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. swimming desperately

TO THE RESCUE!

ING OF THE ISLANDS stood in
the whaleboat, his handsome
face wet and tense. -It was

against his better judgment that he
had resolved to save Bully Samson
and his crew; but having once made
up his mind, he cast hesitation be-
hind*him. And there was no time to
lose; the terrified shrieks of the
‘Malaita men told

G

. 4 Ghok him sboard boat belong usl® panted Ken. ' Yes, sar!” grinned Lompa.

The whaleboat: glided
wreckage, three or fotir
paws grasped at the gunwale.
ping and panting, the black men
rolled into the boat. But if the
rescuc was swift, the tiger sharks
were swifter. Three black men rolled
panting in the whaleboat; four were
dmgﬁed up the low side of the ketch.
Another, with his hands on the gun-

Drip-

.
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Bully Samson was alrcady at &
distance.
Certainly the skipper of the Shark
had had ne expectation of
picked up by the ketch, and he h
struck out desperately im the di
tion ofutz:s iala:d. ; It was a desperaty
OF, I8 & hopeless attempt, i

?v?as Bully mgn
% only chance, and by

him- that- the tiger
sharks were alread;
Ken e

Hanako calied Hoko, who
. ", 5

ENK!NG,Mn_‘MdIhM,MMi ketch
coral-| - lagoon in the Pacific. He rescues'
tells Hen that he was bo’sun on a

crew could be scen

or clinging to
wrecked spars. Save
for spars and tangled
rigging wallowing .in
the waves, the
schooner  was out of
sight now, .settling -

ketch as
in hard

Cap "
him to be killed because he

chase.

Samson's schooner, the

, and that the captain had ordered
had tried to rescue from the ship an
Australion boy named Kit Hudson. Kit is to be ecalen alive by
the land-crabs unless he tells Samson a secret that the rufflan
ix anrious to learn. Hen rescucs Kit and takes him aboard the
afriend. They sail next morning, with Bully Samson
d Shark, strikes
a .Meuved,heeum,wtheenwhmimms
water. For a moment Ken hesitates, then raps out an order,
“ Lower the whaleboat!’” (Now read owm.)

the blue water.
“Feller shark ge
him!” repeated

Lompo.

"IP:HI" shouted
Ken. “You fel
boy, * Pull' Ii
thunder ! .
The Hiva-Oa
bent to the oars,

down, deep on the. g
sunken reef.

“You feller Kanaka, washy-wash
plenty quick !” snapped. Ken.

Two Hiva-Oa men tugged at the
oars of the whaleboat. e Test were
standing ‘along the low rail of- the
Dawn, with ropes to throw to the
struggling’ - Malaitas.  Koko; “his
hrown face - expressing - grim  dis-
approval, ﬂunf out a rope to a drown-
ing Solomon Islander. Disapproving
or “mot; ~Kaio-lahilalon| gad - mot
think' for a moment of disputing the
command -of "“feller, white, maarster.”

- The Modern Boy

wale, was torn away as he clambered,
and disappeared under the waves with
a gurgling cry. Ken stood and stared
round over the: curling - waves, but
of the crew of the Shark there were

“no more to be seen.

“Where's Bully Samson ?”" muttered
Ken. : 5 5

Lompo grinned, and. pointed: with
his oar. Ata v . -

* White- feller 'hj]m swilm um islnind
—feller shark get him plenty quick.”

Ken gritted his -teeth. T

6

.. head of

g the whaleboat shot n

pursuit.
King of “the Islands
Winchester. g LT d
The black fin had disappeared
Bully Samson was still swimming
utrongl‘y The whaleboat raced
through the water, the sweat runni
in sgreams down the brown skins
the Hiva-Oa meén as they pulle
Again the black fin glanced. in
sun, closer to the .swimmer. K
fired, and the bullet. glinced ,on
water, splashing spray over the dayl
ﬁ\my Samson, The swimmef:
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td eyes turned back and ook
i the whalchoat, the straining oars-
#n, ind King of the Islands stand-
riflc in hand.
EA husky ycll of defiance burst from
ruffian, and he swam on again
d ately. The skipper of the
ark did not understand that it was
psciie, and he did not doubt that the
Bollet that had gone so closc. had
aimed at him. Only too well

South Sea desperado knew what
would have done iu Ken King's
e; and he judged others by him-
struggled

He furicusly . to
ape, unconscious and heedlesa of
fearful monster now close upon

Fool I” muttered Ken again.

The whaleboat was rapidly over-
Lhauling the swimmer. But the shark
was closer

" There was a gleam of white in_the
n close by Bully Samson as the
shark turned over to bite.

Ken's face was white and rigid as
glanced along the rifle. Brute and
lly as Samson was, stained with
crimes of a lawless life in wild
, snclt a fate was too terrible,
Kén's heart was sick within him as
saw the gleaming white of the
shark® belly, and caught a glimpse
of the fearful rows of teeth, but his
‘hand was steady as a rock. A moment
ore, and the sharp teeth would have
n shearing through the limbs of

Bully Samson.

Bang !

~ A husky- yell eame from Samson, a

e B

- C.Hamilfon

The boy skipper of the ketch Dawn turns
a smiling face and ready
wits to peril Afloat, on Land, and in the Air!

)
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yell of piercing terror as he realised
that the shark was upon him. For a
second King of the Islands thought
that his aim had failed.

But the next he knew that le had
not failed. A wave of erimson dyed
the water, and spray flew like rain
as the shark’'s tail thrashed the sea.

Bang! Bang!

Twize again King of the Islands
fired, and each bullet struck the
hideous fish.

The: whaleboat rushed -on, and
Lompo leaned over and grasped the
collar of Bully Samson’s shirt.

“Get him aboard boat belong us!”
panted Ken.

“Yes, sar!” grinned Lompo.

The ruffion did not resist now. A
dozen yards freh him the shark,
mortally wounded, was thrashing up
the sea. Bully Samson was only too
glad to clamber into the boat with
Lompo’s helping hand, if only to find
himself a prisoncr there.

He sprawled in the boat, in a pool
of water, N

“Washy-washy um keteh,” said
Ken. “Feller shark him smashee bont
yon no washy-washy like thundeér.”

“Yes, sar!™

The Hiva-Oa men pulled for the
keteh, Behind the boat the strug-
gling, squirming shark thrashed the
sea with a noise like thunder,

Bully- Samson lay panting in the
bottom of the boat for a full minute,
and ‘then, as bhe struggled to ‘his
knees, his hand grasped at the knffe
at the back of Iy belt.

7
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“Drop it !” ~

A gleaming eye looked at him aiung
the slanting barrel of a rifle.

“You dog!” said King of,
Yslands. “I've saved you from the
shark, and I'm a fool for my pains.
Drop- that knifé into the sca, or I'll

send a buflet through you. Sharp's
the word ‘
Bully Samson - drew a  hissing

Lreath. The -knife flashed in the sun
as it was flung into the Pacific.
“ You've got me !” muttered Samson.

. “You'ye sunk my schooner-and you've
-got -me. -

But- wait  till my. turn
comes——"_ - He “grovnd ‘lis_ detli
“I'H get you,. Ken King! Tl Hunt
you through the islands~——"

“You feller Sanisen talk too plenty
much mouth beleng you ! said Ken,
with ‘a._grin..  “Stow -the cackle.
Samson, and, feel’ thankful' {liat ¥
didn’t leave you {a. the sharks, as
you deserve, you seum !”

And the South €ea ruffian sat in
savage stlence while the whaleboat
pulled back to the Dawn, and lie was
passed up the side of the keteh—a
prisoner.

AlTOO!

OKOQ, the Kanaka, fixed a grim
K look upon Bully’ Samson as the
skipper landed. dripping, on
the deck. His brown hand went as if
by instinet to the handle of the long
Malhita knife at the back'of his
calico trousers. Ien gave him a
warning lock. Reluctantly the boat-

swain relinquished the weapon.

“8'pose you no killy Bully Samson.
Bully Samsen him killy you bimeby,"”
said Kaio-lalulalonga.

“I guess the nigger's right,” said
Bully Samson hoarscly, with a ‘fglan‘
of defiance at King of the Islands.

“That’s enough !” said Ken curtly.
“You wén't do any more harm when
I'm done with you. Lash those
niggers,” Koko.”

“Yes, sar!”

The four blacks picked up by the
keteh already had their arms bound.

.The three from the whaleboat were

sccured in  the samec way. The
Malaita men submitted quietly, in
differently. With their arms bound
the prisoners squatted on the deck.
staring about them curiously, anid
already forgetful of the fearful peril
through which they had passed, and
of their shipmates whoe had gonc
down.

“Now feller Samson,” said Ken.

Bully Samson clenched his hands
eéonvulsively as the Kanaka
approached him, rope in_hand.

But the Winchester in Ken's hands
enforced obedionce, and Samson’s
sinewy arms were bound behind his
b

ack. ;
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Eing of the
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(Continued from precious mp!.]‘.

“That's the last of the Shark,” re-
marked Kit Hudson, staring back at
the tossing fragments of wreckige as
the Dawn glided away swiftly from
the sunken reef, once more before the
wind.

_ Ken nodded,

“A good riddance,” he said. “It
was in my mind to let Samson and
his crew go down with her, bhut—-"
He laughed. “One must remember
that one is a white man, even in these
waters. There'll be a’ good many in
the islands, white as well as black,

- who'll-be glad to hear that the Shark

will never sail the Pacific again.
Where did youedpick up that hefty
whip?” he added, with a glance at
the Australian stock-whip {ucked
nnder Hudson's arm.
scen that before,”

Hudson laughed, and jerked his
thumb towards the reef astern.

“Y spotted it floating amon
wreckage and picked it up.
mighty glad to see it a?lin;' he said.
“I had 1t on the cattle-boat out of
Sydney. You've mever seem an Aus-
tralian stockman handle a whip like
this P

“Never,” said Ken, ’

“Look !” said Hudson.

He slipped the whip into his hand.

Koko, ‘the Knnaka, was standing
twenty feet away forward, with
his back to the two white men:

A jerk of Hudson's wrist,
and the long lash of the stock-
whip shot through the air an
curled rounds the huge grass-
plaited hat “on the Kanaka's.
head.

The big hat was lifted from
Koko's head as if by an in-
_visible hand, and landed in an
instant upon the coamings of
the cabin skylight at Kit
Hudson's side.

“By gum!” ejaculated Een
in astonishment. S e
It was his first experience of
the. uncanny skill'of the At
{ralian Mf’%}.‘ %ﬁ

whip, ~ o

. Kaio:lnlulalonga started con-
vmy, and lg: hands went
4o his head to feel for the hat
that was mo longer there,

" Then he stared upward, and
then round him, with an
expression of ptupefled aston-
ichment ot his brown faece.

Astonishment gave place to
alarm as ke found that his hat
had utterly vanished. e

“Debble!” he gasped. “Debble get
um hat belong me!” |

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared Ken.

was a cackle ‘of laughter

haven't

the

There
{from -the blacks who had seem the

{rick with the stock-whip.
But Koko did not cackle.
deeply alarmed. He came

He was
plunging

& aft to Ken;, with terror in his brown

face:

“Little white master, aitoo board
um_shi; lorig’ you !” he stuttered.
* Aitoo_ lift nm head hel

me: Him feller hat gone !”

was '

fine gr , and
- Next week I will tell y

“Ha; ha, ha!" yelled Ken. The
expression on Koko's bewildered and
terrificd face was too much for him.

“What make little wlite master
him laugh?” gas Koko. *Aitoo
debble him board ship, him sinky
sllip.“ and we all make kai-kai along
shark.”

“You look eye belong you, yom see.” |

Hudson jerked the stock-whip,-and
the lash closed round the hat agasin
like the tentacle of an octopus. 4

The big grass-hat was jerked into
the air from the ekylight coaming,
and landed on Koko’s astounded

“Oh, golly I” gasped Eoko.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;.

“Him debble whip,” said Koke,

(Continued on next page.)

“ Hat comee back head along yom,”
said Hadson, chuckling.

“No tinky,” said Koko.
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THE CAR X-RAYED. ;

No. 4.— =
INLET and EXHAUST-VALVES. o ;
Wrm all four-stroke en- | '\ﬂs}m
gines there must be an >
inlet and exhaust valve

of some description. Theinletopens
to let the fresh chargeof gasintothe
cylinder; the exhaust to allow the °
burnt gas to pass out. The most
common type of valve, the mush-
room pattern shown :&t ‘f?o in the
diagram, is employet r both
“aide” and * ovo'r{i«d valve
ines. _ Thero ase, of

:!teeve, Eoubl;dmh

1/ eREE Y
St

STt mrak

The side valve is shown at B, withi it
component parts nameéd, and needs no further
Iat ion, but t! head valve may be
operated by an overhead rocker srmt .and
push rod ; an overhead camshaft and rocker
arm; or by a camshaft operating direct on
the stem of the valve. These types are shown
at C, D, and E, respectively. .

You will see that the overhend valve is
inverted and placed right over
the top of the cylinder, whereas
the nge valve is _to the

)«

thead valve is
rely due to the fitting of
letachable cylinder heads, for the .
reason that they con be easil:
fitted to a detachable e
without resort to special valve
cages,

T t clearance mesns the
8 t between the end :of
the valve stem and the head
of the tappet or rocker arm,
as the case may be. This

Typee of
inlet " o is very P
and because, as you all know, metals
exhaust ex; when hot, -therefore,
valves. but for this clearance, the val 4

j r would be prevented from seating

Tappet clearance should also be adjusted m’:{{um is hot, because
the- expansion -of & tappet i of

- eylinder block ; therefore, to set the ?nm when
‘must result in no clearance at all when the engine -
To grind a valve to s wﬁgﬁtﬁténihn:ﬁ;meﬂ the face of the
‘yalve with carb dum. or emery ler, - mi with thin oil,

X vmeoniumtiu.mdhymmof;umﬁvuphmdinbh in the
valve head, rotate the valve backwards and f the full mo b of
your wrist, - Now 1ift the-valve off its. seating and turn it half a revolution,
re-geat it, and carry on for st least five minutes. Finally, finish with a very
i indi fully wipe the parts clean.

how the engine is made to open and close the

valves at the correct time.
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(Continued from previows page.)

- staring at the-stock-whip in awe and
< wonder. - “Him aitoo whip' belong
you, sar.”

“Plenty big aitoo debble in um

whip belong me,” chuckled Hudson.
“$'pose you mo good Dblack boy,
debble whip him lift um head belong
you, all samee hat.”
- Koko retreated forward, still with
an uneasy backward eye on the
stock-whip, - which evidently, to his
untutored mind, was tenanted by a
“debble ” of unusual powers.

“That’s some whip!” said Ken
admiringly,

“I was mighty glad to get it back,”
eaid Hudson. “I’ve jerked a revolver
out of a bushranger’s hand at thirty
paces with this same whip, .I'd feel
safer with it than with your Win-
chester.”

“You've got eight prisoners on the
ketch,” he said. “That's as many as
your crew, including oursclves. What
are you going to do with them?” =

“Get rid of
them as soon as

ible,” answered

en, “I'd run
them back to the
island, but I dan’t
want te lose  this
wind. But we shall

raise Talopa to-
night."
Talopa !” re-

peated Hudson.
“A coral atoll.”
Hudson whistled.
“Maroonin

thewm 2" ¥
“There’s nothing
else to do  with

them unless
drop - them over-
board. It's Talopn
+or the deep mca—
and I've no doubt
they'll prefer Tal-
opa,”  said Ken
di

ryly.

The wreckage of
the S8hark was far
ont of sight astern

" now as the ketch
fled on_ before the
wind over the blue
Pacifie. The Jong,
hot day- wore to. its
close; the round,
red sun dipping to
the waves in banks
of purple and gold.

< oko was at the
helm. . Ken, sitting
idly on the teak
rail, watched
through the soft
shadows. From the
fore cross-trees
came the sing-song.
voice of a Kanaka
on the look-ouf :

“Feller  island
him sce,”

Faintly through
the starry gloom
loomed the feathery
fronds of tall palm-
trees.

welbe Modern Boy

“ Thunder! ' panted

BULLY SAMSON'S.LAST CHANCE !

ULLY SAMSON breathed hard
and deep. -

Above deck the starlight fell
in o soft, silvery shimmer. - Below
deck all was dark, save for a glimmer
from the ports. The swinging bronze
lamp in the ecabin had not been
lighted; and that, with the exception
of a Chinese lantern hanging in the
tiny state-room amidships, was the
only lighting fixture. -As the tropical
dusk - deepened on the wide-rolling
Pacific the shadows in the cabin in-
tensified to blackness. But Bully
Samson was glad when the light was
gone.

His chance was coming—the chance
for which he had been waiting, long-
ing, through the long, hot day,
through the hours of burning heat.

The frecbhooter had been tumbled
below into the cabin, but his men
were still squatting on deck amid-
ships and forward. With prisoncrs
as numerous as the ship’s company,
it was safer to keep them scparante,
bound as they were. Bully Samson
had gritted his teeth with helpless
rage as he was hustled down the

~

The long lash.of

9

short ladder iuto: ;hc cabin . out “of .

-sight of his mén.

Alone below, the skipper ‘of the
Shark had cursed unheeded, till from
very fatigue he relapsed into sullen
silence. -Had but one of his men been
near him, sooner or later an oppor-
tunity would have come for the black
man's strong {eeth to loosen Samson’s
bonds, and, once he was loose, lie was
ready to take the most desperate
chance to gain the upper hand. But
King of tﬁe Islands was well aware
of it, and he had taken care that the
freebooter was out of sight and sound
of bis men. v

The hot, dreary hours, as they
erawled by, brought despnir to the
skipper of the Shark. .

What fate King of the Islands in-
tended for him he did not know; but
he could guess that Ken would not
keep him on bonrd thé ketch with
his savage crew longer than he could
liclp.

That meant that he- would be put
ashore on the. first land sighted by
the Dawn; aund he was aware that
the Dawn was hundreds of miles from
a white man’s port. ' To be marooned

Samson. the stock-whip flashed and closed round
him, pinning his brawny arms to his sides,

2290



Ring of the -
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(Continued from previous pagey

on some coral isle was o better fate
than the sea and the sharks; but it
was a prospeet that made Samson
grind his teeth with impotent rage.
Many times during the long
trog‘i]cnl day.Ken, or Kit Hudson, or
Koko stepped down into the cabin, or
glanced into the stegy hatehway at
the man who sprnwlodpwith his arms
nd. Twice Koko had bent over
him and examined the rope, sus-
picious and wary.
7 But when night fell the skipper lay
in darkfiess. Y :

He had mg,;:ell nn_d. strained at_the -

rope round his brawny, hairy wrists
till his arms ached and his skin was
frayed and sore. = But he. had not
* loosened the “knots wliicli- Koko lad
tied with a seaman’s skill. |

But the skipper was stirring. now

. dn_the blackness . that enveloped the
* eabin of the Dawn,
. Cautiously, carcfully, taking care
" to ‘make no sound -that coixlcf draw
attention from the deck, so near at
land on “the little vessel, - Bully
Samson moved. v

Like a snake his huge bulk shifted
slowly but surely along the planks
townrds the doorless opening of the
Inzarette aft.

The Down was a little vossel,
hardly more than scventy. fect. Every
inch of space was fully used- in her
interior. The companion-ladder from
the deck. led down ,into n
which extended the full width of the
ketch. Forward of the cabin, a door
in a tcak bulkhead gave admitiance
to a state-room containing two bunks
—the ?uarlors of King of the Islands
and “his
Beyond was another bulkliead, separ-
ating the state-reom from the erew’s
quarters forward. Aft of tMe cabin

/ was the lazarette, . entered by. an
» aperture that lad no-door to close
17 = .

tﬁt_oren were stacked in the lazarette
—tins
of -trade - tobaceo; .
had’ gone”into  the
tiries that day under the prisoner’s
savage eyes, heedless of the ruffian
- sprawling, bound, in the cabin. But
Samsgon had not been heedless of the
cook. He had watched Danny slicing
ams  with -a_large, broad-bladed
uife, which, with the natural care-
lessuess of the islander, hé left | ing
on the sack when he had ﬁninh«{.

It was of that bare knife that
Samson was thinking as be wormed
Jis way towards the opening of the
lazarette.

He had little distance -to cover,
but his progress was slow; he dared
not make a sound. The ketch was
gliding through smooth waters, and
there was little sound from the sca
to cover his movements. Only the
creak of cords and eanvas broke the
silence of the tropic night.

Impatient as he was, feverishly im-
patient, Bully, Samson did not forget
caution. At any moment, lio knew,
+here might be a step on. the com-
pauion-lndder; at any moment the

“lazarctte  many

the cabin,"

new - comrade, Kit Hudson.

of biscuits, tins of flour, boxes 8:
nny,  the cook;’

land might be sighted upon which
he ‘'gucased thait he was fo be
marconed, and the - Hiva-Oa 'men
mi’f’t be' sent down fo' druf him én
deck.  Any moment:might see the
shattering -of all his hopes; .but -all
depended on caution, and he was
cautious, s . ;

Ho was in the lazarctte at Jast,
sitting up, backing against tho sack
of yams, feeling. with ‘eager fingers
for the knife. ¥ 2 is

His wrista were bound fogether
behind his back, and bound hard.
He could scarcely move his hands.
But hintloug. strong fingers were
free, and the knife was in {hem.

Then, with the movement only of
his sinuous fingers, Jie began to saw
the blade to and fro on the ‘rope.

- The exertion was terrible; the per-
spiration started -out all over his
body - in great drops, and streamied
down his gaunt face and black beard.
The ache in-his wrists and his strain-
ing fingers ‘'was almost unendurable.

- But.be endured it. .

Slowly, with maddening slowness,
pausing every: now: and then to rest
~the- fingers - that “almost- refused to
move, Bully  Samson sawed at the
rope, and lic’ garped alond when he
felt a strand of it part. =~ 5 °

Another strand—and another! His
wrists » woere looser mow;: . and - he
worked with more freedom. i Many
times. the knife had slipped, gashing
his thick‘h i bl
dripped wn - hist T8 - @8
worked. Byt Ye did mot heed: the
- pain.” He was working  for 'freedom
“and ‘vengeance; and .wengeance was
more in his savage mind than
frecdom. : y

The rope parted. G

Bully Samson lnid the knife on the
floor and sat - breathing hard and
deep, almost exhausted by lis cfforts,
powerful roffian as he was.

But it was for hardly more than a
*minute-that- he rested. - Seconds were

~precious’ to him , now. rom - aloft
‘CAme A SiNg-RoNg VO - woiee ¢
Lompo-at tha cross-trees, calling.t
Inﬁq_g‘ii’ . It ‘came to Bally

~and. warned him that
ime " was short, " He did not nced
telling that upon the land that was
sighted He was fo be marooned with
“the survivors of his black crew,
He thrust the enok’s knife into his
~belt, but he knew that it. was of
little use as o weapon in fhe struggle
before him. His men wore bound;
lie had no chance of relensing them
until he had gained the wpper hand
on  the keteh.  The + monient he
appearcd on deck he would be seen;
and he had two white men and the
island. erew to contend with, ~ King
of the Tslands liad spared Wis life
and saved him from the sharks; hut
Jie would shoot him down like a wild
dog in defence of his ship and his
life. Bully Sammon groped- his way
cautiously out of the dark lazarctte,
and acrosa the shadowy cabin to the
little state-room at the other end.
His movements were swift now.
There was no sound of alarm from
the deck; mo  suspicion that the
prisoner below was free.  Samson
could hear the low murmur of the
voices of King of the Islands and Kit

10..

o Laley.oyrintn_sthe: bload

A

A . like a
of these atolls.

Hudson and. the jobbering of the
blacks. He felt the ketch change her’
course a little, evidently to head more
directly for the land that Lompo had
seen from the cross-trees.. He
over the two bunks, in the hope of
finding a revolver. On board the
Shark, Bully Samson lad mever
turned in without a loaded- revolver
under his pillow. But there was no
istol in Ken King’s bunk, none in
udson’s. The.frechooter gritted his
teeth with disappoin rage,

In the glimmer. of staflight from
the little port, lie gearched savagely
through the state-room.

A snarl of satisfaction broke from
his bearded lips as he dragged open
a_drawer in a Chiuese lacquered
cabinet that stood hy the lead ol
Ken's bunk, and his fingers closed -
upon a. revolver there. .3

Swiftly le cxamined it; it was |
loaded in every chamber., j

He "had what ]m'mugllt now—a
loaded revolver in his grip. He was
fatigued, his wrists - bleeding and |
raw, his fingers aching, but_he kngw ;
that he could depend on his aim,
Two shots—only two—he wanted, if /
the bulletd' found their billets.  Kibg 3
of ‘the. Islands first, and “then the
Cornstalk. - ‘The Llack men would not’
raise a hand if the whitc men fell, '
He would he master of the ketch— -
master of the handsome little clipper
im_the place of the schooner he liad
loat—miaster of the cargo: guthered by
Ken mﬂ;'ht miming round the
HM “only fortune favoured him
now. ‘He gripped the revolver, )
crept back to the foot of the com-

nmion.  There he paused, to calm:
his throbbing nerves and, to listen.
Ken's voice' came to ‘hig cars.

“Keep her steady, Koko.”

“Yea, i /

“And that's Talopa?” Tt was
Hudson's voice, s

“Yes  Just o coral atoll, but
coconuts and wild pig in plenty, and |
water; and a ship comes this WAy

many hundreds
Bully Samson  will
have time there to think over his |
sing, and perhaps come to the con-
clusion thit lonesty is ihe best |
poliey.” | .

“At any rate, he will not get after
John Chin's pearl island again in a
hurry,” Hudson remarked.

Suinson set his tecth hard, grin.
his  hlack

ning savagely through
beard, as lie leard.

He sct-his foot on the ladder, lift-
ing his licavy bulk cautiously, with
hardly o creak from tho wood.
Another step and his head was above
the level of the deck.

There was a yell from Koko at the
helm,

With a spring Bully Samson was
on the deck.

FROM THE JAWS OF DEATH.
K!.NG of the Islands spun round.

*“ Samson !”

There was a howl from the
blacks—a howl of wild excitement.
All eyes, in the starlight, fadtencd
on_the bully of the Shark. :

The frecbooter’'s right arm - was |




With a hoaiséléry, *Bully;Samson
leaped forward, gragping at  tue
cook’s knife in Lis beft.* %" 74"

Something- closed round him, pin-
ning his brawny arms to his wides.
something that was like the tentacle
of & devil-fish;: that wound round
him, and' round and round again.
He staggered helplessty in the wind-
ing lash of the stock-whip, striving
vainly. to free his arms, that wert
pinioned  securely as if  in - dron
manacles. ¢

Hudson laughed softly.

“1 reckon I told you I'd rather
linve a etock-whip than o Win-
chester! I shouldn’t have had o
chance to use a Winchester.”

Him debble  whip " chuckled

talsed—the stars glinfed on  the
‘tarrel of thio revolver. \
. “He grivned savagely over it.
L\ “My turn, Ken King!”
King of the Islands stood rigid.
His Winchester was in the rack at
{he foot of the mast; he wirs w
jess. Hudsom, standing at hir side,
was unarmed—save for the stock-
whip under his. arm, which slid
mechamcnlly juto’ his” hand at the
. first alarm. The comrades. of the
¢« Dawn - faced the black-bearded
(lesperado, oud looked death in the
faco—death in the levelled revolver,
death in the suvage, grinning face
behind it.
“My tuenl” Bull{ Samson’s voice

B

groaked hoarsely. uess I warned HIBPANO- | L . 3 c
you, King of the ]shﬁlds! You for BUIZA § toko. ‘Him debble wh:lp kill feller
ihe sharks—Hudson for Malaita tor- i 27 horse- it samson plenty too much.

Bully Samson raved furious oaths
as e struggled with the stock-whi
e struggled in n: the
lash bound him like hoops of steel.
| lKen  picked up the revolver, while
the IMiva-Oa meun grasped the bully
of the Shark. Kit Hudson drew away
the stock-whip, and Samson stood
panting in the grasp of the islanders.
King of the Islands looked at him,
his grip hard on.the butt of the
revolver.

sures unless he steers a course in this power, &
ketel for Johm Chin's island. What cylinders.
about it now, you dog?"” French

He came on as he spoke, slowly, H make.
ialf-crouching like a wild benst
about to spring. Tn the dim star-
light, and  with his hands  still
numbed, he would not trust his aim
fill lLe was closer. The bound
Solomon Islanders, the Hiva-Oa erew,
watehed lim, with dilated eyes and
cxeifed, jabbering voices. Ken King

phale b - i LS s

looked him iu the face, facing death. F AR “I'm dempted to put a
; “You've sunk my schooner " Over COWLEY through you, you scoundr e
© the levelled revelver, Bully Samson's 33 Fobgas aid. “And,-by the Loly smoke, it
grim, black-bearded face grinned and ot you so mach raise a finger again
+  gloated. "I guess the Dawn will r_ylilllig:-g i till you're clear of my eraft, T'll do
serve my furn till I've raised the Br}lhll. oAt
pearl island. Why don't you speak, ) And ke South Sen ruffian gritted

you dog? Why don’t you tell me
£ you picked e up from the sharks,
and beg for your life?”

Ken's lips curled coutemptuously.
He did not speak; he watched,

The keteh glided rapidly on ‘fo-
wards the group of tall palms that
«tonil out black against the stars.
King of the Islands looked across the
water, at the line of foam on a coral

‘7 his teeth in savage silence.

k. with sct tecth and glinting eyes.
The ruffian, finger on trigger, gloated recf, aud a white beach hevond that
F over the two unarmed men who ymered from the night. The atotl
gtood at his mercy. He gloated—a close at hand now:
moment too long. Ken and Kit Hud- . oo mived my life; Frtg
S :"cre‘unar;e(]—h;l had seen ti:ul SBUNBEAM .,[‘ c;:'{i.,\,l‘ i“,:”:(‘l]u:"‘\-(l,::.(.‘ -I::(:,‘;‘Jo:,y
at the figst glanct—their lives lay in "::‘“'"‘ ip, too, that 1 value as much.”
{he hollow of his hand. To shoadt ‘power, Yo  ad ine,”  suid  Kit
Kinz of the Tslands dead on his own 6 oylinders. L PR 0 Eaver W Ll 4 2
deck, and throw him fo the sharks ‘ British We're guits.” .
SEr AT row Jum:Ag Ehe SIRFRC Fnakas The ketch glided on into the glim-

and ufter him Koko the Kanakn, anil
the Hiva-Oa crew--to foree Kit Tud-
p son by Malaita tortures, {o stecy the
ketch to the Chinaman's pearl island
—sucly were the thoughts in the
South Sea desperado’s mind,

Kit Hudson’s wrist jerked; and
as Bunlly Samson's finger wus
ig on the trigger, something
ible tore the revolver from his
fingers

mering lagoon of the atoll. A word
from King of the Islands, and the
Malita men  werp cast loose from
their bouds, one by one, and told to
jump.  Black man after man plunged
into the lagoon and scrambled ashore.
Another word, and Bully Samsou.
ohioutimg  wild onths, was dropped
over the teak rail after his men, and
went plunging to the coral beacl.
Ken drew a deep breath.

" MODPERN BOY you may mise nexl
as astounded as Bully Samson at the weck's stiveing instalment of Sir
sudden turn of fortunc. Alan Cobham’s magnifieent yarn )
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seen it, and for the moment he was by the radiator.

B ——

' As if endowed with a volition of its . .
1 own, the revolver cireled in the air, TRIUMPH “1'm glad we're finished with him.
and dropped crashing on the deck o super- Now. for the open sea, and the salt
fdozen vards from the ruffian. seven 1 wind to l:lkl‘" the taste of him ont of

“Thunder I panted Samson. 4cylinders. fi ow mouths,

He etood in helpless bewilderment, Beitidh £ On the beach of the atoll. u tall,
and a roar of glee burst from Kaio make. | Wack-hearded figure stood, shaking
lalulalonga. i« clenched fist after the keteh as her

"1[1"1& feller debble  whip, my ﬁ white sails glimu-d m;:] aard. Swiftly
word 1 ’ flew the Dawn, vanishing from the

i % sight of Bully Samson and his erew,

King of the Islauds panted. marooned on a coral speck iu the

en, o swift had been the ===% es— L - boundicess waste of the Pacific.
fla: o of the long lash of the stoeh- Rocognising care ls a fascinating
i (If wou fail to give your newwsn; ent @
whip, fhat even Liv keen eye had not @ D e the. aiftersnt makes e b iy, “orsies for. the
e




