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CAP'N KEN “AT HOME."
ING OF THE TSLANDS raised
his head lazily from the ham-
mock, shgded his eyes with a
brown hand, and stared shoreward.

The keteh was anchored between
the shore and the outer recf. From
the reef came the low, steady boom
of the Pacific rollers; but the lagoon
within was smooth as glass, The
ketch, anchored in sixty fect of water,
stirred not an inch; her cabile hung
down as straight and still as a bar
of iron.

The hammock was slung aft, under
an awning that sbut off the burning
blaze of the sun. King of the Islands
was gtretched in it. Te was the only
white man on the ketch, and a man
he was, though his age could not
have been more than sixteen, and his
haudsome, sun-browned face was very
boyish. He wore duck trousers and a

. silk shirt without slecves; his mus-

cular arms were bare and brown, and
his feet were bare, thongh a pair ot
canvas shoes that lay under the ham-
mock showed . that {;e wore footgear
when he was not taking his case.
The five black men chewing betel-
nut forward were much more lightly
clad than their skipper; they wore
only loin-cloths, and mnot much of
them. But King of the Islands,
though his life wds passed mostly
among men black and brown, never
. forgot that he was n white man, and
on the hottest days, when the sun
wag like burning brass, and the sca
reflected. a blaze of heat, lie never
~descended to the native rng of tapa,
like so many South Sea traders,
His name was Kenneth King; and
his black crew called him Cap’n Een.

" “The' Modern Boy

Str.

of the Islands ” he was
the traders and beach-

But as “Kin
known to nlf
combers from the Marquesas to the

Solomons, The nickname had been
given him half in jest, but it had
clung to him, and he liked it.” The
islands were his world, and he had

never known any other; but the
islands  he Lkuew, and knew
thoroughly.

His eyes were closed ns he lay in
the hawmock under the awning, and
he seemed asleep; but his eyes opened
quickly emough as a yell sounded
from the beach, and he rhised his
head and looked to the shore.

From the cdge of the lage
dnzzling beach of white
powdered coral ram to a fringe of
palm-trees.  The beach baked in the
aun, aching to the eve. Not even a
Iand-crab was stirring in the tropiecal
heat; even the parrots were mErnL
But from the feathery sereen of palms
a running figure had suddenly burst.

Ken stared at it.

The man was a Kanaka, elad in
red-striped ealico shorts, the rest of
him bare, save for tho tattoo-marks
which, at a distance, looked like a
shirt. Only his thiek black hair pro-
tected his head from the blazc of the
sun. He was running as if for his
life, the perspiration streaming down
his brown face and his powerful
limbs.

King of the TIslands watched him
as he broke from the palms, and
watched for his pursucr or, pursuers
to appear; for it was plain that the
man was being chased. As .he
watched, he rapped ont:

" You feller Lompo!™

One of the black men jumped up.

“Yes, sar.”
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The running Kanaka was staggering
h

on the cora. beic -+ bah nd him
omnme o pursuing fluures with
spears upralsed.

The loud yell that had rung acros:
the lagoon, the fleeing #figure Mimi
and nting in the hlazing =un, had
not disturbed the black crew of the

betel-nut t was no busi-
ness of theirs, and the BSouth Sen
Islander gives no attention t& anyonc
else’s husiness, and very little to his
own. A man rumming for his life was
of un more coucern to the keteh's
crew than weré the mosquitoes that
buzred rownd

m—rather less, for
the mosquitoes ‘were bloedthirsty and
irritating, and occasionally a brawny
black hand would smash a dozen of
them with o mighty smuck.

But Lompo jumped up actively
enough at his skipper’s call. King of
the Islands never had to give an
order twice on board the Dawn.

“You bring my feller Winchesier
quick.” :

“Yes, sar.”

The black sailorman dived below
Mto the liny cuddy of the ketch, and
reappearcd almost in an instant with
the repeating rifle.

Quick a8 he was, King of the
Islands was out of the hammock when
he returned, and standing by the teak
rail, his face set and tense as he
watched the scene on the shore.

The running Kanaka was making
great efforts, but he was spent with
his exerticns. He was slackening, and
staggering on the coral beach, and
his breath came in great agouised
gasps,

Behind Lim, from the palms, two
pursuing figures had emerged.
were fuzzy-haired, brawny black men
whom Ken knew at once to be Solo-
mon [slanders—the fiercest race in

the South Sens.
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will thrill you!

Opening chapters of a story which

A yarn of stirring

adventures by air, land, and sea.

Their ~heavy, black faces
lighted up_ with murderous feroeity
as they gained on tlie Kanaka, and
their spears were lifted to stuike him
down as soon as thpy.deeW nearer.

“ Him_rifle;-sa¥,” said Lompo.

“Ken took the Winchester without
looking round. With the rifle in his
grasp, he watched intently.

Lompo looked at the scene with idle
interest.

“Him dend man, sar,” he remarked.
“Him make kni-kai along of Malaita
boy ! Him feller all up !”

Ken did not answer; he watched.

The running Kanaka was between
him and the pursuing Malaita men,
and he Lesitated as yet to shoot.

But the rifle was at his'shoulder,
and his eye glancing along the barrel.

Lompo looked at his master with a
trace of anxiety.

“Cap’n Ken no shootee,” he said.
“Malaita boy bad man—make enemy,
my word! Kanaka feller no belong
Cap'n Ken.”

Captain Ken smiled grimly.

He knew the native miudy too well
to expect any of his black crew to
take the slightest interest in the
Kanaka who was about to be
butchered under their cyes, if King
of the Islands did not save him.
‘Neither did he expect them to
understand in the least why he was
going to intervene.

Between the mind of the white man
and that of the black man there was
a great gulf fixed, never to be bridged
by muntual understanding.

Tnheeding the black seaman's re-
monstrance, he watched and waited.
The rest of the crew were now
staring shoreward, without se much

interest in the wild scene as they
might have shown in a scene at a
theatre.

“Him down !" said several voices at

once, and one of the black seampen
_laughed, na at a comic_cpisode.
- The Kanaka, eatching his"foot on a
" eoral rock, staggered forward, and
* fell ot full length on the beach.

He made an attempt to rise, but

. foll ngain, evidently utterly ex-
hausted.
Tond nnd savage sounded the

friumphant vells of the Malaita men
a8 they raced on with spears upraised
impale the fallen man.

Che :‘Modern Boy )
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Crack !

The field was c¢lear now for Ken te
fire, and he pulled trigger. The erack
of the Winchester rang across the
silent lagoon with a crash almost like
thunder.

One of the Malaita men was a pace
or two in advance of the other, and
it was mpon him that King of tho
Islands had fived, " The running man
ran on a few paces after he was
struck, and then suddenly erumpled
up and rolled on the heach.

The other halted.

With almost stupig surprise he
stared at the ketch, and the white
man with the rifle standing at the
solished teak rail. Hitherto, his eyes
ixed on his intended victim, he had
not even scen the vessel.

Ken took aim, but he paused. The
Malaita man whirled round to run;
and King of the Islands would not
fire on a fleeing man.

Lompo, in his excitement, touched
his master’s arm.

“You killee mow!" he exclaimed.
“Him bring other feller Malnita you
no killee !”

“Talkee too much
rapped out Ken.

“Yes, sar.”

“Giet out the whaleboat,” said Ken

along you!”

“ Yes, sar.” .

The flecing Malaita vanished into
the palms.

The man who had fallen to the
bullet lay still. He did not stir;
he was never to stir again of his
own volition.

The sprawling Kanaka lifted his
head, staring round him. He had ex-
pected instant death under the spears
of the Malaita men, and he did not
yet comprehend how he had been
saved. The tiny whalehoat of the
Dawn dropped into the water, and,
with two black men pulling, shot
towards the beach, King of the
Islands sitting in the stern with his
rifle between his knees.

KAIO-LALULALONGA !

EN KING'S brow was thought-
ful and rather dark as the
whalebont bore him to the cpral

beach.
The island where the Dawn lay at

7

Sir Alan Oobham, the great Britlah

airman, whose premier feat was his
flight from llgh::: to Australia and .

anchor was known to few, and marked
on no chart. - Whether it was in-
habited or not, Ken. did mot kunow.
He had intended to land in the cool
of the evening, hoping to light upon
a ndtive village and trade for a few
tons of coprn. That any other vessel
was at hand,” in that louely cornmer
of the Pacific, he had not dreamed.

But he knew now that there must
be some vessel anchored anlong the
coral shore. The Kanaka had come
from somcwhere, and the men who had
been pursuing him were Malaita men,
from the Solomon Islauds; and the
coral isle was five hundred miles from
the Solomons. It was unlikely that
Solomon Islanders ¥nd voyaged so far
in 4 canoe; and if not, they belonged
to the crew of some white man's
vessel anchored off the isle. Ken
frowned nt the thought. The coral
isle was hi¥ find, and hic did net want
rival traders there — especially a
trader with a savage Mnlaita crew.
Traders’ methods in outlying corners
of the South Sea Islands lhad little
regard to the law, and many n time
blood had been shed like water for
the prize of a ton of copra. King of
the Islands carried his life in his
hands, as he well knew, when he
gailed off the track of the big ships.

The whaleboat grounded on the
sand, and Ken stepped lightly ashore.
Leaving the black seamen in the boat,
he tramped up the shelving beach to
the spot where the exhausted Eanaka
lay.

The brown man had risen to a site
ting posturc, and he sat, breathing
in great gulps, as he watched the
white man coming up the beach
with his rifle under his arm.

Een stopped within a few F:‘cm of
him, looking at him keenly. The
Kanaka wys a powerful man, almost
a giant; mighty muscles rippled
under his brown skin. His broad,
brown face was good-humoured, and
there was already a grin on it. The
fearful danger through which lie had
presed had left absolutely mo impres-
sion on the infantile mind of this
child of the carcless South.

‘"“You white marster shootee deb-
blish good !” he’ said, ducking his
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“Ringof the Islands!”
- (Continued from page 7T.)
head to Een. He ke in the beclie-
de-mer lish is the common
ge of the Pacific Islands. "“Me
T you no shootee 1"

Ken smiled.

He rather liked the looks of the
brawny Kanaka, and certainly he was
gh;idt t he had u:;d ﬂm m:n the
murderqus spears ¢ Solomon
Islanders.

Thg Kanaka looked at him intently.

“Me kmow white marster plenty,” ~

he said, with respect and admiration
in his look and voice. “Me see white
marster one time on beach at Nuka-

hiva. White feller marster King of
Islands.”

The Xanaka rose to his feet, and,
taking Ken’s hand, placed
top of his black mop of hair.

You wantee good sailorman,” he
said. “You wanteo plenty good boat-
swain, Feller Kanaka sail along
white marster.”

“I've a full crew,” ‘said Ken,
smiling. “ As many as my trade will
carry, I reckon, But you can berth on

‘ ’ﬁ;ﬂﬁ‘ym‘/ £ Mt B,
AT %;,mﬂ lilr
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A messogs Lo YOU fram Sir Alan Cobham, writt:n the day previous 1o ihe start
o! his great 20,000 mles survey filght round Alrica.

the ketcli. What name belong feller
Kanaka 7

“Name Kaio-lalulalonga.”

Ken chuckled. z

He was well acquainted with the
lengthy and mugical names of South
Sea natives. Those names were gener-
ally cut very .short by the white
“marsters.”

it was cut down te Lompo.

Kaio-latulalonga grinned. He was

quite wéll aware of what the white

men thonght of the unénding ‘Aames -

of the Kanakas: 5
“Wlhite marsfers eall um Koko,”
he explained.” ST R el

vimnod Boa v Gt e Vtgrik&:tm?' %~ ho is_only, thirty.thaes 1k woll od of h
2 into RN i irty { “old—is well summed up in one ig

o maatetal Koko
nio-lalulalonga, ‘or a8 the
white men called him, t A
the beach to the \
(Continued on page 9.)
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" twenty-four hours !

His man Lompo’s name,
was Lompolukono, but on the keteh:

mped down € yby-nir in duwenty four hourt ! And Sir Alan is confident that Britain will prepare
at.F Keu - L LZEDT 3

: A brief chat about
: the author of our
: serial story
. “King of the Islands!™

The photo shows 8ir Alan

Co him stindl g on the toil of

the flying boat ' Sigapore "—

/ the very .atest |1 cll-metal sea~
pianes.

‘ROM ploughing  the =oil to plowgung the sldea! Somewhere between
those extremes the ordinary fellow sooner or later finds his life’s job,-

without & great deal of roving.” It has fallen to the fortune of rvery
few to travel so far or so fast between those limits as Sir Alan John Cobham—
or plain  young Cobham,” as he was when they tried to make a farmer of

him, fifteen years ago ! 2
- It was to gummg that the future champion of the air was pupilled
left school. A year of that was enough, aud young Cobham found &
City office. That, too, began to pail. Then came the Greaut War, and Cobham
promptly. “ joined up.” The
mﬁlﬂl—tnnhhqf years
in fighting zono
him for a commission in the
Royal Air Force. Then came
the real beginning of things.
* Demobbed,” he took up civil ¢
avistion—and found his niche - ¢

in life1 =
Ten thousand lo trusted
their lives &:;d h ga to the
young air pilot during .1919.
With all that human (-nr;?-h
singlo mishap! A

in pictures views that, exeept
from an acroplane, were, and
<till nre, hopelessly i ssible
to nman.

He flew round Europe—35,000
miles—in 1921, did pioneer work
in the establishment of a Spanish
air line to Moroocco, nnd when
that job of work was accom-
plished set off on another fying
tour, this time round Euro
and North Africa, covering 8,
miles. One of his records, in
1922, was a flight from Belgrade
to London in one day !

Then he began to do things in & manner fast and furious. He flew 12,000
miles over Europe, North Africa, F.m'{;nnnd Palestine, and added laurels to
Britein’s air fame by crossing the Channel in o light ne—the first
Later he fow from England to Zurich and back in

Britisher to do so.

Awards came thickly. He won the King's Race, gained the Britannia
Trophy and the Royal Aircraft Medal. And then, in 1926, he broke ev
record. for long-distance flying—from London to Cape Town and back ; an
three months later, to Australia and back, setting up the first record for the
double journey. That history-making Australia-and-back flight ended in
brilliant sunshine on the Thames on October lst, 1926, to the accompaniment
of the Empire’s cheers and the congratulgtions of the whole world.

Bir Alsn is now engaged on a 20,000 miles survey flight round Africa, to %
pm[ipure the way for a pro; - Empire air route hetween Cairo and the Cape 5
and to size up 1hnsm ilities of & lar flying boat servico from the Cape
to England. His § Singapora mﬁ:m is the very latest in all-metal sea-
planes, and has been specially lent to hirh by the British Admiralty.

The fine quality snd-dauntless optimism-of this great young air pioneer—. ¢

! :

he hi e timie when we shall ‘be able to cirelo the globe ¢

. and load-the way !
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{Continued from 8) !

after' 4 ‘keen glance
ringe of palms.’ There
e Malaita who had
black secamen in the

! You mighty ncar
kai along Malaita boy,”

npo.
makee plenty kai-kai,” said
seaman, ' who was called
3 n the keteh, because his
e name was too long for human
nbrance. *
o glanced at the Kanaka's greaf
mbs as he spoke, appreciatively.
ossibly Danny himself had joined
feagls of “long-pig ” in his time.
No makec kai-kai this time,” said
g alulalonga coolly. *“Sail aleng
ite marster King of the Islands.”
Washee-washee ! rapped out Keun,
he stepped into the whaleboat.

Mft?h and Danny pulled back to

9 Islands d on
the Kanaka, fatigued as
8- clattibered lightly (-'ué:ug]l up
The little whaleboat was
up again. ~ On the dazzling
which had- been Jifeless bofore
lic Kavaka Liad appeaved from the
Cpalms, there was now a stirring of
: From innumerable holes and
erevices  land-erabs  were  erawling
towagds the still form of the dead
L Malaita man.
Ken leaned on the teak rail, his
es - thoughtfully on  Koko, the
shanaka.
i “You ean berth on the ketch, and
pull and haul for yeur keep, Koko,”
¢ sgid. “But I reckon I want to
know what you were doing on this
Jigland. What ship belong you?”
“Him name Shark.”
Ken started.
“The Shar
son's ship!”

! That’s Bully £am-

" ¥es, sar.lr o

Ken knitted his brows. i

Bully Samson, pearler, blackbirder,
trader, kiduapper, and, according to
rumour, pirate, was not a neig‘hgonr
that King of the Islands wanted in
@ lonely auchorage.

“Wherc's the Shark now ?’ asked
Ken abruptly.

- Koko waved  his the

island. . 5
“QOther side feller island, sar.”
“You shipped with Bully Samson ?”
* Yes, sar, along Malaita boys and

Tonga Island boys. Me boatswain,”

added Koko proudly. “No commen

sailorman. Boatswain.”

“Then why havé you deserted

¥No savvy, sir.” ’

“What made you cut and run away
feller Samson’s schooner?”  asked
Ken, putting it in South Sea English.

“No like feller Samson,” answered
Koko. “No likee see white marster

yrisoner ou feller schooner. Mo try
elpee white marster prisoner, and

Buhy Samson shootee.”  Koko put his

hand to a gash that ran under his

thick black lair. * No shootec straight
like feller King of the Islands,” he
went on cheerfully.  “Me ryun deb-
hlish quick, and Bully Samson sendve

Malaita boys after.”

Ken stared-at him. .
© “You mean that Bully Samson has
a white. man a prisoner on hig
sehdoner 2 lie exclaimed.

. “Yes, sar.”
“Who is it ¥
“No  savvy.

soon,” said Koko.

hand to

an

Him

killee - plenty
“Me hear.

Tie

‘um to palm-tree and land-crab makee

kai-kai.”

“Aly “sainted Sam !”

Ken King stared questioningly and
doubtfully at the Kanaka.

He had lieard many 2 wild and
dark tale of Bully Samson, whose
schooner was well known in the South
Scas te be what the sailormen enlled
a floating hell.

But it was difficult to believe that
even Samson of the Shark was cap-

able of inflicking South Ses nafive-
tortures upon n felfow white man’

“You talkee straight talk along
me, Kcko,” he snapped.

“Talkee straight talk, sar,” said
Koko. “Night he come, Bully Sam-
son givee wﬁite man prisoner to him
jand-crab. Tie um to tree, and land-
crab bim eatee, piecee-piecce.”

Ken shuddered,

“But why?” he demanded. “What
name Bully Ramsen he givee white
man to land-crabs 2

“No savvy.”

“And you
cseape ?”

Kaio-lalulalonga nodded.

“Koko him good Kanaka boy,” he
said. “All samee white men. No
common Kanaka.”

Ken knitted his brows in thought.

He judged that the Kanaka was
speaking the truth; and what he told
was more or less in keeping with the
character of Bully Semson, the grim,
black-bearded skipper of the schooner
Shark. Samson was one of the
skippers who lived up to the old
ruffianly traditions of Bully Hayes
and the old South Sea frechooters.

If the rufian had some rival law-
less trader or pearl-thief in_ his
clutches, it was no business of King
of the Islands. But he could not dis-
miss the matter from his mind.

tried to help him

him call?” he asked.

“No, sar.” %
“What is he like—a sailorman-—a
trader ?”

©“Him boy.”

“A Doy ?? exclaimed EKen in aston-
ishment.

* «All samee King of the Islands.”
Ken whistled.
“English ?” he asked.
“Tinkee Australian

samee.”

“How did he get on Bully Samson's
ship?”

man —all

Pickee off wreck—eattle-hoat. Hia.
witlt ecattle. Carry long whip
Australian eattle-mans.”

s
like

Tha Kanaka rosa to his feet .
- and, taking Ken's hand, placed

it on the top of his black mo

o hair. ‘' White marsters call
um Koko!™ he explained.

fou no savvy what name prisoncy .



Australian cattleman should have
incurred the deadly hatred of Bully
; ooy o
was y reserved for rival coj

tmdegr:. and pear] poachers, e

“I reckon I’'m looki into this

game,” said Hem. * Ii’ Samson
isn't giving a white Anstralian to_the

land-crabs
can beat it, EKoko.

Kaio-lalulalonga went forward to
oin-the erew, leaving Kil;g of the

uds in deep thought. Kem Kin

had dropped anchor at that little un-
known coral isle to trade for copra,
and generally, when he was in the
way of trade, he dismissed other
matters from his mind. But he could
not help thinking of the prisoner in
the rutE!ess grasp of the sh;;rer of
the Shark, and his mind was already
made up to attempt the rescue of the
Australian.

if I can stop bim. You

(]

BULLY SAMSON!

CULLY SAMSON jerked the black
B cheroot from ih mouth, ‘and
spat on the deck of the

schooner. The burly, black-bearded
skipper of the Shark was wearing
nothing but a-dirty sarong, but he
ached with Meat in his canvas chain
He cursed the sun, and cursed the
sea, and cursed the island, with a
fluent and extensive vocabulary of
expletives. The black erew of the
schooner—Malaita and Tonga men—
eyed him uneasily, and kept their
distance, evidently in great fear of

the savage-tempered skipper.
Samson heaved up his heavy bulk
from the creaking chair and stared at
1a d

less mosquito bites; and the. .cosk

an roaches crawled over him as he lay.
- Samson P

Bully before him
and stood stating down at him with
3 grim and savage face.

The boy returned his look with
steady coolness.

“I reekon you find it warm here,
Kit Hudson,” said the skipper of the
Shark. -

“I'm not exactly freezing,”
mitted the Corns .

“Do you know what's happened to
that nigger who tiried to let you
loose ¢

Kit Hudson's brow darkened.

He did not answer; put the anxiety
in his face brought a jeering grin
to Bully Samson's black-bearded
visage. M g
“He got away,” said Samson, “ar
I sent two of 3., Malaita boys o
him. I reckon they'll make knikai
of him in the bush.”

“Y hope he’ll get clear,” siid
Tudson.

“You ean lay te it that he won't !”
jeered Samson. ' And if he did, you
won’t. I reckon I've got you Light.”

“You mneedn’'t trouble to tell me
that, skipper. If 1'd known this craft
was the Shark, I wouldn’t
you take me off the
she went down.”

Bully Samson grinned.

“TI reckon I was glad to sce you,”
he said. “And what was you doing,
working on a Sydney cattle-boat,
when you could find your way blind-
folded to John Chin's pearl island ?”

“I'm not a pearl-thief like you,

ad-

the shore. The schoon hored
in a_little inlet among the reefs,
scarce a mile from where the Dawn
lay; but the island was between, and
lava rocks palm-trees shut off the
view bn{oml the dazsling beach. So
far Bully Samson had no_suspicion
that King of the Islands had anchored
on the other side of the coral isle.
The schooner lay baking in the
heat, which drew a variety of
offensive smells from every part of
the vessel. P 2
The Shark had ecarried mauy and
varied cargoes in lier time, and every
secmed to have left its own
peculiar smell to mingle with the
rest.
The decks were dirty, the ironwork
rusty, the brass unpolished.
Bully Samson drove his crew hard
in his own way; but he cared nothing
for such thil as that. His ship
was the foulest in the South Seas. |
He. tra down ‘from the deck
into the low-ceiled cuddy. e
If it was hot on deck, it was like
an oven in the cuddy, and added to
the heat were the stale fumes of liquor
tobaeco .ﬂé()ackrmchu crawled
aunregarded, & myriad of mos-
quitoes buzzed and hummed.

In a corner of the stufly, dirty room |,

o -lad lay, with his srms and legs
bound wiﬂ;_knotudbr:g-.

‘Ho lay leaming against the
wall, in the angle of the corner, rest-
ilgl:ﬁa kead against the dirty wood-
work.

His face was blistered with count--

The Modern Boy

Bully Samson.”

“You could lay your hands on a big
fortune,” said . between Lis
blackened teeth. *“You ~mnke
yourself rich, and me, too. Sty the
word mow, and I'll take you om in

ual shares.”

“Equal shares in anothtr man’s
pearls? Not good enough, skipper.”

“Keep that talk for a Sydney-side
Sunday-school I growled Samson,
“It don't go down in the South Seas,”

Kit Hudson did not answer.
You’re keeping your meuth shut,
then 2" &

N Yeg

“ Lookoe here,” said Samson, with a
black scowl at the Australian. “I've
been !wkﬁ for years for a chanco
to lay ha on one of John Chin's
men. Now F've got u. If you
don’t talk, I reckon I'll find another
man some day who will talk. You
savvy that? But you'll be a dead
man that happens.”

No ly.
“You w these islands,” went on
n. “Arter sundown the beach

will be  crawling with land-crabs.
What will
a s at high-water mark P

“You've told me that before,” said
Hudson. “Whatever happens, you
won’t get me to help you to rob John
Chin.” :
-“A swab of a Chink!” growled

mson.,

“Chink or not, you won't rob him
with my help.”

A e
cuddy, upa -

whip from ricl table. It was
an Australisn - stock-whip, and Kit
Hudson’s eyes lingered on it as the
brutal skipper handled it. It was his
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have_let
oat when

n to a man tied to!

u kad. the almost)
uncanny of the Australian stock.
man in i it. But.it was

‘strange to the grasp of the Shark's
skippel:'. and he handled -it clumsily
enough, >

Wufth a malevolent glare at the
bound youth, the skifper struck full
at him with the stock-whip.

The result was unexpected, to Bully

.
. The immensely long wbip curled
in the most unlocked-for manner, and
the end of the thong stung across the!
skipper's own cheek, almost drawing
struck. 2

bl ag it i
ﬁn]ly Samson started back with o
yeul. “nie X
Hudson grinned. <2
Samson pressed his hand to his
burning cheek.
“By.

A ‘sudden shouting from the de
of * the ‘schooner sten—upted the
skipper. There was a sound of -plla?
ing, and of a man crawling up the
ﬂiid_e. A mfument. }l:wex a Malaita
drippin rom the sea,
hl'ul;)llih,g:uplx-urod at the mﬂ dobr |
It was one ot the Holomon Islande

who had hmagu. ain gursuit 0
r swang round towurds

The
him.

“You got Lim " he snarled,

“x()_ »il!".u

“ What ?” roared Bully Samson.

The Malaitan man trembled.

“No could help, sar,” he babbled.

“You let that migger get clear?
snarled Bully Samson, with a deadly
glam at the shivering black man.
‘Where's Kuno?”

::B.im dead ;"

oot ce |

“You ‘dog ! roared Bully
Samson, “There's no white man on
the island !"

“White marster King of the

Islands, sar,” panted the Malaita.’
* Him shootee Euno, him deader, Him |

4 on him b |
Bully Samson his teeth.
“You saw the keteh
“Yes, sar. Him anchor in lagoon.™

“By hokey : He's taken that nigger
on his ketch? And what did you do,
“you black lubber?”

“Me run, sar.”

“Take that, you swab ! :

The skipper reversed the stock-
whip, and struck at the Malaita with
the heavy butt. The black man

a crash among the cockroaches on the
Mloor. .
. “That’ll larm you, you swab!”
raved Samson. “As for King of the
Islanda, I reckon I'1l deal with him ¥

He flung down the stook-whip, and
buckled a belt round the sarong he
wore, and examined a heavy Navy
revolver before he thrust it into the:
holster, Then, paying mo furthe
heed to the prisoner or to the stunne
Malaita on the floor, the skip

the Shark tramped heavily up
deck and roared for a boat.
{F adventures giwail



