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HOW | BROKE THE REGORD! By Capt. Maicolm Gamphell



Adventure in the Tropics, on Seg and Land
and in the Air!

For Life or Death! | keteh., You'll mever get a foot over in his grip, his rifle on his b
SPF=ELLER sun-he go!” muttered her rail,” Donlan followed the Cornstalk wil
Kaio-lalulalonga, “ We're taking our chance of that,” fultering steps, starting and mut

e sun’s Tim dipped below suid King of the Islands impatiently. ing at every rustle of the bush; &
the far horizon, “You can come along or stay behind, Kajo-lalulalonga brought up the rea
arkness rolled, like a cloak, over ns you choose. Make up your mind.” Only when the dense bush barred

Faloo. “Coming or  stayingb" snapped WRY, and a inife was needed, Kol

The leaving ocean, the coral reefs Iudsou. passed t0~tlliw -frmlt ang hfwk{:dh‘
vanighed from sight; the woods and “Coming " groaned the beachi- }mn_ufw.gc with his keen, AT
the high bush were a black mass comber. “X daren’t stay here alone, kme._ T ;
sgainst the sky. and that’s the whole truth. But sure A silvery. glimmer struck on thed

the velvety darkness the stars we'll never get the keteh, and Il eyes of the hi mates at last. It

began to gleam. niver spind me money on Lalinge. tho lagoon. hey were through t
§ing of thé Islands rose from the Ochone bush, and the beach of Faloo, on
coral rock where he had been seated. “Belay that!” growled Kepn. S0Uthern side, lay before them,
In the glimmer of the stars he ¥

the palm-leaf huts of the nati
seattered along it. Far out on

3 . the “Follow on 1”
examined orice more his rific.

"It time ™ he said guietly, King of the I“J‘"fd’ lefi the way. lagoon a black shadow on the wa
“Ready 1” said Hudson. For the second time since the sen- sliowed the ketch—riding without ¥
The Australion had been waltii plane had landed them on Faloo the single light. Een’s eyes glinted
im;mtiént]y for the ::h\rk 2 shi mates of the Dawn left the beach they fastened on that shadow,
The beach-comber's }lxuuky voice ?:md];]“"ﬁcd into the blackness of the “The Dawn !” he whispered,

came through the shadows. o “If the naggurs hear
“You're mad, King of the Islands " ) “‘g"’ J“ml “’_‘?‘“‘" they I}“‘“‘“‘-d‘ on 0 jnumbled the beach-comber.

le mumbled. “You'll never carry the © ftrl "? ].L ,“i‘t‘"'g] fa“'i mﬁ-c&e]r_hi“; “Bilence 1"

Dawn, with Bully Samson on boarg {Oie that spot where they had lifte

> o 2 ko King of the Islands led the wa:

as wp'tcl:fyl as a liger. Bctircr ateal ;&1‘,’;r;;??i;;dufsgﬁh&_l?;g \;3:;? :,III(CI onece zgorn. A wide detour was
Lalingger's cance and strike for branches of the banyan. A new devil- 10 avoid the native houses, aud
Lalinge.” doctor was in the place of Tokaloo; four reached the besch at last, w
“That's enough,” said Ken. the hideous place was still haunted the soft lap of the waters of

“Feller beach-comber he stop along by terror an death, lagoon TQ”'(E“ a faint murmur n
shore,”  said  Koko disdainfully, Trackless as the high bush-seemed, night. ' There they stopped 3&;“’
“Feller bca‘ch-comi:ur he ‘no  good Ring of the Islands wcareely faltered King of the Islands had planned
fight along Samson. once on his way. Here and there, seize a cance belonging to the natiy

YU“,d 1’?"‘-“' stay here, Donlan, wp0n a glimpse of the stars was to to reach the Dawn, %‘hc WAIDNCAD
ond we'll pick ;’0“ P later, in the g pag. they guided him; the compnss of Faloo were safe in {he ga
keteli if we get her,” said Ken. aud his sense of direction did the houses, watched and guarded;

A 1 you get her I” muttered the reat, King of the Islands led the it was more likely than not that
beach-comber. “You won't get her. way, his rifie under his arm; Kit fisherman's canoo was left b
Bully Samson will pot you from the Hudson followed him, his stockwhip for the night above high-water
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i —indeed, many of them. But if that
' resource failed, the comrades were
| prepared to swim out to the ketch,
taking the risk of the sharks,

“Remain here I whispered Ken.
Teaving his comrades he crept
silently along the sand in the direc-
. tion of Ta'a’ava’s village.
| As he expected, he fonnd five or
. six fishing canoes beached well above
the lapping waters of the lagoon.
Eing of the Islands passed among
‘them, looking for ome in which the
addles might have been left.

i There was a sudden gasp in the

_darkness, and from one of the canoes
“a black face and rolling, startled eyes
' rose, staring at the shadowy figure
_of Xing of the Islands,

. Ken’s teeth-snapped. -

i He had known that it was possible
~fhat some native might be Bleeping
¢ in his canoe in the sultry aight, and
~ he bad had to take the risk.

One cry from the startled islander
. was enough to give the alarm and to
‘bring a swarm of savages yelling to
- tho spot, and the man’s mouth was
- al opened for a yell.

But that yell was never uttered.
The clubbed revolver of the boy
Arnder crashed on the fuzzy bead, and
_the islander dropped back into the
_ eanoe with a Jow groan.

i King of the Telands straightened
up, bis heart thumping, his head
bent to-listen. -

There was no sound of alarm. The
full minute he stood breathless, tense,
* But there was no sound save the soft
Inpping of the lagoon.

It had been a marrow escape, but
it did not linger in Ken’s mind. He
“grasped one of the canoes and half-
. esrried, half-dragged it over the soft
d, after groping in the interior
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“other canoes were untenanted. For n

C.HamiLTon

and finding twe paddles there. From
the black man he had struck down
cnine no sound; he was stunned, and
safe for a time at least,

At the cdge of the water Ken left
the cgnoe and hurried back to his
comrades.

“Follow on I he breathed.

Silently as ghosts the four trod
along the soft sand glimmering in
the starlight.

The canoe. was pushed into the
water and the four stepped aboard.
Koko grasped a paddle.

“If they hear us paddling—-
muttered the beach-comber.

“8ilence, you!”

The beach-comber quavered into
trembling silence. He sat hunched
up in the canoe, shaking like a leaf.
The cannibals on shore and Bully
Samson on board the ketch were too
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KEN EING, known as Hing
of the Islands, trading in
the South Seas in his ketch, the
Dawn, rescues Hit Hudson, an
Australian boy, from a vascally
akipper called Bully Samson.
KHen sinks Samsown’s boat, and
maroons him and his crew on a
lonely island. Kit becomes male
of the Dawn. At Lalinge they
learn from Donmlan, a beach-
comber, of hiddem gold on the
island of Faloo, and go aftcr it.
Meanwchile, Samson is rescued.
Learning that Hing is held up
on Faloo, he charters a tanoe,
races fo the inland, and caplures
the Dawn. Ken, Hit, Hoko (a
native) and Donlan arve left
astranded on the island, whilst
Samson acils awey. Kit hides
on the island, wailing jor Sam-
son to return in search of the
treasure. At last he comes! -
{Now read on.) .
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SIR ALAN COBHAM,
the Famous Airman, is
writing this superb story!

You can commence
mdlng it NOW!
= W

much for the ragged nerves of the
wreck of & white man, is

“Feller tide he go!” murmured
Kaio-lalulalonga. *“No wantee washy-
washy ulun%l canoe—feller tide he go.”

“Good ! breathed Ken.

Onm; afloat, ;‘:e {:a;me was drawn
away from the beaci the receding
tide. Far out on thc’ barrier recf
there was a deep murmur of waters
pouring through the rocky chaumels
to the open sea. Fortune was favour-
ing King of the Islands—the tide had
been on the turn; it was not neces-
sary to dle. Koko steered the
canoe with his paddle, and the tide
carried them far out from the beach,

Perhape in  order to- give mno
guidance to possible enemics, the
Dawn showed no riding-lights as she
lay - at. anchor, her cable tiut, the
tide pulling at her hull.- Only the
black shadow against the starhit sk
showed where she lay.

Ken's heart was beating fast.

Under the stars the canoce glided
silently, softly over - the lageon,
slowly, slowly but surcly, drawing
nearer to the anchored ketch.

Of the Hiva-Oa crew Ken had; of
course, no fear. He knew they would

be glad to welcome back their
skipper. © But he ‘did not know -
whether Bully Samsen might have
shipped new hands on the Dawn; he

did not know whether Bully Samson
wag on_the watch on the shadowy
deck, The risk had to be takenr; but
at every moment King of the Islands
feared to hear the crack of a rifle
from the vessel. There was no sound
in the canoe as it glided onward. In
the deep silence the trembling of the
beach-comber could be felt, Nearer
and nearer-

From ' the deck of the Itetch there
came the sound of a voice. It was
the soft, musical voice of one of the
Polynesian  scamen singing‘ in the
starlight. Een’s heart thumped. He
recognised the voice of Lompo. The
twang of a ukelele accompanied the
voice. Lompo was awake and on
deck, but where was Bully Samsdon?
The deep, hoarse voice of the bully of
the Shark answered the question.

“Belay that shindy,. you black
seum ! -

Bully Samson was on deck. Ken
was close cmough now to pick ont
the red, glowing end of o cigar from
the darkness.

There was the sound of a blow,
and a whimper. Pattering footsteps
were heard on the deck. Lompo, hin
song silenced, had fled from the .
brawny fist of the frechooter.

“Yo sing out along my ship, me
knock seven bells outer your black
hide ! roared Samson. -

“Yesear !” answered
irembling voice.

The red end of the cigar glowed
over the rail. Bully Samson was
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Islands !
(Continued from previous page.)

leaning there now, staring across the

water towards the shadowy shore,

where a light burned in Gideon Gee's
bungulow.

‘The ghding canoe was directly in
his line of vision now, though almost
swallowed up in the shadows on the
lagoon.

‘here was a sudden flash of light—
it came from the burning cigar as it
dropped into the sea. Bully Samson
had  scen  the cance.  The cigar
dropped from his mouth—his brawny
hand grasped a revolver.

“You feller canoe, you steer clear
along -my ship ! he shouted. “You
wantee trade, you wait along syn le
come. Sheer off, or I'll shoot !”

Evidently the bully of the Shark
supposed that it was a native canoe,
manned by natives, that was gliding
down on the ketch.  Whether the
natives came as friends or foes, Bully
Samson was taking no chances. His
revolver glinted in the starlight over
the teak rail. The canoe was not a
dozen yards from lim now.

“You washy-washy along shore,
plenty quick I” he roared; and then,
in the gloom, he glimpsed a white
face in the canoe, and a startled oath
broke from him. Whether it was
that the thought of King of the
slands was in his mind, or whether
his keen eyes picked out the face of
the boy trader in the faint starlight,
the name came from his lips in a yell
of rage.

“King of the Islanda! By hokey !"
His finger was pressing the trigger.
Crack !

King of the Islands, standing up
in the gliding cance, fired at the
black-bearded ruffian, even as Samson
pulled the trigger.

There was a wild yell on board the
Dawn, and a crashing fall fhat made
the teak deck rock. King of the
Islands gave a gasping crysas he felt
the wind of a. bullet on his check.
Bat he had pulled trigger first, and
Bully Samson’s bullet ﬁud been de-
flected as he staggered. His shot
whizzed away harmlessly towards the
beach, while the bully of the Shark
crumpled up on the deck of the
Dawn.

A momeit more, and the canoe
bumped against the Dawn, and King
of the Islands had leaped over the
low rail and was standing on his
own deck. A yell of surprise and
delight from ‘the IHiva-Oa crew
greeted him. "

“Cap'n Ken!”

“Feller King of the Islands he
come."”

Bully Samson, sprawling on the
deck, made a fierce effort to raise the
revolver again. Ken, kicked it from
his hard.” The muzzle of the Win-
‘chester jammed on the brawny chest
of the freebooter.

“Lic  still, you scoundrel!” gaid
King of the Tslands, between his
“tecth.  *“Lift a finger, and I'll riddle
you I””

. The wounded ruffian lay like a

cmughing wild beast, fierce curses

2pc:l'u-m;;,- from his lips. Kit Hudson
eaped on board, and Kaio-lalula-
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rocking on the tide towsrds
the reef.

IPive minutes later King of the
Islands  was  steering  the Dawn
through the channel of the reef, head-
ing for the open sea. Bully Samson,
lis hands bound, lay om the deck;
the Hiva-Oa crew stood at the sheets,
singing alond in their glee. Ken's
eyes were dancing. Under mainsail
and topsail the Dawn swept out into
the starry Pacific, King of the
lslands at the helm, master once
more of his own ship—and theé can-
nibal island of Faloo—the island of
terror and treasure, dropped astern
and was lest in the mist of the stars.

away

Man Overboard!

AIO-LALULALONGA, at the
K helm of the Dawn, crooned
softly a Hawaiian song as le
kept the ketch before the wind. King
of the Islands sat on the teak rail,
heedless of the dip and swing of
the ketch as she cut through the
starlit Pacificc A landsman would
have been hurled backwards into the
heaving sea, but the skipper of the
Dawn sat as carclessly and comfort-
ably as in a rocker om the club

veranda at Lalinge.

Kat Hudson was below, taking a
spell of sleep in his bunk. On a heap
of tapa mats on deck lay Bully Sam-
BON—a prisoner. :

The Hiva-Oa crew were all on deck.
The “watch below * seldom slept in
the tiny forecastle of the Dawn—they
were accustomed to bring tapa mats
on deck and sleep under the” gleam
of the stars. But not one of the five
Polynesian seamen was sleeping now.
They were all wakeful, and mutter-
ing together occasienally, in the soft
dialect of Hiva-Oa, their black eyes
continually roving to the burly form
of Bully Samson. Ken understood a
good deal of the dialect of the Mar-
quesas—and perhaps for that reason
Lompolokuno and his comrades mut-
tered and whispered softly, so that
not a syllable came clearly to.their
caplain’s ears.

ompe rubbed a deep cut on his
brown cheek, made by the hard
knuckles of Bully Samson. His black
eyes glittered as he rubbed it. Bully
Samson, so recently in command of
the ketch, had made the weight cof
ais heavy hand felt by all the native
crew—not a man of the five but had
marks to show. But Bully Samson
lay wounded now, on the tapa mats,
a prisoner in the hands of King of
the Islands, and the Polynesians ¢id
not fear him.

That something was toward among
the erew Een would have guessed at
any other time, Usually peacefnl,
contented, laughing and ‘happy, the
Hiva-Oa men were mow grim and
sombre, and their dark glances at the
bully of the Shark were full of un-
spoken threats. .

King of the Tslands rose-at last
from his precarious seat on the low
rail, and yawned. _ .

It was more than time for Hudson
to relieve him on deck; but the mate
of the Dawn had not awakened.

“Eeep her steady, Koko !”

“Yessar I”

*»

down at. Bully Samson,

The black-hearted ruffian was not
slecping.

His fierce eyes met Ken's with a
savage stare.

Samson’s wound had heen bandaged,
The bullet from Ken's rifle, in the
lagoon at Faloo, had knocked over
the South Sea frechooter who had
seized the Dawn, and he was severely
hurt. Ken had done what he could
for him, but less of blood liad sapped
away the giant strength of the bully
of the Shark, and he lay helpless,
Powerless now, from the effects of
his wound, Ken lad ordered his hands
to be unbound, and he was free—
but weakness, strange and unaccus-
tomed to the Herculean freebooter,
chained him to the heap of tapa mats
on which he lay.

But if Bully gamson’a strength had
failed him, hir savage spirit was as
fierce as ever. He glared defiance at
the boy trader.

“Anything more I can do for you
before I go ‘below, Captain Samson?”
nsked Ken.

“I guess I'm asking nothing ot
your hands, Ken King,” answered
the {reebooter, between his teeth.
“Only—what are you going to do
with me?” -

“Take you to Lukwe Island,”
answered Ken. “The District Com-
missioner js there now, and I’'m going
to hand yom over to him—and wash
my liands of you.”

“Plenty much hetter nlmg Bully
Samson along sea, sar!” said Koko,
“Plenty better feller Samson makee
kai-kai along feller shark.”

Ken asmiled.

“That’s not a white man’s way,
Koko !" he answered.

“Feller S8amsen way !” said Koko.

“Very likely; but not mine.”

“Better take the nigger's advice!”
jeered Bully Samson. “My turn
will come, King of the Islands, and
then look out for yourself!"

Ken smiled contemptuously.

“What have you done with my
cargo, Samson?” he asked, g

“I guess I sold it ‘for a eong to the
German trader of Fusai,” answered
Sameon, with a sour grin. “You'll
never sce it again. You’ve got your
ship, but you won’t get your eargo !”
He spat out a curse. “And you'll
never lift the treasure of Mafoo; the
niggers on Faloo will see to that.”

ing of the Islands laughed.

“Mafoo’s sack of eovercigns is
lifted,” he answered. “Every coin
that old Mafoo stored up under the
devil-doctor’s tree on Faloo is now
on board the Dawn!”

A strecam of curses
Bully Samson.

Ken passed him, and sfnpﬁed again
to glance down at Donlan, the beach-
comber, half-asleep on a tm mat at
the foot of the mizzen. beach-
comber was muttering:

“ Goolden sovereigns—oodlde of "em!
Oodles of 'em ! =

Ken smiled, and went down the
cabin steps.

He passed through the cabin to the
little state-room amidships, where
Hudson was in his bunk. Frem the
deck, following him, came a deeper
murmur of the voices of the Hiva-Oa

B

came from
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mliishmim:i iow 1;;&3 filled wit}:d the
_thought of his ship, recaptured at
last from the freebooter who had
seized it, and his heart was light,

- his face contented and emiling, At
y other time the strange unrest

his crew would certainly have
his attention. A white ski

with a native crew in the Pacific
__needed to be wary and watchful. But
- other thoughts were in Een’s mind
. now, and he gave no heed to the men
~ of Hiva-Oan

B
y

e Cornstalk awakened at a word.
My watch?” he asked.
,"” amswered Ken, with a

¥
smile. - “I wouldn’t wake “before.”
Hudson rolled out of the bunk.
There was a sudden ery from the

E
%

§

. deck

Splash ! ’

“

ing of the Islands started.
Preiie

Man overboard " said Hudson.

“On a night like this no lubber

r would be lubber enough to fall overr

seemed to Bave lifted some restraint

from the crew. )
Een did not heed it.

board! Danny chucking over some
garbage from the caboose, I reckon !”

But King of the Islands hurried
back to the companion ladder. He
did not believe his own words. The
glung’e in the sea had been too

eavy to be accounted for by the
throwing away of garbage by the
native cook. And there was the
ery | Yet the keteh was sweeping
her rapid way unchecked, and there
wae uo sound of alarm from above.
Puzzled and vaguely alarmed, King
of the Tslands ran up the companion
ladder. Kit Hudson followed him
fast.

Een leaped out on deck. .

Koko, standing like a ﬁiant statue
of bronze, was at the helm, massive
and calm. The beach-comber was
uitting up on his mat, staring and
grinning. The Hiva-Oa men stood
in a bunch, whispering. All were
there.. It was not a case of ‘‘man
overboard.”

“YWhat name feller splash along
sea?” asked Ken, perplexed.

For the moment lie did not think of
Bully Samson.. The wounded free-

booter was not likely: to Teap imto the
sea, even if he had sufficient strength
remaining to leave the heap of mats.

There was no answer. k

“What name?”’ rapped out Ken
sharply. |

The Hiva-Oa men did not speak.
They huddled together, evidentiy in
dread of their ski s wrath, but
dumb. KEoko kept hia eyes ateadily
on the sea, eilent. From the beaeh-
comber came a husky chuckle, -

Ken looked at him.

“What has happened here,
Donlan?" % v
“Your feller boy the t plenty
more sense thany t!:ei!:- g:ﬁp Ly
grinned the beach-comber. 1y

Samson’s gone!” )

“What?" shouted Ken.

He sprang towards the pile of tapa
mats. No burly figure lay there now.
The ketch swept om with bellying
canvas before the trade wind, leaving
a lomg white wake astern, - Ken
stared at the tapa mate, and then
at the line of foam that lay behind
the Dawn. .

Bully Samson was gone!

(Continued on page 25.)

THE CAR

Ahe Secrets of the This Week.—THE BACK AXLE.

NE of the most-important
-units of the motor-car, the
back axle, houses far more

compligated mechanism than most
of you would think. There are
the axle shafts, secared to the
wheels, then the differential and
its casing, to which the bevel or
worm wheel is attached, and,
finally, the bevel pinion or worm
that is driven by the cardan shaft.
The sketch below .shows a simple
lay-out of an orthodox back axle.
You will see that the outer cas-
ing, which is sccured to the
springs, is formed of three separ-
ate pieces—the centre casing and
the two sleeves, which are bolted
to the casing, one on ecach side.
One other part of the casing con-
sists of the housing for the bevel
pinion or worm.
Inside the centre casing is the

Diagram of a back axle.
At A, sami-floating axie
shatt ; at B, thres-quarter
floating sheft ; at ©, tull
floating shatt ; D, differ—
ential omee ; E, largs bevel
wheel ; F, bevel pinion ;
Q, axle shatta ; H, hubs
for wheals ; J, axle cas-
ing; K, axle centre
casing.

x*RAYED-

differential casing, which contains
the mechanism that permits the
axle shafts to rotate at different
epeeds, as when the ear is round-
ing a curve on the road. The
working of the back axle, apart
irom the diffcrential, nceds little
explanatien beyond stating that
the bevel or worm drives the
large bevel or. worm, and this,
through the medium of the differ-
ential and its case, drives the
axle shafts and road wheels.

All back axles are fitted with
ball.or roller bearings. In the
case of a bevel drive, Light thrust-
bearings are fitted to the bevel
pinion and differential bearings,
as shown. On a worm-driven axle
the thrust bearings fitted arc
very much heavier, owing to the
sovere strains imposed by this
form of drive. Therc are thrce

An overhead worm-driven axle.

designs of back axle in common
vse—semi-floating,  three-quarter
floating, and full-floating. qln the
design of the semi-floating axle
the axle shafts sustain the whole
of the weight on the wheels, be- .
cause the bearing for the wheel is
actunlly on the shaft, as seen in
the sketch at A. .

In the three-quarter floating
axle the bearing is fitted on the
outside of the axle sleeve and
housed within the hub of the
wheel, the axle shaft being
sceured to the hub, as at B. In
the fall-floating axle the wheel is
mouanted on its own bearings on
the axle sleeve, and the axle
shafts keyed fo the hub only—
that is, the shaft simply rotates
the wheel and does not sustain
any of the radial load on the
wheel. See C in the sketch.

Of the three principles, the
full-floating axle is the best; but
on most cars the semi-floating is
the most popular. The brake
shoes are pivoted to the axle
casing, and the brake drums to
the hubs of the wheels, Next
week I will explain the working
of the differential gear.



Ki '~g of ‘the
nds!
(Continued from page 2.}
F Too Late!
Lo B OUT ship!”

For a moment King of the
Islands had stood rooted to

mson had been flung headlong into
sea by the brown-skinned. seamen
whom he hbad bullied and man-
ndled. They had waited only until
i sh%pcrﬁ back was turned, and
¢ o the bully of the Shark had gone
over the rail, and it was the splash
f his huge body in the Pacific that
Ken and Kit had heard in the state-
(Teom below.
. 'The next moment King of
slands wae roaring orders.
b The crew were slower thau usual to
“obey. But the look on Ken's face
" enforced obedience. His look wax
almost terrible, and it put fear into
the hearts of Lompo and his com-
rades. Koko looked sullen and dis-
satisfied. He had seen, with ruthless
approval, the fate of Bully Samson.
But be obeyed the boy trader’s _com-
' manding voice, ae did the. Hiva-Oa
men. Amnd the great boom swung
. over, and the ketch swept round into
tlm wind.
It was the boast of the Dawn's boy
3 nklpper that the ketch could lie as
close to the wind as any craft in the
' Pacific, or closer; indeed, the grace-
" ful little eraft could almost look the
5 wind in the eye. But even the Dawn,
good ship as she was and handled by
" & master’s hand, could not sail in
. the teeth of the trade wind. As
cloee-baunled as was practicable, she
" gircled back to the spot—as near as
~it ecould be judged—where Bully
* Somson had been tossed into the
* ocean.

Ken’s face was black with anger
wrinkled with anxiety. Bully Sameon
deserved his fate, and more; and
" liad the situation been reversed, he
i wonld have flung Een to the sharks
. withont a eecond’s scruple. But
f Ken's ways were not the frecbooter’s

the

. ways. e was as keen to eave the
. ruffian from the eea and the sharks
' 4 if Bully Samson had been a ehip-
. mate instead of a deadly enemy.

“Can you hear anything, Kit?”

Hudson ehook his head.

»  He was listening intently. But
from the shadowy sea came no cry
for help, no call from a swimmer.

“Not a sound!” 2

Ken set his lips.

. “We must eave him if we ecan.
But he must bave been left a mile
astern, or nearly. He hadn’t a dog's
| chance—wounded as he was, too!”

King of the Islande gave his crew a

grim look. . “Even if he flonts yet,
»We may miss him by a dozen cables’
length—unless he can shout for help.
a2 MyrSam ! Hark!

here was a sound from the starlit
waters—an indefinable sound—but it
gave King of the Islands hope.

He shouted to the crew, prompt to
abedience now.
their boy skipper with that look om
“his face before. The vengeéful Poly-
who had  tossed Bu ly Samson

: Tfh ‘Modern Bay

¢ deck ae he realised what the’

Never had they seeu.

over thé rail were eager to save him
now to avert the wrath of Kipg of
the Islands.

The ketch hove to on the calm
waters, and the whaleboat dropped
ewiftly from the davits. Lompo and
Lufu took the oars, while King of
the Islands stood in the boat, ecan-
nmg the sca and shoutmg

“Ahoy! Samson, ahoy!”

But no answer came.

In the perplexing dimmuess of thef

starlit waters something was visible
—something that moved—but
agsuredly it was mot a swimmer.
It was possible that some fragment
of wreckage wns floating on the sea,
and that the sinking man had clum:
to it. Ken stared -at the dim shadow
and steered the whaleboat for it
shouting to the dusky oarsmen.

“Washy-washy plenty quick. Put
your beef into it ! By gum, me knock
sever bells outer you s'pose you no
washy-washy debblish quick.”

The whaleboat fairly flew over the
water.

“A canoc i”
ishment.

Clearly mow the plash’ of rapid
paddles came to his cars across the
&ca.

shouted Ken, in aston-

It was o native canoe that was
gliding under the stars.

“Ahoy!”  roared King of ihe
Islands. “Ahoy, the cance!”

No answer came back.

But the paddles flaslied . more
swiftly than before, and the canoce
raced away from the whaleboat. =

The plash of the paddles died into
the silence of the sea. Lompo and
Lufu, straiping at the oars, could not
equal the speed of half a dozen
paddlers.

Ken gave it up.

‘“Washy-washy along ketci!
snapped.

And the \\haleboah ]ml}ud back to
the Dawn. -

Ken had had only a shadouy
glimpse of the canoe. Whether the
paddlers had picked up Bully Samson
or uot he could mot gucss, but it
secmred unlikely cnough.

But there was nothing more to Le

he

done. If Bully Samson was still in
the sea he had gone down by this
time.

The whaleboat bumped against the
tmll of the Dawn.

Ken swung himself to the deck.

“No luck?” asked Hudson.

“ Ne.” =

“Then—he's gone.”

“I'm not.sure. There was a canoe
—I saw it for & moment. It's barely
possible he may have been picked up
—just a chance, at least.”

A canoe—so far out at sca!”

“Nothing unusual in that—ihe
natives make trips of hundreds of
miles in their eanoes in calui weather.
That canee was probably wmaking
Fusai from Lalinge or Faloo—some
pative trader. They fled frem my
bont, and did not answer my hnil.
Thkey way have picked up Samson.”

“There’s a chance, anyhow.”

“We can do nothing more, at hny
rate.”

(Sir Alan Cobham’s vigoerous stovy
progrum vapidly next week, Goto

newsagent rapidly, too, andlny
t-Mm: ** Please reserve ¢ .0 eopy
of MODERN BOY cvery wce*‘l 1)
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