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One of the many exciting adventures in this week's thrilling lonz
complete yarn of amazing adventure, featuring Nelson Lee,
the famous detective, and his schoolboy assistants.

New Series No. 3, OUT ON WEDNESDAY. March 15th, 1930.
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The Laughable Larks of
TUBBY AND SLIM!

ubby and Slint are i
their element 1his week
—they're ** enterlain-
g’ an nnwanled
uncle! There's a laugh
it cvery line of this rol-
licking story, chums.

VaeEADREEEAERBERERREERERAERNUEN

An Unwanted Visitor!

Tlf\'l; a-linw-a-ling!  Crash! Thud!

Tubby Bootle suddenly awolke to find
himself Luortling from his oomnfortable

bad towards the floor,

“Ow!” he velped, as he landed with a
bump., “Thuunder and earthquake~! Run for
vour life, Slim!? he shouted to lus brother,
‘The thumpine house is falline down!”

“Ha, ha. ha!” wared Slim Bootle, sitting
np in bed and thoroughly awakened by the
din.  “It’s all right, Tubby, don’t get
alarmed.”

Tubby, seated on the floor and surrounded
by pillows and blankets, folded his arms and
gazed suspiciously at Shim,

“What's all richt?”’ he demanded indig-
nantly. “I'm on the floor—not you. I'm
chucked out of bed by some upcauny power,
and you sit there in the warm and say it’s all
right.  Well, 1t 1sn't—see ?”

“Ha, ha, ha! ’Scuse me, Tubby, but you
do look funuy sitting there,”

“Oh, do 17" yelled that exasperated vouth.
“Ditto to you!” And he gave a sudden
tue at his birother’s sheets,

Shin was canght off his guard, and executed
a graceful curve backwards to the fHoor on
the other side of his bed. One of his Hiving

| legs lut und tipped over the water-jug, which

discharged its chilly contents to hus ear.

“Ooneh! Grrr!”” burbled Slim, shaking his
head ke a wel dog and scattering drops of
water all around him.

“*Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Tubby with great
enjoyment,  ‘“'Seuse e, Slhm, but you do
look funny sitting —7

Biff! A well-uimed pillow from Slim hit
him in the neck and effectively silenced the
remark, and, grinning  good-hunmouredly  at

cach other, the Dootle brothers began to -
dress,

“Wonder how 1 came to fall out of bed %’
mused Tubby, drying himself vigorously until
his full round face glowed like a red apple.
“Must have been dreaming of a scrap, and
punched myself out.”

“No! It was the alarm clock,” said Slim,
with an mnoeent look which did not deceive
Lits hrother.

“Talk sense, Skinny!” growled Tubby,

‘¢ Nense’ is my other name, old man,”
replied Shim, “I was only trying out an
carly rising invention,  The alarm clock is
clectrically wired to your bed, and when con-
tact 15 made at the hour set, the mattress
does a cakewalk and shngs out the occupant,
[ fuked the bed last night.”
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“Why, you—you fatheaded apology for a
hairpin!”” eried Tubby disgustedly. ““Why
didn’t you try it on your own bed, you
chump!” -

HThere was no need,” said Slim, erossin
his fingers for pax. “I knew that I should
wake up if the early-riser was a success.”’

Tho breakfast gong sounded and put an
end to the argument., Burying the hatchet,

?hed two boys linked arms and descended to
eed.

At the foot of the stairs their guardian,
Colonel SBquint, was standing, a deep frown
puckering his purple visage. In his hand was
a telegram.

““Ah, good-morning, boys!"' he boomed to
his wards. ““You will not be glad to know
that your Uncle George has invited himself
to stay here for a week or two while he tran-
sacts some business in Tumbledown.”

““What a nerve, sir!” exclairaed the boys.

““He’s such a stingy old bounder, too,” said
Slim., ““And he mugs himself up as if he
were an invalid."”

“Stingy!”’ burst out Tubby, “Why, I've
heard that he wears two suits at once; he's
afraid to leave one off in case the moth gets
at it."

““Good gracious!”’ snorted the colonel.
“You don’t say so. I have met him only
once, and I must say I cordially disliked the
man, although he is a distant relative of
mine,"

‘*Same as you said, sir,”” agreed Tubby.
“Why not write and put him off. Tell him
the cat’s got the mumps or something, and
it’s catching.”’

“Too late groaned the
““He’s on his way.”’

“Ill tell you what, sir!” trilled Slim
brightly. ““You go off for the day and leave
us to loek after Uncle George. We'll
guarantce that he won’t stay over the night—
won’t we, Tubby 7’

Tubby’s features almost disappeared—he
was smiling, Rufflling his tousled mop of hair,
he joyously begged the colonel to adopt Slim’s
suggestion, and after some hesitation their
ruardian consented.

It seemed rather rough on the man: rather
like cruelty to uncles to leave him to the
tender mercy of the two boys, but he so
detested the fellow that he felt he would de
anything sooner than have him spoil a week
or two of their existence.

With full permission to entertain 'Uncle
George, the brothers set to work to concoct
plans whereby that gentleman’s sober life
would be brightened up for an hour or two
at least. They had been supplied with funds
for the emergency, and the first dishursement
was to the taxi driver, who was waiting with
his decrepit cab in the station yard.

For the modest sum of half-a-crown, he
agreed that his antediluvian vehicle should
unaccountably break down half-way to the
colonel’s house. Tubby therefore waited for
the train, whilst Slim streaked off into the

"II

little soldier.

town to hire a motor-bike and sideear from
a motor-dealing friend of theirs.

When the train from London arrived, Tubby
pointed out Uncle George to the chauffeur,
and then faded away to watch from afar off.

Out of the station entrance came the stingy
uncle, staggering under the weight of a large
suitcase. A hopeful porier touched his cap
and offered to carry the ecase, but the
traveller scowled down his long nose at him.
The man, with a muttered “*Hope the handle
falls off,”” slouched away to try his luck else-
where.

“How much to drive me to Colonel Squint’s
house 7’* asked uncle of the taxi-man.

“Five bob,”” replied that worthy.

“How much?” snarled uncle, aghasi, wind-
ing a large scarf several times round his neck.
“Do you think I want to buy the cab?”

“Huh!”" said the chauffeur sentimentally,
“Buy the cab., Why, I wouldn’t exchange
this car for a IHaustin saloon.”

““IIa, ha! You’d be lucky to change it for
a penny balloon!”’ sneered the other. ** Why,
I've thrown better cars than this into the
gutter,”

“Oh, have you?’ rejomned the driver ex-
citedly, ‘““And this old car’s thrown better
men than you into the gutter, so there!
Make it four bob, and I’ll take you. Cash in
advance.”’

“Monstrous!"”’ ejacvlated the miserable old
buffer, but he climbed into the cab, and they
started jerkily out of the station yard.

They had been travelling for a few minutes
when the cab suddenly stopped. Out got the
driver and began to tinker with the works.
After about five minutes of this pantomime,
the man looked up at his fuming fare.

“Don’t seem to be able to get her to go,
mister,”” he said.

Uncle George stood un and raved, waving
his umbrella with such angry encrgy that he
canght the handle in his scarf and nearly
strangled himself. Tt waz at this moment that
Slim chuffed up with his motor-bike com-
bination,

“Hallo!" he exclaimed, with an offside winlk
at the cabman. *‘Can 1 be of any assistance ?
Well "’—he broke off with a surprised look—
“if 1t isn't Uncle George! How d’you do ?”

His uncle favoured him with a sour look.

‘““ And who might you be 7"’ he growled un-
pleasantly, for it was some years since he had
seen the lad.

“What! Don’t you know me 7"’ asked Slim,
with an affected cateh in his voice. “I’'m
Bertie Bootle, your nephew.”

“Oh! And where’s your guardian?”
snapped the man. ““The least he could do
would be to meet the train, and not leave
me to be stranded by this fool and his Noah’s
Ark!”

“?Ark at him!’ burst out the cabby with
indignation; but Slim held up a peaceful
hand,

“T have arrived in the nick of time,” he
said snothingly, ““Tf you will get into tho
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sidecar, eir, I shall be pleased to drive you
home,”

“I must, I suppose,”” said Uncle George
'without enthusiasm, and, turning to the taxi-
man, he demanded the return of his fare.

“Gertcher )’ cried the old fellow, which
epithet, being translated into Oxford accents,
means: “Get oub, you!” or, in other words:
“You’ll be lucky if you get itl”’

Uncle George was unlucky !

Finally, he mounted the sidecar with a
nasty look, and ensconced himself, complete
with scarf, while the cabman transferred his
suitcase to the luggage carrier on tho back.
Then, with a toot, Slim vaulted into the
saddle and shoosh !—they had left the taxi a
furlong behind them,

Slim took the right hand lane instead of
the left, it being his intention to give his
uncle a cross-country run before  reaching
home. There was a perfectly straight road
for two or three miles, and Slim let it rip.
The combination might have been a flying
machine, for i1ts wheels hardly seemed to
touch the ground as they whizzed along.

Uncle Georgé eat with chattering teeth, and
once he attempted to remonstrate. They were
going eo fast, though, that his words were
swept away before reaching the ears of the
driver.

Buzzz! To keep the wind out of his eyes,
the passenger made a desperate attempt to
put up his umbrella, but the rush of air
snatched at it and necarly pulled him out of
his seat. With a scared yell, he let go of the
handle, and the umbrella went sailing away,
to be seen by him no more. .

Suddenly, Slim stopped with a jerk, jumped
off, opened a gate and remounted.

“A short cut!” he shouted, as he turned
the combination into a ploughed field.
~ Before his relative could utter a word of
protest, they were through the gate and
careering across the furrowed land with jolts
and bumps. Uncle George turned green, and
wished he had been more careful in choosing
what he had eaten for breakfast that morning,

At the other side of the field, Slim headed
the bike fgr a large gap in the hedge, and
with a ﬂwisci'ling of twigs they emerged into a
lane, Uncle George crouching ever lower and
lower in the sidecar. Then, with another
burst of speed, Slim headed for home, having
completed a circle of six miles further than
he need have done!

Entertaining Uncle George!l

UBBY, rubicund, round and cheerful,
met them at the gate He noted the

exhausted-looking passenger in the
sidecar, and grinned slyly at his
brother.
““Hallo, sir!” he said heartily. “I’m your
nephew, Benny Bootle.”” He seized his

uncle’s hand and pumped it up and down
until that gentleman snarled at him dazedly,
and attempted to rise,

“Help me ont!”’ he snapped, and thus com-
manded Tubby grasped the man under the
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arms and lifted him clean out as easily as if
he were a child, dumping him down with a
bang on the front steps.

“Where is Colonel Squint?”’ barked Uncle
George.

“He’s away, so I'm afraid you won’t be
able to put up here as suggested—by you.”

““Nonsense!  When do you expect him
back 7"’ #

“¥You can never tell, with the colonel,” ex-
plained Slim guilelessly. ‘‘He’s just as hikely
to go out and take the next boat to India—

and then again, he’s just as likely not!to,
more so, in tact.”’

i

“Huh! Well, I'll
put up here in the
meantime,” sniffed

the visitor, not quite
knowing how to take
the lueid statement.
““Is lunch ready? I'm
hungry.”

“Y ¢ 8” replied
Tubby eagerly. “The
cook is out, but I
have prepared it.”

He led Uncle
George - into t h e
dining-room where
lunch was laid for one
only, T he man
flopped down in tho
solitary place, and
Slim placed a basin
hefore him, A loaf of
bread and a steaming
teapot completed the

arrangenients, and, as
uncle looked round for
the lunch, Tubby said
to hun:
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“There you are, sir, It's all ready.”

The other looked up with a surprised scowl,

“*What's ready?"”’ he growled. ““Where i3
it ?”

““There, sir!”" Tubby “Your
dinner's in the teapot!”

“Wha-at!”’

“Soup, yvou know,” said the amateur cook.
“Soup with plenty of body in it. I had to
nse the teapot because I couldn’t find the
tureen.”

“‘Scandalous!"’ muttered uncle, grabbing the
teapot.

He poured the contents through the large
spout Into his basin. It was a colourless, non-
descrint-looking concoction.  Then, bending
forward, he peered at the liguid. There was
something floating in it.

““Uck!”’ he shuddered. ““YWhat the dickens
is this?”’

Tubby stretched across the
examined the “*soup '’ critically.
und ruffled his hair in perplexity.

“Tt looks like a dead mouse,” he hazarded.
“T wonder how it got into there?”’

At this moment Slim dropped a live mouse
—a tame white one—down the gaping collay
of the unfortunate visitor, and placed another
on the table.

“Ow-wow!" roared the guest, jumping up
and wriggling spasmodically, and trying to
reach the small of his back with one of his
hands. ““Ow!  Something’s got down my
back! Take it out—take it out!”

pointed.

¥

table and
He stood up

In his endeavour fto
rcach down his collar to
get hold of the intruder, he
bent  double and  almost

y stood upon his head,
squirming and shaking
himself violently the while.
The white mouse was dis-

| /lodged and scampered

/ / away. but uncle’s position

/ / tempted Slim irresistibly,
N // and he applied his foot
i, ’ and pushod. The yelling
; man turned a catherine
wheel and ended up in the
fireplace amidst a clatter

~of fire-irons.

Hooting madly, uncle
staggered to his feet. a
pair of coal tongs hanging
round his neck and a
poker sticking out of his
pocket.

The mattress did a cakewalk-—and Uncle
George shot out of the window head flrst.

The brothers were help-
e less with unsympathetic
S ————"9" and immoderate laughter,
———— and their yells of mirth
— = goaded the man to fury.
" He stamped out of the fire-
place and removed the
poker from its wunusual
position, Waving this
weapon threateningly, it -
looked as if he were about
to throw it, and Slim and

Tubby got ready to duck.

And then the mouse on the table ecaught
his eye and diverted his attention. He glared
balefully at the little animal and aimed a
vicious blow at it, The mouse didn’t wait,
though, for with a squeak of dismay it scooted
like a streak of lightning and vanished before
the blow fell.

““Now, uncle,”” chided Slim, ““you mustn’t
hit poor little Micky. His family can’t spare

him.”
S g | T )| R _

“He wasn't doing any harm!” protested
Slim, still referring to the rodent. ““ And
now you've [rightened him away. There's

three of the little beggars, vou know,”” he
continued chattily to his almost speechless
relative. ““We call them Mick, Mike and
Moses, the three mouse-keteers.”’

“Disgraceful ! fumed their uncle. ““Over-
running the place with mice. 1'll report this
to your guardian. I'll see that you get the
biggest whacking of your lives, you—you hor-
rible young apaches!”

“T should go and lie down for a bit,”” sug-
gested Tubby. ‘““You are over-exeited. T'll
show you upstairs, and you can have forty
winks.”’

Still vowing vengeance, Uncle George fol-
lowed the boy, for he was feeling the effects
of his strenuous activity- since leaving the
train. Tubby indicated his own bed which

(Continued on page 44.)
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By -EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

Caplured by the brutal Ameer of Balghanistan! Nelson Lee and bis young
assistants are in desperale strails. Escape scems impossible ; a horrible faie
awatls them. . . .

CHAPTER 1.,

The Alarm !

NXIETY was written on every face—anxiety which amounted to dread.

A There were seven or eight figures in the group which sheltered under the mass of
overhanging rock from the glare of the morning sunshine. They stood near to the
enormous six-engined monoplane, with its bluish-green body and wings. One or two

figures could be seen inside the machine ; and perched on the great plane, working at the engines,

wero two mechanics in overalls.

“ Time something happened, Fred,” said one of the mechanies, pausing in his work.

Fred Thompson nodded,

* Looks like they've been collared,” he said gloomily. * The worst of it is, we can’t do any-
thing. Mr. Lee gave us strict orders to remain here until he returned—or until he sent word,
But this waiting is awful, Jim ! I'm beginning to get the wind up.”

Jim Barnes and Fred Thompson spoke in low tones. They did not want the others to hear.
These others were all members of Nelson Lee's famous Detective Academy. The group below,
in the shade, included guch stalwarts as William Napoleon Browne, Edgar Fenton, Reggie Pitt,
Archie Glenthorne, and Vivian Travers. Most of them were silent. Their gaze was directed out
into the wide valley. They were watching constantly—watching and listening. It was another
day now, and they were hoping that something definite would develop.
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The vista, from beneath that overhanging rock, was not particularly cheering, A great stony
valley, without a tree or & blade of grass to be seen. A sun-scorched waste, wich piles of voleanie
rock rising in grotesque mounds. This valley, in the heart of the Balghanistan hills, was peculiar,
too, for its echoing properties. If one stood in the centre of that waste and shouted, one’s voice
boomed back from a score of different points, like a growling and grumbling of thunder,

The place was Nelson Lec’s main eamp, the spot where the great aeroplane had been foreod
down with four of its six propellers out of cominission.

Nelson Lee had brought all his ** eub " detectives on this adventure, and at the very outset a
brush with one of the Balghanistan aeroplanes had brought trouble—if not disaster. At all
events, Lord Dorrimore, at the controls, had been compelled to make a foread landing, He Lal
done so with rare skill, causing no damage. But it was an undeniable fact that this valley was
in the forbidden country of Balghanistan—and if the Ameer’s soldiers found this party of white
people, there would be a battle, and probably a massacre,

There was no war between Balghonistan and Great Britain, but Nelson Lee had undertake:,
on behslf of the British Government, to investigate the mysterious disappearances of many
acroplanes on the Indian Mail Route.  All these machines had vanished while on the last lap of the
journey, somewhere between Bushire and Karachi, They had vanished whilst flving over the hill
country bordering upon Balghanistan.
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The only natives who had come near the crippled aeroplane had been a small Earty of five gipsy-
like people. These had been promptly seized, and even now they were being kept imprisoned in
the saloon of the big 'plane. And Nelson Lee, Lord Dorrimore, Nippor, Handforth, and Waldo
had ventured inland on foot, disguised as those frve brown-skinned natives.

Not a single word had come from them since they had set forth.

too ! He gives everything away—and it’s ten to one that he has caused the whole five to
be collared.” )
“ Handy’s all right,” said McClure defensively. *‘ He's cautious enough in a real¢
erisis. Useful, too.”

““ We've talked on these lines until we've exhausted the subjeet, brothers,” remarked William
Napoleon Browne. “' I venture to suggest that we change the subject. Undeniably, the sltuations
is sealy in the extreme, but wo must not give way to despair.”

“The trouble is, we don’t know what to do,” said Edgar Fenton, frowning. * So far we've
escaped discovery, but at any hour the Balghars may twig us, and come down in full force.”

“Well, wo could dish them, couldn’t we ? ' asked Church. ‘ The ’plane’s all right now~
capable of flying. Jim Barnes can pilot her, too. He’s only a mechanic on this trip, but he’s got
his certificate as a pilot.” _

* If we do that, we might land Mr. Lee and Dorrie and the others in the cart,” said Watson,
“ They're reckoning on finding us here—and they’ll be in an awful mess if we clear off.” _

** They would, of course, be up to their neoks in the ox-tail,” agreed Browne, nodding. * But
we have not cleared off, Brother Watson. Let us not be pessimistic. Brother Willy is mounted
on the heights, keeping watch. If the enemy approaches, he will signal us. Instead of being
wurriﬂdﬁ,l let us rather be cheerful. It is at least heartening to know that the old bus is again
airworthy.”

This WL a fact. The two mechanics had worked like niggers ; they had conjured and juggled
with two spare propellers that the machine had carried. All the six engines of the machine were
now capable of exerting their full power. As Browne had said, it was heartening to realise that
the party could, if necessary, take off and escape any possible enemy force.

For the cubs did not doubt that the Balghars would be hostile. War or no war, there was no
question about Sir Akbar Laldhi’s hostility. In London, the young deotectives had had several
adventures with the Balghanistan Ambassador, They know that this man, refined and cultured
in his personality of S8ir Akbar Laldhi, was the very opposito in his other self. He was a man
with two identities, as it were. He was capable of changing himself into a hideous, misshapen
dwarf. In that guise he was known as Dacca—and he had more than once attempted to annihilate
the whole Detective Academy..

But what these bays did not know was shat Sir Akbar had a third personality, too. He was, in
reality, the Ameer of Balghanistan ! He was the all-powerful, all-highest monarch of this wild
domain. His word was law—he was a lord of life and death.

In England he had attempted to murder the Prime Minister and the Home Secretary, and he
had only escaped by seizing a great mail ’plane at Croydon Aerodrome. Lord Dorrimore, coming
to the rescue, had offered Nelson Lee the use of his own * flying yacht.” 8o Leo and the boys had
flown out to Balghanistan, only to meet with an earl Uhﬁﬂi. There was no telling what the next
move in the game would be. It was known that Sir Akbar Laldhi had arrived-—the party had seen
his plane fiying overhead. Had he captured Nelson Lee and Dorrie ?

The suspense of waiting was very, very trying.

“l T was madness for them to go,” said Tommy Watson, his voice full of worry. ** Handforth,

It belonged to Willy Handforth., He was keeping guard-—watching the valley and the
wild country beyond. From this point of vantage he could command a view extending
over scores of miles. And Willy was now standing up, binoculars to his eyes. His face

was flushed, and his figure was rigid.

* Well, there’s something doing at last ! " he muttered. * Better than this rotten inactivity,
anyhow ! By jingo ! This looks pretty ugly ! ™

The atmosphere was so clear that the binoculars brought distant obiects into sharp definition.
What Willy could see was significant. Thero was & thin ribbon of whiteness eight or nine 1niles
away. It was a road. It was only visible for about half a mile, for it twisted away to the north,
missing this rugged valley altogether. :

On this road, appearing from behind a high bluff, hundreds of fizures had come into sight,
Even at this distance—with the aid of the glasses—Willy could cateh the flashing of sunlight on
steel. He could see the colours of uniforms. Soldiers ! They were all mounted, and to Willy's
astonishment he could see two or three small pieces of artillery. Just coming into sight were
some tanks. Altogether, a strong force !

Where were these soldiers bound for 7 The question was answered almost at once, for the leaders
of this miniature arm{, instead of keeping to the road, now struck off into the rough ground at the
head of the valley. Willy Handforth whistled. Without doubt this force was coming iuto the
valley itself. And for what reason other than to wipe out the British party ?

“ Well, that’s done it ! ™ muttered Willy grirly.

He turned and unfurled a big, improvised flag. He stuck this up between two of the rocks,
and the breeze immediately caused the material to flutter out, It was the signal—meaning that

PERCHED amid the rocks, high over the valley, sat a small, watchful figure.
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danger was imminent. Willy put the glasses to !@: eyes again, and scarched the {loor of the vallm
near those overhanging rocks which concealed his corapanions,
Within twenty seconds he saw a figure waving its arms. His signal had been seen.

that signal unless the z:lunger was serious.”
" What are we going to do ? " asked one of the others, * Shall we stay here, and make
a fight for it, or shall we clear out ? What about Mr, Lee ? ‘Suppnqmﬂ he-roturns ? ™

“TIt's difficult,” said Fenton. *“ Anyvhow, thore’ll be no harm in getting the aeroplane out and
having ev ervthmfr ready for an immediate take off.”

It was a case of “ all hands to the pumps.” Everybody was reqmred to help. The machine
was of an enormous size, and if the ground had not been’ slightly sloping, the youngsters could
never have shifted her.  But once they managed to get her on the move, she rolled out from under
the overhanging recks on her enormous w heeis, When this was done, Barnes busied himself with
the engines, helped by Yred Thompson, the other mechanic,  All the boys stood ready to climb
aboard at a moment's notice. '\hnw eyes were anxiously
searching for Willy Handforth-—for, of course, the 'plane
could not take off without Lim.

A sudden ery came from Archie (lenthorne,

“Good gad ! he ejaculated. Lcmk what's blowing
up, dear old things ! I mean to say, tanks, and so forth!"”

* Tanks ! " yelled Fullwood.

“ Absolutely ! ™ said ‘1:*(-}1i1- pointing, * If those dashed
things in the distance eren't tanks, I Il swallow my bally
cves lmﬁ L

The others all stared, and they caught in their breath.
sure enough, 1n the far distance, right up at the head of
the wvalley, a number of moving ohjects could be secn.
They were evidently mechanieal ; they were not ordinary
motor-cars ; and their caterpillar mode of progress gave a

‘I OOXKS like big trouble,” said Fenton, frowning. * Young Handforth wouldn’t have given

hint of their real character.

“By Jove! I believe Archie's right ! " said Fenton. “ Tanks here —in this out-of-the-way
corner of the earth ! ™

** The sooner we arc in the air, brothers, the better,” remarked Browne. “ We have rifles and
revolvers, and we are, I faney, good shots, but I venture to prediet that we should stand little
chance against a tank attack. There is, however, the question of Brother William "

““ Here he comes ! " yelled Chubby Heath suddenly.

A small figure was running towards the silent, motionless aeroplane. It came speeding up at the
double, and there was a chorus of eager inquiries when Willy finally arrived.

“ Start the engines —get her into the air ! ™ gasped Willy urgently. * Tanks—thousands of men

—artillery ! Coming into the valley now !'”

““ Artillery !” said Morrow.

“ Field guns,” nodded Willy, panting hard. “ If they once get the range——

Boom -00m-00M !

A sharp report rsounded from the distance, and it echoed and re-echoed until it sounded like a
rolling thunder clap. All the boys stood stock-still, their hearts jumping. They heard a new
round, mmethmg hetn cen a whine and a scream. A shell ! It fairly shrieked overhea:l.

Crash !

The shell struck and exploded necarly half a mile away, but the report was devastating, and a
vast cloud of smoke and dust pitched up from the ground. 1f any confirmation®f W IH} s state.
ment had been needed, here it was ! One field gun, at least, was alreads opening fire—and within
a few minutes, perhaps, the gunners would get the correct range !

s

CHAP1ER 2.
Touch and Go !

HAT one shell was grimly significant,
It told the party of British kcLUUHJU}b many things in the same second,  Fiestly, the

Balghars knew, definitely, that the boys' ecamp was situated here. Then again, that

shell showed that the Balghars were determined to wipe out the camp. There was
evidently to be no close fighting—no taking of prisoners. Tho Aweer’s soldiers had come here to
annihilate the white party.

Boom-oom-00M !

Again that explosive roar—again the whining seream—again the crash as the shell exploded.
And this time the distance was shorter, ﬂlrcmly the gunners were shortening the range, Ancl
in the distance those tanks were advancing. 1f the guns failed to accowplish the murderous
work, the tanks and the mounted soldiers w ould come into action,

“ Buck up, Fred ! " sang out Jim Barnes. * * You attend to the starboard engines—-T'll start
up the port ones ! You youngsters had better get aboard.”

“Yes, and we'll pitch out those Balghar natives, too,” said Fenton. * Come onl I only
hope to goodness that we get into the air before it’s too lnte ! ™

Zurrrreeh !
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With a crackling, spluttering roar, the first of the engines awoke to life. Then another—and
another. The mechanies had had everything ready, and their only fear—now—was that the
cold engines would fail in their task. There wasn’t time to warm them up effectively.

Everybody was in a state of tension. Gazing up the valley, they could see the mounted troops
g.ﬂluping at full speed towards the scene. Another shell came, but this, like the othere, went
ar beyond.

' Rotten guns—and rotten gunners,” commented Browne. “I’ll bet they could fire at the
Pyramids for hours and miss the lot !

He was one of the last to climl aboard. The five captured Balghars had now been released,
and they were running madly for shelter amongst the rocks. It had been essential to turn them
loose, for their extra weight aboard the machine might have made all the difference between
success and failure. >

" All aboard ? " roared Fenton, hurrying into the big saloon.

“Yes | shouted somebody.

The machine was already moving. Jim Barnes, at the controls, had opened out the engines
to their fullest oxtent, and the colossal monoplane, lumbering forward, increased its apeed.

“ We've got to do it, Fred | said Jim Barnes, between his teeth,

The other mechanic, who was staring out through the windows of the enclosed cockpit, suddenly
clutched at the pilot’s shoulder,

“Stop ! he shouted hoarsely. “Look! They're here! Mr., Lee and the others! Stop,
Jim! We can’t take off without them !”

Jim Barnes aoted promptly. He closed the throttle, and all the engines ceased their devastating
roar. Tho great machine, rocking and swaying, came to a standstill. A shell exploded several
hundred yards away, the report being terrifie,

“ Where—where ? ' panted Jim, staring wildly out of the windows. “ You're mad, Fred !
You've ruined everything now ! ™

“You darned idiot ! We couldn't leave without them !’ panted Fred. * It’s them, I tell
youl”

He pointed, and Jim caught in his breath. Five ragged, nondeseript figures had appeared
from a side gulch which joined up with the main valley close by. These five figures were running
at full speed towards the now stationary plane. In the body of the big machine, a veritahle
tumult was taking place. The boys had seen those figures, too. Somebody opened the main
door, and leapt down. Others followed. The excitement was at fever pitch. Everybody had
forgotten the enemy in that dramatic moment.

But the enemy had not forgotten them ! The tanks were now in fu'l sight, comparatively
near at hand, and machine guns were already firing. The mounted soldiers were on the gallop.
The enemy knew that it would have to be quick work if they were to stop this great machine
from getting into the air. -

Cra-a-a-ash !

Another shell exploded with shattering effect only a hundred yards away, and rocks and dust
went flying skywards. In the midst of all’ this, the five figures ran up—and now it was clear to
all that they belonged to Nelson Lee, Lord Dorrimore, Nipper, Handforth, and Waldo.

“Hurrah ! went up a wild cheer.

The newcomers were grimy and haggard and well-nigh exhausted.

“ Don’t waste time, bovs—get aboard ! ”’ croaked Nﬂ%ﬂt}ll Leoe. * Get aboard, all of you!”

There was no time for any talk. It was doubtful, indeed, if the plane would ever be able to
get off. Nobody knew how they got back on board the machine. It was a mad rush, Lord
Dorrimore, his face flushed, his eyes gleaming, rushed through to the pilot's cockpit.

* Propellers all right 7’ he sang out, as he leapt into the pilot’s seat—vacated a second earlier
by Jim Barnes. .

“ Yes, sir,” said Jim breathlessly.

“Good man ! You're a marvel, Jim,” said Dorrie, “ Stand by! We've got to get this box
of tricks into the air somehow ! "

Jim’s face was flushed. Willingly, eagerly, he had given up the controls. He was a pilot
himself, but he knew that he was a mere novice compared with the doughty Lord Dorrimore.
Dorrie possessed a magic touch—and he would need that touch now more than ever he had
needed it before,

“0.K.!" came a shout from the doorway which led from the cockpit into the main body.
““ Everybody’s aboard, Dorrie | Let her go I "

*“ Hold tight ! ™ said his lordship.

Precious minutes had been wasted. There was only one point in favour of the fugitives. The
artillery had ceased fire. The gunners were afraid to continue, as their own men were in danger
of being involved. Up the valley, not five hundred yards away, several tanks were bearing down
upon the great monoplane. Machine guns were rattling ominously, and on either flank large
bodies of mounted soldiers were galloping to the attack. It was, indeed, touch and go.

The aeroplanc’s engines roared. They were warmed up by now, and in answer to Lord Dorri-
more’s touch they sent forth a powerful booming note of defiance. Dorrie himself, in spite of
his tiredness, felt a tremor pass through him as he poted that quick, decisive response. It was
akin to the quiver of a well-trained horse at the touch of its master. The great machine rolled
forward, gathering speed rapidly. Dorrie sot his teeth, and charged straight at the oncoming
tanks—at the flanking cavalry. It was neck or nothing now. Either the machine would get
into the air, or it would erash head-on into the enemy., The two mechanies, still in that coclkpit,
stared out with their hearts in their mouths. By a hair’s breadth, Dorrie avoided a great boulder,
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Lord Dorrimore sent the
blg 'plane hurtling down-
wards, and overhead the
three enemy machines
swept past, baulked of
their prey !

and the machine skimmed past a pile of rocks on the other side. It clhiarged like some monstrous
jugeernaut at the approaching tanks.

** Look out ! ™ yelled Dorrie. * Here we go!”

It was a momeont of blinding tension. Dorrie, his hand as firm as a rock, jerked at the control
wheel. The great machine lifted her nose, zoomed up, and leapt over the enemy's tanks at the
crucial second. It is doubtful if the under-carriage cleared tho tanks by more than five or six
inches. There was a devastating roar of mingled sounds—the thunder of the engines—the rattlo
of the wildly-firing machine guns—the shouts and shricks of the Balghar soldiers. In the main
body of the machine, Nelson Leo and the boys clutched at anything they could lay hands on.
They held their breath—every one of them expecting a death-dealing crash, It seemed impossibloe
that the machine could successfully get into the air.

Lord Dorrimore's brain was steady, however, and a great sense of exultation filled him. Under
his magic touch, the great monoplane banked over, shaving another mass of rock by so narrow
a margin that Jim Barnes, who saw it flash by, felt physically sick, At the right second, to s
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fraction, Lord Dorrimore had banked, or the machine would have gone to its doom then and
there. Round she went, her engines singing a song of triumph. She dipped, and for one instant
it seemed that she was going to dive down on the heads of the madly-scattering cavalry, Then,
with a zooming roar of victory, she raced down the valley, the obstacles cleared. i

She was climbing now—climbing magnificently, Up she went, and Lord Dorrimore deliberately
headed her for a great cleft in tho crags, away to the south of the valley., She went flymg
through a gulch, the rocks flashing past on either hand. She was beyond reach of the guns now
—beyond reach of the tanks and the armed soldiers. She was climbing higher and higher, and
within a few inoments she had left the gulch behind.

“You can take her now, Jim,"” said Lord Dorrimore calmly:.

Jim Barnes seemed to come out of a trance.

‘““ You're a marvel, sir !’ he ejaculated. ‘‘ I've never seen anything like it in all my life ! ”

“I reckon we must be dreaming, Jim,” said the other mechanic, passing a hand dazedly over
his eyes. '‘ We've missed death about a dozen times by & sixteenth of an inch ! I believe the
boss could get this bus into the air from my ba.ck-yard, home in Balham ! ™

“ Rot ! " said Lord Dorrimore, with a laugh., ‘‘ Take these controls, Jim, you ruffian! I'm
eo thirsty that I could drink the very petrol out of the tanks ! ” ;

CHAPTER 3.
The Madman of Balghan!

ITHIN twenty minutes the five ragamuffing had been changed into two respectable
‘Nf gentlemen and three equally respectable boys. They had washed, changed, and,
except for the indications of their recent adventures in their haggard faces, they

were normal again,

Meanwhile, the great monoplane had been climbing steadily and was now twelve thousand
feet up. Jim Barnes, at the controls, was delighted to find that the patched-up propellers were
behaving perfectly ; the machine, indeed, was just as good as when she had left her hangar in
E“r:lglﬂ,ng(..l In the saloon, Nelson Lee was briefly telling the crowd of boys what had recently

appened,

Epﬁ?’ou seem to have had an awful time of it, sir,” commented Fenton. *‘ You were captured,
thrown imto the dungeons under the Ameer’'s palace, and then taken out into a rough valley
and tied to a raft.” _

“ We have to thank Waldo for our salvation,” said Nelson Lee quietly. * The plan was to
send us all, on that raft, to our death, The river flows into the mountain—underground, Once
the raft had plunged into that tunnel, we should have been lost for ever.”

“ Thank goodness you've got back safely, sir,” said Pitt. ‘It seems that your trip was more
or less wasted.”
“ By no means,” replied Lee, his voice becoming hard. * We have made many vitally important

discoveries. We know that the Ameer of Balghanistan is the man we have known as Sir Akbar
Laldhi, alias Dacca the Dwarf.”

““Good gad, yes !’ said Archie. ** A protty foul sort of blighter, I mean. You never know
who he’s going to be next, what 7" !

*“ We have also definitely established the fact that the pilots and passengers of all the missing
Air Mail planes are alive—but prisoners,” continued Nelson Lee. ** Most important of all, we
know that this mad monarch is planning an invasion of India, His soldiers are ready in hundreds
of thousands.”

“ Phew ! "

““He has tanks, big guns, aeroplanes, everything ! *’ said Lee. *‘ Balghan, and the country
surrounding the capital, is seething with warlike activity.”

** No wonder the Ameer collared all those aeroplanes, sir,” said Fenton. *‘ He was afraid that
one of the British planes would spot the activities, and take back a report.”

" Exactly,” replied Nelson Lee. ‘' Therefore, the Ameer captured every aeroplane that dared
te fly over the Balghanistan border. Furthermore, he captured the Royal Air Foree planes
because he needs them in his forthcoming campaign.”

** I wonder why he didn’t kill the pilots out of hand ? " asked ono of the boys.

‘“ Because those pilots are no doubt required,” replied TLee, ‘" When the crucial time comes,
thoy will probably be forced to fly their machines —against their own countrymen. This mad-
man of Balghan is desperate and determined and ruthless.”

Lord Dorrimore, who had been absent inspecting the plane, now made his appearance,.

“0.K,, Chief,” he said briefly.

“Good ! ™ said Lee, his eyes gleaming. “ Then we'll do it, Dorrie |

““That’s the style,” said his lordship, with enthusiasm,

“Do what, sir 7" asked half-a-dozen voices.

““We're going to take this machine over Balghan—over the Hidden City ! replied Nelson
Lee, amid a breathless hush. “1I don’t want to return to Bushire unless I can make a very
eomplete report. I want evidence—in the form of photographs.”

‘““ By George ! That's a ripping idea, sir,”’ said Handforth.

“We have all the necessary apparatus aboard,” continued Lee. “ We will take photographs
of tho barracks, camps, aerodrome—and, in fact, every military depot we can spat. This will
be something concrete to show the authorities—something, I have no douht, which will compel
them to take instant and drastic action. It will be a risky business for us, but it must be done,

Lk ]
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Fortunately this machine is faster than any that the Ameer posscsses, and we are well armed,
1f we are attacked in the air, I rather think that we can triumph,” "

““I'll give orders to Jim to alter her course,” said Dorrie, moving towards the door. ** We'll
fly straight towards the Hidden City.”

He went off, as cheery as ever, .

“1I shall require some of you fellows to help,” =aid Lee, his voice becoming grave. “You,
Fenton, and you, Mc-rruw—ﬂnd one or two of you other senior boys. You're capable of handling
machine guns, aren’t you ?’

“ We've had plenty of training in the Cadet Corps at St. Frank’s, sir,” said Fenton promptly.

“I don’t suppose it will come to any serious fighting —
but it as well to be prepared,” said Lee.

N the dazzling palace of the Ameer, in the heart of
I Balghan, a tall, stately figure was pacing slowly up
and down. The apartment was luxurious to a
degree ; rich Oriental carpets, silky rugs, sumptuous
draperies, and furnishings on & =imilar scale. One of the
great windows overlooked the big courtyard in front of the
palace, and occasionally the man would halt at this win-
dow and gaze reflectively out into the hot sunshine,
There was much activity in the courtyard ; the passing
to and fro of fast motor-cars, the movements oi gaily-
uniformed troops. There was an air of bustle and almost
feverish activity,

The tall man was dressed in a loose-fitting robe and soft slippers. His skin was only slightly
brown, and he was cultured and refined. This man, indeed, was the Ameer of Balghanistan,
Rcm':ntly he had been in England, posing there as Amha%a{lor and using the name of Sir Akbar
Laldhi. Owing to Nelson Lee’s activities many of his plans in England had gone wrong, and he
had felt it expedient to return hot-foot to his own country. Tho die was cast. Hoe was
determined to commence his great invasion forthwith, Any delay might mean disaster,
for the British had boen warned and they were probably preparing. The sooner the Ameer
could strike, the better. Heo suddenly swung round, frowning. A soft buzzing noise had scunded.
The Ameer strode to a curtained alcove, and drew the hangings aside. An elaborate radio
instrument was rev ealf*d The Ameer turned a switeh, and a tiny I‘Ed: ligllt glowed

“Ug-ug-zit-zat-zot,” came an extraordinarily clear voice, * Ug "

It was a strange, staceato utterance. 1t was the sheercest double ]}ut{ h to any m't]:.n.iza,r:,r listener
but to the Ameer it made sense. It was, in fact, a vocal code. Only those who knew tho key
could possibly decipher the message. This very ‘code had been usod in England by Sir Akbar
Laldhi, and the accidental picking up of signals had ecaused much mystification at Nelson Lee's.
Detective Agency. As tho Ameer listened, the calm expression fled from his eyes. They became
fierce with burning fury.

“* Fools—fools ! " he panted. *“ They shall suffer for this! Death will be their reward !
Those who fail to carry out my orders must dio!"”

His fury became more intense ; he was like &8 madman as he crouched there next to the
instrument, listening intently. The guttural sounds ceased, and the Ameer snapped the switch.
He turned, strodo to & central desk, and pressed a bell-push. Within a few mmoments someo
curtains drifted aside, and a soft-footed man in soldier’s uniform appeared.

“What is wrong, Your Highness ! he asked, in Balghanistani, as he saw the Ameer’s
expression,

** Much is wrong !
Singh ! »

Singh made no comment  He felt that it would be risky to do so. His master was obviously
in an cvil mood. Singh was the Ameer’s personal attendant—a sort of adjutant. He was the
chief officer of the Imperial Guard.

“Word has come through by wireless,” continued the Ameer harshly. *‘ The biz acroplane
has HlIE{IEHﬂfu"}' got into the air. Who were tho fools who reported that the machine was
crippled 7"

£ Such was the case, Your Highness, yesterday,” said Singh, “ No doubt repairs have been
effected —'

“In E:pltﬂ of my mounted soldiers, in spite of my guns and tanks, that machine has got into
the air !"” interrupted the Ameer, speaking with such ferocity that the other rocoiled. * And
that is not all, Singh. Nelson Lee and Lerd Dorrimore and those three boys are in that machine,”

The dd]ulant was incredulous,

““ Impossible, Your Highness | ™ he protested. * Those five perished yesterday, in the great

orge !'"

- "F’lhf‘y did not perish ! " said Sir Akbar intently. “ The definite information has just come
through that Leo and Dorrimore and the boys leapt on board the aprﬂp!auo just before it escaped,
'i‘hura is no doubt of this information. It is authentic. By Allah! There has been some
eriminal blundering, and the blunderers, my fricnd, shall pay ! They Hha'ﬂ pay with their
lives ! " He clenched both his fists, and he raised his hands into the air. ** Always Leo!" ho
panted, *1I urder his death—I take measures to have him executed—and he escapes ! Always
he escapes!’

snapped the other. “ By the will of Allah, those white dogs have escaped,
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The little buzz sounded again, and the Ameer waved towards the instrument,

““ See what is is, Singh ! " he ordered curtly.
The ofﬁcer went over, and turned the switch.
13 U mn

It qtartu.i again. Singh listened for some moments, and then twirled round and stared at his
master,

“Did you hear, Your Highness ?” he panted. *“ The aecroplane is making across country
towards our mty e

The Ameer’s eyes burned more intently than ever,

“Yes, I heard ! he said. *‘Is it possible that these white men are so madly peckless as to
risk their lives yet again ? There is no accounting for what the English do 1"

““They are brave men to fly towards Balghan,” said Singh impressively.

“With the English, there 15 no difference between bravery and folly,” said the Ameecr con-
temptuously. “ Go, Singh! Take my orders to the commander of the Air Fleet! Twenty of
our most gkilful air-fighters are to go up, They are to meet this British Plane——-and they are
to bring it down. If they fail to destroy it, they will all be put to death!™

CHAPTER 4.
The Dragon-fly and the Gnats !
‘s Y Jove ! said Reggie Pitt wonderingly. ““It’s a tidy big city, you chaps!”
B “ Tremendous place,” said Handiorth, with the air of one who knows exactly what
he is talking about. “ When we were marched through it, as prisoners, we thought it

large enough, anyhow.”
" Things are better now, Brother Handy,’

' commented Browne.

1]
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They were looking out of the windows in the big saloon. The acroplane was at a great height,
flying smoothly and steadily. The atmosphere was crystal clear, and, far below, there was a vast
panorama. The Balghan valley lay stretched underneath the big ’'plane,

Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore and the three boys had made a rapid recovery. Their limbs
still ached, and their foet were still blistered ; but none of them thought of resting, They had
had a short sleep d' r 12 the night, and the recont excitement had completely driven all weariness
away, And now thero was work to be done. Rest could corne later,

At Lee's suggoestion, Dorrie had taken over the controls. There might bo some fighting—in
fact, the detectivo was certain that the Ameer's fighter-'planes would eause some trouble—but
Lee was confident, in spite of the fact that once before this great machine had been brought
down by one of the Ameer’'s 'planes. Lord Dorrimore had been reckless then—but he was not
likely to be reckless again, Well on his guard, he would be able to deal with any attackers.

Lee, with one of the mechanies and Nipper and two of the boys, was busy with the special
camera. It was a very intricate instrument, fitted in a special receptaclo beneath the floor of
the lounge. Its operation was automatic; the film was changed and the shutter clicked at
rogular intervals. Nevertheless, the camera needed careful looking after.

Fenton, Morrow, and some of the other * cubs,”” were manning the big machine guns. There
were four of these. Two were mounted for'ard, in special little -gun-towers, on the top wing.
Another was right in the tail, and yct another was amidships, its muzzle pointing downwards.
No enemy machine could find an unproteected spot. :

So far there had been no sign of an alarm. The city of Balghan lay below-—a wonderful

icturesque sight. 1t was difficult to estimate the size of the city, but it could be easily seen that

alghan was astonishingly large. And surrounding it, on the plains, there were immense camps.
There was the aerodrome, too-—plainly distinguishable by the hangars, and the many machines
which stood out in the open. KEvery road could be traced-——every river and creek. There were
great buildings which possessed tall chimneys, belehing forth masses of smoke.  Munition factories,
without doubt. There were fortress-like places, surrounded by high walls, and guarded by
hundreds of men. Arsenals, no doubt, ¢ontaining enormous quantitics of war material. From
tho air, everything could be scen, and the great monoplane, flying over, its cameru clicking, was
taking large numbers of invaluable photographs.

The peaceful nature of tho situation was not destined to last for long-—as Nelson Leo had
anticipated. Before the great city was fairly nunderneath the raiding 'plane, a number of whitish
specks were to bo seon moving rapidly over the aerodrome,

*Trouble soon, Fred,” said Lord Dorrimore, glancing at the second-mechanic. * Did you
spot those single-seaters hopping off 77

“ Yes, sir—half-a-dozen of 'em at once,’ replied Fred Thompson., “ Look! There comes the
next batch.”

Far below they could see the white specks shooting across the aerodrome. They took off
as one unit, and soon came winging skywards. Others followed—until at least twenty were to
be seen.

“Poor devils,” said Lord Dorrimore. * They don’t know what they're in for! I wonder
how many of that lot will escape 7"

“ You think they're going to attack usg, sir 77

** Come, come, Fred, use your wits ! " protested Dorrie. “ What do vou think they're doing ?
Just coming up to form an escort for us ! Thoso 'planes are armed with machine-guns, or I'm
cock-eyed ! It's going to be a massed attack, my beauty ! Oh, well, they say that excitement
is good for the circulation!”

“We're not afraid of those beggars, sir,” said Fred, with a snifl.

HE great "plane continued serenely on its mission. It cireled over Balghan, making no

I attempt whatever to bolt. It seemed unconscious of the swarm of single-seater fizhters

that wero mounting higher and higher on every side. Far below, hundreds of thousands
of eyes were turned upwards---watching for the commencement of the battle,

On the big 'plane, Nelson Lee had left the camera in charpe of Morrow, and he had taken his
position at one of the machine guns. Truth to tell, Nelson Lee was just as eager for this serap
asi-; was Dorrio. Here, over the Hidden City itself, the first battle in this campaign would take

ace !

g Lord Dorrimore did not increase his height by a foot ; he continued to fly evenly and steadily.
He piloted the big machine according to a pre-arranged systemn, passing backwards and forwards
over Balghan, so that overy yard of the city and the surrounding country should be photographed.
Not by one inch did Dorrie deviate from this set plan-—until he was compelled to. And then
the battle becamo of more importance than the photography.

Four of the Ameer’s machines had outdistanced the others, and they were now on a higher level
than the British monoplane, As though by a mutual signal, they put their noses down and came
diving with torrifying wvelocity upon their intended wvictim. Lord Derrimore, at the controls,
watchod keenly. He opened up his engines to their fullest extent, and they gave a deep throaty
roar in answer, It was like a roar of defiance.

Zurrrrrrh !

At the same moment, both the for'ard machine guns, mounted on the top of the wing, opened
fire. Lee, at one gun, and Nipper at another, held their breath, It seemed to them that tho
enemy machines were going to crash head-on. They operated their guns resolutely, howaever,

as though no crash was possible. One of the single-seaters staggered, twisted over, and burst
mto flame, ‘
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“ Hurrah ! " came a muffled yell from the saloon. * One of them’s down ! "

The blazing machine, getting into a nose-dive, went streaking earthwards, disintegrating as
it fell. The remaining three fighters held to their course, and at the last second Dorrie sent the
nose of his great machine dipping down. Those aboard had a horrid sensation in the pit of their
stomachs, and they clung to anything that was handy.» The big "plane dropped like a stone, her
nose right down. And overhead the fighters swept past, baflled.

Zoo-00-00m !

Dorrie pulled back the control, and the monoplane zoomed up again with a roar of triwmph,
banking steeply at the same time,

Crack-k-k-k !

The machine gung were operating again, sending streams of bullets towards another four of
the single-seater fighters which had come up on the flank. One of them staggered, slewed round,
and crashed into the tail of the 'plane in front. The air became filled with splinters and wreckage.
Two more accounted for !

Away went the all-metal monster, soaring off in a great tacular turn. Dorrie, in fact, was
avoiding the Ameer's 'planes with the greatest of ease. is lordship was thoroughly enjoying
this scrap ; it was a fight which sent his blood ecoursing tumultuously through his veins.

“ We're winning ! shouted Handforth exultantly. * By George! Isn’t Dorrie a marvel ? "

* Hold tight ! " gasped McClure.

The floon seemed to come up and hit them. Actually, the graat plane was shooting straight
upwards. Up she went, up! Three of the Ameer’s fighters, charging to the attack, found the
great machine gone. 8She had climbed out of their reach, and now sﬁe actually went over in a
superb loop—to swoop down right on the top of the machines which had just menaced her.

Zuarrrrrrh-zurrrrrh !

The machine guns, wickedly active, did deadly work. Two more of the enemy went down,
crippled and out of control. And so the fight went on—with all tho advantage with the big
all-metal machine. Some of the Ameer’s fighters managed to get the range for a moment or
two, and bullets spattered over the metal planes of the monster. But not one vital hit was
registered—not a propeller was touched or an engine damaged. Dorrie was too cute—ho wag
too tricky. He handled that enormous machine as though ghe had been a nippy single-seater
scout, She answered to her controls with amazing readiness. In spite of her great bulk, she
could dive, loop, bank, and side-slip as nippily as a single-seater,

Seven or eight of the enemy had been accounted for—but, to the credit of the other Balghanistan
}ai}nts. they did not give up the fight, They must have known that there was very little chance
or them, for they had seen their companiong go dowrnto their death. Yet they kept on, no
doubt because they knew that if they failed in this mission they would die an even worse death.
The Ameer’s words had not been idle! If these pilots failed, they would die—and perhaps be
put to the torture ! Far better to die in the air, in the execution of their duty.

So it was that the battle continned—and the participants, engrossed in their grimn work, failed
10 take note of an even greater force which was about to join in the scrap !

e e e —

CHAPTER 5.
The Death Wind !

" HEY'RE sheering off, sir—they’re scared ! ”” said Fred Thompson exultantly,
I " Looks like it,” agreed Lord Dorrimore. ‘' Well, we're ready for them when they
make up their minds to have another shot at us.”

The enemy planes, scattered in disorder, were flying away down the valley. The
idea, no doubt, was for them to re-form. There wasn’t much chance for them to conquer this
great enemy unless they attacked by some set plan, Lord Dorrimore set his course so that he
would arrive at approximately the spot where the photographic work had been interrupted.
Ho was coolly continuing the task, The fighter scouts were now some miles away, manoeuvring
for height, and getting into some sort of formation again. From the saloon windows, the hoys
were watching with cager eyes. It was rather difficult to see those small machines in the distance,
however, for there was a queer kind of haze behind them.

< I wonder what that haze is ¥ " asked Waldo curiously. * It wasn’t there ten minutes ago,
The sky was as clear as crystal, and the visibility perfect.”
“ Yes, I've noticed it,” said Reggie Pitt.

The whole sky, indeed, had changed its aspect. The blue was not so intense ; it had assumed
& dull, brazen cffect. The sunshine was yellowish and unnatural. - Some atinospheric change,
evidently, had oceurred. And there were indications that it was only affecting the Balghan
valley itsolf.

This valley was of curious formation. It was like a vast oval basin, fifty or sixty miles wide,
perhaps., From the aeroplane’s great height the mountains which formed the sides of the valley
were clearly visible. They rose in great picturesque peaks and ridges. Some of them were snow-
capped. And far, far below there was tho fertile valley, with the rivers and the forests and the
great stretches of cultivated land.

The ends of the valley, in the far, dim distance, were hazy and indistinet. The mountaing
were just as high, and one end seemed to be a veritable cul de sac. The peaks and the crags
were continuous, there was no visible outlet. At the other end there was a great rift in the
heights—a formidable pass. Perhaps this was the only outlet from the vallev. It was in the

>
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ass that the strango haze had made its appearance. In that direction, tco, the

enemy planes had flown off in order to re-form.

" They'ro coming back now,” said Waldo suddenly.

" How the dickens do you know ? " asked Handforth. “ They've vanished!"

“ No; I ean still see them,"” replied Waldo.

© Oh, well, you've got eyes like telescopes,” grunted Handforth, as he stared. “ Jigaorved if
I can see anything in that funny haze. Yt isa't a cloud, and it isn't a mist. I woader . Hllo !
I can spot them now ! By George, they are coming ! Got the wind behind them, I espeet.’™

"~ But there isn’t any wind, Handy,” protested McClure,

The enemy fighters, appearing out of that haze, wers not in such good formation as ona mizht
have expected. They wero seattering a3 thoy flew. The hazo behind them was growing donser,

It was n-.;.quming an extmm-dirmr}-‘ ﬂr:_rp[n-*ry hue.
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Nelson Lee opened the door of the wrecked 'plane, to find himszlf confronted by a Balghar offiear
who pointed a revolver straight at him ! i

“ Took at 'em ! 7 ejaculated Pitt, in wonder. “° They must be flying at a terrific speed ! Thoy'ro
roming down on us like lightning. And see how those first two are rocking and swaying ! ™

“ By Samsgon !’ mutteied Travers, * I'll bet that haze is caused by wind-—a sort of cyclone—
and those planes have caught the full force of it ! I darve say we shall get it later on.” '

“It won't affect us,” commented Handforth.

“ Look ! " welled Church excitedly.

As Dorriec was taking the big plane at right angles across the valicy, the boys had a porfecy
view of the onceining enemy machines. The two on the flank now behaved in an extraordinary
way. [hey shot upwards as though completely out of control, fluttering helplessly., They went
bodily sideways, some mighty force evidently influencing them. Then, with tragic swiftness,
one of the planes fell to’ pieces in mid-air. The wings erumpled up, dropped off, and were

scattered into a thousand fragments—just as though an invisible hammer had dealt a devastating
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blow. The other machine, diving, lost its tail. Then one wing erumpled, and the machine went
shooting earthwards to its doom.

“ What’s happening 7 gasped McClure.

. ParhaPs they were hit in the fight,"” suggested Pitt. ** Perhaps their struts were weakened '

“JLook! Two more going ! ghouted somebody,

It was true. Another two of those sturdy little fighting planes were emashed to pieces in the
nir, as though hit by some invisible sledge-hammer. The rest were scattering madly, most of
them diving in panic-stricken abandon. And that haze was increasing—it was getting nearer
and nearer to the centre of the valley. Dorrie’s great plane, in the meantime, was flying serenely
on, carrying out its original task.

“I've hit it ! "’ said Travers abruptly. ‘' That haze is caused by a tremendous wind ! And
- those machines have been sent to their doom by it. It must be an awful eyclone—and it's coming
this way ! I'm going to warn Dorrie, dear old fellows.”

He hurried off, but he did not reach the cockpit. Something happened before he got there ;
somnething sensational,

Nelson Lee had just reached the navigating chamber, having hurried there from his machine-gun
station. In that little turret, on the upper part of the wing, Lee had had a clear view of the
singulur disaster which had overtaken the enamy. ' _

**Dorrie, you'd better be ready for trouble !” said Lee urgently,

His lordship glanced round.

“Trouble " he repeated. ‘ Why,- the enemy is nowhere near us. You're not thinking ot
anti-aircraft guns, are you ? I don’t believe these beggars have got any—and, anvhow, we’re
too high for——"

“ Not that ! interrupted Lee. " Haven’t you heard of the Balghan Maelstrom 7’

“(Can't say that I have—and it doesn’t sound particularly nice.”

“It isn’t, Dorrie,” said Lee, speaking quickly. ** The Balghan Maelstrom has heen known for
centuries—sinco the beginning of time. The formation of this valley is curious, and for most
months of the year there iz a prevailing wind. If this wind changes suddenly, a strange phenomenon
develops—a terrific local cyclone comes into being., No clouds—no rain—but a terrific wind,
which carries everything before it. 1've heard, too, that this devastating wind expends most
of its force in the upper air.”’

“That's cheerful—for us.”

O G

“I’'m ashamed of you,” said Jimmy’s
mother sternly. ‘“ And I'm certainly
surprised at the boy mnext door. I
thmnﬁhb he had such a nice face.”’

“Well, he hasn't now,” replied
Jimmy promptly.

(C. Hartley, 7, Necropolis Road, Lidyet
Green, Bradford, has been awarded a
Jokes from readers wanted for this feature, If you  pocket wallet.)
know of a good rib tiekler send it along now—and win
aprize ] A handsome wateh will be awarded each What a Voice !

week to the sender of the best joke ; all other readers The builder's foreman called at the
whose efforts are published will receive a pooket house across the road.
wallet or a penknife. Address your jokes to : " Excuse me, but are you the lady

‘ Smilers,”” Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite wot’s singing 7"
Street, London, E.C.4. “Yes, 1 was singing. Why 7"
“ Well, might I ask you not to hang
And No Wonder ! out on the top note so long, ma'am ¥ The men
Slick: *““Had any luck this afternoon ?” have knocked off t*“'i?ﬂ already, mistaking it
Smarte: “ Yes. I shot twenty ducks.” |foF the dinner whistle.”
Slick : *“ Were they wild ? (R. Wriltshire, 10, Shaftesbury Road, (ospoit,
Smarte: ‘“No, but the man who owned | has been awarded @ penknife.)
them was!?”
(4. Simons, b5, Finchley Lane,

Nothing Doing !

Hendon, has been wwarded a hand-
some gilt watch.)

Mother’s Mistake !

Jimmy came home with his hair
ruffled, his jacket torn, his trousers
gplit ; in fact, looking considerably
battered.

“What, have you been doing,
Jimmy ? "’ asked his mother.

“ Had a fight with the new boy
next door.” replied Jimmy proudly.

Railway Surveyor: “I want to
run a line through your barn.,”

Farmer: *“Well, you can’t, Do
you think I've nothing else to do
but to open and shut that door
every time @& train wants to pass
through ? "

(0. Rowland, Holt Hall, Castl
Strect, Holt, nr. Wrerham, has beer
awarded a pocket wallel))
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“Tt comes sudderly—without warning,

continued Leo.

" There's a peculiar kind of hazo

over the valley now, and I think we'd better dive——""

“Whoa! What the-———- Old man,

all his efforts to keep control,

we've hit it ! " yelled Dorrie,
The controls were nearly jerked out of his hands.

The great metal plane heeled over in spite

It was just as though a miﬂht_l, grip had fastened on the star

board wm[f: and had tipped the whole machine over.

zlory 17 ejaculated Lord Dorrimore.

The machine was like a mere loaf in that frenzy of wind,

the howl and seream of the gale.
the floor of the navigating chamber,
the occupants were sent hurtling over.

Above the roar of the motors came

Nelson Lee was pitched over, and he erashed into a heap on
In the saloon, and in every other part of the monoplane,

The starboard wing camo up, and the entire craft side-
slipped giddily. Over she went-—until, indeed, she was upside down for a moment.
nose was forced right up, and she stood gld{hly on her tail.

Then her
Lord Dorrimere, jammming hi:nself

in his seat, did everyéhing in his power to keep control, but he was helpless,

It was a staggerer for his lordship ;
destroy the stability of this super- lane.
were supreme.
have been a mere paper glidor.
enging power was of no avail,
practically useless.

Nobody tried to do anything except hold tight.

floor, clutching at ﬂmthmg that was fastened.

the earlier fight, they were now positively and unashamedly frightened.

rcally seared them.

for he had believed, until that moment, that no wind could
The forees of Nature, however, were proving that they
This maeclstrom of wind was utterly devastating. The metal monoplane might
It rocked, heeled over, dived, and staggered.
Compared with this tumultueus  wind, that engine power was

Her enormous

Thoso in the saloon were sprawling on the
And while they had only been thrilled during
This vast natural forco

Lord Dorrimore was aghast, Never before in hiz life had he felt so helpless. The machine

simply refused to answer her controls,

I't made no difference whether her ongines were switched

on or switched off, Her rudder, although answering perfectly to the controls, ‘made no difference.

Tossing this way and that, the great machine bumped and slid and jarred.
Her nose was right down, and the gale, howling and Qhrwkmﬁ with
unbelievable fury, sent her diving headlong to earth.

into an appalling spin.

feet—three thousand

“Well, this is the end,” thought his lordship, with regret.

Finally, she went
She dropped a thousand feet—two thousand

*“ Poor kids, what a rotten finish ! ™
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Obvious !

Gunner : * Sir, the enemy
11"

are as thick as peas!’”

General :  “Then shell
them, idiot !"”
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wallet.)

An Honour !
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to me.”
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Go Hon !
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(William Giles, 53, Prince’s Road, Romford,
has been awarded a pocket wallet.)
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baby blotting paper to eat !’
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i]_.lk'l‘

(D. DMceGee, 42, Strathville
Road, Southfields, S.1. 18,
has been awarded a penkivife.)

** Wat-er*’ Yarn !

Farmer Giles (to visitor who
has been pestering him with
all sorls of ridiculous ques-
tions) : ““ We're planbu po-
tatoes and onions allernately tlus year,’

Visitor : ““ What's the reason 7’

Farmer Giles : * So that the onions will make
the eyes of the potatoes water and irriga'e
the soil, of course.”

(H, F Toone, 14, Adelaide Road, Readiny,
has been awarded a pp::kec wallet. )

Sound Advice !

An overdressed lady stepped out of a taxi
and handed tho driver her fare, plus 2d. tip.

“I am not givi ing you this because you
deserve it,”’ she said, ** or because you need it,
but because it plaaqes me to do S'D

“Well,” advised the driver,
tanner and properly enjoy yourself.”

(£. . Brown, b3, Milson Road, West Ham,
las been awarded a penknife.)

Ditto !

Toacher : ““ Now, children, I hope you have
a nice week-end, and come back to school with
a little sense in your heads."

Class (in unison) : “* Same to you, sir !

(B. Jenkins, Post Office, Brynamman, S. Wales,
wallef.)

“make it a
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But it crossed his mind that the end, when it camo, would be instantaneous. Nobody wonld
-know what had happened, Diving at this speed, the machine would crash into pulp. Dorrie,
still struggling in vain with the controls, had a confused vision of the earth leaping up to meet
him. Not merely the earth, but the river, houses, trees. The dive was taking the monoplane
into the heart of the Hidden City. Four thousand feet—five thousand ! Down she went, falling
like a stone. The houses spun dizzily Lefore the pilot’s confused eyes,

And then, when onlyv about nine hundred feet separated her from destruction, Dorrie [elt
the controls answering sluggishly in his hands. In an instant a quiver passed through his frame,
A wild hope surged in his brain. He braced himself and gripped the controlling wheel with
sudden determination.

CHAPTER 6.
_ The Ameer’s Captives ! -

ORD DORRIMORE felt that thero was a slim chance. The controls were answering,.
I There was searcely sufficient air space to avert a disaster, but Dorrie knew that the great
plane had dropped out of the zone of the maelstrom. There was a chance—slender enough

—but it was a chance.

Not one pilot out of a hundred could have averted a death crash. Dorrie, with uncanny skill,
succeeded in edging his plane out of ita headlong plunge. Any sudden attempt to get on an even
keel would undoubtedly have led to disaster. The wings would simply not have stood it. In
gpite of tneir amazing strength, they would have crumpled. Dorrie got the great monoplane
into a!apiral movement, banking steeply and gradually, iusidiously forecing her to answer the
controls.

The houses of Balghan were rushing up to meet the machine. They were only just below—and
death was near. Dorrie’s judgment was extraordinary in its accuracy. He felt, at length, that
be could take the big risk. It was now the only chance. He jerked the wheel back, and the

machine staggered drunkenly. There was a straining of metal, a series of sharp reports
as several of the inner struts gave way under the strain, e monoplane went round in a great
banking curve, her under-carriage missing the roof of a tall building by less than four feet. Down
in the streets crowds were shrieking and gesticulating. They were running madly in every
direction, belioving that the machine was about to crash on to them.

“ Done it ! 7’ gasped Dorrie exultantly,

He felt master of the situation. But in spite of his efforts the tall minaret of a temple appeared
out of nowhere. The port wing grazed it, and there was a shrieking of metal. The top of the
miraret crashed over. The machine staggered, shuddered from stem to stern, and spun like a
top. A second earlier, Dorrie had belioved that he would be capable of flying the machine straight
over the housetops, and getting into a climb that would take him and his passengers to safety.
But that minaret had cast the die. -

The thing that happened next was all over within a space of twenty seconds. Dorrie had
done marvels in saving his ngers from death, but he could not do the impossible. The
collision with that minaret had completely upset the plane’s balance. She dipped, and shot
downwards in a long, steep glide. Even now the pilot tried to recover; but the port wing was
damaged, and she listed badly.

The river lay directly ahead. Miraculously, the machine skimmed the buildings by the riverside,
and she plunged down towards the water. In the last second Dorrie managed to flatten her
out, but it was beyond human skill to keep her in the air. The under-carri touched tho
water, sending up tremendous sprays. She tipped for a moment, then slum down with a
terrific slapping noise, striking the water bodily. The wonder was that she did not stand on
her nose and capsizo completely, Only Dorrie's genius saved her from doing that. Bhe came
to rest, floating on an even keel, not twenty yards from the river bank. Lord Dorrimore had
been jerked forward, and his chest was bruised and most of the wind was knocked out of him.

" By glory ! "’ he panted. *“ That was pretty hot | ”

Nelson Lee was on his feet, unsteady and dizzy.

3 ‘: We're in the river, Dorrie | he ejaculated hoarsely. ** Man alive, I don’t know how you

id it !

“ Neither do I,” muttered his lordship. * But what’s the use ? Hanged if we haven’t come
down right opposite the palace of His Nibs, It would have been better if we had crashed.”

N the saloon, the bo}\;s were struggling to their feet. They stared out of the windows at the
I ]ﬂpping water of the river. They were hewildered, half-stunned, dumbfounded.
“He’s got us down—we're safe!” panted Handforth, " My only sainted aunt! I
thought we were all going to be killed ! ™

“Look at the boats ! ™ said Reggie Pitt, pointing,

As though by magie, a number of powerful motor-boats were shooting towards the floating
aeroplane, The great machine was in no danger of sinking, for she had been designed to float.
Her builders guaranteed that if she was compelled to make a forced landing in mid-ocean, she
would ride out the worat storm. At least a dozen motor-boats were rushing up. All of them
contained large numbers of armed soldiers. And mounted in the bows of each boat there was a
wicked-looking machine gun. Resistance, of course, was out of the question. .

Lee had expected that the enemy would fire without asking any questions—without giving
any quarter—but the Balghars were apparently acting under strict orders, These white people,
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it seemed, were to be taken alive. Nelson Lee made his way into the saloon, whera moss of the
““cubs " were crowding. They were just getting over the first shock, and the pallor of their
cheeks was being replaced by an excited flush.

“I'm afraid the situation is ugly, boys,” said the detective quietly,

“ Can’t we fight, sir ? " panted Handforth. ‘ We're not done yet! Can't we "

“To fight, Handforth, will mean instant death,’” interrupted Nelson Lee. “ And, as we have
already proved, while there is life there is hope. It would be madness to offer any resistance.”

Ho opened the big main door. One of the motor-boats was alongside, and a Balghar officer
was pointing his revolver straight at Lee as the door openecd.

“You are required to surrender ! " said the officer. ‘' If you resist &

““Wait, my friends,” broke in Nelson Lee. “ There is no necessity for you to utter threats,
We are ready to accept the inevitable.”

It required a great deal of strength for Nelson Lee to say that ; but all the time he was thinking
of those boys. A fight now could only end in death for them all. Those motor-boats surrounded
the plane—they were filled with soldiers who were armed with machine-guns and rifles and
revolvers, Even if the adventurers offered resistance—even if they killed a score of tho enemy
—they were bound to succumb before many minutes had elapsed.

Why deliberately precipitate that ghastly bloodshed ? Even now, with the situation so dasper-

ate, Nelson Lee did not give up hope, Once before he had been captured—and he had escapad.
This drama had not yet run its course,

acroplane, and dropped into the boats, they were quickly searched. Then they were
roped up and roughly handled.

Arriving at some great stone steps which led on to an iimposing esplanade, the prisoners
were foreed to land. They were formed into a long double line by the soldiers. And then, when
every one of them had been brought ashore, a march commenced. Soldiers went in advance,
other soldiers marched on either flank of the prisoners’ column. More soldiers brought up the
rear.

The air was filled with the shouting and jeering of the erowds. The excitement was tremendous.
The sun was shining again now with full force, and all sign of the recent maelstrom of the air
had vanished, These strange phemomena of the Balghan Valley dispersed as quickly as thoy
came.

The prisoners were  marched to the Ameer’s palace. They were led through a great stono
doorway, and then down long, cool passages. They were taken below-—thrust into dank, evil-
smelling dungeons—Dblack holes without ventilation, without comfort.

Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimnore found themselves separated from the younger mo mbers of
the party. They had seen these dungeons once before ; but the circumstances were very different
now. For all the other members of the party were captives. The two mechanics, all the boys,
and even the youth known as “ Tadpole,” who acted as steward.

“Luck ! ” gruntéd the sporting peer, in a tone of utter disgust. ** Just plain, rotten luck,
Lol ™
~ “(ertainly, the Ameer cannot attribute our eapture to any prowoss on the part of his airmen.”
replied Nelson Lee. ™ It was that wind which conquered us, Dorrie.”

His lordship grunted.

“ What the deuce is going to happen to us now ? Something bloodeurdling, I'll bot.’

A voice came floating in through the little grating in the massive door:

** Are we downhearted, you chaps ?’’ came the voice—unmistakably Handforth's,

And a roaring chorus gave reply :

(11 ND -! 3

“ Are we afraid of His DBeastly Ilighness 7"

“ Not likely !V

It was a great tumult of shouting, and Nelson Lee gripped Lord Dorrimore's arm in the darkness,

“ By Jove, those youngsters have the right spirit,”” he muttered. ** It's wonderful, Dorrie.”

“ As long as they've got that spirit, we shall win,” said Lord Dorrimore confidently. * The
Amcer can't whack us, old man ! "’

Footsteps sounded on the flagged floor outside in the tunnel. Lights flashed through the
grating in the door, and tho bolts were shot back. The door opened, and a number of armed
soldicrs stood outside, with an officer in command,

““ Gentlemen, you will be good enough to follow me,” said the officer briofly.

“Splendid,” said Dorrie, “I'm glad you're taking us out of these quarters so quickly, my
friend, I must confess that they are capable of improvernent, I hope you're going to put us
into something distinctly better.”

There was no breaking the redoubtabie Dorrie's spirit. He was as cool and as jovial as ever.
Nelson Lee was equally spirited, but he did rct show it ns Dorrie did.

They found themselves in the centre of the armed escort, and once again they went down the
long tunnels, mounting several flights of stone steps soon afterwards. Then they were marched
through the palace, and finally ushered into a sumptuous, richly-furnished apartmont.

“ Bettor—much better !’ commented Dorrie ironically, as he looked round. * What do
you say. Lee t This will suit us nicely for the time being.”

THE prisoners wero taken aboard the motor-boats in batches. As they came out of the
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He glanced round to smile at the Balghar officer, but the man had already gone. The curtains
had dropped into place. Nelson Lee and Dorrie found themselves alone.

“Hallo! What's the idea ? ’ asked Dorrie wonderingly.

Lee went to the curtains, and pulled them aside. He found a heavy door, and it was locked.
The apartment was hung with heavy draperies on every wall, and there were one or two high
windows—so high that there was no chance of reaching them.

“Queer !’ muttered Lee. ‘' They must have brought us here with an object, Dorrie.”

.1 don’t like the look of it,” Baicf(hia lordehip, shaking his head. ‘It smells deucedly fishy
to me. This Ameer chap is several kinds of a devil. What kind of a death
do you think he has planned for us ¥ I wonder if there are some snakes hidden

away somewhere, ready to squirm out at us 1 }?Ill]l: ?’, triun
As he spoke, the curtains on the other side of the room drew aside. A “lﬂ':lmd;‘:;
figure appeared—a stunted, misshapen dwarf, with an ugly hump on his back. and In & n
He crouched there, watching the two prisoners—his face alight with evil, his waged last :
eyes burning with hatred. furious.

In an instant, Nelson Lee recognised this figure., He and Dorrie were face to
face with Dacca, the Dwarf !
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CHAPTER 7.
The Fanatic !

‘6 i IS HIGHNESS, THE AMEER !” gaid Lord Dorrimore, bowing with mocking gravity.
[-] And. absurd as his words sounded, they were true. This monstrous object—this
hideous carieature of humanity—was none other than His Imperial Highness, the
Ameer of Balghanistan ! It was evidently some kink in his make-up which had induced

tho Aineer to appear before his prisoners in the repulsive character of his ** other self,”
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“ Mad Englishmen ! he said conternptuously, as he advanced into the room. “ You are all
the same, you of your race! Never do you know when you are defeated.”

‘““ Not a bad characteristic, either,” said Dorrie, with a nod.
'"“Fool ! ” snarled Daceca. ‘' Do you think you have any chance now 2"
‘““I shouldn’t be surprised in the least,” said his lordship coolly. “ Anyhow, we're not dead

yet, are we 1"
“ Not dead, my friend—and you will soon regret that fact,” said the fanatical ruler. * You
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will wish that you had crashed to your death in the aeroplane, I have planned an end for yon
which will not be so merciful.”

Nelson Lee shrugged.

“ Hadn’t you better get on with it ? " he asked. * Or must you continue to gloat over us ¢t "

“1 have reason to gloat,” retorted the Ameer ferociously. * You hindered me in England—
you and your boys dared to pit your wits against mine, You have even been crazy enough
to follow me-right into my own country. But now, my friends, you have overreached your-
gelves,”

“You needn’t erow,’”” said Dorrio. * If it hadn’t been for your special brand of whirlwind, we
ghould have been perfectly safe.”

The dwarf scowled, his yellow fangs showing horribly. Nelson Lee had an idea that the
Ameer, when he assumed the Dwarf’s character, placed a dental plate containing those fangs in
his mouth.

“T will admit that I have much to thank the wind for,” said the Ameer, advaneing stil! further,
and looking at the two men closely. ‘' But why talk of that ? You are here—you are my
prisoners. Before long I shall have other prisoners—hundreds—thousands! You and your
accursed race will be conquered ! ™

‘*“ A dream,” retorted Lee. ** A fantasy of your imagination.”

"“We shall see ! replied Dacea gloatingly. *“ No, no, Lord Dorrimore ! Tlo not glance at
Mr. Lee in that fashion. It will be a pity if you attempt to attack me. We are alone—yes—-
but I am not entirely helpless.” He removed his two hands from beneath his elothing, showing
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two automalic pistols, * Apart from thess weavons, my own strength is quite sufficient to deal
with the pair of you,” added Dacea. * But I sm not in the mood for a brawl. I should not
like to kill vou in this way ; I have other plans.”

“ Better spring on this skunk and risk it ! ™ snapped Dorrie, glancing at Leo. “ A bullet is
better than what he hints at. And wo should, at least, go under in action.”

Dacea backed away.

“ You think you can spring on me ? ” he asked mockingly. “ You English blockheads ! You,
xill be dead within the hour. You have given meo %ufﬁmcnt trouble already. By nightfall my
troops will be on the march—armies of them. I shall lead my soldiers into India.”

~ They’ll soon be defeated,” said Dorrie curtly.

“You think so ?" sneered the Ameer. ‘‘ But you are wrong, my friend ! My agents have
heon working in seeret for months—for years. We have friends in India—thousands—hundreds
of thousands ! When my conquering army appears, these hundreds of thousands will fly to the
banner, Your own DBritish troops will be wiped out. They will be massacred in every town and
village as our triumphant march progresses. It is the brown man who will rule in Balghanistan,
in India, n Burumf)—-m this entire part of the world.”

As he was speaking, the misshapen wretch beeame more and more frenzied. In his character
of Dacca he could let himseoll go—he did not feel the necessity to retain his cultured exterior.

“Do you understand ? "' he went on. ** Having conquered India, I shall be the supremo ruler
of this entire domain. And then I shall proceed to dictate my terms to the world, The brown
man shall be supreme.”

His voice rose to a great shout, and he was positively fearsome as he erouched there, fired by
his fanatica! frenzy. Nelson Lee knew that the creature was voicing an impossible ideal—a
fantasy conjured up in his own mad mind. Yet it was clear enough that this man could do
incalculable harm. He would stir up an appalling amount of strife, and, without question,
hordes of ignorant natives would rally to his banner. There would be a second Indian Mutiny
—and this one, perhaps, would be infinitely worse than the original. There would be bloodshed
—pgrim warfare. Great Britain would be involved in the great struggle, and her money and her
ymien would have to be poured forth in lavish quantities.

The entiro population of Balghanistan, fed for years on this madman’s dream, was almost as
fanatical as himself. The paop!ﬂ had been fooled—deccived—led astray. The awakening would
only come after the war had been started, and after the Ameer's armies had met with defeat,
Yet at first, no doubt, those armies would mect with success, It might be months befora the
British authorities could get the upper hand. And during those months there would be chaos
—rey Dlutmn —wholesale dcstmctlun of property and life.

1 —— e — EE— . Tm——
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Nelson Lcee suddenly leapt forward. Ie was reckless—his only desire was to pet his fingers
at this mad monarch’s throat. But Daeca, understanding his intention, gave vent to a fiendish
laugh, and jumped across the room with the agility of an ape. He vanished behind some silken
draperies—and when Nelson Lee got there, there was nothing but a blank solid wall.

1 ,“ ]!%:,: heavens ! panted Lee. “ If T had got my hands on him, Dorrie, I would have choked
1T .

*“I wanted to get my fingers on his throat long ago,” snorted Lord Dorrimore. ‘ But what's
the good * He knows the tricks of this infernal room—and we don’t.”

" This man i8 going to cause a world upheaval, Dorrie,” said Lee huskily. “ And wo can do
nothing to avert it——" '

He broke off as some sounds made themsolves heard. They looked round, and found that
«sldiers had appeared from several concealed doors, They were advancing upon Lee and Derrie
menacingly, hatred in their eyes.

" Take them ! said a soft voice in English. ** Take them to the Pit.”

The voice belonged to the Ameer—the man Nelson Lee and Dorrie had known as Sir Akbar
Laldhi. They both glanced round, and saw the stately, dignified figure, clothed in rich robes.
It was almost impossible to believe that this figure was the same man as the hideous, misshapen
dwarf who had so recently vanished.,

" A quick-change artist now, eh 7"’ asked Dorrie.

* A whim, my friend—a mere whim,” replied the Ameer. ‘‘ I find it easier, in my other guise,
to give vent to my feelings towards the English.”

Nelson Lee was not surprised. Anything that the Ameer did would not have astonished him,
For this man was palpably insane—but his insanity was of that type which confines itself to one
set mania.

" You will not escape mo this time, my dear Mr. Lee,” said the Ameer silkily. “ I am taking
very stringent precautions. You and your friend will be escorted by fifty of my soldiers to a certain
spot on the heights overlooking the city., There you will find a pit—— But I will not waste my
breath with a description of that interesting spot. You will see it for yourselves very shortly.
It is my intention that you shall be food for my rats.”

" Rats 7" repeated Lee, with a sharp intake of breath.

*“ Ah, that reminds you of something, does it not 7" sneered the Ameer. ‘“ A certain incident
in Epping Forest. I intended that you should die by my rats there, but you escaped me. This
time Mr. Lee, your fate will be somewhat different. These ratas are of another type.”

And the Ameer laughed softly to himself, as though in the enjoyment of some hideous joke.

" Trying to scaro us, I suppose " asked Dorrie contemptuously. ** What do you think we
care for your filthy rats 1

“You will ecare when you know what your fate is to be,” replied the Ameer. ** And your com-
panions will follow—two by two. You are to have the honour of being the first pair. Two others
will follow this evening—two in the morming—two to-morrow at midday—two to-morrow niglt.
My rats will have excellent meals for quite a number of days ! ”’

HILE this conversation was taking place in the sumptuous apartment of the Palace,
something rather exciting was going on down in the dungeons. The prisoners had
been taken into a long tunnel, where there were dungeons in a double row. In one of
these prisons were Jim Barnes, Fred Thompson, Nipper, Handforth, and Browne,

The rest were distributed up and down the tunnel,

“*This isn’t the same place as we were bmugfht. to when we were imprisoned before,” said
Nipper, soon after they had been locked in. ‘' It’s filthier—darker,”

" Does it make much difference ? ' asked Jim Barnes.

' No, 1 suppose not,” replied Nipper. ‘‘ Only in the other tunnels we found scores of English
chaps—pilots of the missing aeroplanes, you know, mail officials, and others. We might have
shouted something to them.” :

“ We couldn’t have shouted anything cheery, so what does it mattor ? "' grunted Handforth.
“ By George! What a rotten frost, you know ! Just when we thought that cverything was going
go tappingly, too !

“ I'm worried about the guv'nor—and Dorrie,” said Nipper, his voice husky. * They’'voe just
boen taken away. Oh, if we could only get out of here ! "

They had seen, through the bars in their door, Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore being escorted
off. They could easily guess why the pair had been taken. They were to be put to death first !

““1f only we had some weapons !’’ muttered Handforth. ' But we’ve nothing ! Those curs
searched us and took everything away.”

* Even my faithful watch, brothers,” sighed Browne. ‘‘ Ah, we need & magician to assist us in
our extremity.”’

Clink-clink |

" What's that ? ' whispered Nipper.

“ Only me,” came Jim Barnes' voice. ‘‘ Look here, all of you! They searched me, but they
missed something | When I knew that we were booked for capture, I shoved these files under my
puttees.” :

“ Files | ™ breathed Nipper incredulously.

“ Four of them,” came the heal mechanic’s voice. ‘ ”m

‘“ 8peak of magicians, and they appear before us!” murmured Williamm Napoleon Browne.

* Brother Jim, let e embrace you!™
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“ Chuck it, Mr. Browne," said Barnes. * This isn't any time for rotting. There's a chance
that we micht be able to get out—but it's only a slimn ono. These files may be no good at all,
Anvhow, I managed to conceal them "

“Let's have one !" wurged Handiorth. “ My only sainted aunt! Tt's like what you read
about in stories ! "

“ 1t was something I read in a story which suggested the idea to me,” admitted Jim, * The
story ended happily—but it may go differently in real life.” '

* Don’t you believe it,"” declared Browne stoutly. “ Files ! A way to freedom ! Come, brothers,
let us to work ! Have a squint out through the bay window, and see if the enciny is without.”

Nipper was already at the grating of the door. He was feeling it over eagerly.

“Threo iron bars ! V" he whispered. " This hole is big enough [or one of us to squeeze through,
if nccessary. There aren't any guards out Lere—not a light, or a sign of any living soul.”

“Then it scems that wo'd better start work while we've got the chance,” said Barnes. “ I'll
have the first go."

“ Isn't there room enough for two of us to work together ? " asked Nipper. “ Como on! By
Jove, this has given me new heart !V

A moment later Jim DBarnes and Nipper were plying the files, and their hearts leapt with
exultant joy when they felt the metal of the bars giving way before the onslaught of those tools.
Achies and pains meant nothing in this tensoe situation ; the prisoners worked fevorishly, urged
on by a wild hope.

——— e

CHAPTER 8,
The Pit of Terror.

T was a hard, steenuous clinb, but when the summit was reached a magnificent view of the

I great Oriental city was obtained. The sunshine, slanting down, glinted on the towers and

minarets and domes. Not that Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore cared much for this picture.
They were not interested in scenery just then. .

Their hands wore bound behind them, and thick ropes, passed round their bodies, secured them
together like a couple of animals. That rope just nl%uwed them to walk freely. The escort con-
sisted of a large number of the Ameer's personal bodyguard. There were 01e or two high officers
—and the Amcer himself, After being conveyed in a car to the foot of a great rocky hill, the cap-
tives had been forced to alight, The climb up that hill had been exhbausting, for it was stecp,
and tho foothold was none too good.

“ We are nearly at our destination, my friends,” said the Ameer. ** 1 have honoured you with
my presenco because it is my desire to be with you at the end.”

Ie chuckled ovilly, and Lee and Dorrie pretended to ignore him.

“These Inglishmen are stolid, are they not, my good Singh ?" suaid the Ameer, addressing
his adjutant, who walked beside him. * Even when they have fear in their hearts they show
nothing but boldness on their faces. A queer race ! ™

*“ They are brave men, your Highness," said Singh.

Tho Ameer scowled,

“ Brave—yes ! ho snapped. * I am not denying it. But such bravery as theirs is folly.”

The adjutant spoke again—this time in Balghanistani—but the Ameer held up his hand.

*“ Continue to use the language of our brave prisoners, Singh,” he said, *‘ Let us converse in
Inglish ; 1 have no desire to hide my comimonts fromn these two courageous men. IEnglish is an
excollent language : I have a mind to adopt it permanently,” he added in a mocking voice.

They had now come te a halt. There was a small plateau here-—a flat, rocky tableland. Just
in front, thero was something which appeared to be a great hollow in the rock, and it was guarded
by o low wooden rail.

“Come !'" said the Amocr, touching Nelson Lee's arm. “ 1 will let you have a glimpse of some-
thing interesting.” "

Nelson Lee was alroady taking in the scene. On the other side of the hollow there was a huge
derrick-like contrivance, erudely eonstrueted. Suspended from it was an iron cage. This cage was
not particularly large, measuring perhaps five feet square.

The two prisoners walked forward, their hearts beating rather more rapidly than usual. And
now they saw that what they had taken to bo a hollow was, in reality, an amezingly deep pit.
Reaching the rail, theyv stared down into a chasin. The sides were of smooth rocl, and utterly
sheer. The pit was at loast three hundred feet deep, and the bottom, in deep shadow, was
ditficult to see.

“ A pretty tidy drop,” remarked Lord Dorrimore.

“You must not imagine that you are to be pitched down into this abyss,” said the Amoer
gently. 1 do not approve of such violence. But gazo closely, my friends. Do you not sce some-
thing moving at the pit bottom %"

Lee and Dorrie were already straining their eyes. There was something moving down there,
Something that loolked, at first, like a mass of black mud, seething and moving to and fro,

“ Glory ! " muttered Dorrie. * Voleanic, eh 7"

* 1 think not," said Lee.

And then tho Ameer’s purring voice broke in.

* Gentlemen, behold my rats—my four-footed army of destruction!”

“Rats !V ejaculated Dorrie, biting his under-liv.
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He had been inwardly horrified at the thought of being thrown down into a pit of boiling mud ;
but that, at least, would have been a fairly quick death. He almost shuddered now as he realised
that the Ameer’s words were true. Gazing more closely, he could see that the moving black maes
WI?E’ tindead’ composed of hundreds a:gd thousands of rats, swarming like some nightmare
phantasy.

“Ugh!” muttered Dorrie involuntarily. Then he pulled himself together, and glanced at
Nelson Lee. ** It'll be quick, anyhow,” he grunted. ‘‘ At first I thought it might be a bit dragged-
out. But the fall itself will finish us off, We shan’t know what happens afterwards.”

The Ameer approached, closely guarded by four soldiers with fixed bayonets, who kept their
weapons pointed at the prisoners,

“You have seen, gentlemen 7" inquired the Ameer. *‘‘ Quite an interesting nest, is it not ?
You will be intereated further to know that all those rats are infected with that distressing disease
commonly known as the Black Plague.” i

Lee shook his head.

“ You surely do not expect us to believe that 7' he
asked. ' If those rats were infected, as you say, you
would not be here—s0 near the edge of this pit.”

" The pit is over three hundred feet deep—and the
plngue germs cannot possibly escape into the upper
air,” replied the Ameer amusedly. ‘' Furthermore, if
i:c-u look closely you will see a number of small boxes,

ung on cords, only twenty feet down the sides of the
pit. These boxes, gentlemen, are fitted with automatio
devices which release antiseptic sprays at frequent inter-
vals. The air in the upper part of this pit is permanently sterilised.”

* And the object of breeding these—er—interesting creatures ? ”’ asked Lee.

“When my hour strikes—and it will not be long delayed now—these rats will be moved into
every city where white men congregate,” said the Ameer, his voice becoming impassioned. * Do
you understand ? The plague shall be spread—and the white man éxterminated.”

" And a few million brown men will be exterminated, too,” retorted Lee grimly.

“Oh, no! They will be warned,” said the Ameer. ‘' Perhaps a certain number of my own
race will suffer, but what does it matter ? In the end I shall conquer ! The world will be at my
feet ! ™ '

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders, but made no comment, Mad as the Ameer's other plans
were, this scheme was incredibly crazy.

“You and your fellow prisoners shall be fed to my rats at every meal-time,"” continued the
Ameer gloatingly. * You two will be the first ! Do you see that cage ? ”’ he added, pomting.

Lee and Dorrie saw it-—and they were sickened.

“¥You are not to be thrown down, to be instantly killed,” said the Ameer evilly, ** Oh, no,
my friends ! That would be too simple ! You are to be lowered in the cage—and tho cage will be
brought to a stop many feet above the rats, Some of them will leap up -and they will bite you
and infect you. Do you see ! Then the ecage will be lowered another foot—and more rats will
attack you. Your death, gentlemen, will be prolonged. I shall be interested to watch the develop-
ments.”

If he expected Nelson Lee and Dorrie to show some signs of horror and apprehension at his
words, he was bitterly disappointed. They appeared to be quite indifferent—Dorrie, indeed,
being even flippant.

** A rash business,” he said, shaking his head. *“ Think of the chances of life we shall have,.
The winch-gear may get stuck—the rats may not be hungry. You're taking a lot of unnecessary
risks, old man. Wouldn't it be a lot better to chuck us down and get it over ? I mean, so much
safer—and 8o much more certain. Here one minute and gone the next, what ?”

The Ameer compressed his lips.

“You English are all the same !’ he said coldly. * You are so stupid that you do not even
know when torture is staring you in the face ! ”

Lord Dorrimore yawned.

“ Well, get on with it,"”’ he said carelessly, ““ And don’t say that I haven’t warned you. If
wo escape a second time, it’ll be your ®wn fault. You've got us now—and you could finish us
off. You may be sorry for this dilly-dallying business later on."”

The Ameer waved a hand.

‘Iinough ! he said harshly. * You seek to turn me from my purpose—but you shall not
suceeed. I have given my orders, and they shall be carried out to the letter.”

And he signed to the soldiers, who moved grimly towards the two prisoners,

— e

CHAPTER 9,
A Dash for Liberty !

v OES it move 1" asked Nipper breathlessly.

D “It’s coming, I think !*' gasped Jim Barnes. He was tugging hard at the second
of the iron bars in the dungeon door. Two bars had been eaten through by the files,
and one of them had been removed. ‘‘ Here we are—she’s free ! "’ he added exultantly,

The bars were sunken into deep sockets in the hard wood. These doors were six inches thick,

and the wood was s tough as oak, but once the bars had been sawn through at the hase thev

?
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could be levered. Only slightly at first, but gradually they became loosened in the top sockot.
The second one came out now,

" Good work, brothers,” commented William Napoleon DBrowne approvingly. ‘1 might
even say, brilliant work, We are certainly progressing.” i

¥ Now for tho next bar ! ” muttered Handforth.

“ Wait a minute ! Why waste time by filing through the third bar 7 asked Nipper tonzely,
“If you chaps give me a push, I think I can manage to squeeze through the hole now that two
bars have gone.”

Helped by the two mechanies, Nipper squirmed his way through tho hole in the upper section
of the door. It was a very tight fit, but at last, after a good deal of wriggling and twisting,
Nipper collapsed on to the floor of the tununel outside. He picked himself up in a flash, and
glanced up and down. Then his heart almost jumped into his mouth, A light had appeared
from an angle of the tunnel and a figure was now in sight, moving towards him.

“It's all up ! muttered Nipper, in despair. * O, my hat! What a frost !

Before they could do anything really effective, one of the guards was coming along! 1t was
the height of misfortune. Since they had been imprisoned in these dungeons, no living croature
had come near them. 1t was just the ' cussedness ”’ of things which caused this man to come
on his rounds now. ;

Nipper squeezed himself into the recess of the dungenn doorway, trying to flatten himself out.
But what was the use ! He would be discovered within a few mmoments—and the soldier not
only carried fireoarms, but a sword, too. Then, like a flash, Nipper remembered something,

“Jim ! he hissed. ** Hand me one of those iron bars !’

But it was Browne who passed the bar of iron through the hole in the door.

“ Braing, my lad—brains ! he breathed. * May wyour aim be true and may your strength
be adequate !

There was no time for making any elaborate plan. The guard was walking fairly quickly, and
he was now close at hand. Nipper’s brain werked rapidly, and he decided that it would bo a
mistale for him to wait until he was discovered. Far better spring out now-—and thus have
tho advantage,.

Like a panther, ho leapt out. The Balzhar soldicr-—a big, repulsive type of man-—halted in
his tracks and stared blankly at the sudden apparvition. His mouth opened, and he sucked in
his breath preparatory to giving a shout.

(rash !

)

==\

\
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The iron bar, whirling with deadly effect, came down on the soldier's helmet. The man
simply sagged at the knees, pitched forward, and rolled over on his side. He had not even had
time to utter his shout.

“ Stout work ! " came a soft comment from Browne.

Nipper quickly righted the lantern, which had toppled over, Husky whispers came from
many of the dungeon doors. A number of the prisoners had witnessed that sensational incident.

‘“ He's only stunned ! " muttered Nipper, with a gulp. I don't know what——"

He broke off, forgetting what he was going to say. His gaze had suddenly fallen upon a heavy,
old-fashioned type of key which was fastened by a chain and a spring catch to the soldier’s belt.
A key! And only one key !

With feverish hands, Nipper jerked back the spring catch and removed the key. He spun
round, inserted the key into the lock of the dungeon door and—turned it. A moment later ho
had shot the bolts. He did
so silently.

“Come on out!
panted.

“"We're out!” said
Handforth.

Nipper tried the key in
the next dungeon door. To
his supreme joy, it turned.
There was one key for all
these locks !

“Not a sound, you
chaps ! ”" hissed Nipper, as
he unlocked the fourth door.
*“ Come out—all of you!
Wait in the tunnel, here.”

The prisoners could
hardly believe in their good
fortune. Dungeon after
dungeon was opened. Every-
body was released. All the
members of Nelson Lee's
Detective Academy wero
there, to say nothing of tho
two aeroplane mechanies
and JZ:i‘ﬂ:.ﬂpf::rie,.’’ the
steward. Only Lee and
Dorrie were missing.

““How on earth did you
manage it !’ asked Edgar
Fenton amazedly.

** Never mind that now,”
replied Nipper. ** We're
free! We've got to decide
what we shall do next—-"

A sudden shout inter-
rupted him.

“The guard!” yelled
Handforth, ‘' Quick! The
beggar's  bolting ! He'll

ive the alarm. Grab him,
or goodness sake ! "

Amid the general tension
and excitement of escaping
from the dungeons, the
stunned soldier had been
momentarily  overlooked.
The boys, in fact, had be-
lioved that he was woll-nigh
done for. But they were
Wrong. The man was
streaking down the tunnel,
shouting at the top of his -
voice. Realising the hope-
lessness of his position, he
was giving the alarm.

*“There's only one thing

]

he

Lord Dorrimore uttered a horrifled ery

as he saw what was at the foot of that for it!” shouted Nipper
pit—for It was Into that pit that he and tensely. ‘‘We've got to
Nelson Lee were to be flung | malke a rush! And don't

forget, we'll fight } "
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“Hurrah !'™

Bubbling with excitement, they went tearing down the tunnel. All hope of secrecy was now
‘at an end. Within a minute the fight would be on—and everything would depend upon their
own efforts. 'They were unarmed, but they were desperate. And thoy were determined to go
down fighting rather than submit to recapture. Imbued with that spirit they were a formidable
iorce.

The clanging of gongs and the shouts of mon now came echoing down the tunnel. Figures
appeared ahead, some carrying flares. If the prisoners wore excited, the Balghar soldiers were
in a veritable panic,

* Now for it ! "' roared Handforth exultantly.

He ran like the wind, striving to gain the lead. His rugged face was fiushed, aad his fists
wore clenched. A fight! A hand-to-hand scrap with these browa-skinned rotters ! Handforth
was in his element.

The first clazh was violent and desperate. There wore about ten of the Ameer’s soldiers ; thoy
appeared from a big cavern which opened out from the tunnel. Perhaps it was a sort of guard-
room, and the soldiers, surprised at the dramatic news, were more or less confused. One or
two of them fired their rifles, but the shots were at random. Before they could organise themselves
the schoolboys wore on them. Other soldiers, yvelling at the top of their voices, were dashing
away down a wider tunnel, which doubtless led into the open. The alarm was becoming general.

One or two of the boys—such as Nipper and Fenton—knew only too well that their last hope
was vanishing., Unless they acted like lightning, recapture—or death—was certain. Once tho
nlarm did become gencral, their number would be up. Only by the element of surpriso could
they hope to get free. So they entered into this preliminary scrap with a ferocity which startled
and dismayed the Balghar soldiers.

There was one violent rush, a terrific clash of bodies, a thudding of fists. Handforth got in
two terrific right-handers, and Fenton and Morrow and Nipper and most of the others hit out
with just as much effect. The Balghar soldiers were literally swept out of the way-—driven
baclk—knocked out like ninepins.

‘' The rifles | " panted Fenton. * Grab their rifles ! ”

He and Browne and the two mechanics and one or two of the other boys managzed to snatch
up some of the rifltes. The rest of the fugitives were running on, Handforth now well in the lead,
with his minor at his heels.

“ Look out for squalls when we get into the open—if we ever do ! " shouted Nipper. * The
whole hornets' nest is aroused !

“Who cares 1" yelled Handforth. * Come on, you chaps!™

“Hurrah !'"™

Their voicos cracked with strange exciternent as they beheld some rough steps just ahead.
They swept up them in a body. Soldiers were running about madly. These Balghars, evidently,
were not at their best in an emergency. The men who had carried the alarm outside were spreading
disorder among their comrades. Officers were shouting wild orders.

“Ye gods !" breathed Nipper, lLis eyes glowing. ** Look!"

He pointed to a number of big open motor-cars which were standing in the courtyard, in readi-
ness, no doubt, for the use of the Ameer's staff officers. They were comparatively close.

“The cars ! " yeolled Handforth. ** Come on—Ilet's grab ‘em !”

In spite of tho fact that the alarm had already been given, the Ameer's household guard was
flustered and disordered. Such an incident as this had nover before occurred, and they were
taken completely by surprise.

Crack-crack-crack ! ‘ :

Rifle-shots rang out, and a numbeoer of bullets, hastily fired, hlummed over the heads of the hoys.
Fenton's rifle answered-—and Jim 3Barnes’, too. Their aim was more accurate, A Balghar
officer fell, screaming, and a soldier tottered.

“The cars ! 7 wont up the cry,

There was a sudden rush of men. The fizht was too close for rifle-firing now. Tho soldiers,
using their rifles as clubs, rushed at the schoolboy party, Handforth, in the lead, dodged adroitly
as a rifle butt swung at his head.

Crash |

His fist took the soldier on the point of the chin, and as the man fell, Handforth grabbed his
rifle by the barrel and swung it round. In the same moment, Archie Glenthorne dived at the logs
of a man who was making a murderous attack, and they both rolled over. Everything was
confusion and noise. Dut the boys, because of their ferocity and determnination, had all the
adwvantage. .

Nipper, out of tho corner of his eye, saw hundreds of men pouring through a great gateway
on the far side of the courtyard. The reinforcements were coming ! Once they arrived-

“Quick! Jump in!" came a roar from Fenton,

JHe and Jim Barnes had already fought their way to one of the waiting cars. It was now a
question of split seconds. The boys, tearing themselves away from the fight, leapt into the cars,
Many of them were blecding and reelng about, half-stunned. Archie grabbed young Chubby
Heath and literally hurled hit into one of the ears. Willy Handforth seized Juiey Lemon, who
was well-nigh exhausted, and dragged him aboard. Fighting every inch of the way, the boya
managed to get to their objective. Tie hordes of soldiers, racing across the courtyard, were
becoming perilously close.

Crack-crack-crack |1
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More rifles were heing fired. Jim Barnes and Browne, in the driving seats of the two seized
cars, touched the electric starters. The engines sprang into life, the exhausts roaring.

** All aboard ? ™ asked Browne, his voice steady a.ng calm.

He gave one look., His car was packed to suffocation. Balghar soldiers wore swarming round
it, and the boys were desperately trying to beat them off. Exactly the same thing was happening
round the other car.

‘“ Look out !’ said Browne grimly. '

He let the clutch in and the car, with the gears screaming, shot forward as though it had been
released from a eatapult. .

*“ Hurrah 1"

Crack-crack-crack !

It was over—the British youngsters had won ! They were away into the streets of Balghan,
and behind them they left confusion and disorder. '

CHAPTER 10,
The Rescue !

IM BARNES proved himself to be a driver of
J extraordimary skill. The way he sent his car
thundering through the busy streets of the Hidden
City was a staggering oxhibition of coolness and
nerve. But then, Jim had spent years at Brooklands
and other motor-racing tracks ; his nerves were of steel.
Browne, in the second car, had much the easier task.
The way was cleared for him by Jim. The two vehicles
roared madly out towards the open country,

The very suddenness of this bold dash was all in favour of the fugitives. For the crowds in
the street scattered in terror as the cars came tearing along, and then congregated agnin after the
cars had gone., This hindered the pursuit disastrously, Many cars, filled with soldiors, were
giving chaso, Somo of them met with disaster, others had difficulty in foreing their way through
the erowded streets.

Meanwhile, the fugitives were gaining. Jim Bames had an excellent bump of location, and he
knew the direction to take, The city was left behind, and the aerodrome came in sight.

One machine was standing apart from the others—for there were large numbers of aeroplanes
out in the open. This one machine had wings of a pale blue colour. The propellers were ticking
over. In an instant, the boys rceognised the plane as the great machine which was fitted with
Mr. Robert Harding's invention—the one which had caused the Indian Air Mail liners to become
trapped. Jim's eyes shone as he drove. This was the bus to seize! 1t was big—capable of
carrving them all—and it was ready to take the air,

Jim sent his car swerving off the road, over the grassland. The second ecar iollowed. One or
two Balghar mechanics were standing near the bluo plane. They gazed in astonishment as the
cars roared u]p. The next moment the boys were out, tumbling to the ground in a flood, Tho
Balghar mechanics were overpowered before they could even guess what all this execitement
meant.

“* Into the cabin, boys ! ” yelled Jim Barnes, * Hurry!”

He himself dashed up a ladder which was standing against the nose of the machine, and which,
he knew, would permit him to got into the cockpit. It was all over within a minute—before
a small foree of soldiers from the hangars could arrive. 'The boys piled into the cabin, and almost
beforae the last one was in Jim was sitting at the controls, with Fred Thompson beside him. He
flicked the throttle, and the engines gave an answering roar.

“ All elear !’ came a bellow from Fenton.

Jim set his teeth. He opened out the engines to their fullest extent, and the ’plane rolled
forward, From the distance, the soldiers fired, but they were too excited and flurried to take
accurate aim. 'The ’'plane, gathering speed, raced over the aerodrome, bumped, and took off.
A mighty rousing cheer came from the cabin,

“We've done it ! * yelled Handforth hysterieally. ‘“Oh, my only hat! We're off I "

Within five minutes the blue *plane was soaring up, a thousand feet high. A rare commotion
could be seen in the streets of the city and in the aerodrome, but the boys felt that they were
comparatively safe now. Then caine another excitement. Jim, more by chance than design,
steered the ’plane towards the heights overlooking the city. And Nipper, at ene of the windows
of the cabin, suddenly pointed.

“Look ! " he ejaculated hoarsely.

But he didn’t wait ; he dashed t-irmlgh the little communieating passage to the cockpit. He
found the two mechanics staring at a queer derrick-like contrivance on the heights. A cage -
was suspended from it, and in the cage were two figures.

“Jim ! roared Nipper. " It’s the guv'nor—and Dorrie ! ” .

“1 know ! ™ gasped Jim Barnes. ‘' In that cage! What can we do? There's a horrible
pit there, and they’re just going to.be lowered into it ! ™

“To their death ! shouted Nipper. * Oh, can’t we do something ?"

He was horrified. They had found Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore—only to see that the
unfortunate pair were on the point of death ! There was no possibility of landing on that rocky
height. Then an inspiration came to Nippeor.
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“Wait ! ™ he ptmred. “ T remember seeing a length of steel cable in the cabin—and a grappling
hook on the end. Jim ! I'm going to get that cable, and I'll climb down on to the under-carringe
—and fasten the cable. If you fly slowly over the cage, do vou think you could grab it as we

,B,SH ? 1
* It's madness,” said Jim Barnes, between his teeth, “ but I'll try it 1™

great blue ‘plane which was approaching with throttled engines—flying at her minimum
speed, and dropping slowly.
“ What folly is this ¥’ snapped Sir Akbar hershly.

He knew nothing of what had been taking place in the city. Up here, on these heights, no
word of that drama had been able to reach himn. The ecage was ready to bo dropped into the pit,
it was suspended from the derrick, level with the pit edge. Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore,
inside, had no suspicion that a forlorn attempt to save them was being tried. They were resigned
to their fate, and they were cool, and apparently indifferent,

** The fool in that machine shall have his head off for this ! ” shouted the Ameer furiously.

“Your Highness ! 7 gasped Singh, in alarm. “ The machine is dropping—it is coming towards
us! XRun, Your Highness!”

*“ Fool ! snapped the Ameer. * Do you think that this pilot will dare——"

He broke off, his eyes bulging. He had just caught sight of a small fizure crouching in the
big 'plane’s under- -carriage. And a steel cable was hangmg down—with a grappling-hook on
the end of it.

“Ten thousand curses !’ screamed the Ameer,

He went mad. He cou]d see that that slim figure belonged to a white youth ! Nipper! It
was incredible, Once again these accursed English boys had got free ! But there was no time for
the Ameer to think—or even to run,

The aeroplane was overhead—and Nipper, with deadly accuracy, guided the dragzing cable.
The grappling-hook caught in the top bars of the cage, and the cage was jerked violently and
forcibly from its supporting ropes. I‘or one sickening moment it seemed that the top bars would
smash—but, mercifully, they held.

The cage swung back wildly—full upon tho Ameer. He put out his hands to save himself,
but the cage had got to the end of its swing by then, and the Ameer only just clutched at tho
bars. As he did so, the aeroplane’s engines roared with their full power, and the machine soared
up, carrying the cage under it,

And the Ameer's officers and soldiers, to their horrified consternation, saw their Imperial Master
carried off under their very eyes, -::lln;.mg desperately to the cage bars. It had all happened
in a moment. Befors the Ameer could let go, the cago had risen, dragging him with it. Tho
Balghar soldiers had their rifles to their shoulders, but now they dared not fire. Disaster to the
acroplane would mean disaster to their ruler !

THE Ameer, standing near the rail which surrounded that foul pit, gazed in wonder at the

The incredible thing had happened. That cage had been grappled, and was being
carried along with the aeroplane. DBut at any moment the hook might give way—the
bars might smash. The two rescued men must be landed at the first possible second.

But how ? Jim knew that his problem was a grave one. There was only one possibility. To
land in the ordinary way was out of the question. The cage would strike first, and would bhe
reduced to serap-iron, its occupants being mangled beyond recognition. There was the river,
It was the only hope.

Jim Barnes did not even attempt to get to the main stream, which flowed through Bulghan,
There was a smaller river within sight, a tributary. It flowed thmugh a valley, alinost benasath
the 'plane. It was at the back of those heights which overlooked tho city. And near the river
banks, as Jim could see, there was a short stretch of flat ground. A possible landing-place. It
was an isolated spot, too, for no houses were to be seen anywhere in the vicinity,

The great blue ’'plans dropped lower and lower, Jim handling her with rare skill. Nipper,
his Ileart thudding, still elung to his perch on the under-carriage. He was waiting. He knew
what Jim Barnes was attempting to do. Lower and lower dmpped the 'plane, until only thirty
feet separated her from the water. Suddenly she almost stalled, dropping another ten feet.
At the same instant Nipper forced out a holt which held the ond of the wire to the under-carri: o,
Tho cage dropped like a stone, struck the water, and sanlk, The acroplane staggered, rozo slightly,
but dropped again. Her Whecls touched the bank, ran on, and Jim effected a forced landing of
remarkable skill.

Before the machine had stopped, Nipper had swung himself from the under-carriage and was
racing towards the river bank. The main door of the 'plane opened, and Fenton and Browne and
Handforth and the others camo pouring out. Nipper, to his untold joy, saw that the cage was
still visible. The water was not deep ! DBut thore was evidently a subinerged rock just there—
for the cage had struck it, and one corner of it was gaping open.

*“QGuv'nor ! gasped Nipper, as he saw his famous master swiruming—or, rather, wading
towards the bank.

Lord Dorrimore was there, too. But Nipper's first impression was wrong., Lee and Dorrie
were not wading towards the bank—theyr were making for some object which floated near by.
They seized it, and then Nipper saw that it was the figure of the Awmeer,

“They're sxf-:- yvou chaps—they're alive ! ”

JIM BARNES, in the cockpit, was filled with appreliension.
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“Only just alive, my sons,” gurgled Lord Dorrimore. " By the Lord Harry! I've led an
M[VEIIfTI.IlI'I}US life, but I've never had so many narrow escapes tucked into one hour as I have
to-day ! ”

Thgy were fairly pulled out of the river. Both of them were bruised in every limb, and they
were, indeed, in no fit condition to carry on. But the circumstances were so exnaptmnml-—so
dramatie—-that they gave no thought to their injuries. Nelson Lee was attending to Sir Akbar
Laldhi. His Imperial Highness was unconscious—knocked senseless by the foree of striking
the water, and by the cage crashing on top of him. He was by no means dead, however. And
Nelson Lee's eyes were burning with an intense fire,

“ Carry him into the ’plane, boys!” he ordered. *' No questions—do as X say ! There'll
be time, later on, for me to thank you for what you have just done.”

“ We don’t need any thanks, guv'nor,” panted Nipper. * Oh, my hat ! It’s ripping to know
that you're alive, sir—and saved from those fiends !’

Swiftly the unconscious Ameer was carried to the aeroplane, and everybody tumbled aboard.
Jim Barnes and Fred Thompson, in the cockpit, were the only ones who did not share the general
r&]mung

“1t’s no good ! Jin was saying despairingly. “ We can’t get off, Fred ! It’s impossible !

* Just what I was thinking,” said Frevj] with a g‘LﬂE

There was sufficient room for the ﬂ.erﬂplﬂ.ﬂﬂ to take off, but cm]y by speeding along the level
gtrip of ground which bordered the river. And this very strip was occupied by a dozen
pnuﬂrfut motor-cars, which had suddenly appeared on the scene and were bearing down at full

speed upon the neruplune'

i CHAPTER 11,
; Nelson Lee’s Triumph !

INGH, the Ameer's Chief-of-Staff, was in the leading car. Despair was in his eyes—for he
S believed that his Imperial Master had been killed, Hatred was in his eyes, too. These
white men and boys should be made to pay! As his master would have served them,

he would serve themn—only with an even worse torture.
But as the car came to a halt almost beneath the enormous wing of the aeroplane, o (igure
appearcd in the open doorway of the body, A wet, bedraggled figure, attired in the rich uniform
which the Balghar soldiers knew so well. Heavy bmd1g53 more than half concealed the face.
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The other ears were swinging up now. They all came to a halt, and there was a hush as the Ameer
raised an impressive hand.

* Singh, T have orders for you,” came the Ameecr's well-known voice. “ If a single shot is fired
at theze Britishers, death will be the penalty !

“Your nghnesq " ejaculated Singh, running forward and speaking in Balghanistani. ** We
feared that you were dead— —"

“Wait !  Use the language of those who have saved my life ! V' interrupted the Ameer. ** Speak
linglish, my good Singh. Mr. Nelson Lee, Lord Dorrimore, and these white boys are my friends.
It is my will that tlmv shall be honoured."

“ Your Highness ! " pjaculated Singh, dumbfounded,

“ It was in their power to leave mne to die,” said the Ameer impressively. * You know what
happened, Singh—you saw me carried off accidentally by that cage. These people saved me from
certain death. 8o, within this short space of time, my outlook has been changed. 1 repeat,
these people are my friends. Their race shall benefit becafise of their action. It is my order
that this aeroplane shall not be molested in any way ; it shall be allowed to take the air at onco.”

Singh listened in bewilderment. And the other soldiers, who could not understand Knglish,
were equally puzzled.

“Go!"” commanded the bandaged Ameer, pmntmfi: “ Return to Balghan, my excellent
Singh. Give orders that every white man shall be released from the dungeons. Have them
pscorted to the acrodrome, so that they can once more take possession of their machines and
fily off to their own country. These are my definite instructions, Singh, and if you fail to carry
them out there shall be a heavy reckoning.’

“ All the white men—to be liberated ? ” asked Singh incredulously.

‘“ All of them-~—and at once,” commanded the Ameer,

“ And vou ? What will vou do, Your Highness ? ”

“ By Allah ! Is it for you to question what I do 7" shouted the Ameer angrily,

“1 go, Your Highness,” muttered Singh, sulutmg

He turned, and gave some rapid orders in Balghanistani, There was a commotion, but the
motor-cars were started up and turned about, And as they made off the door of the aeroplane
- closed, and Lord Dorrimore clutched feverishly at the Ameer’s arm.

= Andl they tell me that I've got nerve ! ” he breathed. * Lee, old man, vour nerve is simply’
colossal 1™

Nelson Lee removed the heavy bandages from his faco.

“It was a desperate chance, Dorrie—but the only possible one we could take,” he replied,
* Fortunately, Singh and the other boldmrs were too flustered to think decply. The sunlight was
in their eyes, too, whilst T was in shadow.’

‘*“* Never saw n.mlhmg so quick in all my life !™ gurgled Handforth. “The way Mr. Lee
shoved those giddy clothes on was nuraculuus

“1I needed to be quick, young 'un,” replied Lee. *“If T had not appeared at once—in the
guise of the Ameer—the results would have been disastrous.”

“ But the voice, it was the Ameer's to a T ! 7’ said Dorrie, breathing hard. ** I'm so infernally
flabbergasted that I can't think clearly even now. WWhat are we going to do with His Nibs ¥ 7

‘““ He is still unconscious—but that does not matter,” replied Nelson Lee grimly. * He is our

risoner, and we shall fly off with him at once. He returns with us to Bushire, there to be
1anded over into the care of the DBritish authorities !

OO0M-00M!

B An cxplosion, loud and viclent, shook the very ground. Tha blus ’plane was just
taking ﬂﬂ' There had been a delay—a fairly long delay—owing to the fact that the -
landing-wheels had been damaged when Jim Barnes had brought the machine so cleverly

to earth,

Nelson Lee and Dorrie, the two mechanies and half the boys had piled out, and they had worked
feverishly to repair the damage. At any moment the enemy might return, At length the
damaged wheel had been suf’hment]} patehed to risk a take-off. Lord Dorrimore was now at
the controls, and that booming explosion had sounded in the distance just as the machine was
hifting,

“Hurrah ! We're off !’ went up 2 general yell of triumph.

“Good old Dorrie ! ” panted Nipper. * We knew he’'d do it!"

* And those rotten Balghars haven't returned—we're safely in the air now,” said Handiorth
exultantly, “‘ By George! We're all on this ’plane—every giddy one of us! 1 hopo there's
enough juice aboard to carry us safely out of this beastly country,”

“The tanks are full,” said Nipper. “ Jim told me five minutes ago."

“ And thlq maehme, too, carries Mr, Harding’s invention,” said Fenton, ‘ Didn't you spot
it in the wing ? A curious-looking contrivance, something like a ciummu | unr.it*r:tand
that it exerts a tremendous radio- magnetic influence. It's a sort of ray, and when it is directed
towards another machine in mid-air everybody on that machine is paralysed, and the machine
itself is compelled to follow this one.”

“ Nover mind that now,"” said Handforth, * We're off—wo're safely out ef this mess &

“Look ! yelled McClure,

He pumti_,d out to one of the windows. In spite of the roar of the engines, another explozion
had been heard from tho ground—a dull, thudding sound. And McClure was pointing at a groat
livid blaze which had au(gldenly burst out from the heart of the Hidden City. A tremeundous
column of smoke and debris shot into the air.
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“What’s happened ? " asked Nipper wonderingly.
" Goodness knows ; but look at all those machines in the air ! " yelled Pitt. * My only hat !
I believe they're bombing the city ! ” -

ND Reggie Pitt's guess, funtastic as it sounded, was the literal truth.
A Singh, having no suspicion that he had been duped, had carried out the ' Ameer's ”
orders to the letter. Ivery onc of those captured British pilots had been released,
They had been conveyed to tho aerodrome. And then it was that these men, freshly
out from a hideous captivity, *‘ saw red.” They could hardly be blamed. For weeks they had
been kept like animals in dungeons—half-starved—in the filthiest possible conditions, They had
suffered tortures.

With joy they leapt into the w&itmgﬁ'aerap]ane&—thair own machines—and they took to the
air. Many of these 'planes were R.A.F. bombers, still carrying their loads of deadly missiles,
Who could blame these tortured pilots for seeing red ¥ Who could blame them for tlying over
Balghan’s arsenals and munition factories and dropping their bombs on these vulnerable points 1
It was an uncxpected development—and it was one which sent a wave of consternation throughout
the Balghan Valley.

Boom-oom !

The bombs were dropping everywhere. Yet, frenzied as the released air pilots were, they
only dropped the bombs on legitimate objectives—military camps, arsenals and munition works.

Nelson Lee, in the cockpit with Lord Dorrimore, knew exactly what had happened, and he
was {!uintly confident,

“ I'll warrant that this has started a panic which will spread from end to end of Balghan-
istan,” he said grimly. “ And with the Ameer our prisoner, we shall Good heavens !
Look out there, Dorrie ! ** the detective added in a startled voice.

He pointed. Everybody had beon so engrossed in what was happening immediately beneath
that no attention had been paid to the sky. Below, a dozen great fires were spreading in Balghan,
Flames and smoke were rolling skywards. But there, in the far distance, a vast fleet of acroplanes
was coming into sight. Not twenty or t.hirty—-—-but a fleet of hundreds |

*“ R.A.F., machines, or I'm a Laplander ! ™ yelled Dorrie.

I— 1E was right, The newly-appointed Air Minister in England, having heard nothing what-

ever from Nelson Lee, had decided to take drastic action. So he had ordered a formid-

able fleet of British 'planes to fly over Balghanistan. This new Air Minister was a man

of purpose—a man of strength., And this-expression of Britain’s might could not have
occurred at a better moment.

“ Well, this ends the case as far as we are concerned, Dorrie,”” said Nelson Lee. ‘' This trouble
in Balghanistan is over. There will be no war-—no invasion of India. The whole thing is
squashed.”

“ Thanks to you, old man,” nodded Dorrie.

Lee turned and passed through the little passage into the main body of the machine. As he
did so, Nipper came bumping into him. -

“ Quick, guv'nor!” he panted. “ The Ameer has come to himself ! ”

Lee hurried forward, and found Sir Akbar standing in the cabin, with the boys occupying the
rear end. The Ameer cut a sorry figure. A blanket was wrapped round him in lieu of clothes,
his head was bandaged, and blood was trickling down one of his cheeks. In his eyes there was
an unnatural, feverish light.

“You win, Mr. Lee,” he said, his voice quvering,.

As he spoke a great spasmodic shudder passed over him ; and before the eyes of Lee and the
boys the Ameer transformed himself into—Dacea, the Dwarf | The hump appeared on his back,
he seemed to shrivel, and his face became hideous.

“ Hold him ! shouted Nelson Lee sharply.

““No ! gereamed the Ameer. ‘* You win, Mr., Lee—but never will you hold me—never will
you triumph to that extent!” :

And with a great frenzied leap the Ameer hurled himself with all his strength at the nearest
window. There was a crashing and rending as the non.gplinterable glass was forced clean out
of its frame. There was just a flash as the Ameer tumbled through—and then he had gone.

Nelson Lee swallowed hard.

‘* Perhaps it is all for the best,”” he said quietly.

ND that, indeed, was the end of the case.

A With the landing of the great R.A.F. forece, panie, utter and complete, reigned in
Balghan, The town was surrendered, and the British authorities took command, But
it was recognised by all that Nelson Lee, owing to his coup, had been the main cause

of the Ameer’'s defeat.

And so, after a brief stay in the captured capital, Nelson Lee and the members of his Detective

Academy flew off to England—back to their normal work. None of them was sorry, either,

Greatly as they enjoyed thrills, they felt that they had had their fill—for the time being, at all

I
events ! THE END.

That’s the end of that fine series, chums. Next week Nelson Lee and his “‘ cub "’
detectives are back in England—meeting with many more thrilling adventures, *‘ The
Two-Headed Viper! " is the title of next Wednesday'’s yarn—and it’s a real corker,
Order your copy of the Old Paper Now !



PRIMO THE TERRIBLE !

The Biackbirders'

Trap!

' HI1ZZ-ZZ! Thut!
A bullet whizzed by the ear of
Primo, missing it by about an inch,

and then burying itself in the soft

wood of a tree-trunk. Prsimo wheeled, his
face distorted with rage. Thiz was the third
time that day that bullets had bheen fired
mysteriously at him as he made his way
throucrh the forest,

His nostrils distended. With an animal-like
roar he leaped forward. The bullet must have
been fired from a tangle of undergrowth near
at hand, and DI’rimo

| made good his escape, not waiting to witnes:

the result of his shot. Throwing down the
tree on top of the battered undergrowth,
Primo strode off with darkened face towards
the village over which he ruled.

Tim Murphy, who, despite his seventecn
yvears of beef and muscle, looked like a mere
pigmy beside his giant friend, eaine to meet
him, and Tim saw at once that all was not
well. :

‘“Again they have tried!” said Primo.
““The natives have no firearms. It must have
been one of the Blackbirders who escaped

when I wrecked thetr

the Terrible did not vessel,  Would that
hesitate. No. 5: “ Edgar the Elephant!’’ you had let me smash
. Wihh } one mighty theim all to p;jlpl!” I
ound he sprang to- T o L : e Tim  strokec 118
wards a young tree The world’s Strongest man—so sirong chin. Something had
that was growing near  thal be can throw an d{?pf}nnj—}'bgfs to be done. Since
at hand. The next Primo had routed the

moment he had seized
it in his two mighty

hands., There was a
jerk—and  the tree
came out of the
eround, torn up

bodily by the roots! Then, using the tree
like a fHail, rimo begau to pound the under-
crowth.

He seemed to be raving mad at that
moment. The tree, wielded with a strength
that was superhuman, rose and fell, erushing
the undergrowth beneath it as a steam-roller
might have done,

Swish, swish, swish!  DBushes and young
troes were squashed flat by the intensity of
’rimo’s attack, but no cry of crushed
linn:anity eame to his ears, and Primo eventu-
ally desisted, The would-be assassin had

Primo! Exciling are bis adveniures;
amaging bis deeds.
thrilled by Primo!

Blackbirders who had
attempted to kidnap
his natives for forced
labour, several at-
tempts had been made
on the lives of both

Read and be

Primo and Tim,

“I'll call the village to arms!” Tim said,
“We shall have a man-hunt for the Black-
birders!" '

In a few moments the village was aroused.
The natives, armed with their primitive
weapons, fell in, with Wanga—Tim’s assistant
and interpreter—in charge of them. Then,
when the reason for the alarm had been
explained to them, the beating of the jungle
was commenced,

Primo—alwavs the first when danger threat-
ened—pushed on ahead, closely followed by
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Tim. The natives disposed themselves in
somi-circular formation, following behind, and
on the flanks of Primo and Tim. But, so
anxious was the mighty giant to bring the
Blackbirders to book that he consistently
pressed on so quickly that it was difficult
for even the skilled native trackers to keep
pace with him.,

The irackers avoided trees and bushes—
Primo went through them, bending them
aside as easily as if they had been striplings,
Behind bim he left a track of broken and
crushed trees and undergrowth battered down
to a mere mass on the ground olf the forest.
Hard on his heels went Tim, running in
order to keep up with Primo _

They had proceeded a great distance with-
out signs of the men for whom they hunted,
and every minute saw Primo forging ahead
farther away from his followers. Eventually
he came into a clearing, and stood for a
gsecond, looking around him.

Crack! .

A report rang out from the trees on the
other side of the clearing, and again a bullet
narrowly missed Primo. Stung to the quick,
he dashed forward with a bellow of rage, for
a thin wisp of bluish smoke showed whence
the shot had eome. Tim was close behind
him. Through the concealing screen of un-
dergrowth they dashed, and then

It seemed as though the ground had opened
and swallowed them! There was a crashing
sound, and the mighty Primo staggered and
fought to regain his footing. DBut it was in
vain! Down he crashed into a mighty pit
which had been dug to receive him, and after
him pitched Tim Murphy.

Tim fell on Primo, and broke
Shaken to the core, the lad scrambled up and
looked anxiously towards Primo. But, as the
giant rose to his feet, Tim gave a sigh of
relief, for Primo had broken no bones.

Then they looked around. Soft earth walls
enclosed them, and high above they could
see the s=ky, framed in a tangle of broken
branches.  They were prisoners, and their
captors had captured them as hunters capture
elephants!

The shot had been a decoy to make them
dash in that direction. Once out of the
clearing they had run on to a thin covering
of branches and earth which roofed the pit,
The Blackbirders had left nothing to chance.
The pit was too deep for the prisoners to
climb out of it.

And Primo and Tim knew that, robbed of
their white men leaders, the natives would be
helpless, and would fall easy vietims to the
scoundrelly Blackbirders!

—_— —

An Unexpected Ally!
PRIMU raged like a wild animal. Tim

drew himself back and squeezed him-

self against the walls of tho pit, for

~ Primo was rushing here and there,
shouting at the top of his voice, and fearing,
m the cxeess of his anger, at the walls which

his fall. }

ing with it the rest of the trap above.
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enclosed them. Every now and then he
attempted to jump to the brink of the pit,
but he merely fell back upon the ground.

They were caged and helpless, and they
both knew that the Blackbirders would take
o steps to release them, but would allow
them to remain there and die a lingering
death.

And then, with the suddenness of the
tropics, darkness fell, The night that fol-
lowed was one of misery and torture for the
helpless captives. It was bitterly cold, and
the dew soaked down into the pit and chilled
them to the very bones. Primo ceased his
ravings, and Tim attempted to sleep, but
sleep would not come to him. Throughout,the
whole long night he cowered there, waiting
for daylight,

The forest above was full of sounds, and, in
the dark hour that precedes the dawn, the
sounds increased. Tim jumped to his feet
as he heard above the noise of heavy, tramp-
ling footsteps—footsteps that seemed to make
the very ground shake,

He looked upward. Through the hole in
the roof at the top of the pit he could seo
that the first few pale flushes of dawn wero
streaking the sky. The heavy trampling
came nearer, and then, for one brief moment,
the light above was blotted out and all was
darkness.

The next moment there came a thunderous

‘crashing., Tim suddenly found himself picked

np as though he was a baby, and flung vio-
lently against the walls of the pit. It was
rood for him that this happened, for Primo,
his quick wits working, had seen what was
about to happen, and had seized Tim and
flung him clear of the space below the open-
ing in the roof.

Crash! Something tremendously large and
heavy came hurtling down into the pit, bring-
Tim
found himself buried under a mass of
branches, and struggled desperately to free
himself from them.

Eventually his head poked out from the
debrig, and the sight he saw made him give
an alarming ery. The trap had caught
another vietim—a great bull elephant |
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“Keep back!" yelled Primo, and the warn-
INg was necessary.

For, after its first fright, the bull clephant
had staggered to its fect, and was trumpeting
furiously and pounding the grourd wildly
with 1ts huge feet. Tim looked round him,
and saw that a branch, bigger than the rest,
had torn a hole in the side of the pit—a hole
just Jarge enough to allow him to squeeze
himself into it!

In a flash he was in this place of safety, and
away from the terrified and maddened
elephant, which was now dashing wildly
round and round the pit. But there was no
place of safety {for Primo, and the next
moment Tim was witnessing the strangoest
struggle he had ever seen. The elephant,
catching sight of Primo, and connecting the
human with the trap into which it had fallen,
had dashed at him.

Primo, despite his great bulk, was athletic
and lithe. As the elephant bore down upon
him he dodged, and the great beast went
headlong into the wall of the pit. Again and
again was this mancuvre carried out, and
again and again was the mighty bull shaken
by the impact of his rushes against the wall
of the pit.

Primo was breathing heavily—but, bit by
bit, the elephaut was weakeuning. And then
Primo decided that he had waited long
enough, and his opponent was more shaken
and less {it for the final stage of the battle.

This time Primo did not dodge very far as
the elephant charged. Ile side-stepped neatly,
and, as the elephant’s trunk whirled in the
alr, Primo made a leap and caught it, hanging
on to it like a leech, and dragging it down,

During his association with Primo, Tim had
learned to expect anvthing from this primeval
man., But he had t?eri'ain%}' never expected to
witness such a grimm battle a3 this that was
taking place in the elephant pit!

Backwards and forwards struggled DPrimo
and the maddened bull, the elephant trying
desperately to wrench its trunk from the
powerful grip of the superman, and Primo
grimly determined to exert mastery over the
maddened brute,

Every minute the light grew stronger, and
Tim, fascinated, watched with eager eves.
It ecemed impossible that I’rimo could win,
At any moment Tim expected to see the
elephant wind its trunk about the superman,
drag him down, and trample him underfoot.

But, though it tugged and tore, the mighty
bull had met its match at last! It was ob-
viously weakening, and Primo, watching his
chance, rushed in suddenly and caught it
by the forelegs. Tim =aw Primo’s muscles
and sinews stand out like bars of iron, and
his face was tense and strong.

“Urgh?' growled Primo at last, and gave
a mighty heave.

Crash! The elephant toppled over and lay
there, conscious now that it had met its
match, And Primo, a smile of triumph break-
i)ug'knut on his face, jumped lightly upon its
ack,
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Like a dog that suddenly knows its master,
the clephant made no further attempt at re-
sistance, but lay there, with a look of wonder
in its eyes. Like Primo, its rage had left
it, and its mighty bulk trembled as P'rimo
tooked down straight into its eyes.

Perhaps the animal beheld the look of com-
radeship in Primo’s eves, Perhaps it realised
that it need fear no harm from this mighty
human who had so aptly proved to be its
superior,

Primo leaped down from its back, and
grinned.

“Get up!” he cried, and made a motion
with his hands.

The bull seemed to understand him, It
secrambled to its feet, and stood thecre as
sheepishly as ever an elephant could have
done. Then Primo called to Tim {to come
from his hiding-place, and the boy did so.

“It i a bit of luck for us, eh, Tim!" said
Primo. ‘‘The elephant—see, he is my friend
now!” - And to prove it, he stroked tho
animal’s trunk, and the elephant seemed to
understand his words.

A sudden light came into Tim’s eyes.

“My hat!”’ he cried. A way of escape!
Look, Primo, if the elephant can be persuacded
to lift us with his trunk and throw us out
of the pit, we are safe!”

Primo Strikes Back!

RIMO and Tim staggered on through the

P forest, followed by the trumpeting of

the bull elephant, 1t had taken some”

time for Primo to make the animal

understand what he wished it to do, but at

last it had picked up Tim and thrown him
out of the pit.

Primo had patted its trunk and whispered
caressing words to 1t, and it had repeated
the performance with him. And then, as it
realised that it was alone, it trumpeted its
annoyance at thus being left by the humans
whom it had helped,.

But Primo and Tim had other work to do,
and they hurried on through the forest intent
upon gaining the little harbour where the
wrecked Blackbirding craft lay. They gained
thie rocky eminence which overlooked the bay,
and one glance was enough for ['im,

“As I thought!” he cried. * Look, we did
not smash up their boats, and they have got
them afloat, and oare evidently going to
attempt to make the passage to the mainland
in them!"

Below they could sce the Blackbirders at
work, The ship’s longhoat and two lifeboats
were being made ready for the passage. They
had been lowered from the wreck, and had
been prepared for sea, with their masts
already 1n pozition.

Tim and Primo saw more—for they saw
many of the natives being driven along the
beach. The Blackbirders were not going buck
cmpty-handed, Primo gave a bellow of rage,
and would bave rushed down to the beach,
had not Tim prevented him.
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“Nol” said Tim, ‘“'Wait a moment! The
Blackbirders are making the natives provision
and water the boats. I.ook, they are driving
them to the river, and back again with water-
barrels. I think 1 see a way of outwittidg
them |’

In silence they watched. The natives,
formed into a long line, were being driven
backwards and forwards from the boat, bear-
g with them water and provisions which
had been salvaged from the wreck. Tim
turned to Primo.

““Wait here until I come back!”’ he ecried,
and, watching his chance, he slipped away.

The boats were unguarded, and Primo waon-
dered what was in Tim’s mind. He saw the
boy go first to the wreck, and then emerge
from it, bearing the end of a wire hawser.
Then Tim dived overboard, and Primo did
not see him again until some time after, when
Tim emerged from the water and staggered

Primo exerted his mighty strength and
began to drag the jheavily laden salling
boats alter him !

back up the beach, finding a hiding-place for
himself behind a convenient group of rocks.

Then he waved to Primo, and the giant
hurried down and slipped behind the rocks.
Tim grinned and showed him the end of a
wire hawser,

““This was the strongest one I could find
he said. “I’ve made it fast to each one of
the boats. Now it’s up to you, Primo. When
they set sail, and try to get away, all you've
got to do i8 to tug on this hawser, and it’ll
bring the boats back!}”

Primo grinned as he anticipated the sur-
prise which was in store for the Blackbirders,
Then they waited. b

In due course the boats were provisioned
and watered, and the natives were hurried
aboard. There was a slight breeze blowing,
and the sails filled out as the Blackbirders,
taking their position in the stern of the boats,
ordered the natives to work.

Slowly the boats moved over the surface
of the bay, and then

Primo decided that it was time to act!

'I?
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With a whoop of triumph which made the
Blackbirders turn and gaze shorewards, he
stepped from his hiding-place. and slipped the
great steel hawser over his shoulder. Then
he began to trudge up the beach, and, as the
hawser tighteneazi the boats were dragged
backward.

Shouts of rage came from the Blackbirders.
They attempted to hack the hawser—but Tim
had made it fast to the rudder stanchions
under water, and they could not reach: it.

Despite the wind, the boats moved back-
wards towards the beach. The natives, as
they saw Primo alive and in the flesh, gave
a loud shout, and, as the Blackbirders strove
to draw their revolvers and fire at Primo, tho
natives flung themselves upon them,

It was all over in a few brief moments.
There was a grating as Primo lugged the
boats high and dry on the beach, and then
he and Tim ran down to secure the Black-

The natives, however, had already

birders.
done so, for, so long as Primo was near them,
they lost their fear of the white scoundrels’

weapons. And, before long, the Blackbirdeis
were trussed like fowls, and Primo and Tim
stood, grinning, over them.

" “Take them to the willage,
ordered Tim,

“And tell half the men to follow me,”
added Primo. “For we must release the
elephant whu*prm'ed to*be our sa]iutiﬂn.”

Wanga!”

The elephant was dug out of the pit, and
his first action on obtaining his liberty was
to seize Primo and Tim, lift them high in the
air, and place them safely upon his back.
Then they went back to the village, Primo
and Tim riding in the van on the back of
their new-found friend, whom Tim facetiously
christened * Edgar the Elephant!”

(There will be another grand story featur-
ing Primo, the world’s strongest man, and
Tim Murphy in next week’s issue of the
NELSON LEF.)
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Another Exciling Instalment of our Magnificent Motor-Racing Yarn—

THE IRON SPEEDMAN!

By ALFRED EDGAR
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“ Beal Stargic and you can drive in the big race!” . Thal's whal
Sieve Ross lells Jim—and 1his week Juin goes all out to prove bis worth !
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Jim Takes Out the Ross-Eight!

““yx'LL take the car around the track now!” Jim Ross waved a capable hand towards
I the concrete expanse of Brooklands track. “ And I'll make it do a hundred and forty
miles an hour!”
“You've never driven it before ! Steve gasped.

“I know I haven't, and I've never been on the track before, either!
“Bur I'll do the knots all right !”

“Don’t be a young fool; vou'll break your neck or smash the car if you—

“What's that matter ?” asked Jim grimly. “If I can’t go fast enough. we can’t win,
And I'm going to find out how fast I can travel—now !" He turned as he spoke, but Stevo
canght his arm.

“Steady !’ he gasped. **1 said that if vou could beat Lon Stargie's speed you could drive
in the race, and that o !

*“And that's what I'm going to do. Come on, Joe!"

Jun turned, and left Steve standing as he and Joe went running back to the paddock,
where the glittering shape of the Ross-Bight racer stood just by the little stand near the
ritls,

“Let's get away before old Steve changes his mind !” Jim panted when they reached the
Cir, ;'JYULI sit on the tail and I'll run her round te the pits, then you can timo me from
there

He slid over the side of the cockpit as he had done many a time while they were making
the machine rcady at the little garage in Woodburn. His shoes fell naturally on the control

" Jim grinned.

"
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pefvldalls, and his strong fingers wrapped about the thin, corded rim of the flexible stecring-
wheel.

““Buck up!” He glanced over his shoulder, to see that Steve was pow running towards
the paddock, shouting, " He's yelling for us to stop, or something. Shove her off, Joe!”

His chum hunched at the car’s tail and sent the machine rolling forward. Jim slipped
into gear, held out the clutch and switched on. A dozen yards Joo pushed the machine,
guthuriig speed, then Jim let in the clutch and the warm engino fired with a roar, shooting
orwar

Jim glowed and stopped to allow Joe to climb on to the tail, Ie sprawled almost full
length, fingers clutching the back of the cockpit. o

“Let ‘er go!” he yelled in Jim's ear, and the racer shot off at his call, swinging for the
paddock gates and rolling out to the conerete beyond, turning again to head up the breadth
of the straight.

“('wan, step on it!” Joe gasped, and the thundering bellow of the silvery machine’s
exhaust spanged furiously on the air as Jim trod the throttle wide open,

1t was the first time that he had ever driven tho car under its own power. The back of
his seat seemed to kick him in the shoulders as the Ross-INight acecelerated, ripping away
like something shot from a gun. There came a strangled yell from behind, then Joe was
punting into Jim’s ear:

“You nearly chucked me off, you mad ass!”

“Then hold on!” Jim grinned back at him, and took the centre of the track as its patched
conereto zipped under the machine’s threshing whecls.

The grandstand at the fork seemed to slide to mect them, then Jim reached for the
brake-pedal and trod on it preliminary to taking the turn round to the pits.
When Jim used his brakes, he really did use them. There came the wild shriek of stressed

tyres, the car slowed as though giant hands were dragging at it—and Joe slid forward from
the tail, diving headfirst into tho cockpit at Jim’s side!

“You potty fathead!” came his choking voice, as he struggled to right himself, while Jim
took the machine, half-skidding, around the turn, “Trying to kill me, or something "

“1 told you to hang on!” Jim grinned, as Joe came upright. “Look out, Sniff’s
watching us!?”

They swung towards the Acn pit. Lon Stargie had brought his machine in, and he and
Smff Dix were standing alongside it. Tho star driver and the tester stared as they saw the
Ross-Eight pass, with Jim at the wheel, and stop at the Ross pit just beyond.

“They can watch—wo'll show 'em something in a bit!” Jim growled, as he climbed out.

“Am I coming round with you?” Joe askeg.

“Not this trip,” Jim teld him. *“You can come round later on! Got any goggles?”

He left the engine runuing as they looked through the kit and tools which lay on the
pit-plank. Jim found a pair of goggles and he was clipping them around his neck when
Sniff Dix came strolling across,

“Are you goin’ to drive this sardine tin 7"’ he asked Jim,

“I am,” Jun answered coolly, ‘‘And if this is a sardino tin, it'll make Stargie’s car look
Iike a squashed tomato can!”

“Will 1t 77 Sniff sneered, then worked his jaw to ecase the bruise which Jim's fist hac
planted there a little while before, “What d’you think you'll get out of it 1” |

“Anything over 140 m,p.h.,” Jim said chnergﬂ]}'.

“Anything over—"" S3niff gasped, then grinned as he turned and yelled to the men at
his pit. “Hi, somebody go an’ fetch the ambulance, this kid's goin’ to break 'is neck!
His brother’s got the breeze up, so he—"

“Any more about my brother, and you'll need the ambulance!” Jim growled, and he
spun on the Ace tester so suddenly that the fellow leaped back.

Jim glared at him for a moment, then stepped towards the car.

‘T'he rival meéchanics watched him as he climbed into it. At the side of his ocwn Ace
stood Lon Stargie. His eyes were narrowed and his lips wore set in a thin line, while
the finger-tips of one hand drummed ccaselessly on the metalwork of his machine. Ho
st?odi tensed, missing no single movement of Jim as the hoy scttled down behind the
wWneel. g

“Joe, T'll go round oncq to get up speed, see? You time me. If I'm not lapping ate

- —

HOW THE STORY STARTED,

JIM ROSS, iron-nerved, daving, i3 a born racing driver. Mis father, now dead, was a star
speedman, and Jim iz following in his footstepz., The boy's brother,

STEVE ROSS, has just completed building a special racing car known as the Ross Eight, and
they take it down to Brooklands for a big race, which iz due to he run in a few days’ time.
They are accompanied by

JOE COOPER, Jim's chun, who acts as mechanic. Steve takes out the car for a practice spin,
and is easily passed by

LON STARGIE, the crack speedman of Ace Motors. Steve threatens to withdraw the Ross Eight
from the race, for he realises that he hasn't the nerrve to drive the car, whereat Jim says he
will take his place. ' I'm going to take the Ross Eight out now—and make it go faster than
Stargie's or any other Acel!” "“1If you do that,”” replies Steve, ' you can drive in the
racel " (Now read on.)
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140 m.p.h., you wave mo to go faster; when I do get round at that speed, hold both
hands over your head.”

“All right!” Joc nodded. *I say, don't—you know what I mecan—don't be too blessed
reckless, will you?"

“Don’t you worry about me. I'll show Stargie something now !”

Jim’s shout came through the accelerated roar of his engine as the car began to move.

Lon Btargie must have heard his words, because he sugdcnlt; turned and bawled orders
to his mechanics—orders that were lost in the powerful crash of the Ross-Eight's exhaust.

Jim Shows "Em How %o Drive!

IM wriggled himself low in his seat as he trod the throttle wide and sent the car
J hurtling to where the steep banking of a curve*showed in front., He changed gear
crisply, climbing on the banking as the machine's speed rose,

The whole of the Ross-Eight secmed to thrill as he himeelf was doing to the power
of the engine and the threshing of the wheels as they spun against the grey conerete.
Round the bend he went, with the banking rearing high above him; ho glanced at it as ho
gathered speed.

“I'll be riding up the top of that when I'm travelling all out!” he thought, and changed
gear again as he streaked beneath a red-painted bridge which spanned the track.

In front of him the concrete sloped from its banking down to a flat, wide stretch called
ihe *‘railway straight.” Practised Brooklands speedmen always rode as high as they could
on the banking which Jim was now traversing, in order to gather momentum for the
downward rush to this straight, along which some cars had travelled at specds well above
15J m.p.h.

Jim I;teiri to the middle of the railway straight. He was in top gear now and he wasn't
touching more than eighty miles an hour, but his spced was rising. Few racing cars havo
speedometers, but Steve had fitted one to the Ross-Eight, and it was calibrated up to two
miles a minute—120 m.p.h.

Jim cased the throttle open and felt the ear pick up. He saw the long, curving stretch
of the Byfleet banking falling away at tho end of the straight, and he thought:

“I'll do over a hundred wﬁﬂe I'm going along that!” =

The railway straight dropped behind him, then with a jump from some hump in the
track, ho was taking the curve to the banking, spcedometer notching up to 100 m.p.h., and
rising as the car went on,

Jimm grinned now. The wind was starting to whistle past the edges of the little wind-
screen, stirring his hair as it shot off the scuttle. He could feel the engine pulling
magnificently—and he could see the black ncedle of the speedometer switching its way on
around the dial: 110~—~115{—~120 m.p.h. !

And that was the last Jim saw of the speedometer for some time, bercause all his atlention
was now necded to hold the car.

Flo had heard that the track was bumpy, and he found that what he had heard was true.
I'lio wheels scemed to stamp on the concrete, and to kick the car up under him. The
front wheels twitched off bumps, so that he had to bore on the wheel to hold it,

Onee a bump shot him up towards the lip of the banking, and he saw the trees and
bushes beyond. For breathless moments he Lu%d the car there, then eased it down a bit,
while the speed rose higher.

T'he track came at him in long, wavering streaks, He saw the old aviation sheds where
the Ross-Eight racing camp lay. They went past in a wall of blackness, glamming back
the sound of the machine, He sighted the eurve in front, where the track turned to the
Fork and the replenishment pits.

Jim kept his foot hard down as he took this bend—and the ear tried to go straight on.
He hauled the wheel over, and still the machine seemed to want to earry him to destruction
amoingst the bushes and trees which edged the track. It felt like some mighty siecl horsa
which had taken the bit between its teeth, and again he Lraced his weight on the wheel,
to feel the fail slide outwards in the start of a skid.

He checked the skid, then had the machine safe in the eurve—to hit a bump which
scerned to make the car leap high in the air. It felt an age hefore the tyres stamped the

.;gc_.ncrﬂte again and he was hurtling on, with the Fork and the line of pits swooping to mect

im,

He had a glimpse of the Ace mechanics, and of Len Stargie—his ear had just left the
pits and was some wayv ahead—then he saw Joe standing, sweeping his right arm across his
body in a signal for Jim to go faster.

“All right, I've got up speed now—I'll show you!” Jim yelled the words into the gale,
and his right foot stamped the throttle pedal full down to the foot-grid.

The steep banking came at him and the ear mounted it. rising to within a vard of tho
brim, tilting Jim to a wild angle as it stormed around. Ho saw the broken ecdge of tho
conerete, the bridge ahcad—and then Lon Stargic's car. He went after it like a silver
thunderbolt.

The Ace was already travelling fast, but it might have been standing still at the speed
with which Jim caught it up, He saw the speedman glance over his shoulder, had a glimpse

(Continved on next page.)
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7 St FRANKSHE LEAGUE GOSSIP

The Chiel Gfficer always welcomes letters from his fellow members of the St. Frank’s League ; he

is always willing to help and to give advice.

Here’s his address : The Chief Officer, THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY, Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

Still Going Great Guns!
AST away your fears, chums. This
‘ “Gossip 7" has not appeared for the
last few weeks, bur let me assure you
that 1t has not “gone for good,”
Owing to the many new features which have
been introduced recently, our space has heen
vather  overtaxed, and T  was unable to
squecze moeven a few inches for our chat,
This week [ have just managed to get in by
the skin of my tecth, so to speak—and
having done =0, 1 intend to get down to
busimess rvight away. The League 1s still
going great gurs,  Many new members have
jomed, and many more readers want to join,
Some of the latter have pointed out that
the FEntry Form does not appear very
frequently.  This, unfortunately, 1s only too
true, but as I have already stated, space has
been very limited, I shall make a point of
publishing the IForm as often as I possibly
can in the future,

Cricket Fixtures Wanted !

LERE'S a cricket announcement, 7The
Higham " A" ericket elub, haithing
from the Gloucester district, requive

two fixtures for Whit Monday and
August Bauk Holiday. They are willing to
travel to Bristol, Ross, Cheltenham, or any-
where else within a twenty-nule radiur,
Thewr average age 15 ecrghteen. - Clubs in-
terested should write to the secreiary, Albert
E. Hull, Ivy Cottage, Over Bridge, XNv.
Gloucester.

Join These Clubs!

LEMBERS are wanted for the follow-
M ing four correspondence clubs: the
Overseas Club, (Lloyd I, White-

house, 34, Uplands Road, Hillfields

Park, Fishponds, Bristol); the Kiwi Club
(Raymond Dixon, 71, Boston Road, Mt
Eden, Auekland, New Zealand): the Para-
mount Club  (Colin K. Ford, 4, The
Ksplanade, North New DBrighton, Christ-
church, NMew Zealand); and the Unitec
Club (R. Meyer, 3, David Street, Marrick
ville, Sydoey, Australia).  The Springbok
Hobby Club 15 also on the look-oui for now
members, Noel D, MaeLean, P.O. Box 3116,
Johannesburg, S, Africa, i1s in charge of this

organisation,  Bernard Roson, Neardale
Houze, Middleton Road, Nr. Crumpsell,
Manchester, would also like to hear from

readers who arve . interested in his elnh.

Girl League-ites Welcome.

ORAH KISBY, of Saskatoun, Sas-
katchiewan, Canada, 15 very keen to

know 1l girls can join the Rit, Frank's
League. 1 should say so! Why, the
League numbers among 1ts members many

girl readers of the Old Paper. I shall look
forward to reeeiving a Registration Form
from you and your friends m the near

future, Noral,

THE CHIEF OFFICER.
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THE IRON SPEEDMAN !
(Continued from previous page.)

ot his dark features, and then the Ross-Eight rocketed past him, iis rear tyres tearing grit
from the track surface and slinging the stuff back at its rival.

Down the straight went Jim, and his blood was leaping in his veins,

The roar of the wind

and of the engine, the scuttering whistle of the tyres and the whine of the supercharger,

made a wild musie whieh thrilled him.

He saw the curve to the Byfleet banking at the end, and he made no attempt to slow.
He didn’t cut out as did everybody elze who approached it at more than a nundred miles

an hour.
fought the ear around the bend!

He kept the throttle wide open, piled all his strength to his hands and arms, and

It battled against him with little half-skids, seeming to seream as he mastered it and sent
it on, with the Ace far in rear—Lon Stargic staring from behind his wind-shield in blank
amazement at the way Jim took the turn and sent his car on, its pace hardly diminished.

Tho speed carried the machine to the very lip of the banking, and Jim held it there,
tyres spinning within bare inches of the chipped rim, where a bump or a skid would send

him hurtling to his death over the top!

Good old Jim! He’s got Lon Stargie licked to a frazzle-—but you can bet that Starvgie,

ruthless and cunning, will not stand for that!

Theve's plenty of excitement in next

teeeli’s stirving instalment of this fine sevial, ehoans !



41 ﬂrf{’a \*1.4 A O;\" IJ.;-'?‘ .r.ff’ft-l’ri-
The Laughable Larks of “iHuas he gone o L Loomed.

i 8es, sk, He bas wentb!” etied the | oys
TUBBY AND SLIM ! sioafliv. ““You will see hisa no more.””
- “Ha, excellent Jad<!” beamed their ]itile
(Contiined from page 5. goardian,  grasping  their bands  gratefuliy,
O, yoeasing their mitks, the boys each founed

PSP TTRET PRV R o tealtilisi notie R WNE 10 Lis paline,

s ! dparl Vi o1& +' b e
'.uni beetr draw: near the oper. wiudow, and | @i r]'_lb .- . ), By b
¢ o guest tumbied on to it m.fi rested iuﬂt",.,'n__.rtig goid o-i 10 ole Coorea! Losghwl
m:my head one tige pillow, It about five | s Lappily - .
dnutes the tised rean slepr, Indled into wneon: | el
clousness by the monotonou: tohing of the (Foel owt for avoler  Rhiteviaus  story.
sarm eloek, . ] foaiwr wa these twa wivth-makers, 1o oot

ween' s issue of the NYELSON .ﬁf:'?ﬂ'.:l

| ‘ LY@@ DOWN YO L(AP

Tubby desesnded and fourd '.7..'~ Lrother
':\nt“‘ a sl ‘.{r;‘gi l—.t_—: 1y !'1”1' L "rk‘l_]i_l."h
cere driven info the grovnd i H*h under-
ath thetr opon bed-roorn window,

“What's the game?” qgoovied Tubby
¢ aviously, %llee doill 2V _ Why be without a bike
4 Plosna it e wamsnnes et Y B B when you <can DRave
Précant ionary meagurees,”” sa 0 =hm, gvin this one NOW.

s “We don't owant him te break i |

celk when he eones out—not Jere, anyway.’” | A cuaranteed bike our f

briends will envy—vour, tor

“1iu, }l.l hat T see. I he a2t go after 't down and nothing o pay
Eois, welve falled mizerably,” for another month. 12 days :
- ; . S tree trial,  Money back if \
N ‘Iﬂ‘l {;Il: E'fﬂ'_f'tl :?I“'”. i ']'--':' 'I":L. 3 lt .Ilfi ffi‘iﬁﬂ.“SﬁEd. “f”.- 4 :I]-dllff
does’t wo after this, I sha'l Loocin to think tor fully illustrated caralogue !
g0 cau't take o binte Get his ot and seavt of modern eycles—1's trxe ,

to all readers

aral then be wevdn’s come in aarai

Unele's hat avd sgearf were dly placed on

e hilankad, .':t'm'c the bav- 3 ti=od Indoors, } !
Wirly 1]|-¢tl v if]\lr{;lt}tf\ 1]-1‘--1-:-'-‘-{1 h}tr :tl*n‘uit ; (Dept. B.SEL) " BIRMINGHAM Y.
Clae eulnnuation o W1y Pialrs. S The houne | " . -
cpproached they took up tlds <=oad near th:- A4 Y| :"‘. 1‘]’5{'“"‘1: -ALING T
soete of iu.'ju_-::-ﬂu;:: uetion. T - . o .
_ : =) i : s " J Compleie
“live mnoes 1o E—-’O,-”- ar oevreer]  Slimg HEIGHT'HGREASEDS ® Coursa
rocking  at his watel, and the (wo brothers ?aﬁﬁﬁﬁff‘;rﬁ?;wpm,_.;iIPf\E?JILﬁIE
coaned their peek- expeetantly. s, ., . -4 | THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS,
) : = ; - 1("fl‘ e Course 82+ post free, orf furtine
Suddenly o folnt moise bve'se o e stlenee of | arties. stawp.—P. A, CLIVE, Harrock
et 2 | Housé, COLWYN BAY. (Ist 190%
M isvirand iyt  Tow pdyyerd F - dam 1 b HﬁGIG TRICKS, etr.—Pavcels,-2:6. 8!6, Yentriln
_ '[.11“%’ -l Yere-ing! T tue alarin | | iiaet Tradamnont . invieghie,  Thitate lisid. Fioh 6.
Clars at work, Cienci, &t 1o, T W, HARRISON, 239, Peaton

ville Road, I.nu:.lun. N.1.

“RExi, wrwelel" the boyvs <heoated, amnd ws

‘:H.x spoke e Lody of theie saeplus relation FBEE PASSAGES ?.?r nun};tdfli E’ﬁuaﬁ;ﬁ.

atie Juwtling 1_1.‘.1-u.:_f_:'h *}1(.‘.I‘L"i-1'rllijl!'¢ WiBdOW | 3dua. . uee 35 i, Applyi-  ONTARTO
cud deopped wirh, a thud b Hee snspended GD?ERHHENT 3. STRAND, LONDON.

b e o reen
I. .t”.LLt lIL R _FI. BE TALLER " e 13 gl WV eovn b .l..,.II-[ ki
L i IR, R ey, W ey o My YV e , . R, JFEs, Moy weinigs FREE
Burglas! Five. '11"'-' b IO hellowed. BRI LK — RosE Reight

sl automatically  grabbing uo his <hat ;tmi mucnlﬂt Scarboarough.
sl I strugeled out of the Tlanket and | PSS ————

halted downe the luve toward: Tumbledown, | “ALL BRITISH”
sbamting frautienlls, . BOXER CYCLE.
Crood-lye. wnele ™ sereava, Slim, waving | Gunmm“dmﬂwﬁ
Li= handkerevief. Uncle Geor 2o heard the 55,—- b
velte, tmlltirned. and fhook his clenched fis ¥ Sl
ar the bovs, and then continw r':l his lope down | Ix’.!ff? % Poitook

the rond. 10~ last adverurs lwid wot hiin - Tubiag.
~TOgEY . - Cenuine Clincher
- . I Cord Tyres

' Ih;u sit 10's and 12 moutily payments of 4/311,
: GED 'I}RDB‘E & ﬂu.. H. New Brldbe 8t., London,'E.C.4,

Be sure {o mantmn THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Half ane Bowe later, Colire” Squint erent l
‘when communicating with advertisers.

Sartively inte b own hovse atel cimie face
tv face with his wards, - i -

I'rinted and puhlislicd every w -.]urxdn. by the Proprictorg, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleelway Hous?,

r “”“-"d{m Strect, London Advertisement Utlum- The Fleetway House, Parringdon Sirces, 2.0.4"

Registered for trausmission %y {‘ur .di.:u. magazine post, Subiseripiion Rates 3 Inland and Abroad, 11/- per ARnnim;

5'6 for six monthis. Bole Agenrs far South Africa : {‘-::HmJ News Agency, Limited, Sole Agunta for Ausirilia
and New Zealaud: Messrs, Gordoen & Gotch, Limlted.

New Series No. 8. Sy, March 15th; 1330.



