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NO SURRENDER!

IT HUDSON watched Gideon Gee

approach
savage
brags ring in his nose.
crowded innumerable blacks, spear in
with excitement. The
man carried Jus life in his hand at
every step he trod, but his manuer
was easy; he had saved his head for

and
tall

land
the

K

hand, jabbering

thirty yeara on Faloo, through times white chief as a trophy in his canoe-

as wild as these. house were not lightly to be parted i
Hudson watched him for some with—and no doubt” Ta'a’ava was lhouses of the village.

minutes in talk with Ta’a’ava. bitterly enraged by the defeat at the

Then the trader walked back to the inlet and his failure to capture the juto the village.

water's edge and stood looking Dawn. Iudson hardly ceted the

across at the ketch far out on the Faloo chief {o come to ferms until he

lagoon.

The distance was too great for a
voiee 1o carry; and Gec evidently
did not care to visit
again in his boat; he had to make

itcloar tothe
blacks that he was
not on the side of
the DPapalagi
had come secking
the  treasure  of
Mafoo. He shook
his bead from side
to side to convey
Ta'a’ava’s answer.
The chief refueed to
give up King of the
Islands. Then he
hurried into the
bungalow, and the
door closed.
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who

Hudson set his teeth, aud his eycs
gleamed like cold stecl.

That it waa death, according to the
native law, to break a tahboo, he knew
well; and that the Faloo chief would
be keen and eager to obtain the head
of so well-known a white captain as
King of the Islands was certain. A
white prisoner to make “kai-kai " for
a cannibal feast and the head of a

w the -
Round him ashore.
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EN KING, known as Ring of the Islands, trading in the South
Seas in his kelch, the Dawen, rescucs Kit Hudson, an Australian
boy, from a rascally skipper. Bully Samson, who is trying to wrest
@ secret from him. Ken takes him aboard, and the two sail to the
island of Lalinge. Here they learn of a secret hoard of gold on the island
of Faloo, Ken decides to have a shot at getting it. Making the island,
the ketch drops anchor. Aecompanicd by Koko, a native, Ken scts
out on his search. Koko funks going forward, but Kenm goes on and
is captured by matives. The natives attack the Dawen, but Kit beats
them off. Gideon Gee, frader on the island, comes aboard to find
ont what the trouble is. Hudson sends him back with a message to
Ts'a’ava, the chief, thal unless Hing of -the Islands is delivered up
urharmed, he'll blow the village to smithereens. (Now read on.)
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1 knaw where te leok for Ken King!" said Hudson. ¢ Follow me, Koko!'?
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“Feller gun
chuckled Lompo.

Hudson watched.

. From the grass houses a mob of
natives poured, strenming away to-
wards the bush inland.

Hudson gritted his teeth.

He had hoped that the destruction
wrought by
bring Ta’a’ava to his senses, and that
le would be willing to yield up his
prisoner 1o save his village. But the
chief evidently valued *long-pig *
and the head of King of the Islands
more than lis grass houses.

Kit cnught a glimpse of the chicf,
with the brass ring. in his nose,
among the mob.of fugitives flecing
for the bush, He signed to Lompo to
reload the gun, clenching his hands
with angry impatience.  More and
more savages streamed out of the
village in frantic Aii%ht. Hudson still
hoped to see Ta'n’ava head for the
trader’s bungalow, to dispatel Gideon
Gee {o make terms—and there were
ne terms to which the Cornstalk
wonld not have agreed to receive back

Lim big mnoisc!”

, King of the Islands alive and safe.

But Ta’a’ava, the slayer of Mafoo,
senttled on towards the bush with the
flecing  mob, and disappeared with
them from the sight of the ketch’s
crew.

Kit Hudson's cyes blazed, and the
long gun roared again, sending its
charge of shot and ivon tearing after
the fugitives, answered by frantic
yells and howls,  From fhe grass
wuses smoke and flame began to rise;
the Faloo village was burning. If
vengeance was what Hudson wanted,

.l had it uwow; but he was not think-
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the six-pounder would

KU\G OF THE ISLANDS watched,

ing of vengeance, he was thinking of
his comrade. He had taken a chance
of saving the prisoner, and he had
failed. There was only oue way left.

“Lompo!”

“Yes, sar!”

“I'm going ashore. Kcep up the
fire so long as a house is standing—
it will give these demons something to
think about.”

“You go shore, sar, you make kai-
kai along King of the Islands,” stut-
tered Lompo.

“Very likely.”

Danuy and Lufu rowed the keleh's
whalcboat to the beach, and then
pulled back to the Dawn., Not one of
the Hiva-Oa men expeeted to see Kit
Hudson again, after he had stepped
on the bgach of Faloo. For the
moment the Cornstalk was safe; the
blacks were thinking only of flight
from the roaring six-pounder on the
Dawn.

He hurried along the beach to-
wards the trader’s bungalow, while
from the ketch, far out on the lagoon,
the six-poundgr roarcd again and
again, flingiug destruction into the
village aud filling the forest with
thunderous echoes—echoes that rang
in the cars of King of the Islands as
ke lay, a bound prisoner, in the Place
of Dead Men’s Heads.

-y

TA’A’AVA'S VENGEANCE!

with almost haggard eyes, the
light of the rising eun filtering
through the thick foliage of tho
many-stemmned bapyan,

Night had rolled away, but dawn had

-

brought little hope to the bLreast of
the boy trader.

Bound as he was, his limbs painfully
confined by the hard tapa rope, Ken
had closed his eves many times from
sheer weariness, and slept in snatches
through the night.

Every timo that they opened he could
discern the shrivelled figure - of old
‘Tokaloo, squatting: by the wood fire,
turning--ever turning—the suspended
Load that wes being smoked for o
trophy.

The old devil-doctor scemed tireless;
ho seemed to need no aleep, At all
events, ho was wekeful when®ver Kon's
eyes fell on him in the dusk under the
banyan, crooning to himself as he
turned and turned and the
smoking head.

Day came at last, and sunrays filtered
down through the innumerable Lranches
of the great banyantree,

Weary as ho was, and almost in
despair, King of thoe Islands looked
about him as the sun revesled his sur-
voundings more clearly,

In the daylight they were less cerie
and terrifying, but even, if pos:ible,
wore hideous to the sight. = |

Bones innumerable ~wero scattered
under the banyan. The place of taboo
was  a veritable charnel-house. And
now that it was light; Ken could seo
that many more heads wero suspended
from the branches,© Within his view
were at least six or seven, as well as the
one that Tokaloo was turning over the
wood fire and the head of Mafoo that
swung over Ken as he lay.

It was a place of death and horror—
well named, in tho native dialect, the
Place of Dea en’s Heads. Old
Tokaloo, withered, aged, shrunken,
hideous, might have been Death him-
solf.  His clawlike fingers were still
turning the head—the relic of some
bushman who had fallen to the spears
of Ta’'a'ava's fighting-men. The fearful
thought haunted Ken of how soon his
own head might be turning in tho smoke
nnder the talons of the shrivelled old
savage!

Hope thero scemed. none.

What had happened to Koko the
{anaka he could not guess, It was
likely enough that tho Faloo bucks had
run bim down in tho high bush and
speared hip Alive or dead, he uld
not help King of the Islands, Neither
could Kit Hudson help him. ¥ was more
likely that ho and the Hiva-Oa crew of
tho ketch would fall victims in their
iurn to the cannibals. XKen gritied his
teeth as he thought of that.

It was to this fata that Donlan, the
heacheomber, had sent him in his greed
for gold, .with never a word of warning
that the blacks of Faloo were expeeting,
and on the watch for, an attempt of
white men to uncarth old Mafoo's
buried treasure, But it.was useless io
repine. And King of the Islands was
not_ths man fo repine; he had conrago
to face his fate, whatever it might be.
But there scemed little doubt whal it
would be.

The crashing of heavy firo that rang
from the direction of the inlet soon
after dawn warned him that tho can-
nibals were attacking the ketch. He
listened in anguish.. Whether the at-
tack had suceceded or failed hoe could
not tell—till a reflection came to com-
fort him.

If it had succeoded, prisoners would
have been, brought to the Place of
Skulls, which obviously was the spot
where the Faloo savages smoked ihe
heads of their victims before sticking
them up in the canoe-houses. From that
reflection Ken drew the hope that tho
attack on the ketch had failed, and that
Koko the Kanaka had eluded his enemies.
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King of the
Islands !
(Uontinued from previous page.)

0ld Tokaloo glanced up at the sound
of the firing, but his attention returned
t0 the smoking head. He secomed io
hove forgotten even the prisoner lying
under the banyan. Ken strove again
with his stiffened limbs to wrest looso
the tapa cords; but the knots had been
too securely tied. A dozen yards from
him, leaning against the parent trunk
of the banyan, was a Winchester re-
peating rifle, which he recognised as his
own. It had been placed there after
his capture, and left. Ken knew that
it was loaded; his eyes dwelt on it
h\mg‘rily. If only ho could loosen his
hands! If only— .

But ha could not loosen his hands, and
his arms ached terribly with the strain
of the vain efforts. He ceased, and lay
breathing hard on tho ash-covered
ground. Iigher rose the sun over the
wide Pacific and the island of Faloo;
higher and higher. From the high bush
came the sound of wild birds innumer-
able, thoe cackle of the parrots, the
throaty notes of the pigeons.

Save for old Tokaloo and himself, the
Placo of Skulls was utterly (_Ieuttecj; of
the men who had seizéd him in the dark-
ness, end gono in pursuit of Koko, not
one had returned. But Ken knew that
the tabooed den of the devil-dector was
soldom or nover visited by any of tho
Faloo savages, excepting thoe chief, or
by bucks %n'mging soners or the
bodies of the slain, Like all the devil-
doctors of the Pacific Islands, old
Tokaloo laid a “taboo’ on his ratroat,
and surrounded it with the terror of
mystery.

How many wretched isoners had
that old shrunken wretch donc to death?
Ken wondered,

i‘i:ing the devil-doctor
with loathing. How many heads had
he detached with the sharp knife that
hung at his girdle, and smoked over the
wood fires of which the ashes carpeted
ibe soil under the banyan? Hundreds—
perhaps  thousands—in a long life of
evil? Heads of bushmen; heads of
rival tribesmen taken in war; heads of
shipwrecked seamen—at the order of old
Mafoo, King of Faloo; and at long last
the head of Mafoo himself, at the order
of Ta'a’ave, who had overthrown the
old chief.

Ken felt that he could have faced his
own doom more casily could he but have
driven a bullet through the old wretch
who sat erooning by the pungent fire.

The roar of tho six-pounder, boating
down tho grass houses of Ta'a’ava’s vil-
lage, startled Ken, and flushed his face
with hope. Old Tokaloo was roused at
last from his hideous occupation, and
disappeared in the bush, evidently to
watch what was tramspiring. Yells and
howls camg faintly from the distance—
from the direction of the lagoon. Ken
knew that the Faloo village was being
bombarded. It could not be the Dawn
—the ketch carried no guns; save,
indeed, tho brass six-pounder shipped as
cargo at Lalmfo for a Chinese trades
on Thursday Island. Ken wondered
whether somo new seeker of Mafoo’s
ireasure had arrived from Lalinge and
had begun by an attack on the village
by the lagoon.

But ho knew the report of a six-
pounder, and_ he guessed at last that
Kit Hudson had rooted the gun con-
signed to the Chinese merchant out of
the cargo and mounted it on the ketch.
His cyes gleamed as he realised . I
it was so, it was proof that the Pawn
had ercaped tho cannibals, and that Kit
Hudson was still in eommand of her,

The Modern Boy

Ol ‘Tokaloo came creeping back to
the place of death under the great
banyan. He caught Ken’s eager glance
and grinsed like an aneient gnome.

“Feller King of the Islands tinky
white man comee ,” ho grinned. “XNo
comee. Big feller gun on um ketch
sheotee. Papalagi no can come.”

Ha squattod by the fire again.

At intervals the gun still roared. Ken
heard sounds irom the distance that told
him that the Faloo tribesmen had fled
from their village on the beach, out of
reach of the *“big feller gun.” But
they did not approach the tabooed den
of the devil-doctor. .

But at last thero was a footstep on
the bush path, and a tall Ggure came
under the banyan. Ta'a'ave, the chief,
with the polished brass curlain-ring
gleaming in his nose, strings of coral and
carriage-clips clinking in his ears, stood
and stared down at the prisoner with a
gloomy brow. Tokaloo rose from_the
firo and bowed low before the chisf—
iho only man in the tribe before whom
the devil-doctor bowed bis bead.

'fhe two blacks mutiered {o
another in the
¥aloo, of which Ken understood but few
words—it was but onc of the thousand
nativa dialects of the Pacific. =

Ta'a’ava spoke in low tones, his voica
hushed b &n: gloow and horror of the
place of death under the banyen and his

lurking fear of the withered devil-
doctor. Old Tokaloo grinued and
showed his gellow fangs of teeth. Ken

caught but few words, and understood
fewer; but he knew that his own fate
was being determined. The chief's
fierce glances at him told him as much.
Ta'a'ava, infuriated by the destruction
of his village, and the loss of many of
his fighting-men, had remembered the
prisones, upon whom he was able to
glut his vengeance.

King of the Islands felt his heart
sink; but hiz sunburnt face showed no
concern. - His days had not been many,
but they had been spent in perilous
seas, in incessant danger, Tf it was
death, he knew how to face that which
he had risked more times than he could
remember,

Ta’a’ava turned to him at last. ;

“ Papalagi dog!™ he =aid, showing his
white teethr in a snarl. *“Tokaleo takee
head belong you, him head smoke in
fire all same Mafoo head.” He made
a gesture to the hideouns ohject that
swung over Ken. “You tinky comee
find Mafoo him gold. Head belong you

hang in canoe-house belong Ta’a’ava.
No till feast—kill-dead now.™
Kit Hudson had done his best, Ken

knew that. But the havoe at the villege
on the beach had hastened the fate of
King of the Islands. He knew now
that he was to have Deen kept alive till
the native feast came round, whenever
that might be, when “long-pig” fresh
from the slaughter would be wanted.
But the enraged Ta'a’ava’s vengeance
would not wait. The white prisoner’s
minutes were numbered now.

Ken made no answer; his look was
steady as he met thd cruel, gloating
eyes of the savage.

“What name you no speak?’ said
Tda'a'ava tauntingly. “King of the
Islands lost him feller tongue?*

“Feller Ta'a’ava him pig all same
]ﬁg in bush,” said Ken. “ Bimeby
white feller shoot Ta'a’ava samo other
pig.”

‘Ta’a’ava’s eyes blazed.

He gripped the spear Lo carvied "in
his haud, as if about to plunge it inio
the breast of the prisoner at his feet.

Bat he dropped the butt of the spear
tothe ground again, and grinned
evilly.

“Fellor King of the Tslands likee kill-

8

ongg knife, 3
Melanesian dialect o? King of the Islands involuntarily |

&

dead plenty foo much quick,” ;
rinped, “Ta'a’ave savey. No kill-
ead  plenty = quick—kill-dead pleniy
taw, Tokaloo him kil-dead longtime.”
He stepped back and, resting on bis
spesr, made a sign {o the devil-doctor. i
Old Takaloo came erecping forward.
Hi: foul hands, grimed with «moke %

. and blood, grasped Cing of tho Islends,

and lifted him o a sitting posture, He
bared the boy trader’s neck, and vana
bony Bnger yound it, as if sclecting the
circle his knife was to foll His
withered old mask of a facc was full
of unhaoly glee. King of the Islands -
sat motionless, and though he would *
not allow fear to show in his face, his
faco grow deadly pale, and a shudder
ran through him at the touch of the §
old, cold finger. b
[Fhrice ibat bony finger traced round
his neek, the devil-doctor evidently
enjoying the horror of the helples
victim. Then, with a charred ember |
from the 6Gre, Tokaloo drew a a
on the sunburnt skin, complotely round |
tho meck. Then, at last, he bared hit S

bis eyes.

On his skin, which prickled to the
contact, he felt the keen edgo of the
knife traving round his throat.

But the edge did not trate {he
skin. At that moment, King of the
Islands tasted death: but de_zci did not

come. His eyes opened again, bo

the -grinming, gloating glanes o
Te'a’ava and the horrible grin of
Tokaloo, E

“No kill-dead said
Ta'a'ava,
Again the knifc traced vound the boy
trader’s neck, and again it did not
pierca.
King of tho Islands was while a5
chalk now, and his breath camo i
[mnin;; gasps.  The torture of suspense
wrought omt the perspiration in thick
drops on hiz brow.
Tokaloo chuckled huskily.
“Feller King of the Islands pleniy
flaid i* he eroaked.
A grimmer look came aver his
like face, and his claws took a harder
arip on the coral handle of the knife. |
It did not escape King of the Tsl
and he knew thai the next ciw!injf
the blade would cut into his
‘Fokaloo raised his hand again, and the
knife glinted in the sun-rays fil 1
through the foliage overhead. miﬁ
devil-doctor  staried  back

then——
tottering, stuttering with

plenty quick "

The old
and terror; as something
plucked the knife from his grasp, star
ing with unbelieving eyes at the elag:
like fingers that no . longer -leld &
weapon. 1

TO THE RESCUE!
“ OR DIOS! I guess that feller
P door sticks shut.” ;

Gideon Gee, the trader

Faloo, muttered in  three

guages as the knock came at the door

of his bungalow, -

he door was lolted;
shuttered,

Withi

the wi

Gideon Gen moved resth
about, w a rifle under his arm,
revoelver k in his belt, till {he ke
ecame; and then he halted, and pes
from a shutter, and watched Kit

son, standing on the step of eru

Va.

The hali-Yankee, Dhali-Portug
mixed with Kanaka. had “no use”
Kit Hudson just then, as le w
have expressed it in ope of hiy naf
languages. ;
Bribes of ‘tobacco sticks and cases
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on friendly terms
whatsoever might
But those

kept Gideon Gee
the islanders,
en to other white men.

do as_he threalened; and Gee did not
like the look of tho Australisn stock-
whip that Hudsen

carried under his

1is
thal e was not nlways recogmsed as &
white man. and Hudson’s words had &

His blood was so mixed, and

bly.
burnl so dark by tropic suns,

skin

orms \wredpr:c:]lriouls i;l days ofngcite- arm.
at; and Feloo had wever been so I guess you can speak to me through rather grateful sound to his dusky ea
dly excited as by the bombardment the feller winder,” said Gideon Gee at “ Boun!b'l guess that's 0.K. | But)f ain
long the lagoon by the last. in’L opening that  durned chipping in, you savvy—plenty too mueh
on board the ketch Dawn. door, not by & jugful. Por Dios! The copra in my sheds for me to risk it,
senhor.  What

houses Wwere going up in
smokc and flame, and the natives had
; Hiva-Os crew
on the ketch, standing far out in the
Jagoon, were still pounding away with
gun, hurling crashing charges of
od 1ron and buckshot into the bush
after the fugitives,
b Gidoon Gee trombled for his copra
 warehouses and his steres of pearlshel]
if ot for his life; in their rage an
fury, the Faloo blacks might tarn on
b him, as he know, or at least on his
]H:OEH*FV No doubt his sympathies were
With the white men, with King of the
Tslands, & prisoner AMONgE
the cannibals, and with Kit
Hudson, who was seeking
}is comrade in the very
L jaws of .death. But busi-
pess - considerations me
st with Gideon Ge
. d}llﬂl lived thirt
on cannibal island Dy
Callowing. his. sympathies to
gain the upper hand ef his
b pusivess instinets.
| S0 he did not approach
the door, ‘and Kit Huds
L knocked again and agni.
and received po answer.
Ta'a’ava wonld mot
lightly turn on the teader,
from whom he drew n reg
of sticks of tobmcco aw
and trade-goods—to whoni, indeed, e
L owed the magnificent ornament  that
' decorated his nose. 1f Gee was killed
in an outbreak of the savages, no other
trader was likely to settle on Faloo, and
| the loss would far outweigh the value of
Gee's head hanging in a canoc-house,
But if the trader took the side of the
white men wheo bad handled Ta'a’ava’s
eannibal crew so soverely, all those con-
siderations would be forgotten, an
Ta'a’zva would think only of reverge.
%o Gideon Gee intended to keep gquite
. dear of the conflict—and to make it
[ plain to tho savages that he was keep-
- ng cleaT.
L %um‘-ki knock !
Gideon Gee shrugged his shoulders.
The Cornstalk could knock ns long &s
e liked—or until zn arrow from the
| push pierced him between the shoulders
from behind.

r frvewe
uare-face

Gideon Gee intended to
have nothing to do with him.

Crash!

Kit Hudson drove
agsinst the door.

Gee grinned.

his boot savagely

The door was strong—no snilorman
could have kicked it in. Gee lighted #
cheroot, while Hudson  kicked and

kicked again.

But Gee wa
. moant busin
throwing away
in landing in Faloo 10
Tslands smid countless foes,
savagely exasperated. He
Tikely fo stand on cercony

dealing with a man who
Kit THudson was
tiis life, as _he knew,
week King of the
sll now
was not
with the

ader.

“Yon feller inside!” he shouted
fiercelv. “ You Gee, open the door—
want to talk to you.”

No answer.

“You cringing

swalb ! yoared Hud-

swn. “Speak, yon dog, or T'll feteh up
b o lump of coral and beat your durned
- door into splinters, and then hide you
with my stock-whip till vou're marked
like a (attoocd nigger:”

Gideon Gee broke his silence at last
Unless he was picked off by an arrow
£ or & spear, the young Ausiralian could

o 2R 1. B...

niggers
minutes

with_you, I tell you, you're putting
my

complaint.

would be smoking my head ten
alter, if they saw mo gamming
Lead in danger, as well us
ra, by coming here.”

won Gee's voice rose in indignant

my

“You come to 1his here istaud kicking

Kit sent
him across the tace, causing him to

“You ask

up u shindy!” he went on.
Dios! T

for it, and you get it! Por
Kuess you can sure leave me out of it!
You get me? Bom! Whal name y
mix me up along your feller business "

There was justice in what the trader
«sid. and his queer mixture of three
languages—American, Portuguesc, and
beche-de-mer English—was so odd that
Hudson could hardly suppress a smile,
in spite of his angry cxcitement. He
answered the trader nore eivilly
through the shuttered window.

% Keep your door shut if you lik

said, I want you fo tip me wh
look for King of the Islands. You know
this island ; 1t's strange to me. A white

1an m‘nxln 10 staud by another in & fix

like this.”

“Pom " more

Cideon  Gee,

9

said

But I'll put you wise,
you want to savvyf”

of those black demons,
that's taboo, in the bush. I'm sleering
straight there. I want you to give me
u course.”

the tash of his stock-wnip curling

“King of tho Islands is in the hands
at some place

“Your hesd will smole along head

towards the native. it caught
drop his spear and ree! backwards.
hetong King of the Islands if you buit
in at old Tokaloo’s den.”

“1t's my head, not yours!” roared
Hudson. * I'm asking you for informa-
tion, not for advice !”

“Keep cool,” advised Gideon Gee. “I
guess I'il hand out the news. You want
fo hit the bush path that runs from the
village inland—you cap’t miss it if
vou've feller eyes in your head. Right
Ty the big bread-fruit tree I guess
vou'll find plenty niggers around.”

“Hang the niggers! Ii I Follow the
bash path—"

“1 guess it will lead you right to the
taboo place—tho Place of Dead Men's
Heads. You hit a big banyan, with
Leads hanging from the iranchos. Your
own Teller head will hang with the rest
woon. I gaess it's under & mile.”
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(Continued from precvious page.)

“You don’t want to take a gun and
come along and help "

“I guoss not!” said Gideon Gee.
“Faller head belong me too valuable,
senhar. You hook it—sec? Sooner you
vamoose, sooner my head’s safe on my
feller should

Hudson
replying.

Ho had his bearings now, and that
was all he wanted,

Gideon Gee watched him from a chink
in the—shuiter as ho strode away. A
Faloo man, lurking by Gee's fence,
leaped suddenly into view, with up-
raised spear. Gideon eaught his breath.
For a moment he reached at his rifle,
but he did not touch it. One half of
his mixed blood prompted him to shoot
down the savage and eave the whito
man, the other half urged him to save
his own head and his copra and pearl
shell: and it was the other half that pre-
vailed. He watched with a clouded
brow.

tramped  away  without
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e gifted airman, and author of our

escape from what had seemed™eertain
death. “Bom! Bom!”

And tho trader of Faloo
another chieroot.

From the ketch out in the lagoon the
long gun was still pounding.  Lompolo-
kuno and the other Hiva-Oa men were
enjoying it as if it had been a game,
and they grinned and chuckled as the
six-pounder raked the beach, the burn-
ing village, and the hush beyond, with
all kinds of missiles. Gideon o
listened to the uproar, and smoked his
cherooi, and hoped that no ill-aimed
charge of old iron would come crashing
through tho {limsy walls of his
DLungalow.

lighted

UNDER THE BANYAN TREE!
IT HUDSON  strode rapidly,
savagely, on his way. = That his
life might he eounted now by
minutes, perhaps by seconds, he
knew well enough; but that knowledge
did not deter him.  If he could not savo
his comrade, he would die

side, he was resolved on that.
He knew now_where to seek King of
the Islands, and that was enough for
him. It was casy to find the bush path

by his

sarial story ' King of the
their

great all-metal fAlying boat Bingapore, now sngaged on a

flight round Africa. 8ir

Hudson’s riflo was slung over his
shoulder, and it scemed to Gee that the
Cornstulk must go down under the lifted
spear that was about to whiz gh
the air from a distance of a dozen feet.
Obviously he had no time to unsling his
rifle and it.
was a sudden crack as the
stock-whip no instantly into
action, and, to Gee's amazement, tho
black man recled back, dropping his
spear.

“Bom 1
admiration.

The heavy thong of the stock-whip
had struck the Faloo buck across the
face, almost stunning him. Hudson's
action had beon Lightning swift, so rapid
as almost o escape the eye. The black
man Iay sprawling and howling on the
ground, not_even knowing ulfmt had
felled him. In a moment more Hudson
reached bim, and the heavy buit of the
whip crashed on the cannibal’s head,
completely stunning him.

Hudson strode on.

“That's some lad I’ murmured Gideon
Gee, greatly relieved by the Cornstalk's
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gasped  Gee, in amazed

@ berths In the hull of the
history-making survey

lan is occupying the left berth in the photo.

—a broad, well-trodden track—winding
}igst the big bread-fruit tree into the
iigh bush. Many feet had trodden that
path from the village only a very short
time before, as the swarm of savages
fled from the heavy fire of the ketch.
But the fugitives had followed it only
a ceviain  distance—they dared not
approach ihe Place of Skulls, taboo to
the islanders.

Fortunately for Hudsen they had fled
fast, and none lingered on the path; and
as he trampod along it he saw where
they had left the bush path, flocing into
the high bush on either side of the tracik,
in order to avoid the tabooed spot
where ihe dead men’s heads wero
smoked under the banyan.

But every yard of the high bush might
hido a lurking enemy, as Hudson was
aware, and his eyes were keen and
watchful as he hurried on, At any
moment a spear, an arrow, or a whiz-
zing knifo might greet him from the
dusky, tangled cover of the bush.

Heedless of- the peril, oxeept that he
was wary and watchful, the Cornstalk
iramped quickly on.

The beach and the lagoon, the reefs
and the keteh, were out of sight now
when le glanced round; the high bush
encircled him, Round bim dropped the
fragments of strange missilos, as the six
pounder continued to roar. It was
another danger, but he gave no heed to,
jt. At all events, tho long gun on the
ketch was scaring away the islanders,
leaving the bush path clear,

A rustlo in tho bush, and Hudson
whirled round to face a lurking enemy.

“No shoot " gasped a voice he knew,

“Koko |”

i K';Lio-ia!umouga emerged from the
bush.

His brown [ace was bedewad with per-
spiration, his ealico shorts torn and rest
Ly tho thorns of the bush, his dark skin
torn by deep seratche

“You got away ! Taimed Tudson,
glad and relicved to see the Kanaks
alive dnd free.

“Me run in feller bush,” said Koko.
“No- could comee back along ketch,
Plenty too much niggers foller. Hide in
bhush.”

“ And Kin

“ Him cate!

“ A prisoner Hudson had heen sare
of it before. “You ran into the bish
and left him#” |

“Koko plenty flaid aitoo debble in um:
dark.” said tho Kanaka, Iim dobble
along banvan. AMore day he come’
Koko commee back lookee along King n(i
the Islands, 1o can see.™. e

“T know where to look for hint_j
if ho is still living,” said Hudson?
“You follow on, Koko.”

“Yes, sar!” ]
Hudson hurried on again along

ofuﬂac Islands—"

the bush path. Kaio-laluls-
longa followed him, -In _the)
sunlight that streanmd _ down

on the high bush, the Kanaks
had lest some of his terro
of the “debble” that
seared him so {erribly in th
night. But his
by no eans quite gon
it was with deep
that he follo
and deeper  into sho
Yet, in spiie of his supes
stitious fears, the Kanaka ?v'
returned to seek King of the Islands
when the mew day davwned on Falog
aftor hiding in the bush through ik
night. b
The unreal {errors that oppresgd fhe
Kanaka_were more real to his simpl
mind thin the actual dangers that
rounded him. His rollifly eyes watd
the shadowy bLush, less in search
savage o ibals than of terrify
“aitoos.”  Brave the Kanaka certain
was, but he was almost trembling
he sighted the great banyan looming
the midst of the bush—the great ti
that, with its innumerable branches
many stems, covered a quarter of &M
acre of ground.
Under the banyan the ground ¥
clear of bush and thick with anci
ashes. Kit Hudson trod on, cautiol
winding among nmumerable sleg
and suddenly he came on a scene
made him hinlt and set his teeth.
King of the Islands sat bound
helpless, his face white as chalk, 9
over him bent the devil-docior, knifo
hand. A fow yards distant sboo
Ta’a’ava, leaning on his spear, waichia
the scens of torture with cruel, i
cyes,
Hudson stood for a moment tran
with horror. 'The knife was a
throat of his comradel
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