 1£?” he remarked. ™ Even
Professor Onions was surprised that the
Chandra Magicians should offer themeselves to
his eircus,”

“Exactly!” said Lee. ™ And when these so-
called magicians prove to be very ordinary in
their performance, the thing becomes even
more sinister.”’

“Those men must have used the name of
the Chandra Magicians in order to get themn-
selves admitted,” nodded Nipper. “But
doesn’t all this suggest something else, sir 7"’

“It undoubtedly suggests that the Indians
were well aware of Hussi Kahn's plans,”
pereed Nelson Lee. *They knew, for ox-
ample, that he would attend the circus, in

1 the commpany of many other 8t, Frank’s boys.

Therefore they installed themselves in the

circus beforehand, in order to be ready.”
“That’s what I mean.” said Nipper slowly.

“But, my hat! How did they know all this *’

“It is frirly clear that they have been spy-

ing on Hussi Kahn for some time,” said
Nelson Lee. **'Why they did not act sooner

15 a puzzle. But very possibly there is an ex-
cellent reason. For example. they did not
want to kiduap the boy until thevy were abso-
lutely ready to receive him. His presence
would enly be an embarrassment if they were
eompelled to hold him a prizoner. I imagine
that the kidnapping was arranged many weeks
ago—and these men probably assumed that
Hussi Kahn would still be at school.’?

“And then they fgynd, suddenly, that he
was in Travers' party, you mean?”
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¢ domething like that,” said Nelson Lee.
“Not that we need go into any of these
details, We know that the Indians were well
prepared, and now our task must be to trace
them, and recover Husst Kahn before it is
too -late.” .

“Too late for what, sir?” asked Nipper
“euriously. *You don't think they're going to
kill him, do wou?”

“There s very little risk of that,”’ said the

famous detective. “No, Nipper; I believe
that Hussi Kahn is being smuggled out of
England—probably  to India. For some
reason, best known to themselves, these men
‘reguire Hussi Iahn’s presence in his own
‘country. So they have taken these drastic
.measures 1 order to ensure his presence
there.”
" After passing through Brentwood, it scemed
‘to Nipper that London was reached in a flash,
“Through Romford, and then along the
"brilliantly-lit streets of Ilford, Stratford, and
'so on into the heart of London. There was
no traffic to speak of, and Lee made record
‘time,

At the Hotel Cyril, Nelson Lee's theory was
soon confirmed. The Chandra Magicians were
supposed to be performing in the Onions Cir-
cus, vet now they were asleep in their own
suite. This fact was established beyond
question,

“As T thought, Nipper!” said Lee, as they
left. “Those men who approached Professor
‘Onions  were impostors. ‘Their only object
‘'was to get into close touch with Hussi Kahn,
fIln' tl;::ir own personalities, they could not do
-this.

~ “But who are they, sir—and where are
they now ?'" asked Nipper anxiously. “We've
‘got to a loose end! We're no better off than
‘we were svhen we started! How can we
possibly trace that motor-car? How can we
tell where the men went to with old Hussi 17

“Iortunately, I am not at such a loose end
as you scem to believe, young 'un,’”’ replicd
‘Nelson Lee. “Indians are not common in
‘England, and wealthy Indians cannot very
well operate without a certain amount of
publicity,  We are now going to Croydon
racrodrome.”

Nipper looked blank.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated, *“ You—you
don't mean Prince Sinj1?”’

“Yes, Nipper—I mean Prince Sinji!"’ said
Lee grimly,

As they sped through the quiet London
‘streets—through Kennington and Brixton and
Streatham—Nipper had a fresh train of
thought in his mind. It was now becoming
clear to him that the mysterious Indians bad
laid their plans very carefully and very cun-
ingly,

.._He remembered how they had invited Hussi
‘Kahn into the ring, at the circus. Without
question, they had given him some drug then
—probably by the simple process of sticking
a needle into his arm, or leg. While the un-
suspicious Hussi had been “helping ¥ with
_Ehe trtllck. that simple operation lLiad been per-
ormed, '
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The drug, taking effect some hours later,
had sent Hussi into a deep sleep. Then thero,
had been no difficulty in spiriting him away.

Handforth’s intervention had nearly upsct
the apple-cart, and the truth had become
known early in the night, If all had gone
well, Mr. Travers’ household would have
known nothing until breakfast-{ime.

As matters were, there was just a chance
that Hussi Kohn might be rescued,

“Prince Sinji!"" murmured Nipper thought-
fully, “By Jove, guv'nor, it does look sus-
picious, doesn't 1t 7”

“Not only Eus[.:ieinus, but more or less con-
clusive,” said Nelson Lee, as the car was
shooting past Thornton Heath Pond. *“‘Just
look at the facts, Nipper, Three Indiaus
present themselves at Professor Onions’ Cir-
cus, and they claim to be the Chandra Magi-
ciang, It is very patent that they ace highly-
educated men—indeed, Indian gentlemen.
There is nnthing crude about them—nothing
commonplace. They are provided with tho
most expensive silken robes, and the most
claborate paraphernalia. Money, therefore, is
no object.”

“ And Prince Sinji is known to be very rich,
sir,”” nodded Nipper.

“Yes, but who is Prince Sinji ?"’ demanded
Nelson Lee. “The newspapers have made a
good deal of fuss about him and his com-
panions. But do we know who he is? An
Indian potentate! A wealthy gentleman of
brown colour! And he and two companions
~mark you, three of them—have been pre-
paring, for some weeks, to make a spectacular
flight from England to India!"

“It's becoming more and more significant,
guv'nor!” declared Nipper,

“And yet, we must not take anything for
granted,”” warned Lee, “There may be no
connection whatever between Prince Sinji and
these kidnappers, ¥Yet the evidence is all in
favour of the suspicion, These three rich
Indian gentlemen have bought one of the
finest acroplanes this countrv can produce.
They have not chartered it, Nipper—but
bought it outright. And their objeet 1n flying
to India 1s to prove that native Indians can
do these things just as effectively as whito
men,””

“When did you think of all this, guv'nor?”

“It has been in my mind ever sinco I
arrived at Stapleton Towers,” replied Nelson
Lee. “I remembered that Prince Sinji was
preparing to leave Croydon aerodrome at
dawn this morning—-""

“What!” gasped Nipper, “Why, I—
Yes, that's rgzghl:, sir! F;':'Dw‘ you iuma to
mention i, that's the plan, isn't it? I saw
it in the newspaper yesterday. Prince Sinji
and his two companions have mado every
arrangement to start from Croydon at dawn
this morning!"’

“And we are almost within an hour of
dawn, Niﬁper.” said Lee. *I rather fancy
that we shall get there just in time to have
a few chatty words with his Excellency, the

prince |
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CHAPTER 14,
Too Late !

HE problem was un-
fﬂldmi itself  very
smoothly in Nelson
Lee's able hands.

Nipper did
doubt for a moment that his master
had hit upon the correct solution.

For weeks past Prince Sinji and his

companions had been preparing fo:

this ambitious flight, The news-
papers had given much publicity to
the exploit.

The start had been timed for dawn
this morning !

And during the might Hussi Kahn
had been spirite away from
Stapleton Towers—he had been
taken by motor-car !

If Prince Sinji and his companions
were responsible, the thing fitted
like a glove, Tfm;.r could not have
kidnapped Hussi Kahn earlier, be-
cause his presence would have been
exceedingly awkward for them.
T'hey had left 1t until the very mght
prior to their departure. In this
way they would be able to convey
him straight to the waiting aero-
plane, and smuggle him on board.
And, once away, everything would
be clear and straightiorward.

As for why Prince Sinji was kid-
napping the Indian schoolboy, this
was a point which could not be
cleared up at the moment. The
main thing was to arrive at the
acrodrome in time—to challenge the
prince, and to search the very aero-
plane, if necessary.

When Lee and Nipper arrived at
the aerodrome, they found many
lights blazing, and there were one
or two knots of people standing
about near the great hangars. But
it was still an hour from dawn.

“Hallo, Mr. Lee!” exclaimed a
genial-faced individual, who en-
countered Lee and Nipper as they
were moving away from their car.
“What on carth are vou doing here
at this hour of the night ?”

“There’s no accounting for my
movements, Wilton,” replied Lee,
with a smile. “But I can easily
guess why youn are present. Waiting
for the big flight to start, eh?”

Wilton chuckled. He was, as Nipper knew,
a prominent Fleet Street journalist,

“As far as I'm concerned, the waiting is
over,” he remarked dryvly. “ You're not tell-
ing meo, Mr, Lee, that you've come here to
see the Nabob or Jam, or whatever he is,
take off 7"

“Not exactly,” replied Nelson Lee, * But
I wanted to have a few words with Prince
Sinji——"

not
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“Then you're late for the fair!” caid Wilton.
“The "plane has gone.”

“Gone ! said Lee sharply.

“Twenty minutes ago.” nodded the jour-
nalist. “ We were all a bit surprised, and one

or two fellows who arrived a few minutes ago
were thoroughly disgusted.
dirty trick."

“But—but the machine wasu't supposed to
start until dawn,” put in Nipper anxiously.

They called it a

L
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The gigantic monoplane soared up from the ground, whil

machine, cheered. Th

“These Indian chaps were ready, and they
thought it wasn’t worth waiting until then,”
replied Wilton. “Flying conditions were per-
fect, and they decided to make the most of
them.”

Nipper gave Nelson Lee a sharp, meaning
glance,

“Thanks, Wilton,” said Lee briefly.

Two minutes later he was in close conversa-
tion with one of the responsible officials of

i



the aerodrome. Nelson Lee was not only
surprised, but very annoyed. He had not
counted wpon this contingency, But the very
fact that the Indians had left an hour before
their time mmdicated that there was somo deep
motive behind it. Their departure, it
scemed, had been almost precipitate.

Nipper did not hear the details until he
and Lee were back in the car, hurrying
towards London,

“They've stolen a march on us, Nipper,”

rls, looking through the windows of the huge
far-away India !

said Lee gruffly. “And there's no guesswork
about it now. Prince Sinji and his com-
panions are the kidnappers!”

“But how can you be so sure, guv'nor?”

“The evidence is conclusive,” replied Nelson
Lee. “If only we had been half an hour
earlier, we might have saved the boy! As
1t is, we shall have to move heaven and earth
In“nrder to rescue him.”

But how can you be positive—"2
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“Listen to me, Nipper!” Dbroke in Leo
tensely. “Prince Sinji and his two com-

panions have been staying at the Acrodrome
Hotel for two or three days, so that they
should be on the spot. Thev attended to
the final details of their flight yesterday.
'l'hi:y' went away in the ecarly evening, by
car,

“Phew!” whistled Nipper,

““They Lhd not appear again until about an -
hour ago,” continued Lee. “They brought
with them a fairish-sized hamper, ostensibly
containing a few last-minute presents, to tako
back to India.”

“But didn’t the customs people examine the
hamper, sir 7

“They did, but only cursorily,” replied
Nelson Lee. “The prince is such a wealthy
man, with such a reputation for sportsman-
ship, that he was trusted. It is by no means
uncommon for customs officials to trust people
they thoroughly know, and there is no reason
why they should not do this, But can we
doubt, Nipper, that that hamper really con-
tained the unconscions form of Hussi Kahn ?”

“It's as clear as daylight, sie”

“The boy was taken on board the aero-
planc and stowed continued Lee.
“Prince Sinji  expressed a  de-
sire to leave at omce. He did
not want to wait until dawn.
Jtnd you can ecasily understand

hy he was so anxious.”

“I don't quite follow, sir,”

“Think, Nipper,” said  Loe,
”Ac-:mdmp; to the original plan,
the flight was to start at dawn.
But remember Handfortl !

“Ii"ip" ngﬂ'”

“Hﬂ.ndfmth intervened,  and
these Indians were compelled to
lock him in a cupboard,” said
Lee. "But they were neverthe-
less alarmed, and as soon as
they arrived at the aerodromo
with their wietim, t]u’:y immedi-
H.t'E!]v took to the air.”

ut isn't there any way of

away,”

,ﬂﬂl

.-—.—c-..i._.."._.

%tt}ppmg them, sir?”  asked
Nipp
”I h&,\'ﬂ already set the tele-

graphs at work, but 1 very much

doubt if anything will be done,”
replied Lec. *“You sce, Nipper, we are
handicapped by the fact that we have no
direct evidence. We know, but there 1s no
proof. Prince Sinji pmhﬂ,bi} thinks that he
is perfectly safe, There is nothing to con-
nect him with the impostors who appeared
in Professor Onions’ circus, and there is still
less to connect him with the marauders who
broke into Stapleton Towers.™

“Prince Sinji is the pilot of the -machine,
isn’t he, sir?”

“One of the pilots,” replied Lee.  “He 1is
ostensibly the owner, and the other two men
with him are relief pilots. Their first stop
will be somewhere in mid-Europe, and then
they will proceed to take the customary
course to India, and ]nmI at variqus aero-
dromes for fresh supplies.”
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“Can’t these acrodromes be warned, sir?"

“They are hcin%; warned, but T doubt if it
will be any pood,” said Lee. *““At present
we are working in the dark, afd my next
move must be to gain some definite informa-
tion. Perhaps we shall be able to discover
whyv IHussi Kahn has been kidnapped, and
it 1s even possible that we shall learn the
real identily of Prince Sinji.”

“Why, what are you going to do, sir?”

“J am, fortunately, on intimate terms
of friendship with one of the highest officials
of the India Offlice,” replied Nelson Lee
smoothly. “It is my intention to arouse that
gentleman within the next fifteen minutes,
even at the cost of ineurring his displeasure.
There must be no delay at a time like this.”

True to Ins word, Nelson Lee drove to a
palatial address in the West lond, and he
siicceeded in knocking up the heuschold, A
scandalised butler informed him most emphati-
cally that his inaster could not be aroused.
Yet within ten minutes Nelson Lee was shak-
ing hands with an anxious-looking, grey-
haired gentleman, who had appeared in his
dressing-gown and slippers.

“I hope you will pardon this dawn visit,
Sir Howard,"” said Nelson Lee briskly. “But
you may be sure #hat I should not have
aroused you from bed unless the necessity was
urgent.”

“Yes, I am certain of that, Mr, Lee,” =aid
Sir Howard Portman. “Pray don't mention
it. What is it that I can do for you?”

“I would like you to tell me the identity
of Prince Sinji,” said Nelson Lee bluntly.

Sir Howard raised his evebrows,

“You mcan the rich Indian nobleman who
has made preparations for flying to India?”
he inquired,

i ETES-'IF

“Well, I'm afraid I cannot fell you very
much,” said Sir Howard slowly. “His name
is Sinji, but I do not believe that he is really
a prince. According to my information, too,
he hails from one of the Central Provinces.”

“Nob from Kurpana, for example ?”

The diplomat looked at Nelson Lee sharply,

“Kurpana 1" he =aid, in rather a startled
voice. **'Why should you particularly men-
tion that State %"«

“Because young Hussi Kahn, the sccond
son of the Maharajah of Kurpana, has been
kidnapped,” replied Nelson Lee, “That is
why 1 am here, Sir Howard,”

L R e e o =
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CHAPTER 15.
Important Information !

IR HOWARD PORT-
MAN changed colour
slightly,

“Good  heavens!”

he ecjaculated. *This
is very serious news, Mr, Lee! The vounger
son of the Maharajuh of Kurpana has been

kidnapped #” .

“I believe he has heen taken by this Prince
Sinji,"" said Lee. *The acroplane left Croy-
don before dawn this morning, and I was too
late to get the bov back.” pmEeA)

“But he must be brought back!” said Sie

Howard, pacing up and down agitatedly..

“You don't realise how very vital this is,
Mr., Lee. I am thankful that vou came to
me with this information. It is far more
important than you realise.” .

“I don’t think so,” said Lee quietly, 1
have had a feeling, from the very first, that
the boy’s abduction is merely a move in a
big game.”

“J think I can give vou a fow details,” ' ®aid
Sir Howard, after a pause. “This young
man, 1 presume, is your assistant?”

“Yes,” satd Lee, nodding, He i to be
trusted, Sir Howard.”

““I have not a doubt of it,” nodded the
other. *“Well, My, Lee, there is at present
a rather troublesome intrigue in the region
of Kurpana. As wyou know, this particular
province is more or less independent. It is
a buffer State, and very friendly towards
Britain,”

“So I have always understood.”

“The real trouble is taking place in Rish-
nir,” econtinued Sir Howard. “*The Ameer
of Rishnir is a very different kind of man to
the Maharajah of XKurpana. The Amecer,
mmdeed, is very antagonistic towards Britain.
He is a man of high ambition, a man who
sccks power. I am very much afraid that

he is going to cause a great deal of trouble,”

“Do vou think it possible that the Amecr
of Rishnie 1s In any way connected with
Prince Sinji, and with the kidnapping of
Hussi Kahn "

“1 consider that there is every reason to fear
a close conncction,” replied Sir Howard
gravely. “And I will tell you why, Mr, Lee,
Although the newspapers have made no
mention of the fact—mainly because thev
know nothing—there i1s trouble brewing be-
tween Kurpana and Rishnir. No word has
vet been breathed, but the British Secret
Servico knows that the Maharajah of
Kurpana has been seized by the Ameer.”

“Surely that was a wvery high-handed
action ?"

“An outrapge, Mr. Lee!” said Sir Howard
angrily. “The Amecer believes that he is all-
powerful. And not only has he seized the
maharajah, but his son, teo. The heir,
(Goolah Kahn, 1s in ‘the Ameer's power.”
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#“Goolah Kahn ! murmured Lee thought-
fully. “le came to England once—to St.
Frank's. I am very well acquainted with
Goolah Kahn. A quiet, studious, though
temperamental, fellow.”

“I'he Amecer 15 a despot!” said BSir
Howard gruflly. “Cannot you see how the
wind is blowing, Mr. Lee? Can there be
any doubt that the Amecer’s agents have
now seized Hussi Kahn, too? He has been
taken out of ¥ngland by acroplane, and the
inference is that he 1s to be conveyed w
Rishnir—there to join his father and brothes
in exile. At this very moment, both Kurpanu
and Rishnir are seething. Aectual war 1s on
the point of breaking out, and it is causing
us a great deal of concern. For Rishnir s
by far the more powerful province.”

“The situation is indeed delicate.”

“It is more than that, Mr., Lee!” said
Sir Howard, with much agitation. *'It 1s
vital that this® boy should be rescued and
brought back. For it would be absolutely
fatal to India’s safety 1f the Ameer of
Rishnir seized Kurpana and econquered 1,
As I have already told vou, Kurpana is u
buffer state, and it would be a tragedy 1if it
fell into the hands of this despotiec savage,
FFor, in spite of the Amecer's veneer of
eduecation and refincment, at heart he is =
tyrant and a savage.”

“If there is anything that 1 can do, I
will gladly do it,” said Nelson Lee J:rmnptiy.
“I have, of course, telegraphed to the

various stopping-places on the route to

India, Before leaving, Prince Sinji made
very claborate plans, and his course 1s
known.”

“Would it not be possible to follow him,”
asked Sir Howard quickly. ‘I have little
faith in anything else. DPrince Sinji 138 a
man of wealth—with great influence. Iis
eredentials are unimpeachable. I very much
doubt if any action will be taken by the
Centragl European authorities, if he chances
to land at any of those aerodromes.”

“I am of the same opinion,” said Nelson
Lee. "Indeed, the only certain way to rescue
Hussi Kalm 1s to follow Prince Sinji, and to
get the boy back—by forece, if necessary.”

“And it is very nccessary to get him
back 1" said the diplomat anxiously. “We
are very concerned over the whole situation,
Mr, Lee. At all costs, we wish to avoid a
war. ‘The boy's abduction means that Kur-
pana is left without a single representative of
the House of Kahn, And once the Ameer
looses his war legions, Kurpana will be over-
run,  ‘That will mean, mecidentally, that a
British foree must go there to relieve the
situation. Heaven knows what might hap-
pen!  We may find ourselves involved in a
very costly eampaign.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“You may rely upon me, Sir Howard, to
do everything within my power,” he said.
“I will start for Indin as quickly as possible
—in the fastest aeroplane that I can charter,

[f Hnssi Kaho can be rescued, I will rescue
1111,

“I would sconer rely upon you, Mr. Leg,
than upon anybody else!" said Sir loward
quietly,

For about half an hour Nelson Lee and
Sir Howard Portman discussed the matier
carefully and gravely. Nipper sat listening,
but making no interruptions. He realised
the serious nature of the whole situation.

But inwardly Nipper was wildly excited.

Nelson Lee had promised to go in chase
of Husst Kahn! That meant a flight towards
India—and perhaps he, Nipper, would be
allowed to go. This would be even better
than the pleasure trip round Europe!

When Nelson Lee amd Nipper went out
into the open again, it was broad daylight.
Lee, without a word, teok his place in the
driving seat of the ecar, and started off,
Nipper was almost afraid to ask any ques-
tions—bui he ventured upon one.

“Where to, guvnor?” he ashed breath-
lessly.

“Muartlesham Aerodrome!” replied Nelson
Lee, with a grim note in his voice. .

And very soon the racing car was roaring
back along the JMssex roads—through Brent-
wood, Chelmsford, and so on towards the
quiet little Suffolk town of Hadleigh.

CHAPTER 16.

Ready for the Great Ad-
venture |

TARD anything yet,

Travers?”

A group of Remove
juniors  surrounded
/ivian Travers as he

camno out of the big hall at Stapleton
Towers., But Travers merely shook his head
and smiled.

“Well, well! What a lot of excitement!”
he said coolly. ““There's no sense in getting
the wind up, dear old fellows. Besides, it's
nearly time for us to start.”

“But what about Mr, Lee—and Nipper”
asked Tommy Watson. " Haven't you heard
anyvthing about themn 7"

“Not a word,”

“"Hasn't your pater?”

“I've just seen the pater, and he is still
waiting,” replied Travers, “Mr, Lee went
off in the middle of the night, and nothing
more has been heard of him. Let us hopo
that he is well on the track of Hussi KXahn.”

“Good gad, ves!"” said Archie Glenthorne.
“It’s rather frightful to think of the decar
old boy in the hands of his dashed enemies.”

“Yes, and what about Nipper?"” said
Handforth indignantly, “The rotter! He
sneaked off with Mr. Lee, and didn't tell

us anvthing about it! If I had known any-
thyng at the time, 1 should have.insisted
upon going with him.”
“That’s why he sneaked off, Handy!™
sald Fullwood, with a chuckle.
“Oh, we <hall hear something before long,
I expeet,” suid Reggie Pitt easily. “There’s
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no sensé in jumping to conclusions, or
puessing at things. It's still jolly early,
don't forget. Mr. Lee antl Nipper haven't
been gone for very long.”

This was quite true.

The hour was ::rnlg,r just five o'clock, and
the summer's morning was fine and sunny.
All the guests at Stapleton Towers were up
early, for they were due to ro to Martlesham
Aerodrome—hero to take their places in the
great Maoners acroplane. In their excite-
ment over the coming trip they were rather
inclined to look lightly on the misfortunes
of Hussi Kahn.

Nevertheless, they had been expecting to
hear something fromn Nelson Lee—or, at
least, from Nipper. But no word had yet
come, And the disappearance of Hussi
Kahn still remained a complete mystery.

Irene & Co. were up, too, and they were
just as eager as the boys to be off, The
one bub]e{,t under discussion generally was
the coming trip.

“We shall soon be starting now,” said

Winnie Pitt, as she came running up to
her brother. “Thev're gelting the motor-
cars ready. And it's onlv about an hour's

run from here, isn't it, Reggie?”

[
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“Just about,” said Reggie Pitt, “Dut I
don't guite hl-m going, you know, without
Nippf:r If he fails to turn up, it'll be
rotten.” :

“Oh. we shall hear something of him
soon,” rrm'trked Mary Summers, with an

anxious light in her cyes. “ ﬁmd perhaps
he'll eome back with gnnd news.'

“Well, we're not going to wait for him!"”
said Handforth firmly, *0ld Dorriec has
arranged to start fairly early this morning,
and we've got to be on the spot, If Nipper
gets left behind, it'll be his own fault—and
it'll serve him jolly well right, too! Ie.
shouldn't steal away like that!”

“Oh, Ted! You're jealous!” said Irenc,
Handforth went red.
= Inafouqf” he blustered. “Hecere,
hﬂ-" IJ! X

“You needn’t deny it, because it's as clear
as daylight I"” went on Irene eoldly. “If you
had had t‘tm chance, Ted, you would hm‘-:;
gone off m search of Hussi Ikahn, too.”

“0Of course T would!” agreed Handforth
indignartly. "It was a picce of sheer nerve
for Mr. Lee and Nipper to slip away
without me! Wasn’t I the chap who made
tho discovery? Why, if it hadn’t been for

I
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known anything

me, nobody would have
And

about the affair until this morning !
I'm coolly left out in the cold !

Hewever, IHandforth did not find much
sympathy among his companions. They were
far more interested in the coming flight than
~in the troubles of Hussi Ranjit Lal Kahn.
Not that they were callous regarding the
Indian boy's fate.

They thought very highly of Iussi, and
they were puzzled and troubled over his
disappearance. DBut they realised full well
that they were helpless in the matter,

Nelson Liee had taken the case up, and it
could not be in better lrands.

And so, while the morning was still very
young, the big party set out. They went
i two or three of Mr. Travers' cars—Hand-
forth & Co.,, Tregellis-West, Watson,
Archie, IPitt, and the rest, and, of course, the
Moor View girls, too. And in leding-
stead Johneny Onions and Tessa Love were
picked up. Bertie Onions had elected to
remain with the cirens. e was a quiert
vouth, and the proposed flight did not par-
ticularly appeal to him.

The cars sped on through Sudbury, Box-
ford, and then to Hadleigh, which was just
beginning to awaken for the day.

“We shan’t be long now ! said Handforth
cagorly. “The aerodrome isn’t far.”

During that last mile or two they all kept
their eves well open, 1n case the 'plane was
making an early trial flight. They were at
the aerodrome almost before they knew it,

Anrd there, standing on the ground, outside
the hangars, was the great Manners mono-
plane. A small artuy of mechanies hovered
about the machine, sceing that everything
was all O.KX. Two of the great engines were
ticking over, and further mechanies were
giving them a final tuning.

“By jingo!” said Church
“Isn't she a beauty?”

“Yes, rather!”’

“Hurrah !’

The boys and girls swarmed out of the
motor-cars, and ran eagerly across the grass.
Irene was in the forefront, and she gave a
glad cry as she recognised oue of the greasy
igures in overalls,

“Daddy!” she exclaimed happily.

Mr. Hobart Manners turned, and smiled.

“Well, you're here in good time, young
lady !”” he said, as he backed away from his
daughter. ““No, don’t come near me! Can't
You see that I’'m all over grease and oil 77

“That doesn’t matter, daddy!”” cried Irene.
“You're generally smothered in grease and
oil, if it comes to that!”’

Her father chuckled. He was a tall, well
built man—and it was quite true that he was
never happier than when tuning engines, or
working at any sort of mechanism. Mr.
Hobart Manners was a Dbrilliaptly-clever
engincer, with a practical knowledge of
everything he undertook.

his great monoplane, for example, was
entirely of his own design. From nose to tail,
and from wing-tip to wing-tip, the machine

breathlessly.

and so forth!
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was a novelty. It incorporated dozens of
AMr, Manners' own pgtents.

As Lord Dorrimore had explained, he had
provided the cash, and Mr, Manners had pro-
vided the brains. Dorrie cheerfully admitted
that when it came to brains, he was a wash-
out. DBut this was unjust to himscli—for,
really, Doirie was as brainy as the average
nian, .

“By George!™ szaid Handforth, as he stood
there, looking upyat the gigantic 'plane.
“She’s a wonder!”

“ Absolutely ! declared Archie Glenthorne.
“I mean to say, you're not going to tell mo
that this dashed thing can fly. Good gad,
| It’s as big as a row of houses!”’

And Archie was not far wrong.

The Manners monoplane was an enormous,
machine. She was built entirely of metal,
and this metal—an allov of Mr. Manners’ own
discovery—resembled  burnished bronze. It
was non-corrosive, and no changes of weather
condition could mar its briiliance. It pos-
sessed the strenpgth and characteristies of
stainless steel, whilst being infinitely lighter.

There was one enormous wing, with four
great engines jutting out from the front of
1t, each one housed separately. The inain
body was like a great Pullman coach, and
each landing wheel was ten feet in height.
At close quarters, one could not help being
overawed. The size of the machine took one's
breath away.

The wing, too, was hollow—tapering slightly
towards the tips, Near the main body, where
1t was deepest, there were cabins and sleeping-
bunks—right within the wing.

“It doesn’t seem possible, sir, that she can
really fly "’ said Fullwood, as he looked up at
Mr. Manners. **She’s so big—so enormous!”

Mr. Manners smiled,

“Yes, she’s perhaps the largest monoplane
in the world,"” he said, not without a8 touch
of pride. “And you need have no doubts
regaring her flying qualities, young man.
She has been tested again and again. She
has been tested in every conceivable way. I
her atrworthiness was not positively estab-
lished, you may be sure that you boys and
girls would not be allowed to make the trip.
We don't take any chances with passengers.
No; she’s far safer than the average railway
train,”

And when Mr. Manners said that, he zaid
the literal truth,

CHAPTER 17.
The Rover of the Airl
PHERE'S old Dorrie "’

asked Reggie Pitt,
looking round. “ We
haven't seen  him
yet !’

Mr. Manners, who heard the words, turned,

“Dorrie was here half an hour ago, end
when Mr. Lee and Nipper arrived, they took
possession of my little office.” he said. "I
don’t know what they're jawing about——"
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“Mr. Lee and Nipper!” yelled Handforth.
“ Are they here, sic(”

“Yes, of course,”’

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Handf{orth.
“They’re here—and we didn't know anything
about it! Where, sir? Can we sco them?
Have they found Hussi?”

Mr. Manners looked rather bewildered.

“1T'm afraid I don't know what vou're talk-
ing about!” he said. *'I've been busy here
for a couple of hours, and when Mr. Lec
came I merely bade him good morning, DBut
now that 1 come to think of it, it seemns Lo
me that something is in the wind,” he added
thoughtfully, “Mr. Lee was certainly look-
ing unusually grave.”

“Well, you chaps, don’t let’s bother now,”
said Reggio Pitt diplomatically. "1 expect
Dorrie and Mr. Lee will be here soon—and
then we shall hear the news.”

“That's all very well!” argued Handiorth
obstinately. * Why hasn’t Nipper joined us?
Couldn’t he have told us the latest news about
old Hussi " :

“Perhaps Nipper doesn’t know that wo're
here old man,”” said Fullwood gently,

“Then he ought to know!"”

“Well, well!” murmured Travers. *“We
mustn’'t get excited, Handy, dear old fellow.
I suggest that we get aboard, and make cur-
sclves acqguainted with our cabins. The
steward and the stewardess are waiting to
escort us.”

“Hear, hear!"’

“That's a good wheeze, Travers!”

“ Rather!”

And, much to Mr. Manners' relief, the
crowd of young people went off, even Hand-
forth forgetting Nelson Lee and Nipper and
Husﬁ.i Kahn in the excitement of the new
thriil.

They entered the machine through a door-
way in the side of the body, and found them-
gelves in a narrow passageway,
rather like the corridor of a steamer, with
little eleetric lights glowing overhead. The
short corridor led inte the main saloon, and
this proved to be amazingly large.

It was situated in the broadest and deepest
part of the maln body, and there were
windows on cach side, with little tables all
round. There wero easy chairs, too—and a
goft carpet underfoot.

“Why, it’s too wonderful for words!"” said
Winnie Pitt breathlessly,

“Yes, thero's tons more room than one
would suppose!” said Fullwood, nodding.
“DBut these things are always deceptive, you
know. Look at an Austin Seven saloon, for
iustance. It scems to be a mere midget on
. the road. Yet, when you get inside one, you
{ind there's heaps of room.”

The saloon was capable of acecommodatin
twenty or thirty passengers at a sitting. I%
could be quickly converted from a dining-
roowa into a lounge. At the end, there was
a kind of buﬁ'et.—t?lis, in turn, leading into the
kitchan.

But beyond the saloon proper there was
another corridor, with a little passage leading
vt right angles on either hand. These pas-

decorated
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sages went straight inio the greal wing. But
if one kept straight ahcad, one camo to the
navigation chamber—a fairish-sized room
right in the nose of the great ’plane, Here,
the pilot and the navigator would be on
duty. The place was as big as the navigation-
room of an airship.

The cabins, in tho wings, proved to bo
delightful little places, They were extremely
small, but each cabin was a little gem in

itself. There were two bunks in cach—
ulthﬂu%h onp or two of the cabins contained
three bunks, Everything was in miniature;

wash basins, mirrors, and everything else
similar to the equipment of an ocean liner.
But although everything was small, every-
thing was ﬂxtreme]‘y neat,

\ There was another novelty about this "plane,
00,

Unlike any other machine, it actually
boasted a promenade deck! Going up a
narrow stairway from the main corridor, one
emerged on the top of the great wing, And
an extensive section of the wing was closed
in with non-splinterable glass.

It was all stream-lined, of course. But one
received the impression, at first, of walking
into a low-built conservatory. . There was a
sort of deck-rail all round, highly burnished,
and there were a pgood few wicker chairy
dotted about, too.

The spaco was ample for allowing pas.
sengers to indulge in plenty of exercise. Here,
on this promenade deck, protected from all
the winds that blew, it was possible to get
wonderful views,

“Well, all vou young people, what do you
think of her?'’ asked Mr. Manners genially.

He camo on to the promenade deck whii'u
a good many of the St. Frank’s fellows and
Moor View girls were up there. Mr, Manners
had now discarded his overalls, and he was
looking quite respectable,

“It's marvellous, sir!” gaid Reggio Pitt.
“In fact, it’s so wonderful that we ean hardlv
believe that this enormous machine can fly!"

Mr. Manners laughed,

“You'll soon find out whether she can fly or
not!" hoe replied dryly, “This is merely the
first of a flcet. She has alreadv been a few
thousand miles, and never onece has she mado
a bad landing.
trouble in taking off,”

“But don’t you nced an awfully large
ground for taking off, sir?’ asked Cliurch,

“Curtously enough, this machine can get off
successfully out of a mere meadow,”” replied
My, Manners. “Owing to her enormous engino
power, and the construction of the wings, a
short hop is quite sufficient. Indeed, when she

is lightly loaded, she can practically jump .

straight off the ground from her starting
point, Seems impossible, doesn’t it?”

“Supposing the engines fail in mid-air,
sir 7" asked somebody !se,

“Well, there’s hardly any risk of that,”
replied Mr. Manners. “There are four
engines, and any two of them are sufficient
to keep the 'plane in the air. So, in the un-
likely event of two engines petering out,
there is still sufficient power left. And et

Neither has she had any-
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add that this
has been
every pos-
sible trial. The au-
tomatic stabilisers,
wonderful invention,
preserveoe her
balance under the
most severe test.”

“Well, that's a
comfort, sip "
chuckled Travers,
“1 mmagine that wo
shall be able to
sleep quite peace-
fully during the
night.”

“You certainly
will!” agreed Mr,
Manners. “And,
what is more, you
will only <hear a
moderate dron e,
For no matter how
much we silence®
he  engines, we
rannot do  away
with  the sound
caused by the
machine rushing
through the air.
And if, by chance,
we are compelled to
make a forced landing in mid-ocean, there
1s still no need to worry. For this machine
13 an amphibian. She is as much at home
on the water as on the land.”

“"There's no end of her marvels, sir!”
Fullwood enthusiastically.

And the others were all in hearty agree-
ment.

me {
machine

through

sald

m——

CHAPTER 18.
A Bit of a Problem !

R. MANNERS turned
as the sweward—a
small, neat man in

) uniform—called to
him from the com-

panion way.

“Sorry, sir, but his Jordship is asking for
you!" said the steward, “Wants you to
come straight away, if vou can, sir.”

“That's all right, Butler,” said Mr, Man-
ners. “I'll come. Excuse me for the time
being, young people.”

“When do we make the start, sir?” asked
Harry Gresham.

“In about another hour, I imagine,” replied
Mr. Manners, as he prepared to descend from
the promenade deck. “In the meantime,
You can sort out your cabins, and gencrally
get yourselves seitled.”

_1]-{1:! went down, and Handforth gave
Church and MeClure a-significant glance,

<9

In her fight against the terrific tropical storm,

the great monoplane was rocking and shudder-

ing alarmingly. Nipper, in the cabin he shared

with Tommy Watson, found himself hurled vio-
lently against the wall.

“There’s something on!"” he said darkly.
“They can’t fool me! Something to do with
old Hussi, too! Just you wait, my lads!”

“Y¥ou don't think it's going .to interfere
with our flight, do you?” asked Church, in
some alarm,

“By George, I hadun’t thought of that!”
repliecd Handforth, in a startled voice. "I1t’ll
be like their giddy nerve if they delay oar
start bednuse of that fathead, Hussi Kahn!
Why the dickens couldn’t he look after him-
self better?”

Church and MeClure chuckled.

“Iaven't you changed your tone a bit, old
man?” suggested Mae mildly. *"“Not long
ago you were keen on the hunt.”

“But if it's going to interfere with our
holiday, I'm not so eager after the hunt!”
replied Handforth, with perfect frankness.
“Oh, but we needen’t worry. I expect
they’ve found Hussi by this time,”

In the meantime, Myr. Manners had reached .
the little room in one of the hangars which
he had made info lis office. Nelson Lee and
Nipper and Lord Dorrimore were there.

“What's wrong?” asked Mr Mannecrs
curiously.
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Nelson Lee was looking very grave; Lord
Dorrimore was his old, cheery, happy-go-
lucky eelf; and Nipper was openly excited.

“Come in, Manners,” said Leo quietly.
“Something of the:uumost importance has
cropped up. I wanted to speak to you
earlier, but Dorrie insisted that your deci-
sion is a foregone conclusion.”

“My decision?” repeated Mr.
“My decision about whatt”

“We're thinking of changing the plans,
old man,” said Dorrie -::almf;.r. “I told Lee
that it doesn't matter a toss—because the
new route will be altogether more interest-
ing, You'll go crazy with joy when you
bear about it '’

Mr. Manners was amazed.

“New route?!” he repeated. “But, rnay
dear man, everything is arranged! The
whoele trip is mapped out in detail! Aero-
dromes all over the continent have been in-
formed of our coming, and——"

“They’ll have to be informed differently,
then I” said Dorrie. “The fact 13, we're
not going round Europe at all, Manners.
We're going to India.”

“India!” ejaculated Mr, Manners, aghast.

“That place where the snakes come from!”
nodded his lordship

“But, man alive—

“India, the home of curry and chutney
said his lordship cheerily.

“Why can't you be serious, Dorrie?” said
Nelson Lee impatiently, i

“Sorry, old man—but I'm a hopeless
case,” said Dorrie, with a chuckle. “The
fact is, I can't sce anythin’ to be serious
about.  Personally, I'm frightfully bucked.
The idea of goin' to India is tophole.”
LM;‘. Manners turned appealingly to Nelson

ee.

“Perhaps you'll explain?” he asked.

“That 1s why I have requested you to
come here, Manners,” said Nelson Lee.
“Bricfly, Hussi Kahn, the younger son of
the Maharajah of Kurpana, has been kid-
napped.”

“Yes, 1 heard something about it.”

“He has been taken out of Lngland this
morning—before dawn, indeced—by Prince
Sinjt and his companions——"

“Here, I say!” protested Mr. Manners, in
amazement. “ You can't mean that, Mr. Lee.
Prince Sinji and his associates are famous!
They have been preparing for their flight to
India for weeks. They are men of absolute
integrity, and—"

“Nevertheless, they are responsible for the
abduction of the maharajah’s son!” broke in
Nelson Lee grimly. “They kidnapped him
from Stapleton Towers during tﬁ& night,
conveyed him to Croydon Acrodrome, and
smuggled him aboard their plane. By this
time they are well on their way.”

“Well, I'm hanged!”

“I have already been in commuuication
with Sir Howard Portman, of the India
Office,” continued Nelson Lee. ““And, in

Manners.

1
(Rl
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you that the rescue of ITussi Kahn is not
only important but vital.” )

And Leo proceeded to give a few details.
Mr. Manners learnt of the trouble that was
brewing between Kurpana and Rishnir, and
he was further and further astonished as he
listened,

“But what has this got to do with us?”’
Le asked, at length. * What can we do, Mr.
Lee? You're not suggesting that we should
go in chase of Prince Sinji, arc you?"

“That is exactly what I am suggesting,”
replied Nelson Lee,

NEXT WEDNESDAY ! v

them, eli?!” murmured

“The stuff to give
Dorric,
“ But,
tested Mr. Manners.

hang it, it ecan't be done!” pro-

“At such short notico
as this——"

“There you have it exactly!” broke in
Lee. “The notice is exceedingly short,
Manners, There 15 not a 'plane in the whole
kingdom that is ready for such a big flight.
I will grant that therc are many aeroplanes
capable of a trip to India, but they aro not
tuned up—they are not loaded. It wouid
take twenty-four hours, at least, for any

machine to be prepared. But your 'plane is

ready—filled with petrol, tuned up. [f
necessary, she can start within twenty
minutes "

“But—<but this is amazing!”" said Mr.

strict confidence, Manners, I've got to tcil? Mauners breathlessly. “Of course I'll agree,



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Since it 1s su vitally important, I
Lord Dorvimore has done

b1 ]

Mr. Lee.
naturally consent, » has
<. in any case, and the machine is his
© “Rubbish ! interrupted Dorrie. “It's as
much yours as mine, Manners.” .
“T have alrcady heard from the A Minis:
{ry,” continued Nelson Lee. “Prince Sinji
arranged  his  1oute  very carefully, and
it 18 known that he has  planned
to land for fuel and supplies at Buda
Posth, Constantinople, Bagdad, Basra, and
possibly Karachi. So you see, our quarry
ought to be fairly easy prey. Roughly, if we
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able holiday series which. appears next
Wednesday, Look out for this grand

ireat.
“"THE THE

CRUISE OF
BLUE BIRD!”

More th:illiﬁg chapters of our ripping
adventure serial.

v nnORDER IN ADVANCE!

start within the next hour, Prince Sinji will
aave abont six hours start of us.”

“Why, that's nothing !I” said Mr. Manners
censelv, “'I'his machine of mine is faster
han anything else with wings!?

_Just what I've been sayin’!” murmured
Dorrie,

" Furthermore, we can make one dirvect hop
to Constantinople—or even Bagdad!” con-
thued My, Manners. “I don't think there's
any doubt at all that we shall be able to
overtake Prince Sinji’s 'plane—long before it
gets anywhere near India.”

JThat's exactly why I want us to make
this trip!” said Neison Lee evenly. “No
'glho_t; machine could do it, Manners, Yours
an,

. Then we'll go!” said the inventor quickly.

[ course we'll go! There's no other pos-
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sibility., But what about the boys and
girls?” he added, with a start. “Great
Scott! What are we to say to them?”

Nelson Lee nodded. v :
“Exactly!” he excluimed. “What are wae
to say to them?"” '

“That’s not the point that’'s wprrying me
at all!” said Lord Dorrumore. “I'm won-
derin® what they're gom’ to say to us!”

CHAPTER 19,
All Atoard !

IPPIER was listening
in astonishment.
“Why, what do you
mean, guvnor?” he
asked, “We're all

going, aren't we?”

“I'm afraid not, young "un,” replied Nelson
Lee, “You see, the whoele situation is
chznged. It 1s necessary for the machine to
trm-c;-,l light, so that all speed ean be made

“Well, of course, that's nothing!’ inter
rupted Dorrie. “The 'plane is such an
enormous one that passengers make little or
no difference. We've tried her empty, we've
triecd her fully loaded, and there's only a
matter of about two or three miles an hour
difference.”

“And as for her fuel-carrying capacity,
that need not worry us!” said Mr. Manners.
“It will be easy enough to make arrange-
mentts by cablegram, and fuel will be ready
for us at various points on the route to
India. So those details can be dismissed.”

“Then why worry ¥ asked Nipper. *“Why
can’'t we all go?”

“Well, would it be right 7 said Mr. Man
ners slowly, “The parents of these boys and
girls have consented to their going on a trip
round Europe. But a trip to India is a very
di![‘u:::unt proposition. They . might object

“"And there is certainly no time to com-
municate with anybody,” said Nelson Lee.
“Much as I hate to disappoint the young
people, they really ought not to come.”

“Let’s hear what the young people have
to say about it,” girinned Dorrie. *Person-
ally, I'm all in favour of their comin’, Sorry,

Lee, but I don’t think there’s a mite of
danger. You don’t know this machine as I
do. I'd take the whole crowd of boys and

girls across the Atlantic without a qualm,
That 'plane i1s as safe as the Mauretania!”

“In that statement, of course, Dorrie is
quite correct,” declared Ay, Manners, look:
mg at Nelson Lee. “ Although I am the de-
signer of the machine, I have no desire 1o
boast when 1 say that she 1s the last word
in safety.”

“ And, hang it all, we're going on a regu
lar air route, aren’t we?” asked Lord Dorri-
wore. ‘I mean, there’'s no bluzing of fresh
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trails, Lee. We shall suinply follow the
routo {uken by Prince Sinji. Buda Pesth—
Bagdad—Dusra. Ali theso places have their
air stations, and there's not much doubt
that wo shall overtake the quarry long before
we geb to Basra”

“I quito agree,” said Lee. “But we must
be prepared for any cmergency, Dorrie, 1f,
for example, we are compelled to go right
into India, we might find ourselves embroiled
in the Kurpana trouble.”

“All the better!” sald Dorrie stoutly.
“I'm longing' for a bit of cxcitement!”

“0Oh, you're hopeless!” said Lee gruffly.

“1 know it,"” murmured Dorrie. *But,
daszh it all, whero's the danger? At the very
worst, even if weo have to fly right to Kur-
pana, we shall be amongst friends, And ouy
very presence there might cause the Ameer
of Rishnir to hesitate before letting off any
tireworks.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“Well, of course, that 1s very possible,”
he admitted. “Our presence in Kuyrpana
would be of extreme value, particularly as
the maharajul has been seized, and is held
prisoner. Our arrival might, indeed, put an
end to the crisis.” ‘

“Then what the deuce are you hesitaling
about " asiked Dorrie. "Let's go! As for
the boys and girls—bless ’cmmn—we can't let
them down, Lee. It would be absolutely
rottenn 1f we left themn behind '™

Nelson Lee's eves twinkled,

“1 think it’s quite likely that they'll refuse
to be left hehing,” he said dryly. “ However,
we cannot take them off on this chase with-
out letting them know the main facts, No
need to go into details, of counrse. DBut I'm
inclined to belicve that it will be belter to
carry on.” y

“Good man!” said his lordship. “The
parents of all these youngsters have consented
to the trip, and if we change our plans a
bit, what does it matter? We'll send a few
dozen cablegrams from Buda Pesth, saving
that we're carrying on towards India.”

“Yes, that will be quite sufficient,” said
Mr, Manuers, nodding. “The boys and girls
aren’t expected back until the cud of the
month, at the carliest,”

And so it was decided.

Nelson Leo was satisfied that it was the
better course, for, indeed, the tmrcsentc of
the voung people on board would probably
be of great advantage. It might put the
cnemy off the scent, for, with so many ha?'s
and girls in the party, cverybody would
immediately come to the conclusion that the
trip was a mere pleasure cruise. The real
significance of the flight would not be
dreamed of.

Lord Dorrimore went out, and he found
most of the St. Frank’s fellows and the Moor
View girls standing about near the giant
'plune, They all came swarming round as
he hailed .them.

“All here " asked Dorrie cheerily.

“Yes, sir ! sang out several voices,

“Good enough!” said his lordship. * Welil,
look here. all you young people. There's a
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change of plan., Inslecad of making a
round Europe, we're thinking of going a
farther afield,”

i Dh!u

“Where to, sir?” e

“Arce you going to fly the Atlantic, sie ?’

“Well, hardly,” replied Dorric, as many
cager shouls went up. “We're going in tho
other directinn. The general ideu is to have
a Icg}l;: at LE{; East.”

“Oh, good ecgg!™

“Hurrah !” .

“We shall hop to Buda Pesth, fo slart
with,” said Lord Dorrimore, grinning. “Then
we ml?fht go aluui to Bagducﬁ and after that
we'll have a look at the Persian Gulf, I
want to know what you boys and girls have
got to say about it. Would you prefer to
go on the previously arranged trip, or——"
“Ha, ha, ha!” '

“Cheese it, Dorrie!"
“We'd ten times rathier go to the Kast,

it

sir "
“Hear, hear!”
“Well, I rather thought wyou would!”

4 All
We're starlin’ practi-

grinned Dorrie. “That’s settled, then!
aboard, wverybody !
callv at once.”

(RL

“Hurrah!

“¥Yes, but dash 1t!"” protested Archie. "I
mean to sav, good gad! Odds shocks and
staggers! I mean, what about the good old
pith helmots and drill suits, and what not?
If we're going to the dashed Llast, we shall
require all sorts of dashed tropical thingum-
mies and what-do-you-call 'ems[”

“Dry up, Archic!” said Handforth boister-

ously. “What do we care about tropical
suits and things? We've all got flannels,
haven't we? And you can bet your boots

that the girls are weli supplied with silks
and voiles. Girls are alwavs prepared for
the tropics, anyhow,” he added. * It always
puzzles me how the dickens they can keep

L]

warm in our c¢limate!
The givls laughed merrily, but everybody
else agreed that Handforth had hit the nail
on the head.
And from that minute onwards everything
was bustle and action., The decision had been

made, and the chase after Hussi Kahn was
aboul to begin!

CHAPTER 20.

on!
..:"s.L[{l)! DHE,m En ﬁzci!"
- Y Or1= erkeley
e cagerly,
“My hat! We're
slarting !V
*Hurrah!”

The promenade deck of the greal mono-

< e . k) “u ] . *
plane was crowded with St Frank’'s juniors
and girls, Everybody was on board. "Tho
doors were scaled; the engines were running.
Lord Dorrimore and Mr. MHobart Manners
and Nelzon Lee were in the navigating cham.
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ber, and swarms of mechanies were dodging
round the great ’plane, '

She was just about to take off,

Her four cnormous engines were droning
musically. The noise was not excessive; if
was in no way annoying, Indeed, after a
little while all the passengers would become
so accustomed to the sound that they would
hardly be aware of it.

From the promenade deck, on the top of
the gigantic wing, a elear view of the ground
ahead could be obtained. Turning, one could
see the substantial body, tapering away to
the tail fins and rudder; and all round, on
that enclosed promenade deck, was the shin-
ing rail and the unsplinterable glass screen-
ing. It went overhead in a great dome, the
whole being streamlined.

“We're moving properly now!” said Full-
wood breathlessly. “By Jove! Here we
n!?!

“Good egg!”

Thevy ecould feel the enormous machin
gquivering and jolting benecath them, ' They
were gathering speed, rushing over the turf
with ever-increasing, momentum. Glancin
back, they could see all the mechanies, stand-
g there near the hangars, waving their
hands.

And then suddenly the vibration ceased;
the jolting was no more.

“We're off I shouted Nipper. “By Jove,
that's quick, you chaps! We're clear of the
ground !’

The others could hardly believe it, but it
was a fact, The aeroplane had taken off,
and now she was soaring amazingly, Up she
went—up and up! Then round in a graceful,
slightly-banked turn, ;

Rising all the time, she circled over the
crowd of mechanies, over the hangars, and
then off she went across country. The
juniors on the promenade deck had a moment-
ary glimpse of spectators along the road.

ne or two motor-cars had stopped there,
and the oeccupants were staring upwards at
the receding ’plane.

“Well, we're off for the East!” said Nipper
complacently., “Off after Hussi Kahn!”

Handforth turned upon him.

.~ Yes, by George, that reminds me,” he
eaid grimly. “What about it, Nipper?"

“What about what ?”

“You know jolly well what I mean,”
gmwlnd Handforth. “Until now there hasn’t
ecn a chance to speak to you. But wyou
haven't told us anything about Hussi Kahn.

here did you bunk off to? And what
have you been doing all the time ?”

“Yes, Nipper, we're all anxious to know,
dear old boy,” said Sir Montie Tregellis-

est reproachfully. ;

“Please tell us!” urged Mary Summers.

_ Nipper was standing against the rail, look-
Ing downwards at the ground, which now
feemed to be slipping underneath quite
slowly. But the 'plane was gaining height
with every minute, rising into the upper
skics, and speeding forward at something

anproaching one hundred and fifty miles an
our,

B R R e R

'Ka':hn.
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Indeed, the great town of Ipswich was now
practically ungur:math, although it seemed
to the boys and girls that they had only just
started; and within a minute or two the sca
would be within sight. Distances were
covered incredibly fast on this giant machine,

“There’s not very much to tell, you
fellows,” said Nipper slowly.  “Those
Chandra Magicians at the cireus were fakes.
’I‘hegl weren't, the Chandra<Qdagicians at all,”

(] ]!!j

“"Well, I'm jiggered!” .

“They were impostors,” said Nipper.
“It was just a wheeze to get hold of Hussi
But you mustn’t think that the
men were common kidnappers, or anything
like that. The guv'nor has every reason to
believe that they were Prince Sinji and his
two companions!” 2

“Prince Sinji!” echoed Irene Manners, in
amazement. “But Prince Sinji is the great
Indian airman !”

“ Exactly I nodded Nipper. *“And Prince
Sinji started from Croydon Aerodrome this
morning, on a flight to India. We're pretty
certain that Hussi Kahn is on that ’plane.
They’'re taking him off to Rishnir.”

“But isn’t Kurpana his country?” in-
cquired Mary Summers, -

“Yes,” sajd Nipper. “But it seems that
the Amecer of Rishnir is a warlike sort of

chap, and he's preparing to, start some
trouble. The Ameer is an enemy of England,

too, whilst Hussi Kahn's father has always
been friendly towards us. Our job is to get
Hussi Kahn back from Prince Sinji before
India is reached.”

"Well, it ought to be easy enough,” said
Handforth confidently, “In a ’plane like
this, agything is possible! 1 expect we shall
overtake the rotters in a few hours.”

But Nipper shook his head.

“We can’t hope for anything so good as
that, Handy,"” he said. “ Prince Sinji’s 'plane
1s a good one—a very fast one. And it's
got a long start of us. If we overtake it
anywhere between Buda Pesth and Basra we
shall do jolly well. It might even be neces
sary to carry right on to Karachi before
we can do the trick.”

“But supposing Prince Sinji refuses to
hand Hussi Kahn over?” asked Travers.
It seems to me, dear old fellows, that
there’s liable to be a spot of trouble.”

“There’ll be trouble for Prince Sinji il
he defies the guv’'nor!” said Nipper grimly,
“Mr. Lee has the full authority of the India
Office, and for the time being he's really a
representative of his Majesty’s Gevernment.
So if the prince starts any rot, he’ll soon be
shoved in his place.”

“Well, everything looks pretty good to
mo !"" said Travers smoothly. “We're off to
India, and there's more than a chance that
we shall have a look at Kurpana before we
come back. Better than flying round
Europe, e¢h?”

“Yes, rather!” said half a dozen cager
volices.
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“And after we've rescued old Hussi, our
time will be our own,” continued Travers,

“We're going to the Ilast, dear old fellows
where there’s mystery and adventure.”

Vivian  Travers spoke with some
jocularity ; but never had he given voice to
truer words! The Manners monoplane was
indeed setting out for a land of mystery and
adventure "

ff'l:':':.ﬁ-—:*n- E
CHAPTER 21.

2

\‘ |

1171 i Unexpected News !
‘% UDA PESTH!” said
.é- A - I.ord Dorrimore,
) pointing. !
It was much later
e in the day, and the
great ’'plane had been flying steadily
and sedately, hour after hour. ow, in

the distance ahead, a great city could be
seen, far below, partially hidden in a heat
liaze.

“They're expecting us here,” said Dorrie.
"We shall land, take on some more juice,
and make a few inquirics about Prince
Sinji”

“What about the night, sir?” asked Hand-
forth. *“We're not going to stop anywhere
during the night, are we?"

“Not that I know of,” replied his lord-
ship. "Our stay at Buda Pesth will be very
brief. Then we shall take to the air again,
and carry straight on. Of course, all you
voungstiers will go to bed at the usual hour.
Evervthing on this ship will follow the usual
routine of a yacht, or a liner. Night flying
is perfectly safe for a machine of this size.
Incidentally, we can't afford to lose any
time.”

“Talking about yachts, sir, reminds me of
the good old Wanderer ! said Fullwood. *I
suppose she's still as sound as ever?”

“DBless her heart, she's in hospital at the
moment, undergoing an internal operation,”
geaid Dorrie. “In other words, a new type
of engine is being installed, and she's in dry
dnr;Ii; But we're not doing so badly, are
we ?

“TI think we ought to eall this 'plane the
Wanderer of the Skies,” said Nipper. “ What
do vou say, Dorrio?”

“A jolly good name!” agreed his lord-
ship. “I'rom this minute onwards, young
‘un, she's the Wanderer of the Skies, A
bit of a mouthful, I'll admit, but who
cares?"”

Almost immediately afterwards thie engines
were cut off, and the Wanderer. of the Skies
—to give her her new name—planed gently
downwards until she finally arrived at the
bhig acrodrome outside the eity.

“Now, understand, boys and girls, nobody
is to leave the aerodrome,” said Nelson Lee,
just before the machine enme to a stand-
gtill,  “We shall not be herd for long, and
there must be no delavs. I trust you not to
wander too far afield. ”

ny
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“Aren't we going to have a look at Buda
Pesth, sir?” asked Handforth,

“I'm afraid not—execept from the air, when
we re-start,” replied Nelson Lee. “We can
do all our pleasure-seeking—all our sight-
seeing—after this chase is successfully over.”

“Oh, rather, sir!” agreed Handforth
promptly. “Of course, I'd forgotten, for the
moment, that we were chasing Hussi Kahn.
When I meet this Prine Sinji, I've a jolly
good mind to dot him one on the nose!”

“T'm afraid that wouldn't do much good
to Prince Sinji," or to yourself, or to anybody
else,” chuckled Nelson Lee. *““Now don’t
forget what I've told you, will you?”

“That's all right, sir~—you can trust us

“Yes, rather!”

k "r";‘:"e won't go far away from the machine,
sir |

They were glad enough, however, to jump
out and to look round with interest at the
Hungarian officials and the eivilians who
came bustling round, Nelson Lee and Lord
Dorrvimore vanished almost at once, and it
was nearly hall an hour before they re-
turned. In the meantime, the Wanderer's
tank had been replenished, and her water
supplies renewed.

“Any news, sir?” asked Nipper eagerly,
as Leo and Deorrie returned.

“Yes—and it is not particularly en-
couraging,” replied Nelson Lee, in a low
veice.  *‘Prince Sinji's ’plane flew over
Buda Pesth some hours ago~~but it did not
Etﬂp.”

“Didn’t stop, sir?”

“No; 1t flew straight on, although Prince
Sinjt had given word beforechand that he
weuld deseend at this aercdrome for fresh
petrol supplies,” replied Lee, "It looks
rather signifieant, Nipper. And it also
means that every minute is of importance.
According to all caleulations, too, the
prince's 'plane is muech faster than we had
been led to believe.”

“But not faster than the Wanderer of the
Skies, sir?”

“No, not faster; but I am afraid there is
not much difference between them, as
regards speed,” replied Lee. “We must be
off again as quickly as possible.”

“Haven’t they heard anything about the
other 'plane. sir? Hasn't it come down any-
where else?”

“Not that we know of,” replied Lee. “The
telegraphs have been busy, as you can
imagine, but no werd has come of Princo
Sinit's machine. There 1s 2 rumour from a
Bulgarian town that a strange aeroplane
was secn there some time to-day, but it is
nneonfirmed.” .

Within twenty minutes the Wanderer waa
again soaring upwards, and within a very
short time she was eight or ten thousand feer
up, flying at just on two hundred miles an
hour—her engines going nearly “all out,” for
the chase was now becoming a stern one.

Handforth was frankly disappointed.

“I thought it was going to be pretty ex-

!!.’l

lniiing,” he said grufly. “But, instead of
that, it's as tame as the dickens.”
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“We'd better tell the pilot to do a few
stunts, then!” said Church sarcastically.

"“Rot!” growled Handiorth. *'T'hat would
only mean a loss of time. But just look aw
everything ! What 1s there to sce?”

They were standing on the promenade
deck, looking down at the vast expanse of
country. It was just a bit hazy, and 1t was
ungfestionably a dull and uninteresting vista.

Handforth was really bored. The motion
of the aeroplane was so smooth and steady
that one could hardly believe that the
machine wuas progressing at all., Now and
again, perhaps, there was a diversion when
banks of clouds were encountered. Other-
wise, the flight was monotonous,

Indeed, when darkness began to fall, the
St. Frank's fellows and the Moor View girls
were only too glad to congregate in the
saloon, and to read or sit chatting. .

. Dinner was a great success, although
neither Dorrie nor Mr. Manners appeared.

“It's just like being on an ordinary ship,”
remarked Iarry Greshanry, when dinner was
over. ‘“We're flying as steadily as though
we were on a railway train—a lot steadier,
even. Let's hope we shall hear some news in
the morning, so that we can bring this chase
to an end. ‘Then, perhaps, we shall be
allowed to have a look round the places
where we land.”

Soon afterwards thc} all went to bed, and
there was a certain novelty in sleeping in
the Ilittle bunks. But they were all
thoroughly tired, and they were asleep in
a very short time,.

When morning came, they were a good
deal further east, and they were surprised to
learn that they had made a landing during
the night, and had started off again. Every-
thing had been done so smoothly that none
of the passengers™ had awake::ed}.' P

Further disquieting news was now going
round.

They had now definitely learned that
Prince S8inji's machine had been sighted,
flying Eastward—but, again, it bad not
descended, It was becoming more and more
certain that the Indian machine was attempt-
ing a non-stop flight to Rishnir,

And this meant that every effort would
have to be made if Prince Sinji was to be
overtaken.

Thus it resolved itself into a very stern
chase, with hardly a minute lost anywhere.
Enwnrds—ever onwards—into the mysterious
Jast | ;

CHAPTER 22.
®  India!

ing thoughtful and
troubled.
“1 don’t like it
= ~Dorrie!” he said
bluntly: 'i*“We 'aré already well beyond the
Persian: Gulf ;* We'a¥e  approaching India.
And Prinice ‘Sinji is'still ahead of us.”
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"Well, we're all a bit worried, if it comes
to that,' replied Lord Dorrimore. * Poor
old Manners 1s properly fed Tps Ie had be-
lieved that his machine was the fastest thing
in the air, and that it would be an easy
matter to overtake the quarry.”

“"There 1s no nced [or Manners to warry,”
sald Lee grufily, ' Prince Sinji's machine is
very much smaller—and cannot’be compared
in any way to thia vast air liner. The thing
which has upset our calculations is this non-
stop business. We did not reckon upon
Prince Sinji making such a flight. He has
not lost & minute anywhere. He has con-
tinued straight on—and, by all appearances,

'| he has been very successful.”

“We've heard nothing of 'him since we left
Bagdad, though,”" taid Lord Dorrimore. '* He
may have crashed—he may have been forced
down somewhere, 8till, the only thing we
can do is to carry on until we get to Karachi,
And then, if necessary, we shall have to go
right into Kurpana.” ' :

The chase had continued—hour after hour.
It was now getting on towards midday, and
most of the boys and girls were longing for
};he opportunity to land and to streteh their
egs.

True, they had landed once or iwice, but
always they had been off again within a very
skort time. Not once had they been allowed
ic go out of s:ght of the Wanderer of the
Skies. There had been no exploring—no sight-
seeing—and *the further East they got, the
hotter became the chase, :

That same evening, they were actually ovex
India—with vast stretches of mountainous
country in the distance, with rugged pcaks
rising into the mists. Far, far below, they
could see rough country—with patches of
jungle here and there, and with great plains
rolling away into the hazy distance. But the
machine was flying at suech a height that
nothing definite could be distinguicned.

“Well, you chaps, there’s something definite
decided upon at last,” said Nipper, as he
joined the group of juniors on the promenade
deck. “I've just seen the guv'nor and
Dorrie.”

“What's the new plan?"’ asked Handforth
eagerly, '

“Well, it's not a new plan,”” replied Nipper.
“The latest news we heard about Prince Sinji
is that he crossed the Rishnir border. So
we're going straight on to Kurpana.”

“Why not to Rishnir?” asked Hand{orth.

Nipper grinned.

“It's quite likely that you'’re anxious to
drop into a hornets' nest, Handy—but the
rest of us aren’'t quite so keen,” he replied.
““Rishnir, at the present moment, is secething
with anti-British agitation. It might not
be wise to land in such a country!”’

Handforth scratched his head,

“But I thought that India was all British 7"
he asked.

“My dear chap, you seem to imagine that
India is a small country, about the size of
England, with one language and one set of
customs.” ‘

“Well. isn't it¥”*"
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“Oh, my only sainted aunt!” groaned
Nipper. * For _goudness’ sake, Handy, don't
air your ignofance like that! Do you realise
that India is balf as big as Europe "’

“Cood ga.l!” ejaculated Archie Glenthorne,
who was listening with interest. * Not really,
old Cheddar "

“Yes, really!” said Nipper. “Indin is
divided into "as many regional. sections as
LEurope is divided into kingdoms and republics,
And cach region has its different climate and
weather and habils and eustoms. Why, some
of the highlanders of the frontier hills are as
different from the inhabitants of Bengal as
a Norwegian 18 different from a Spanard.”

“Herve endeth the first lesson!”” murmured
Travers.

“Cheese it!"’ growled Nipper,
trying to air my knowledge »

“Sorry, dear old fellow!" grinned Travers,
“Go ahead! I'm most frightfully interested.”
. “Well, so am I, if it comes to that!” ad-
mitted Handforth. “I'm jiggered if I ever
realised that India was such a big place, or
that it contained so many different peoples.”

“Rishnir and Kurpana aro twin-States,
They are provinees that adjoin one another,”
cexplained Nipper. “I might mention that I
have just been learning all this from the
guv'nor, although . I had an inkling of it
beforchand. Well, both Rishnir and Kurpana
are sort of independent States: but while
Kurpana is faithful to Great Britain, Rishnir
is plotting against her. So there you have
the thing in a nultshell. If we landed in
Rishnir, we should land into a nice little
packet of trouble. The Ameer would prob-
ably have us beheaded in about two shakes
of a lamb’s tail!”

“How frightfully frightful!” said Archie,
with a shudder. *I mean to say, I'm pre-
pared to face sundry dangers, and all that
sort of thing, but I rather draw the line at
having my head lopped off. Absolutely!”

“You ncedn't worrv, Archie,”’ chuckled
Nipper. “Although we shall fly right over
Rishnir territory, we shall actually land in
Kurpana. Dorrie and the guv'nor have been
caleulating it all out on the charts, and by
compass. They reckon that we shall be in
Kurpana by the morning. Throughout the
night we shall be flying over Rishnir.”

“And what about Hussi Kahn "
Fullwood,

“Well, it seems that we've drawn a blank,”
replicd Nipper gravely, *“DPrince Sinji was
too cunning for us. His machine was much
faster than he led people to believe. On the
top of that, he has made a non-stop flight. So
we haven't been able to overtake him."’

“Yes, he may be in Rishnir by now,” said
Gresham gloomily. “And poor old Hussi
will be in the hands of the enemy! By jingo,
you chaps! I don't think we onght to leave
India until we've resened him, do you?”

“Never!"” deeclared Handforth. “We've
got to get old Hussi back before we return!”

IFurther dizeussion was of very little use.
The St. Frank's fellows and the Moor View.
girls knew that their destination was now
Kurpana.

(41 I"m nut

asked

The chase after"Hussi Kahn wasl
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more or less a failure. But, once in Kurpana,
they might be able to make other plans. :

In the short dusk of the evening, they
could see the strange, unfamiliar country far
below them. And as the dusk deepened into
night, they could deteet twinkling lights here
and there, denoting towns or villages. But
they kept straight onwards—Mr. Manpers
and Dorrie flying by compass, and keeping
true to their course,

So, at the usual hour, the passengers went
to.bed, thrilled by the knowledge that when
they awoko and dressed they would be over
the domain of Kurpana.

CHAPTER 23.
The Forced Landing !
OOM-BOOM!

Nipper sat up in
his bunk, his eyes
startled, his heart

thumping rapidly.
he pgasped. “What on
earth Oh, my goodness!"’

He had awakened suddenly, and even now
he was still bewildered and dazed. He did
not know what the {gme was, but it was
obviously some hour d¥ the night.

Near his bunk there was a little secaled
window, and outside everything was pitchy
black. The great aeroplane was rocking
alarmingly, although her engines were stiﬁ
giving forth the same comforting, rhythmic
purr.

Suddenly there was a blinding blaze of
bluish-white flame, and Nipper was momen-
tarily blinded. Following the blaze came a
thunderous booming which reduced the purre-
ing of the engines to a whisper.,

“My hat!” said Nipper. “We're in the
middle of a giddy storm!”

He cexperienced an awful sensation at the
pit of his stomach, and he knew that the
machine was dropping—falling sheer. Then
the sensation vanished. - Once again, tho
Wanderer of the Skies was flyving evenly,
Probably she had encountered a big air
pocket. But the npxt second she was heeling
over again, rocking and shuddering terribly.

“What's wrong?” came a gasp from the
darkness. *“Nipper! Are vou there?”

“Ieep your hair on, Tommy !"" said Nipper,
as he got out of his bed. ** We're only in the
middle of a storm.”

“Ouoly!" “panted Tommy Watson., *“J—I
thought we were going to turn completely
over just then!™

“ Look out!” vell®&l-Nipper.

As he spoke, the little cabin scemed nearly
te loop the loop. Up it went, over and over,
and Nipper was flung across the little space,
until he thudded viclently against the wall,
He sagged down as the great machine tilted
over and then tilted back again. .

Nipper knew the size of this giant *plane—
and the comparative tininess of this cabin. It
was obvious to him that the machjne was

“Great . Scott !
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being tossed about like a feather on an angry
sea.

He switched the light on, and, somehow,
he and Watson-—who shared this little eabin
together—managed to get some clothes on,
"Then they opened the door, and reeled out
into the corridor.

“Is there any danger 7*¥ asked an agitated
voice,

Nipper and Watson found that there were
other figures in the corridor—Irene Manners,
Mary Summers, Archie Glenthorne, Hand-
forth. In fact, nearly all the passengers were
coming out of their snug cabins.

“I don’t suppose it’s anything much!’’ said
Travers coolly. ‘“‘Only a storm.”

“But we've been tossing about dreadfully!”
said Winnie Pitt. *“I was nearly thrown—
Oh, look, look!"

Her voice rose almost to a shriek. Another
hlinding flash of lightning had come, and che

lurid flames and sparks seemed to penetrate
right into the very corridor. All those boys
sensation

and girls experienced a shiverin
down their spines, and their very EEE
to tingle.

Just then Nelson Lee appeared, reeling
drunkenly as the ’plane staggered afresh,

“Keep cool, everybady!”' said the House-
master-detective. “We're in a pretty nasty
storm, and we're right over Rishnir, but
neither Dorrie nor Mr. Manners i3 worried.
They are sure that we shall be able to get
through all right.”

“We're not worrying, sir,” said Travers.
“It's a bit of a diversion. Can we go up on
to the promenade deck?"

“I don't think you’d better,” replied Lee.
“T'he machine is tossing badly, and some of
you might get hurt. You'd far better remain
here, or go back ‘into your cabins.”’

“Oh, have a heart, sir!” protested Hand-
forth. “We can't sleep through this! Let’s
go into the saloon!”

“¥Yes, yes!" said Doris. “We can look
through the windows of the saloon!"

Before Nelson Lee could stop them, they
all went crowding into the big lounge, and
they took their seats at the windows, or
crowded round, leaning over one another’s
shoulders.

In the meantime the Wanderer of the Skies
was continuing her battle against the violent
storm. It was no ordinary thunderstorm—
not the kind that can be encountered in a
temperate zone. It was appallingly fierce.

Suddenly, the great machine seemed (o
stagger, to come to a halt in mid-air; the
floor and the walls quivered and shook.
Then, with a sickening lurch, she slid down-
wards through the air. She was dropping—

ns seemaoed

dropping—-—
“What was that?’ panted Gresham,
startled. |

. They had all heard it—a kind of splinter-
mg, metallie sound. Tt seermed to come from
the rear. and immediately afterwards the
vast machine topk a bad tilt to starboard.
Lhe howling and_ roaring of the wind was
terrifying,. and the sopnd of the engines was
now lessened, '

L through the glass sereens.
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Nipper could imagine Dorrie and M.
Manners at the dual controls—fighting vali-
antly against the tropical storm.

“BSomething went just then, sir!” mut-

tered Nipper, turning to Nelson Lee. “ One
of the tail fins—or the rudder! We're
erippled |

“Hush !"” murmured Nelson Lee. “I be-

lieve you are right, but——"

“Oh, we're dropping at a terrible ratel”
shouted somebody. -

And this was true. They could ail tell by
the sensation. They were going down—
down. And now and again, the machino
would right herself, then tilt over once
more. Once she stalled, however, and
dipped. _

“Stay here, you youngsters!” shouted Lee,
trying to make his voice calm. “I'll be back
in a minute, and then I'll tell you how things
are going.”

He forced his way forward—through the
passage, and then into the navigation cham-
ber.

He found the hittle place in darkness, with
Lord Dorrimere and Mr. Manners sitting in
the twin-ptlot seats, staring ahecad of them
A blaze of light
was shooting out from the nose .of the 'plane.
Giant searchlights had been switched on,
and in the very first glimpse Nelson Lee
could see trees, only a few hundred feet
below. :

“Look out, there!” sang out Dorrie, as he
half glanced round. “We can’t make it,
Lee. We've got to land !

“Good heavens!” panted Nelson Lee.

“QOur tail fins are damaged!” put in Mer,
Manners tensely, “If we don’t land at once,
we shall probably be out of contrel within
three minutes, and that will mean——""

He broke off meaningly.

Nelson Lee turned, in order to make his
way back to the saloon. He went to prepare
the passengers for the coming shock. For he
did not doubt that the machine would land
with terrific viclence, and ecause injury to
many.

But while he was still in the passage, he
felt the floor drop from under him. He
clutched at one of the electric light fittings,
and pressed his other hand against the pas.

sage wall, In a Hash he knew what was
happening,
Mr. Manners had allowed the whole

machine to drop in what airmen call a “ pan-
cake " descent.

In this way, there was a good chance for
them all. The machine might be wrecked,
but she would fall more or less on an even
keel ; there would be no danger of her driving

her nose with dreadful violence into the
ground.

Cra-a-a-sh ! 1

It eame suddenly, dramatically, The

whole air was filled with the splintering of
woodwork, the straining of metal, and a
hundred and one other terrifying sounds.
Then, in the next,:second, everything was
: (Concluded on page 44.)
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BETWEEN A OURSELVES!

OUR logic 1is very sound—Leslie

i Strachan (Forest Hill)—I am awfully
rlad that you intend to keep on read-

ing the Old Paper, notwithstanding

the fact that you are “at that critical age
when young chaps ask themselves if they

are too old to continue reading school
stovies.” As you say: "I don’t care what
other people think—let them think!” You

state that you arve going to judge for your-
self, and that’s the right thing to do. After
all, why shouldn’t you read school stories
if you want to? It is mﬂf the weaklings
who are afraid of being chipped. Yes, I
think I can safely promise that this Chat
is now a permanent feature in the Old

4
Pape . " -

I want you to write to your sister—Clyde
Clinto (Palmerston North, New Zealand)—
and I want vou to thank her on 'my behalf.

Without her permission I am going to repeats

what she said to you in a letter: “Your
Nersox Lee LiBrary is the best medicine for
the dumps that I can find. Every week I
wait anxiously for the next number, and
although people laugh at me, I maintain
that it is the best paper of fiction I know.”
And you tell me that she receives many other
books and papers, which, as you say, makes
her words all the weightier,

* * #

Gilad to know that the St. Frank's League
has been so useful to you—Neville Kirknan

" cards,

(Pietermaritzburg). You tell me that, in
response to the notice that was put in the
Correspondents Wanted Column, you have
had letters pouring in from all over the
world. T'll repeat a few lines from wyour
letter, for the benefit of other readers: “1I
only regret now that I had not known of yvour
wonderful mag. years and years ago. I
have rcceived some awfully nice snaps, post-
~ stamps, ete., from these numerous
pen-friends. And they are still coming along
with nearly every mail, and I am quite
h_u_m:-}'.” Yes, you are quite right about
Nicodemus and Cornelins Trotwood. I
haven’t brought them prominently into the
stortes for a long time now. But they are
still at St. Frank’s, and I shall have to give
them a showing before long.

* * *
You are quite right in cne thing—J.
(Gallimore (Hanwell, W.7). I do have a holi-
day every now and again. But in spite of
vour lurking idea I certainly do moet have
somebody else to help me in my yarns. Every
story ,that appears under my name has
splashed direct from my own pen, and from
no other,

Every Copy of this Week's MODERN BOY wil
contain a BIG, COLOURED METAL MODEL of

the FLYING SCOTSMAN—
the World's Best-known
Express Train.
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THRILLS AND FORTUNE-HUNTING ADVENTURE AMID THE SOUTHERN SEAS

ik

CAPTAIN MANBY is skipper of the schooner
Blue Bird, which is bound for the Malea
atolls, in the Southern Pacifiec. MHe is
accompanied by his son

JACK MANDBY, and his nephew

NED SUTTON, two adventure-loving boys.
From a native Captaun Mauby has learned
that in these atolls is an uneharted
iland—supposed to be practically Inacces-
sible—the lagoon of which is full of pearl
shell. The captain is successful in finding
this unknown island; and to his surprise
discovers that it is inhabited by a number
of French castaways. They appear to be
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WHAT'S ALREADY HAPPENED:

e .

BRISBANE
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very friendly, but later the captain i3 not

too sure about them., Meanwh:e, the
native's story proves to be correct. Lhe
lagoon is full of pearl shell. Diving
operations commence. The two boys and
i native are under-sea  collecting the
oysters, when suddenly the native 13
attacked by an octopus. Ned and Jaek

succeed in rescuing him, but are them-
sglves ecaught in the gpip ol the tentacles.

Ned feels his diver's helmet being torn
from off his head—the end 3eems very
near!

(Now read on.)
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The Under-Sea Fight!

APTAIN MANBY had started away
fiom the schooner some time before
the boys got into their diving kit.

‘ He thought that all would be well
with them, since Big Timo, who was with

them, had had experience of diving for shell |

before,  Also they had learned how to deal
with the shark, and, anyhow, the noise made
by the Kanakas was enough to keep it at a
respectful distance.

r.l " -
Therefore the captain went off in

: . tho
dinglly, with a couple of
men to row him, without

e .

through it, he was able to scan the bottom
without any distortion caused by ripples,
und thus observe the size of the oysters at
various points,

IHe had brought with him a’ few empty tin
ecans and bits of wood made fast to lines
weighted with stones. By using these as
buovs, he proposed to mark the most pro-
mising arcas and thus save time. Leaning
over the stern of the boat, he peered below,
whilz the men paddled as he directed,
When he saw an especially fine pateh of
shell, he dropped a buoy.

Something  over an

any fears for the hoys' I lhour had passed, and ho
sufety. He had made a Fathoms deep and in the grip had prospected a con-
Waterglass the previous of an octopus—that’s one of siderable area when one
€vening, by leiting a y : of the men grunted.

piece of glass into the Ned’s and Jack’s thrilling “Dem fella in cutter
bottom: of un {Jl;{,\;tgukﬂf. i adventures this week, boys ! makee  racket, cap'n
By potiide this th 1he g boss,” he said, and
Water and looking down e esess s st tssrssreee potnted towards  the,
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boat.
pide.”

Captain Manby sat up, heaved in the
waterglass and stared hard. In an instant
he saw that something unusual must be
happening, for the men in the cutter were
no longer hauling up the nets of shell, but
were leaning overside, cackling excitedly.
Two of themn were tugging hard at a rope
evidently leld fast below, while Big Timo
was yelling something to Mr. Sinclair aboard
the schooner. The captain heard the word
*harpoon.”

“Give way "' he snapped.
worth !” _

The men obeyed, and the dinghy foamed

“Dem fella look somet'ing under-

“Jor all you're

through the water towards the cutter.
Manby  saw  Sinclair run along the
deck, dive into the after cabin, and re-

appear with the long harpoon kept there—
a tormidable weapon with a long shaft and
sharply-barbed head. Sinelair gprang dowu
into the quarter boat which was T}'ing in the
water alongside, cast off, and sculled to the
cutter,

Big Timo had stripped off his shirt and
shorts, He grabbéd the harpoon, balanced
for a momeni on the thwart, then plunged
into the water,

“Pull! There's something wrong below !™
cried Captain Manby, “Ah, one man up !”

The men tugging at the line had fallen
back suddenly. A dark form came shooting
to the surface, to be gripped and hauled in,
Manby could see that he was limp, perhaps
lifeless. And the two bovs were below. at
grips with some terror of the underworld of
waters!

"Row !"™ Manby said hoarsely, and
moechanically took off his coat and shirt, drew
his long sheath-knife and put it between his
teeth. " Row!”

And under water, on the slippery slopes
of the pit in the lagoon bed, the two boys
were in extremity. Ned, his strength nearly
gone, choking now—for the air-supply in his
diving-suit was fast oozing away—hacked
blindly at the encireling tentacles of the
nctnrus, kunowing that every moment brought
thie horror of the pit nearer.

Jack, one arm held firmly, tried to
transfer the knife to the other hand. It was
made fast to his wrist by a lanyard, and
this he could not loose, while it was too short
to a'low him to use the knife freely. The
grip about his legs tightened.. He felt him-
self beginning to slide down and down
towards those horrible, unblinking eves,

Below them he saw the brute’s parrot-
Itke beak working in anticipation. It was
hauling itself up, certain of its prev. In a
few moments more it would drag the hapless
pair to its slimy embrace, and then

A long shadow came sliding past the
pair. F¥or a moment Jack thought it was
some other abomination of the sea come to
dispute possession of them with the oectopus,
Then he recognised Big Timo. The bo'sun
had no time to waste. He had guessed what
was amiss, and as he saw the entangling
tentacles aliout the boys he knew that he

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“':151 richt, and knew, moreover, exactly what
to di,

With one hand he gripped a projecting
knob of coral, with the other he brought the
harpoon to bear in a straight line for the
brute’s body. Then he thrust with all his
might, even as one of the tentacles, loosing
Ned, laid bold upon him, a second too late.

The thrust went home, inHicting a fatal

wound. The entangling coils fell away. u
great cloud of darkness jetted from the
creature,

Timo drew back his harpoon as the octopus
slithered down into the depths of the pit;
he thrust with his legs and shot to the
surface,

“Pull up dem boys!"” he yelled, as he
reached the top., "“Dem drown!”

Manby, now only a dozen lengths away, '
arrived alongside the cutter as first Jack
and then Ned were drawn up. Serambling
aboard, he helped to haul them in. Jack
was in no trouble. His hands went to his
helmet and opened the front, E

“I'm all right. Golly, what a horrible
brute! Timo settled him, though, I think.
Is Ned hurt?” he exelaimed in gasps.

“Sit still!” growled Manby, busy with
Ned's helmet. “ This has been nearly hauled
off.” Ile untastened the clasps, drew off the
helmet. '

Ned's eyes were closed, but the eyelids
flickered. He gasped painfully, choked,
spluttered ; his lips moved,

" Like wet leather. Won't cut!” he mut-
tered hoarscly.

“He's all right, sir,” cried SBinclair from
the quarter boat alongside. “'We'll get him

aboard. Get those boots off. Hand himi
across, Timo!" _
“You did well, Timo,” said Captain

Manby. * They were both held, I suppose?”
Yes, dad, he had us both,” put in Jack,
“ An awful, big brute, with eycs like dinner-

plates. But Timo went right into him with
the harpoon, and he let go.”

“Ileap big. Heap good harpoon.,” ob-
served Timo. “Big hole down there. Mebbe
'nother octopus thepe.”

“We'll sce about that presently,” said
Manby.

Ned's gasping had ccaszed, he breathed
more normally., MHis eves opened, stared for
a moment, then he realised that the night.-
mare struggle was over and that he was
safe.

“What happencd?™ he asked.

“Timo went down with a harpoon and
killed him.,” said Jack., “He's saved us.”

“Thanks, Timo.” Ned held out his hand.
The big bo'sun took it gingerlv. “I shan't
forget it, 1Timo."”.

“Stick um harpoon, him dead,” remarked
Timo. " Next time. vou take um harpoon
down. Prod um middle. Him dead. Mo
ro down look, cap'n?”

“* No. LKnock off till I've eleared the
bottom.” said Captain Manby. “ You boys
come aboard. You've dere enough diving
for ta-day.” ;
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A Peculiar Request !
LD was still feeling groggy when he
boarded the Blue Bird, for he had

been half-suffocated.
discovered that their legs were badiy
bruised by the grip of the tentacles, and su
they were quite eontent to drop into deck-
chairs and sit still while Captain. Manby
prepared what he called a depth-charge eal-
eulated to sottle any other octopus that might
be lurking in the depths of the pit.
It was o simple enough arrangement of a
couple of large dynamte cartridges bound

handle of the mupgneto. There was a
moment's pause, then the schooner quivered
from the force of the underwater detonation.

Both the boys | A balloon of water rose astern, and up flew
| & fountain of shell, bits of coral, bits of crabs

and a dark tangle of writhing tentacles,
twisting convulsively in a death agany.

“Jiminy Christmas!” shouted Sinclair.
“There was o second one, sir, and you got
him clean as a whistle, There’'s a bit of
another. Number two must have started in
to feca on his dar brother. Wow ! Look at
the small fry!"

together, and placed in a biscuit-tin, with an |- For & few moments the dead and the dying

plectrie  detonator and  connecting
attached 10 a sparking-battery.

There came a muffled boom, and the

“Come aft. Now we'll just lower this
where it will do most good,” said Manby,
with a grim smile. “Using bombs is pro-
hibited now in all civilised lagoons, because
they destroy so much of the fry, but I reckon
one won't matter here. Up anchor, Mr.
Sinelair, and let her drift np a little. About
three fathoms west of the cufter will do
nicely,”

The anchor was broken out, and before a
gentle breeze which had sprung up with the
sun, the schooner moved slowly over to the
desired spot. - 1 .. ¢

Captain Manbv:biwered his depth-charge
overboard:: © As ‘the:line “eonsed to run out,
he gave the word, and Jack twirled the

WIres |

octopods swirled about on the surface amidst
| & number of small fishes, stunned or killed

L
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: K
schooner quivered from stem to stern from the foree ol the
underwater detonation,

by the explosion, then slowly began to sink.
Up the lagoon came the Keeper. His fin
clove the surface, then disappeared as he
sank with his prey, while from all quarters
other fish hurried to partake of the feast
provided for them.

“Anyhow, you've done Johnny Shark a
bit of good, sir, and made this part of the
lagoon a bit safer for diving,” said Sinclair.
“And judging by the row they're making,
you've given those Frenchies something to
talk about. Here comes that chap Benoist to
ask about it.”

Benoist, paddling .the

) outrigerer,
alongside presently, o

cama
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“\What is the matter?” he shouted. “1It
was a blow-up on the underside, eh? You

bave mines?”

Manby explained. DBenoist nodded.

"So. 1 comprehend. But these dynamites,
you have plenty?”

“Oh, a tair lot! I brought them along in
case we found that there wasn't water enough
in the entrance to the lagoon. 1 intended
to blast a way in, in that déase.”

“S0. Yes, . Perhaps I nught beg one, one
day. I have the use for it.”

“QOh, I dare say I can spare you one,
M. Benoist.,  What do you wish to do
with 1t¥” .

“I have a thought. Once, when I was
voung, I sludied mining for a little. It 1s
in my mind that here at a certain place
there i1s something, Perhaps I am wrong. A
leetle blow-up would secttle the point. If 1t
is right, you shall share. I tell you, perhaps
it is platinum, That would be very fine, eh?
Better than pearls, even #"”

“Yes. DBut pearls are good. So is shell.
I must turn my fellows to work again. Wait
a moment and I'll give you a cartridge now,
M. Benoist,”

“Now, I wonder what in thunder lLe
wants with the thing 7” said Captain Manby,
when Denoist huc{; received a dynamite
cartridge, a cap detonator and a bit of fuse,
and departed with them., “That talk abow
plutinum iz all eyvewash, I don't know much

about that sort of thing, but I know that it’s |

an impossibility for platinum to be found on
an island of this type, which 1s originally
voleanic. I know that nothing of tlie sort
has ever been found on one.”

“That's s0,” ugilreed Sinclair. “But he has
some notion up ‘his sleeve, I dare say he'll
tell you later., Rummy bird.”

“VYery rum. Says he's been a wine mer:
chant and.was poing to help those others
build up a business 1n wines grown in the
Solomons. and then talks abowf K mining.
Well, I'll get to work again. S¢e about
mending that suit ycung Ned was wearing,
and I'll have one of the Kanakas try it this

afternoon.”

C up the shell was going on as before,
The lines of oysters laid out on the

bench to rot grew longer and longer., Mr,

Sinclaar, busy on repairs, nodded towards it

approvingly. :

“We re getting on fine!” he said. “Three
or four weeks at this rate and we'll make our
cargo. To-morrow you will be able to start
searching that lot of shell ycu got out
vesterday, It's rotting splendidly.”

“Shouldn't ecall the smell splendid,”
grumbled Ned, for whifis of a Ligh quality
floated from the beach. “1It's like a fish shop
gone a long way wrong.”

“It’'ll be worse to-moxrrow, sonny,” returned
Sinclair, with a chuackle. *“But vou won't
notice it once you:get to washing out the

The Explosionl!: ,
APTAIN MANBY went back to the
cutter, and soon the work of ﬁetting

1

1

§s
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shells and looking for pearls in 'em, 'speci-
ally if you find one or two right off the
bat !’

After dinner, when the captain handed
over one diving-suit to Sinclair and put the
other on Tom l'iddlér, a.lKanaka whom he
had driiled in its use, the boys foupd that
the smell was becoming stronger every
moment.

"It isn't attar of rosez, certainly,” said
Captain Manby. “ And we'll drop down the
lagoon a bit when the men knock off. DBut
meantime, why don’t you get into the dinghy
and drift down towards the other end bevond
the entrance! Take the waterglass, and
perhaps you may locate more shell. Any-
how, your sensitive noses won't be offended.”

Though their bruised legs were stitf, the
boys jumped at the suggestion. They got
aboard, and, with Jack at the ours, paddied
awayv down the lagoon.

They passed the Frenchmen at some dis-
tance. The latter were diving and making
a great noise, but they didn’t appear to be
bringing up much shell, .

"They're playing at it,” said Jack. “All
that gang ought to have done a great deal
better. They're a lazy lot. What are you
looking at?”

“ Benoist—-and that man Pascal,” replied
Ned. “They're walking along the beach.
Now they've gone into.the bush,”

Ned lowered the glasses through which he
had been looking, and turned his attention
to the lagoon bottom. There were no oysters
visible., Instead, a fairvy gurden was dis-
played benecath them, a garden of coloured
corals twisted into fauntastic shapes, with
anemonces like weird tropic flowers, and =n
multitude of brilliant-hued fish. It was all
so beautiful that for a while they gave no
heed to anything else, till they found them-
selves running out of the lagoon entrance
on the ebb tide.

Jack resumed his oars, pulled back. and
proceeded along the part of the lagoon which
they had not as yet visited. It was much the
same as the cther portion, Some little dis-
tance- from the outlet the oyster beds began
again. They noted that the shells were even
larger and more abundant than where they
had been working. and, as at the further end,
the water shoaled gradually. The lagoon
ended in a stretch of open beach, where they
landed.

“We've come a long wayv round,” said
Jack, as they crossed it and began to ascend
a slope of the hill, from the top of which
floated the light pall of smoke which told of
till unquenched voleanie fires. “I wonder
if we could elimb up there?” '

“Not to-day, thanks ! replied Ned, and sat
down on a chunk of rock. “The going’s too
rough., We'll try 1t one dav later on. Hallo,
there go Benoist and Pasecal !

The two I'renchmen had ecome in sight
again, climbing the flank of the hill about
half a mile away, Ned bLrought dus glasses.
to bear.

“I wonder what, theyx'ee up to®*” he mur-.
mured idly. "The¥'ve stapped. Denoist 154
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of a ecave. Now they’ve gone in,”
s prospecting for the platinum,” said
lazily

noist has come* out again,” went on

%25 “He's looking round. 1 guess he can’t
"ML: , or the boat, either, from where he is.

Wa's cone in again.’”’

;ff-ir uonlinuedgm serutinise the hillside idly.
“ggddenly he sat up and stared ‘eagerly.
""fuh . : Jaz . e
%2 ¥ Benoist is out again. He's running
‘he—— Oh, golly! Look "

- A gush of smoke jetted from the mouth
‘of the cleft, or cave, and a few umoments
ﬁ‘ﬁt.er the erash of an explosion came rolling
‘down to them. Bits of rock and debris, flung
Yhigh in the air by the explosion, rolled down
ighe slope, on which Benoist had flung him-
vpelf flat,

w *The dynamite |” Jack exclaimed., " They ve
get it off. Where's the other man?”

! #(Can't see him. I believe there’s been an
‘gecident. Benoist is pranecing around and
wringing his hands. He's going back to the
.cave. Come on!"” cried Ned. and. springing
to- his feet, he began to climb around the
ghoulder of the hill slope, with Jack hard

behind.

-

The Tragedy !
F{)I{{':ﬂ'["l'ﬂi\i were bruises and aches and

pains,  They felt certain that some-
thmg had gone amiss, and they

'- wanted to Help. Panting, shipping,
stumbling, they vet made good time, and
gdon were within shouting distance of the
a B{n rently demented Benoist. As their calls
rRgkhed his ears he turned, saw them, and
w ."'|.-i-|.w|||||||.llﬁ inq..ghnvﬁn“:ty_ AaaTr e rImnIng
| down the slope to meet them,
j =0h. mon Dien, mon Dieu! Quel horreur!
| What a misfortune ! he babbled. “(Cest Ie
.pauvre Pascal! -He iz smash, erased! The
i dyhemite, he go off. I tell him to come out

tidek when he light the fuse, but he was too
-glow. He iz dead, exterminated!"
S {ow d'you know ! He may be lying huri.
-and vou're not helping him by howling here.”
;Eai? Jack roughly, “ Hurrys vou gss!”
I .s.Yes, ves! You have the cool head.
\LE&o. We will have him out if we must tear
rae hill asunder. The poor fellow !™

[Ie began to seramble back., Breathless,
e boys hurried afier him and reached the
.month of the eave—or, rather, the place
vhere the mouth had been, for tonz of debris
L2 fallen, blocking it up.

“He 1s {L}P!‘Ldl He 13 buried!”™ eried
Benoist. My poor comrade. We ean do
rathing.”

"Rot!" snapped Ned. “Cut these sap-

[ings and wa ean use them as levers and shift
those Tocks eazily enough.”

e =et the example by hacking at a stout
papiIng that earew in a pocket of earth close

by, dJack did the like with another, and
Benmsh Saivanized into aection, began to
waork Iiriously an a thied.,

1 o e x 1 :

in O W aninnies they brouchi them fo

a |1 ; - :: 3
ain UMshng them deep amidst

it oF rock frasments.

he piled

|

g to a sort of cleft. It looks like the )

-

13

“MNow, all together ™" said Ned., “Ilecave !V

They bore on the levers and, with a grind
and a cloud of upflung dust, the upper part
of the mass began to move. In a moment
it was rumbling down the hillside, leaving
only a few big pieces behind.

(Will the boys be in time to save the un-
fortunate M. Pascal’ And lhow did the
accident happen? Orcc again, it seems,
there 13 a mystery connected with thesc
French castaways. Many thrilling instal-
ments of this serial have already appeared,
and next week's iz no cxception. Don't miss
reading /)
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