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All' the Romance of the Tropics is in this
exciting story of Air—Land—and—Sea Adventure!

‘Where is Bully Samson? the Hiva-Oa men. The five of them earnestness, his big black eyes watchd
began jabbering at once. ing Ken’'s face anxiously.

d
I H‘ﬁ‘:‘Séib,f}fn‘:“b;}:,?fh‘;l’;}gd “You mno sendee feller boy back “Me no stop mad along you feller

gain. n crew olong Hiva-Oa,” gasped Lompo. Koko,” - answered King of thed
tggethe:.“a:d the %ﬁ::‘l(l)ef “ﬁ‘i cl:a- # uka-hiva boy he no goosnnlong Tslands; aund the big Kanaka's face
tered on deck with troubled faces. ship!” said Lufu. “Feller King cf lighted up cheerfully. ) .
They had followed the impulse of the Islands no like Nuks-hiva boy Ken weunt below for his spell of
their untutored natures in flinging 8long ketch. He no good.” sleep, and the crooming love-song of
into the sea the ruffian who ha “S'pose Cap'n Ken kill Hiva-Oa Hawail was heard again from Kaio:
bullied and hazed them, and they had boy along wope, Hiva-Oa boy stop lalulalonga at the helm, the cloul
no regrets on that score.  But they along keteh,” suggested Danny. chased from bis brow by the assur=
feared deeply the anger of King of Ken had hard work not to smile at ance that his white master would uot
the Islands. the simple suggestion that a rope's- "stop mad along him. The * ketch §
«You feller boy, what you do slon ending would meet the case! glided along swiftly under the stars,
Cap'n Samson {c.nt. noy ood,” sl Ken hardened his heart, and rated and the shadowed sea astern hid they
Kel:x Stebnly: i -RI en\,ysmsd. along the shrinking erew for & good ten unkmown fate of Bully Samson: 4
oa Tell r{.‘n A9 g g VORE minutes, and by the time he dis- . A
E4 5 - " ki missed them there was mo doubt that  King of the Islands to the Rescue.

Feller  Samison he plenty kill th;.{y were sorry. for themselves. “HOT!,.VngMd Kit Hudson, X

o "

Hiva-On feller, sar,” said Lompo. ko, at the helm, had said no m "
“You look cyo belong you, sar, YoU word. -But he stole furtive glances at The Down ‘{§;qu§9§" o
. faco belong me pie:}]ty ,h“‘ Ken's stern face. the ¢oral wharf at Lalinge. 3
You look-ses, sar,” said Lufa, “Cap'n Kon pleaty mad along Under the striped canvas awningd
touching his ear, the lobe of which Eoko?" Koko'asked at length. aft Kit Hudson wae stretched ‘lasil
hung in rags. Feller .Sameon he Mg plonty mad,” answered Een. in o hammock. King of the Islandsd
kill car belong me, smashee plenty, «Hiva-Oa boy be common Eamaka— eat in a long cane chair; of which the 3
sar. you mo common Kanmaks, Eoko, you armrests were so lon that the legs
The enr orosment worn by Lufu gayvy ‘plenty mo good makes feller could be stretched ngmz them, :ﬁ
had .been smashed off by a” brutal Samson kai-kai slong shark. You in that comfortable if not elogunid
blow, and part of the ear had gone plonty bad feller.” attitude the boy trader was tngug'
with it. ! s : Koko drew a deep breath, - his_ease. : /
.. “Plenty “eolly. sar,” said Danny  “Eoko savvy he Plau!:y bad feller,” The crew were ashoré, but the tall
humbly.  “Savvy plenty we do 30 L said humbly. “Koko plenty solly figure of Lompolokuno yould be seutd
good along Bully Samson, sar. he makes King of the Plands mad strolling ~idly along i the whatl
“What you-do along Bully Sam- along him. S'pose King of the towards the ketch in t%.lé.b]azem! the s
son he no good, he plenty bad,” eaid Islands tell Kaio-lalulalonga jumpee tropical sun. K
King of the Islands. “Me plenty along ses, Eaio-lalulalonga jum Lalinge was hot and drowsy. Twe
angry-along you feller boy. “Me think plenty too much quick. No wantee or threo natives, in lava-lavas that |
semdee you all back along Hiva-Oa— see sun he come sny more s'pose shone white in the sun, loafed undery
me think ship more boy along Nuka- Cap'n Ken stop mad along Koko.” the palm-trees mear the beach. ~ Noi
hiya.” en's face broke into n smile. other craft but the Dawn Wik}
. There was a wail of dismay from Kaio-lalulalonga epoke with deep moored, but a schooner was movin
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out of the bay, slowly, towed by a
whaleboat  crammed  with black
rowers. There was hardly a breath
of wind stirring.

Hudson  glanced acress at the
schooner. "A fat man, in white ducks,
could be seen om . her deck—a man
with a darkly-bronzed face, thick
lips, and heavy features. Slowly the
ac}:ooner glided across the motionless
water, heading for the channel in the
veef outside the bar that led to the
open Pacific. The tide was low, and
the reefs on either side of the channel
were uncovered and scorched
in the heat, Slowly, heavily, the
schooner—a Dutch schooner, b in
%he beam—surged after the towing
ostb.

. “Captain Van Tromp won’t find
much wind outside,” yawned Ken, 2s
he followed Hudson's glance.

“You know the man?"

“1’ve come across him a good many
times.” Ken shrugged his shoulders.
“A  bad bat—smuggler mostly—
smuggling birds of Paradise from

New Guinea, and rubber from
Malaya, and niggeu from tho islands.
A thorough bad hat! The less I sec

of him the better I like him. It's a
dirty ship, and half his erew are
shanghaied, 1've heard.”

Lompolokuno stepped on board the
Dawn,

Ken sat up in his chair.

“It’'s time Koko was back from
John Chin’s office. As soon as it’s
ool 1 want to get the cargo on
board.”

“YWe sail to-morrow,” yawned Hud-
som.

Ken smiled,

“We've had a week of laxing here—

I'm keen for the salt sea breezes
again. This will be a good trip, Kit.
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Donlan is pitching away his share of
old Mnioo’s sovereigns on rum and
trade-gin ashore. e've done rather
better with our lot. We shall have
a cargo this trip that will make us
a little fortune in the islands.”

“Bom—as that Portugee on Faloo
used to m?.”

“Lompo ! called out Ken.

“Yessar I

The Hiva-Oa seaman came aft.

“What name Koko he no come?
You see Koko along beach eye belong
yon?”

“Me pee, sar!
no can!”

“What! And why?" asked Ken, in

g

Eoko he no comey,

'EN HING, kmown as King
of the Islawnds, trading in
the South Seas in kis ketch, the
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surprise, ‘‘ Which way Eqko %ie come
along ketch?” §
Lompo pointed a dusky finger at
the Dutch schooner cmwiingg:'.crvss
the bay in the wake of the towing-

boat.

“Feller Koko he shanghai along
Dussman,” -he. said.

“What !"" roared Een. i

A minute before King of the
Islands had been the picture of idle
restfulness.

He did not look idle now.

He sprang to his feet, a blaze in
his eyes.

“HRoko shanghaied 1" he exclaimed.

“Yessar!  Shanghsi along Duss-
man !’ said Lompo cheerfully "and
with perfect calmness. , Kaio-lalula-
longa was on the bést of terms with
all the crew of the Dawn; but the
South Seca’ Islander has an infinite
capacity for minding his own busi-
ness, The fact that Koko had been
kidnapped by a Dutch skipper who
happened to be shori-handed did not
appeal to Lompé as a matter im-
portant enough to disturb his calm.
Indeed, he would not have mentioned
the circumstance at all had not Ken
questioned him nas to the whereabouts
of the Kanaka.

“Shanghaied repeated . Kén,
sctting his teeth. “That fat Dutoch-
man has had the cheek to shanghai a
iy spelomging to my ship! My
oam

Ken's eyes blazed across the placid
bay at the Dutch schooner,

The methods of Captain van Trom
were well known to him. The Dute
skipper was a hard handed man, and
be seldom touched at a port, white
or native, without one or more of his
crew deserting. Half his crew, as
King of the Islands had said, were
supposed to be shanghesied. That
was not Ken’s businesa; but it be-
came very particularly his business
when one of his own men was shang-
haied by the schooner Oom Pieter.

“By gum !* Kit Hudson was on his
feet now. “Koko shanghaied 'on
board that Dutch tub] Aund sho's
going out to sea! She’ll be in the
channel in ten minutes more "

Ken gritted his teeth.

There was no time to unmoor the
Dawn from the wharf, even if thero
had been eufficient wind from the
shore to steer her across the bay. The
Dawn’s boat was ashore, up-ended
across the wharf, in the process of
receiving & new coat of paint. Inm
ten minutes at the most the towed
schooner would be passing through
the channel in the coral reef, and
once outside the reef she would be
gone. Intervention, purswit seemed
oqually impossible—and Ken's syes
blazed with rage. 3

e put his hands to his mouth and
hailed the schooner—almost toa far
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King of the
Islands !

(Continued from previous puge.)

off already for a voice to carry. But
Ken's voice carried. .

“ Aloy, the Oom Picter !”

The fat man in white ducks stared
reund. 2

“Ahboy, Captain van Tromp
roarcd King of the Islands. “You've
got one of my Kdnakas on board your
schooner.  You put' him ashore,
BavYy ?” N

The Dutchman grinned.

Ho made a trumpet of his large fat
liands and reared back:

“That big feller Kangka belong
you?”

I

Ves !” roared King of the Tslands.

“Belong me now !

“Put him ashore, or I'll follow you
to the end of the Pacific and hide
your fat carcase with a rope !” roared
Ken.

The Dutchman shrugged his fat
shoulders and turned his back on
King of the Islands. That was lis
answer.

EKen panted with rage. 3

“No chance !” said Hudson savagely.
“They'll be out beyond the reef
before we can get a boat or a cance.”

King of the Islands did not answer.

He groped for a second at the back
of his belt to make sure that his
revolver was there, and with-a fiying
leap landed on the coral wharf.

’lpl:c next instant he was running
like a deer.

Hudson stared after him in stupe-
faction.

For the moment he did not com-
prehiend the intention of his' ship-
mate, and he cenid only stare.

“Feller King of the Islands he
plenty mad along Dussman,” re-
marked Lompo placidly, and he sat
down on the teak rail to watch Ken
as he flew along the wharf.

Ken Lad had ne time to explain his
intention—There was not a sccond to
waste. As it was, he doubted whether
he would be in time. His fect hardly
touched the wharf as be sped.

From the coral wharf he reached
the beach, and his feet flashed like
lightning aleng the sand.

He was running for the reef.

At hirh water the coral rocks were
hidden deep, and the water Inapped on
soft sand. But the tide was out now,
the beach waa high and dry, and
from the sand wuncovered rocks
stretched out to the barrier reef at
the entrance of the broad bay of
Lalinge.

At low water it was possible to
walk afoot to the outer reef, nnd
when the tide was down Lalinge
naiives would pick their way out on
to the rocks to net the fish left in
hollows and pools by the receding
tide. It was nccessary to pick one’s
way carefully among the sharp rocks
and slippery pools, where sometimes
a devil-fish, and even that most
terrible of creatures, the sting-ray,
was left by the tide.

But King of the Islands was nol
picking his way.

. He was running as if for hijs life.

Leaping from rock to rock, splash-

The Modern Boy

ing through 300[5 and seaweed, and
ul%erly regardless of the ruin of his
spbtless’ white ducks, stumbling and
falling occasionally, but springing
up again as if made of rubber, King
DF ithe 'Tslands raced out to the barrier
reef.

The towing whaleboat was drawing
the Dutch schooner into the narrow
passage now. Even a small vessel
had to pick her way carefully
through the reef to gain the: open
sen without scraping on/the coral—
and the heavily-built Dutch schooner
was not a small vessel. er hoom
swung over the shelves of the coral
as she surged into the passage astern
of the towing whaleboat.

Breathless, panting, King of ihe

Islands reached the edge of the coral:

reef, where the passage opened, half
a minute ahead of {he Oom Picter.
He was standing on the edge of the
reef, six or seven feet above the level
of the sea, as the schooner erawled

The whalcboat was well ahead in
the *narrow passage, the stomt coir
rope dragging the schooner after the
panting oarsmen. The rock where
King of the Islands stood rese from
the water almost like a wall. On the
very edge of it Ken poised himself,
crouching ready for a agring as the
Dutch schooner floated below.

Captain van Tromp starcd at him
blankly. -

Only by lightning speed had King
of the Islands reached the reef before
the schooner was. towed past; but he
was there, crouching for a spring and
evidently intending to leap down on
the deck of the Oom Pieter as sho
passed.

Van Tromp's little piggy eyes,
almost baried in the fat of his heavy
face, glittered with rage.

“You. feller King "of the Islands,
you stop along reef!” yoared Van
Tromp 1n -the . beche-de-mer English
which was the only English he knew.

Ken did not heed. -

The schooner was passing him—
not more than ‘cight feet from the
wall of rock on which he stood.

On the dirty deck of the Dutchman
a giant figure lay, bound hand and
foot, It was Koko—shanghaied by
the Dutchman and the three or four
white men among his crew—bound
and a prisoner till the schooner
should be at sca, when a belaying-
pin would be used to silence any
objections he might have to serving
under Captain van Tromp: Koko's
bronze face had been dark with
gloom—blood was running from a cut
under his thick hair, showing that
he had_not been shanghaicd withont
resistance.  But his face lighted up
at the sight of King of the Islands
crouching for a spring on the edge of
the high rock.

“Cap'n Ken!” he yelled
“Feller King of the Islands !”

A white seaman kicked the Eanaka
and cursed him in Duteh. Koko did
not- heed. His eyes were fixed on
King of the Islands. Captain van
Tromp dragged a revolver from the
back of hig huge trousers.

“You feller stop along reef!” he
yelled.

Ken sprang cyven while the words
were leaving his lips.

2

=

wildly.

The leap was & dangerous one, but
King of. the Islands recked little of
that. 3
figure flew, landing on the deck of
the Dutchman. He stumbled on a, ?

4

Frrmay

From the coral rock the active =

guy-rope rove to the main boom and |
fell along the deck; but he was on

his fm:t again in a moment, his eves .
blazing at Ghisbrecht van Tromp.

“You Dutch dog !” panted King of <
the Islands. “’Bout ship, you scum,
and back to Lalinge.” His revolver
was in his grip now. “’Bout ship, i
you scum ! You hear me?”

The Dutch smuggler was gripping
his revolver; but many ‘eyes at
Lalinge were on the schooner, and he
dared not use it. But he shouted an
order in Dutch to his men, and three.
of the crew—Dutchmen, like the .
skipper—rushed on Ken,

“Fling liim overboard !" yelled Van
Tremp in his own language, and tbe
mate of thoe Oom Pieter und two sca-
men leaped at King of the Islands.

Crash !

A clubbed revolver, crashing in hi¢ 1
face, sent the Putch mate stunned to
the deck. .

Een leaped back, his revolver at a
level.

“Stand

Crack!

One of the scamen went down,
}‘E”In% with a bullet in his leg. Tae
other backed away in haste. 2

Een's revolver swung round at the |
skipper of the Oom Pieter. L

“Drop that pistol, you scum, or
I'll drive a bullet through your fat =
carcase! I give you one sccond P

The Dutchman's revolver crashed
at his feet. His little eyes glittered
like points of fire in his rage, but he
was daunted. 3

“That's better,” said Ren con-
temptuously. He stepped aft'to the
Dutchman’s side. “Order your mea
to relense my Kanaka—sharp's the |
W‘D“l !" ya

The muzzle of the revolver was
almost touching the Dutch smuggler's
jowl. Choking with rage, Van Tromp
called out an order, and Koko was -
released  from his bonds. In a
moment the giant Kanaka was on his
feet, and he snatched a belaying-pin
from the rail and joined his master
on the deck.

“S'posc King of the Islands sing out,
me smashee head belong Dussman !”
)anted Koko, his eyes blazing at the '

utch skipper.”

“Smash head belong  Dussmnn,
s'pose lie no stop along Lalinge ! sa
Ken grimly. “You hcar meé, Vas

back, you dogs, or—*

sl M

Tromp? Get your schooner back to
the wharf, or, by iy word, yeur
skull's

oing to be eracked like a
(‘gg-x]\(‘lﬁ:!" o
The whalebeat was still pulling an
the gliding schooner was out of the
assage now. King of the Islands)
had been only just in time, Ca[fatl
van Tromp struggled with his fury
His fnce was crimson with rage. Bub
the iron hnlﬂying-})in was rising in’
the vengeful grip of Kaio-lalulalongs,
and the Dutchman dared not refi
In a choking voice he snarled ouf’ "
orders to the sweating crew of the
whnleboat, and the schooner was puk |
nbout and towed back through the
channel. E




' g}owrtéy. sweating under the Hot sun,
ihe oréw of the whaleboat pulled
. across the glistening bay, téwing the
Dutch schooner back to the wharf,
King of the Islands stood grim and
 menacing” by tlie side of the Dutch
ﬁip{ler, whose little furtive eyes,
blinking from layers of fat, watched
warily the belaying-pin in Koke's
»grip. The heavy hull of the Oom
rgricger ‘bumped
wharf at last.
King of the Islanda belted his
. revolver.
. “Keep your hands off my crew
. another time, Captain van Tromp !”
* ho said. “You feller EKoko, you
- comey along ketch.”

against the coral

Een -leaped ashore.. Eoko, the

XKanaka, stayed behind Ang moment.
He threw the belaying-pin. into the
bay, and then his heavy ﬂst, clenched
as hard as iron, smote full in the
face of the Dutch skipper. Captain
van Tromp, with a yell, went spinning
along the deck and cruahe(in down
on the planks. Then Kaio-lalulalonga
followed his master, grinning.

“Koko !” called out Ken sharply.

“Yessar! Kill face belong Duss-
man plenty too mueh!” chuckled
Koko,

And Eoko followed his master on
board the Dawn, while Captain van
Tromp eat up on his deck and
elutched a streaming nose!

Missing .
00D man, Ken !*
Kit Hudson clapped his
shipmate on the shoulder as
King of the Islands stepped on the
ketch from the coral wharf.

Ien grinned rather ruefully.

The epotless. white ducks which he
sported as shore clothes at Lalinge—
a rather particular place in the item
of clothes—had been dremched with
water and mulzd.; his ehooai formerly
equall spotless, were lim and
muddyy; hiﬁat was gone. Heplooked
the wreck of the handsome young
akipﬁer who had stepped ashore from
the Dawn. 3

{Continued on next page.)
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.CAREERS IN THE MAKING.

i

When you seée an express train roaring along at
80 miles an hour, what could be finer than to know
that you have bad some share in making this possible 7

HE first step towards qualify-
ing as a locomotive
engineer is to enter a loco-

motive works as an apprentice or a
pupil. . Whether it is better to
enter a private firm’a works or
thope of a railway company is de-
batable. In a locomotive
builder’s, knowledge can be gained
of design and construction for
. various requirements of railways
abroad as well as in England.

On the other hand, our railways
turn out most of their own rolling
stock, and, what is very important,
once in the railway company’s
works a footing has been gained
that may be most valuable.

The best- age to commence is
sixteen, as the training shouid
take about five years, and should
be completed by the age of twenty-
one. The question og apprentice-
‘ship or pupilage can only be

decided by means. A premium
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})npil will have to pay anything
rom £100 to £300, spr over
the term of pupilage, and will re-
ceive no pay. An apprentice will
probably have to pag a small fee
of a few pounds, and will receive
weekly wages which increase with
the time served.

A pupilage is, of course, prefer-:
able, as the chief mechanical
engineer is personally responsible
for peeing that his pupils receive
the best tuition available, and.
that they go through every section
of the work. An apprentice is
confined to the bmncﬁ of work,
such as fitting or erecting, which
he originally takes up, but some
of the best locomotive engineers
have commenced with an appren-
ticeship. .

Conditions on the civil enginéer-
ing side are rather different. The
Kmapeelive engineer should have

ad the latter part of his school-

5.

ing directed towards aequirin
thorough groundwork in mathe-

matics, inclading trigonometry
and mensuration, with some ex-
perience of  surveying  and
mechanical drawing, A short
period of shop wuri is also ex-
tremely useful.

The student who hag taken a
science degree in engineéring, and
shows a distinet bent in this direc-
tion, may obtain a position in a -
railway engincer's office as an
assistanit draughtsman, and -be
satigfied that he will have every
opportunity of promotion entirely
on-his merits.

The usual course, however, is to |
become a pupil of the chief
engineer for a period of.two or
three years. All candidates for
pupilage must be at lcast cighteen

ears of age and have passed or
,Ecen exempted from the examina-
tion for student membership of the
Institution of Civil Engineers.
The fees re«.{)uired are £125 per
annum, payable in advance, for a
period of three years, or in cases
where the pupil has obtained an
honours degree in engineering, the
time may be reduced to two years
at £150 per annum. No salary is
paid during the term of pupilage.

Pupils are given every possible
facility for gaining experience, in-
cluding steclwork design and con-
struction, new railways and widen-
ings, and general engineering.
All four big English railwaye own
docks, so that pupils can, 1f they
desire, also obtawn experience of
dock engineering. Naturally, the
railway com}mm’m will give no
guarantee of appointment after
pupilages or apprenticeships ex-
pire, but no one showing intelli-
gence and perseverance need fear
on this score.

It is cesential that any fellow
taking up these professions should
study and work hard. They arc
interesting jobs, and deserve the
best that can be given to them.
Wonderful as the Great Western
Railway engine, King George V.,
or Brunel’s masterpicces may seem
now, they will be surpaseed by the
work of boys of to-day who will
be the railway engincers of to-
MOITOW. v
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King of the

Islands!
(Continued jrom previous page.)
But he had resemed Kaio-

lalulalonga, shanghaicd on board the
Dutch schooner. That was worth the
loss of his best shore-going suil. .
“I mnever reckoned youw'd do it,”
said Hudson. “You were just on
time, Ken. And you got the Kanaka.”
" “Feller. King of the Islands he
lenty = good feller ‘along Kaio-
Pnhtlaiongn," eaid Koko. “Dussman
he plenty flaid King of the Islands.”
© *Van Tromp doesn't scem pleased, -
though he’s made you spoil your
clothes, Ken,” said Hudson, laughing.

From the Dutch schooner along the
wharf. the voice of Captain Van
Tromp came clearly to the ketch.

Van Tromp was standing at the
rail, shaking a fat fist at the ketch,
and pouring out a stream of enraged
words.

Most of them were in Duteh—a
language of which only a few words
were known to King of the Islands.
But he did not need telling that Van
Tromp was delivering a broadside of
the choicest epithets to be found in
his own language. The Dutch
skipper, who had been forced to tow
back from the reef to the coral wharf
of Lalinge, was shaking with rage,
almost like a fat jelly.

King of the Islands slared across
at him from the ketch., While the
fat Dutehman stamped and raved,

< and shook his podgy fist at the Dawn,
the schooner was leaving the wharf
again. Thé black crew of the whale-
boat, to which the tow-rope wae bent,
sweated and _panted as their oars
dipped agaim.” Once already they had
towed the heavy schooner out to the
chaunel in the recfs; once they had
towed it back, with their fat eaptain
guaking under the stern eye and
menacing revolver of King of the
Islands. Now for a third time they
set to their heavy task in the blaze
of the tropic sun; and brawny men as
they were, their movements were slow
and languid.

King of the Islands
Hudson, quite unmoved by the un-
intelligible shouting of the Dutch
skipper, looked nacross at him, with
smiling faces. Van Tromp was in a
fearful rage; but the rage of the fat,
unwieldy man was not impressive.
The -Hiva-Oa men on the' wharf
grinmed at him and made mocking
gestures—IKoko waved his hand in
mockery. The Dutchman's fat hand
went to his belt, as if for a weapon;
but if hie had a weapon there, he did
not venture to draw it. ' 5

The tub of a schooner glidcd away
from the wharf slowly. .The bay of
Talinge was like glass, unstirred by a
breath of wind,  Outside the reef it
was possible to pick up a breath, but
no more. King of the Islands looked
puzzled as he watched the schooner
glide away and the fat figure of
Captain Van Trpmp grow smaller
across the bay.

“Those niggers can hardly puil the
schooner out,” said Ken, “Van
Tromp will be slower gelling to the
reef this time. He won't find.much
wind outside. As likely as not he’ll
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and Kit-

3 %
lic becalmed in that tub. I don’t
sce his hurry to get out of the bay."

“Samec here,” said Hudson, puzzled
by the same thought. “He won’t
gain an hour by getting out of the
recf before the evening breeze springs
up. But he seems set om it."”

“If this was Port Moresby, I
should think he had smuggled goods
on board, and was anxious to pet
clear,” said Ken. “But you can take
anything you like out of Lalinge—
except my Kanaka,” he added, with a

grin.

“Me tinkee—" said Koko.

“Well, what do you think head
belong you?” asked Ken. .

“Tinkee Cap’n Samson noe wantee
sce along King of the Islands,” said
the Kanaka.

The shipmates of the Dawn jumped.
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“Bully Samson?” exclaimed Ken,

“0On board that Duteh schooner !”
cxclnimed Hudson. -

:“Me sca um, eye belong me,” said
Koko. “Bully Samson he ne go
down along sca—no makee Lkai-kai
along shark. Me:eec um long cabin
along schooper belong Dussman.”

“My Sam ! cjaculated Ken.

‘His® first feeling was one of
astonishment; but it was mingled
with relief. “Brufe and- rufiian_ as
Bully Samson was, it had weighed
upon Ken'd mind ‘that his crew had
flung the freebooter into the Pacific.
He had hoped that the gliding canoc,
of which lic had eanght a glimpse that
wild night, Lhad picked up the bully
of the Shark. f Koko had really
seen  him om  board th‘l: Duteh

2

schooner, it was evident that he h
been picked upt S
“You're gure it was Bully Samson,*
Koko?” asked King of the Islands.

“Plenty sure, sar. Sce um eyl
belong  me,” said Koko. “Savvy
Bully Samson plenty {oo much.”

Ken nodded. f

‘The Kanakn was not likely to bail
mistaken.  Bully Samson, with his_
black-bearded face and his burly =
form, was casy enough to recognise -
at a glance. =

“Well, 'm glad,” enid Ken, after 8
pause, “I'm. glad he never wend
down when the black boye chucked
hin into the sca. I only hope he will
never foul my hawse again. We'r
done with Faloo, and I hope we're
done with Bully Samson.” £

“He’s kecping out of sight,” said}
Kit Hudson. *That Dutch tub h
lain lhere all day, with a lot of comi
and going ashore; but Bully Samso
never showed up. . He may be afr
of being mailed, at Lalinge, for s
ing the ketch at Faloo.”

“Anyhow, he’s gone mow,” said’
Xen. 1

Slowly but surcly the whaleboak]
was towing the Dutch schooner away:
towards the passage in the reefs. .

The heavy eraft was lost to view
last in the reefs at the mouth of th
bay; Captain Van Tromp had got o
to sea; though why he was so pres
to get outside was still a puzzle foo
King of the Islands. If Bully Sam-
son was lying doggo on the schoonet, |
lic could have done so till nightfall’
wilhout putting out to sea.

But Ken dismissed the matter £
his mind as he went below to cl
up and change his clothes. 4

He had almost forgotten thed
incident of the shanghai-ing of Koke
and his bearding of the Dutch skip
on his own deck, when, in the cool
the sunset, he stepped ashore on the
coral wharf and walked alon 18}
heach towards Joln Chin's warehouse.

King of the Islands reached the

office, and stopped in under ihe
awning.

Chin’s Furasian clertk was
attendance.

“John Chin here?” asked King
the Islands.

“No, sar!
vet returning from Kufa,
the Eurasian,

“Not back from Kufa?” 3

“There is some unexpected delay-
ing of unaccountable nature,”
plained the Eurasian. “The expe
ing was returning eariy, but hone
abile masfer not yet coming.”

The Eurasian would have disdai

Honourable master ne
” answ

to speak in he-de-mer” Engli
like a Kanaka. He had his o
educated-Oriental variety of"

language.

“I'11 wait,” said Ken. ¥

“ Honourable captain being pl
to take one scat,” offered theﬁiu
politely.

Ken sat down in a cane chair unde
the strgcd awning outside Joh
Chin’s office. < A

King of the Islands was puzzled!

(Have gou fold gowur chums
this splendid story by Sir Alan
hown T If not, let it be youwr good
for to-day! Next week's insi
by the way, is extra fophole!



