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The doorbell startled them. The manner was that of Inspector Kevin, but it seemed as if he had pressed the button with great anxiety.

"I can say with certainty, this bell is not a bell of well-being, is it?" Ryan spoke immediately.

"And if we delay in opening the door, the distance to this bell of well-being will only increase." Maxwell grumbled and ran towards the door.

"In fact, I think the distance has already increased a lot. May God have mercy?" Ella spoke, trembling.

At her tone, Ryan became flustered and he too ran towards the door. Meanwhile, Maxwell had already opened the door, and by then, not only the three of them, but Lady Janice had also arrived. They saw signs of confusion on Inspector Kevin's face. Seeing them, he spoke.

"Come on, hurry up."

With these words, he turned towards the jeep.

"Is everything alright?" Lady Janice became anxious.

"Yes, don't worry. We might not be back soon," he said, sitting in the jeep.

"You mean there's a chance of being late? That you'll come late at night?" she said.

"No, perhaps we won't be back for a few days."

"Oh," they exclaimed together. At the same moment, the jeep moved forward.

"What did you say, Dad– won't be back for a few days?"

"Yes, that's possible."

"Where are we going, Dad?" Ryan became worried.

"I don't know. Where are we going?" he said.

"Sir, what do you mean? What kind of talk is this?"

"Don't know what kind of talk this is," he replied.

"Wow, now that's a proper statement," Ryan said immediately. Maxwell and Ella glared at him.

"Oh, I understand. You don't want to tell us something," Ryan said, ignoring their looks.

"Think that if you like. Anyway, the truth is, I don't know anything either."

"At least you know where we are going right now," Ella said in a forceful tone.

"Yes, that's right."

"Then at least tell us that much."

"What's the benefit of that?" he smiled.

"Sir, what do you mean? Why wouldn't there be any benefit? What benefit could be less than our confusion being cleared?"

"Well, moving so far away from confusion isn't good either," he said in a strange manner.

"A strange mood seems to have taken over you today. If you permit, we'll also let a strange and weird mood take over us," Ryan said in a helpless state.

"Why would I have any objection? From my side, you can let any ghost you like possess you."

"There you go, we've moved from 'mood' to 'ghost'," Maxwell announced.

"What's this now, wait and see how far we go from here," Ella spoke up.

"But since when have you become an expert in astrology?"

"Quiet now. We are getting close," Inspector Kevin said in a cold voice.

"Sir, close to what?" Maxwell asked, surprised.

"Look ahead, you'll find out." They looked. They had stopped in front of a large white building. On its facade, in large letters, was written: Ministry of Foreign Affairs.

Inspector Kevin had just started moving forward with them when a man dressed in a green suit hurried towards them:

"Felix Cameron, at your service, I offer my greetings," he said with a bow.

He was a tall, thin, lean man.

"Felix Cameron, what does that mean?" Ryan was astonished.

"What meaning are you asking for?" He cast a sharp glance at Ryan.

"Felix Cameron."

"That is my name, sir," he said in a sarcastic tone.

"Oh, alright then that's fine," Ryan said, satisfied.

"What's fine?" he asked, surprised.

"I think we are all in a great hurry," Inspector Kevin intervened, perturbed.

"Oh, I completely forgot about that." Felix Cameron said, flustered, and then quickly added, "Come, come. Let's hurry. My mind sometimes goes off grazing grass, you see."

Now he was walking quickly inside with rapid steps, and they were following him. Finally, they entered a large room. On the other side of a big table sat the Foreign Minister's Secretary, Alden Yates. Seeing them, he spoke in an enthusiastic tone:

"Come, come. I was waiting for you with such anxiety. There's very little time left. There's no point in lingering here now. The plane is ready for departure. If it leaves, then we'll have to send you via a special plane, and that will waste even more time, so you must reach the airport immediately. Your seats on the plane are reserved."

"You mean you won't tell us anything?"

"If I wanted to tell, I couldn't anyway. It would be of no use," he said.

"That's good, then. Allow us to leave."

"Goodbye," said Mr. Alden.

"Wow," they said while stepping out. They quickly got into the jeep and set off.

"What is this, Dad? If you weren't going to tell us anything, then what was the need to call us here? You could have just said to go straight to the airport. The plane would have been ready there, and our seats would have been reserved on it."

"Perhaps, for some reason, the program of telling something has changed," he said, frowning.

"The matter seems extremely mysterious," Maxwell said.

"We were born for mysterious matters," Ryan said, making a face, and they smiled.

"But, my son, mysterious matters aren't so big that you start making faces," Inspector Kevin said.

"Well, that's fine, Dad, but something should be known about them. Take this matter itself; do you even know its head or tail?"

"No, the Secretary called and said I should bring you immediately to his office, and that's it. I don't know anything more than that."

"That's why I was saying..." Ryan stopped mid-sentence.

"What on earth were you saying? You stop mid-sentence," Ella said, irritated.

"If I don't do that, how will you get the chance to get irritated?" Ryan said in a playful manner.

"So you're sitting there waiting to irritate Ella?"

"No, our circumstances are quite good. Why would we need to wait for that, Dad?" Ryan said, flustered.

"Well, the airport has arrived, otherwise I would have definitely answered that question," he said.

Getting out of the jeep, they moved forward. An airport officer in a white uniform rushed towards them.

"You are Inspector Kevin, aren't you?"

"Yes, your guess is correct."

"Then please come. The plane is already a minute late, just waiting for you."

"Oh no, I'm very sorry," Inspector Kevin said.

"No, you don't need to be sorry. You were informed exactly on time. Please take this bag," he said hurriedly.

"Bag? What bag?" Inspector Kevin was startled.

"The Secretary sent it. You are to take this with you."

"Oh, okay," he said and took the bag. It was made of leather and wasn't very heavy. He thought it must contain some documents.

Following the officer, they moved towards the inner section. As they passed the area where checking was done, Inspector Kevin stopped.

"Why, why did you stop?" the officer said, turning towards him.

"Won't we be checked?"

"What checking are you talking about?" he said, laughing.

"No, it's very important. Every task should be done according to the rules. This bag will go through the checking machine, and we will also be frisked?"

"But what's the need? People like you, well-wishers of the country, can be counted on fingers in our country," the officer said, surprised.

"Leave that. I have a principle. I live by that principle. And my principle is telling me that we should be checked," Inspector Kevin said.

"I was just saying that the plane is already late. Higher authorities have held it for you. This will cause further delay."

"Where a minute's delay has already happened, another minute or two won't matter."

Saying this, Inspector Kevin placed the bag in the machine. They had no luggage anyway. They then moved towards the room where frisking was done. Two officers were present there, chatting because all passengers had been cleared. Seeing them, they stood up.

"Oh, you've come. Please go, sir, we were waiting for you."

"No, first frisk us."

"Hey, what are you saying?"

"Please explain, sir," Inspector Kevin said, turning to the officer who had accompanied them from outside and had given him the bag. But he was surprised to see that officer was no longer with them.

"Hey, where did he go?"

"Who?" one of them said.

"An officer came with me up to here."

At that very moment, a loud alarm started ringing. The two checking officers jumped and immediately ran out of the room towards the checking machine. They also didn't delay in going out.

The machine's screen was covered in red and was vibrating.

"Oh God, what is this?" one of them shouted.

"What's the matter, sir, is everything okay?"

At that moment, the sound of running footsteps was heard, and many officers arrived there. Military officers were also with them.

"Whose bag is this?" one of them said in a sharp voice.

"I placed it on the machine," Inspector Kevin said in a calm voice.

"You... who are you?"

"The last passengers of the plane – you were waiting for us," Inspector Kevin said.

"Take them into custody," an officer said to the military soldiers. Their revolvers were visible in their hands.

"There's no benefit in taking us into custody. An officer had come with us up to here. He gave us this bag, saying the Secretary of the Foreign Ministry had sent it for us. He wanted to let us pass from here without checking, but I refused and placed this bag on the checking machine. When we looked back, that officer was gone. His arrest is necessary. We are right here. I am called Inspector Kevin. Immediately go out and try to arrest him. He was an officer with a long nose."
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