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Cast Up by the Sea!
ING OF THE ISLANDS
K stepped ashore from the ketch
and walked along. the beach
to John Chin’s office in the fresh
morning.

Lalinge lay bright and fresh under
the rising sun, A crowd of Kanakas
were already bathing in  the bay,
their brown skins gleaming in the
sunlight. Black boys, in the bunga-
lows, were taking their masters the

morning  coffee—in  some ca the
‘morning cocktail:
Manager . Belnap, of the Burns

Line, hailed King of the Islands from
lis veranda as he came swinging
along with a sailorman’s easy gait
Mr. Belnap held up .the long glass
that his black boy had just filled.
'.."This way, King | ‘Here, you feller
bey, you fill glass along King of (he
Islands !

Ken shook his head. with a smile,
as lie stopped and looked into the
shady veranda,

“Not for me, thanks!
of Jolm Chin?”

“X hear that he never turned up at

Aur news

all last . night,” . answered the
manager  “His people . in @
flusfer about it. They're sending

over a canoe to Kufa to inguire—it
started at dawn.”

“Then I'll get along to the office.
Bomething must have happened to the
Chink,” said Ken. -

The moorings were cast off, the whaleboat manped, and, with the brow

glided out to the reef!

Manager Belnap nodded. But lic
was more deeply interested in the
contents of his long glass than in the
fate of John Chin.

Ken walked on to the Chinese mer-
chant's office, his brows knitted with
thought. Tt was extremely unusual
—in fact, unknown—for the Chinese
merchant to fail to keep an appoint-
ment, and he had failed EKen the
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EN KING, known as King of (3

p the Islands, sails the South ©
Seas in his ketch, the Daien, in ©
search of trade. With him is b
) Kit Hudson,

They foll foul of a rascally 5
. skipper named Salnson, and
managing to get the betler of
him they sink his boat and
3 leave him stranded. Samson is
) aware that John Chin, a Chinese ¢
trader on the Island of Lalinge
for whom Kit once worked, has
digcovered a wich pearling
ground. He plans to kidnap
Chin and wresi the secrel from @
) him. To this end Samson joins o
forces awith a Duteh skipper,
Van Tromp of the Oom Pieter.
They run down Chin's boat,
take him and his erew aboard, €
und run for it! Meawohile the ©
2 Dawn is tied up at Lalinge, with Q
© Hen and Kit waifing for the ®
trader’s return, (Now rg-d on.} o

n-skinned ocaremen pulling, the ketch

provious evening. That he had a

failed to rgturn to Lalinge at all'i
proof that something had happe
to him. ]

Ken had a friendly regard for§
Chinaman. Even Kit Hudsou, #
had little wse for the yellow. i
made an exeeption in favour of Ji
Chin. King of the Tslands, who
invested his share of the treasu
Faloo in a new cargo for the Dal
was anxious to get to sea.
matters of trade faded from hism
now. If some misfortune had
pened to John Chin, Ken intend
look into the matter before ke sai

John Chin's office was generally]
example of quict order and preci
But it was in great confusion m
The inexplicable abscnce of the.
chant had disturbed and alar
his numerous stafi. The Eur
chief clerk met Ken with a long 18
almost furgclting to he an el
and civilised white man in his

tion.
“Honourdble master no
ing1” he fexclaimed. I

canoce to Kufa inquiring quest
esteemed master.” 3
“The canoe’s not back yet??
The' Eurasian pointed a ‘fi
towards the shining bay.
“Canoe coming to arrive,” he
-Ken looked across the bayis
canoe was paddling swiftly in
the outer reef, * i
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He went down to thé margin of the
tay, the Eurasian with him The
cance came swiftly on, paddled by
black men, with no sign of a China-
" man in it. If John Chin had stayed
ihe night on Kufa he had not re-
. fwmed to Lalinge in the cance. With
# flashing of paddles the cance ran
at last npon the beach. A breathless
Kanaka jumped ashore.

“Houourable master
“the Eurasian.

“Master he no stop along Kufa!”
ammounced the Kanaka.

“He started  back  yesterday?”
asked Ker “Feller John Chin he

hy along  Lalinge day

—"  began

Kufa
Chin

Feller along
name  John
romey along Lalinge.”

Ken compressed his lips.

Something 1 happened to John
Chin's whaleboat on the short rum
. from Kufa to Lalinge—on a calm sea,
It was impossible not to surmise that
there had been foul play of some
sort.

Ken walked back to the keteh, with
0 & deeply corrugated brow, Kit Hud-

no
no

son met him  with an  inquiring
& glance as he stepped on board.
i o mnews of the Chink?” he

, reading the answer in the
itroubled face of King of the Islands.
No. He hasn’t come back, ahd
y don't know anything on Kufa,

He left for Lalinge in the whalchoat
as usual.”

Hudson wrinkled his brows.

“But what can have happencd to
Lhim? The weather’s been calm—he
had a good boat and a good erew,
and Le's made the trip a hundred
times at lcast. What—

“Foul play of some
Ken.

*“But what—who—-"

“That beats me, so far.,”

“We're mot pulling out
usked Hudson,

Ken shook his head.

“Not till we know what's beconic
of John Chin He's stood by ne
more than e, like a white man,
Chink as h and I'm standing by
him if he’s got fouled by some sca-
lawyer.” .

* His niggers?"” suggested Hudson.

“I've thought of that, but it’s not
likely. John Chin’s men are all good
boys. A wman like that Dutch smug-
gler, Van Tromp, or a brute like
Bully Samson might be kai-kaied by
his men—but never John Chin. T
can't get on to it at all,” confessed
Ken, “But_if we don’t get any
news to-day I shall druth ronnd in
the Dawn looking for him. You
agree?” he added.

“Youn bet!”

It was an anxious morning foy
King of the Islands. It was towards
noon that a hubbub on the beach

2
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drew the attention of the shipmates

of the Dawn. A crowd of natives
had gathered, and were jabhering
excitedly. Manager Belnap had eomo

down from his bungalow, and two or
threc other white men had joined the
throng. The Eurasian clerk could
be seen wringing his hands in oxag-
gerated grief.

King of the Islands and Kit Hud-
son hurried along the coral wharf,
and ram down the beach to see what
was toward. They could guess that
it was news of some kind of John

*hin,

“The Chink’s gone |”
Belnap.

“Gone?” exclaimed Ken.

" His whaleboat has been run down.
Some of the natives found this
thrown up by the tide, and brought
it here.”

King of the Islands stared at the
object that lay om the beael, in
the midst of the excited crowd. Tt
was the stern half of a whaleboat,
cut clean in two by the erashing hows
of some ship that had run it down
at sea.  King of the TIslands stared

said Manager

ke uut oo gey 8 Tuag in
throat. That fragment of wree
tossed ashore by the Pacific tide

was all that remaiped.to tell of the

fate of John Chin!
K twang his nkulele and to hum

a Hawa song. The cheery
grin died off his brown face. ’

The tropic sun was blazing down
on Lalinge.

Koko, scated at the foot of the
mainmast of the ketch Dawn, with
his long, brown legs, in striped
calico shorts, stretehed out on the
hot deck, had been enjoying life.

While the Dawn lay by the coral
wharf of Lalinge there was little or
nothing for Kaio-lalulalonga to do,
and, like a true Kaunaka, he liked
doing little, and loved doing nothings

Lazy hours of sitting in the shade
or basking in the sun were all thak
Koko m-cg(-d to make him happy.

He stretched his long brown legs
on the deek, leaned lazily against the
mast, twanged his ukulele,
hummed a song, and asked nothing
more of Fate.

His utmost excrtion was to shift
his position as the sun moved in the
cloudless heavens, so that the mast
was constantly behind him and the

“Koko Savvy!"
OKO, the Kanaka, ceased to

tall cedar shaded him from the
glare,

But as King of the Islands stepped
over the low teak rail, from the

wharf to the kétch, the happy, care-
less contentment faded from Koko's
brown ‘face. F

King of the Islands was frowning
darkly—not with anger, but with
troubled thought.

%




King of the

Islands!
(Continued from previous page.)

The fate of John Chin, the Chinese
nt, lay heavy on hig mind and

The \\w(‘k of the
washed ashore by the tide,
John Chin had been. run down at
sca, on his return from Kufa to
Lalinge. That there had been foul
play Ken was assured; In the sun-
light of a tropic day the boat could
scarcely have been run down by acei-
dent. And what lad become of John
Chin and his native boat-crew? The
tea was alive with sharks—but surely
at least one of the boat’s crew wonld
lhave gained the shore, if abandoned
by the vessel that had run down the
poat. If Johm Chin and his men had
been picked up by the vessel that
had run them down, where were
they? In bad hands, it was certain;
ior Ken had no doubt whatever that
the whaleboat had been run down
deliberately.

King of the Islands and Kit Hud-
son thought the matter over and
over flg'll]'n and again, with painful
intentness; and, meanwhile, the
keteh lay idly moored al the wharf.

Idleness, which appealed so
strongly to Kaio-lalulalonga, did not
appeal to King of the Islands in the
least. He was ready for sea, and
anxious to get to sea. But while
ihe fate of John Chin remained un-
Known, ~ile wonld not #fd mnlr o
lift his anchor.

Koko, the Kanaka, gave lhv fate
of John Chin no thought whatever,
Like all Kanakas, he thought very

whaleboat,
fold that

little, and people who passed out cf
his sight ceased to exist, so far as
he was concerned,

» Bat the clouded face of King of
the Islands made a gv difference,
That cloud . was : immediately = re-

flected upon the brown face of the
Loatswain. = Like the sea reflecting
the sunshine or the clonds, Koko re-
flected the moods of his master. The
dark trouble on Ken’s handsome,
sunburnt . face was sufficient to
shadow the sunny sky for Koko; and
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NEXT WEEK’S

the fate
being a
matter

as he knew the cause of it,
of John Chin, instead of
trifle light as air,
of importance to the Kan

He watched King of the Is
in silence as Ken dropped into
ong chair on the after-deck. Kit
Hudson, who had been seated on the
rail idly coiling his stockwhip, gave
his shipmate an inquiring leok.

'hn n shook his head.
“It beats me,” said Hudson. “The
whaleboat was run down intent

ally. ~ There ecan’t be much doubt
about that.”

“None ul' all,” answered Ken
moodily, “Some enemy of John

Chin met him on his way back from
Kufa, and ran him dow: If he's
alive, he’s in some sea-lawyer’s
bands.” King of the Islands moved
restlessly. “I owe a lot to that
Chink, Kit. When I first sailed the
Dawn he stood me my first cargo on

my bare word, and took the risk.
If he’s in danger—and he must be—IL
can’t le iim to it.”

“I've sailed with him, and he was
a good skipper to me,” said Hudson.

“I'm with you all the way, Ken.
But what can we do?”
“Wait for news first—and then

zlnun round in the ketch looking for
him,” said King of the Islands. “I
know it means the trade going to

pot. After all, we can afford it—
for once. The gold we lifted on
Faloo will see wus through. We

haven't got to drum hard for copra
to pay ljm running expenses—for a
time, . 15t \'\"om in luck, so
far as that goes.”

Hudson nodded.

“I'm with you all the way, as I
said. Let the trade go, so long
we can. keep afloat without it.”
“We ean stand it for a few weeks,

at least, without having to mortgage
the Dawn fo the Jew bhroker at
Lukwe,” said Ken, with a faint
smile.  *“0Old Mafoo never knew how
useful his sovercigns would be when
he stacked them aw in the. tapa
sack under the banyan-tree on
Falco.”

Kaio-lalulalonga had laid down his
ukulele and was coming aft, his big

®
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bare feet patiering on the -:u-\ﬂ'rngw
teak deck. :

“Trouble he stop along little whit
mast asked the Kanaka.

“Plenty too much trouble he clop"
n]:m-r me,” answered Ken.

“Little white master
along Johm Chin?

A Xes”

“Me tinkee
belong - me,”
“Koko savvy.

Ken smiled.

He had little faith in the mental
processes in the head of @

Koko smiled, too—mnot hecause ke
saw any reason for smiling, but b
cause the “little white master®
smiled. 3

“Well, what do you think wi
head belong you, Koko?" asked King
of the Islands good-humouredly,
“What feller thing Koko sav

“Tinkee back }nrm way
Koko. “TFeller King “of the Island
tinkee back alang “Koko.”

In!, do you want me to ren
ber?” asked Ken, puzzled. “V
name me tinkee bhack along you?

EKoko made a gesture towards K
Hudson.

“Tinkee back along feller Hudso
prisoner along schooner belong Bully
Samson,” lie said.

“I remember.”

“Bully Samson he wantee maks
feller Hudson steer course alon
pearl island belong John Chin:”

S Well 2" 4

“Feller King' of the Islands siuke
Shark along reef. Feller Hudson &
no stop aloug Bully Samson. = Bullj
Sudtion wantee find pearl island
long John Chin. S'posce Bully
son. get John Chin, makee’ guid
along pearl island 2"

Ken stared at the Kanaka.

“My Sam !"” he almost shouted.

It was light on the mystery
last—and 1t . camec from K
lalulalonga, in whose me
cesses King of the Islands pla
little faith!  Only to clear 1§
cloud from the face of his little whil
master, with absolute unconcern @
the fate of John Chin, had Koko &
his wits to work. A hundred J
Chins might have vanished intos

he tinkes

along Jolm Chin head?
said  the Kanakad

“ Please reserve
me a copy of
MODERN BOY
evegy week!l”

THEN NOBODY Of
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YOU GET THERI
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vastness of the Pacific without
causing Koko to cease twanging his
musical ukulele for a moment—but
for the fact that his master’s face
was clouded with trouble.

Kit Hudson Jump\;l clear of the
rail.

“Koko's hit it !"” !u‘ exclaimed,

“My Sam !” 1(‘1w1ic1l King of the
Islands. “Bully Samson was on
board that Dutch schooner—Van
Tromp's ship—that was towed out of
the bay yesterday., Koko saw him
there. ~Samson wanted you to guide
him to John Chin’s pearl island. Is
it possible that he has kidnapped
Jolin Chin for the same reason?”

“Me tinked iu-eul belong me,” said
Koko proudly. “Dussman he one
rascal alle® samee Bully Samson,”
King of the Islands rose to his feet.
ace was full of excitement now,
Koka had given him the clue,

e

|  “Samson was on board Van
_ Tromp’s ship, Kit. If they'ro in
league, that scttles the matter. Van

mp is a smuggler and a thief, but
I never reckoned he had the nerve for
a kidnapping game—he's a coward,
. and afraid of his own shadow almost.
| But Samson may have bucked him up
. to it. You remember we wondered
why that Dutchman was so anxious to
tow out of the bay, when there was
hardly a breath of wind to be picked

L up out de the reef. If he knew that
John Chin was coming back from
Knfa in “his  whaleboat—and all
Lalinge knew that—he was tm\uw
ont in time to meet the whaleboat.'

b “And fo run her down and kid-

- wap  John  Chin!”  said Hudson.

1 “Koko's bit the nail on the head.

L It's Bully Samson’s work—h got
the Dutchinan to join with him; Van

Tromp’s rascal enough, and he may
have borrowed a little nerve from
Bully Samson. Samson was mad on
efting a clue to the pearl island—
¢ tied me up for the land-crabs be-
cause I refused to guide him. He’s
- got hold of John Chin himself now.”

Ken paced the deck, thinking it
ont.

Koko's suggestion had let a flood of
light into his mind. He was almost
eertain now that he knew the truth.

His glance swept across the shining
hay to the outer reef and the bound-
less Pacific beyond.

“We’ve got 1t now !” he said. “It’s
- & bundred to one that that is what
happened, But Captain van Tromp
is twenty-four hours ahead of us.
His old tub can’t sail like the Dawn.
If we could raise her topsails, T'd
‘undertake to run her down in the
teeth of the wind.  But—where is

L

he?”
“8'pose John Chin he set a course,
feller Dussman sail along pearl
* dsland,” Koko.  “Feller Hud-

L son he savvy pearl island.”

“That's true,” said Hudson. “I
- can set a course for John Chin’s pearl
island, as Bully Samson knew when
| he bad me in his hands. I can take
you there, Ken, if you think
L. “Is John (luu the man to guide
iim ther 1 Ken A}uluously i !
don't bvlm\'n lm would do it, to save
dis life.”

- “Bully Samson won’t stand on cere-
‘mouy wﬂ.h him—any more than ho
did with me,” answered Hudson,
“Jolim Chin may guuh him to save

his life, or to save himsclf fromi
Malaita tortures,”
Ken set his lips,

“1 know! The villain is capable

of anything! You're sure you can
¥ island, Kit?"
It’s plain sailing,”

answered the Cornstalk. “I sailed
there as mate in John Chin's brig
once. 1 could steer a course there
with my eyes shut.”

hen that’s our course,” said
King of the Islands. “If John Chin
has set a course for him, that’s

where we shall find him—if not, we'll
search the Pacific for the Dutchman’s
schooner. We know now what craft
John Chin is on, at least, and we
know it will never come near Lalinge,
g0 we're wasting time here. The
pearl island first—and if we don’t
find them there, we'll drum the
Pacific from Tahiti to the Sglomons
hunting for the Qom Piecter |

He slapped Koko's brawny
shoulder.

*Good man, Koko! You've set us
@ course, at least, and we can get to
SCJ.

he Kanaka grinned.

“Koko mo common Kanaka,” he
said. “Tinkee plc»uly too much head
belong him, sar!”

Ken sfouted to the Hiva-On crew,
lolling idly on the coral wharf.

“You feller boy, you show a leg
plenty quick! Tumble up!

Lompe and Danny um% Lufu and
the rest clambered on board. The
keteh, a minute before a scene of lazy
idleness, was now buzzing with haste,
The moorings were cast off, the whale-
boat manned, the tow-rope bent, and
vith the brown-skinned oarsmen pull-
ing hard, the keteh glided out to the

The cloud had passed from Ken's
face now that he was active again
OQutside the barrier reef, the canv
was shaken out, and the copper-
sheathed prow of the Dawn eut the
rollers of the Pacific. Koko, at the
helm, hummed his Hawalian song,
his brown face happy and contented
again, now that his little white
master ’ no longer frowned.
cross-trees of the Oom Pieter,

I ] Bully Samson swept ihe

Pacific with a searching eye. Captain
van Tromp watchied him from below,
his little piggy cyes fixed on the
bulky figure in the red sarong., The
fat Dutchman’s face was anxious.
Ghisbrecht  van Tromp, in fact,
passed his whole life in a state of
more or less anxiety. There were
few laws of the Seven Seas that he
had not brokeny but he had not the
courage of his misdeeds, and lived in
fear of justice overtaking him.

He envied the reckless hardihood of
his associate, and hal him for it.
He looked forward greedil
ing at John Cliin’s pearls, and yet
half the time | wishing that he
had never seen Bully Samgon, and

The Secret!
IS huge bulk jammed in the

never heard of John Chin and his
pearl island, Smuggling rubber out
of Malaya, stealing blacks from

louely islands, robbing native traders
en solitary atolls were exploits
(Continued on page 28.)
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your letters to—
he Editor, The MODERN BOY,
leetway House,
Farringdon Street,
London, E.

Al letters must bear full name and address of the writer.

B’Y now all you winners in our great

“What Is It?” Competition, the
resull of w was announced in last
week's Mopery Bov, will have received
your awards,  And I would like to renew
the congratulations I offcred last week
to, all competitars on the high standard
of éxcelleiice shown By, their solutions

I"have sidwn my appreciation of ‘th
by presenting a largd number of extra
prizes,” the grand total of prizes awarded
to Moprpx Doy réaders in this com-
petition amounting to no less a figure
than six hundved and ninety-seven !

You may remember that: the pumber
of “prizes origindlly * offéred was five
hundred and seventy-two, which figure

have now- increased by one hiundred
and twenty-five, making 687 awards!”

That’s somet] like a prize-list, isn't,
it? And heré's special ¢ongrafs to
all the clever 697 winnerst™ -

T#am following up with another com
peition *of an_entirvely - differe i,
wid one that I lmow will inferest
all, Tt is‘called “ Autographs,
pacticalars of it will ke puhlis

“alw

next Monday’s Mobery Boy—so look out
for them!

Your letters are rolling fito this office
at a steadily increasing rate, and the
reason for this, undoubtedly, is because
it is our care end pride to send a careful
and accurate reply to every letter and
query received, as far as it is possible
to do so. " g

The amount of reliable information
already supphed to readers of Mopkny
Bov, on every " conceivable ” varicty of
subjeet, if lard end to end in letter
form, would reach from Brighton to the
North  Pole prubal;l‘yfr';r, anyway, I
don’t see why.it shouldn’t! It is not

¥4 possible for mie {6 answer every
letter “by return,” of course, but replies
aré sent just 4% soon as possible .

The idea of printing somo * general
interest ™ " queries and rug)tics on this
page is very popular with you all—at

least, T gather as much. from your
letters.  So Lere are a . few more of
them. -

gl
wer has just gonc
t,, and- he writes

doesit mean when anybody says a horse-
i fifteen hands high?” A “hand " s
a term used for measuring horses, aud
it stands for four iuches, 8o a horse
fificen hands high would be sixly inches,

saor. five high. The measurement is
“usually taken- from the ground to ths §
withe hat-bony bump just where his |

maue ends,
A salamander does not live in fire,
hn M. (I A salamander ‘is
¢ much e a lizard, and is native
some parts of Furope and Western
/ There is a legendary salamander

which was supposed to live in fire; this 5
was a full d dragon! y A %

8

The longest tuunel in the world is

the Sirmplon—not the Severn, D. Y,
(Bristol). The Simplon Tunnel—which
is in - Bwitzerland, * as you probably
kunow—=i5"121-3 miles latig ; it-took-séven
vears to.build: and  éast “thrée - llion
pounds. The Severn is only 4} milés
long ; it cost- twe million pounds,” and®
was opened forty-twa years ago. g

G L ety ey

“T have heard that during the’ Great
War the Germans -had an 'séroplane
which looked like a bird,” says P. R, L, ©
(Croydon),  “T don’t believeiit. & Is'ig.
2%, 1t is perfectly true, P. R. L.~}
hine was a monoplane, kiown
otha-Taube.” The wings were
swept backwatds at the ends, and, seen
from the® ground, 'the plane ~had the |
distinct appearance of a big hawk,

THE EDITOR,

BT 3% pee o
| sceuring Van™ Tromp's allianct in his scheme, With-
f out a ship and a crew.he was powerless; and Samson
had no rescrve laid by against rainy day. ‘The sink-
ing of the Shaik had left tle to call his own, and
the last of his resources hgd been spent in the expedition. s
to Faloo, where he had failed to:lift Mafoo’s treasure.
John Chin's pear] island ‘was all that stood between him®
and beggary, and only bj Van Trofip's aid could he
hope to raise the pearl island and lay his greedy hands |
upor the pearls.- - : ; ;

The Dutchman was still hesitatin

Fifty knots cut of Lalinge, on a
no sign of pursuit, no
Tromp: felt that all was

the Islands!
{Continued from page 25.)

King of

dangerous enoitgh for Van Tromp by way of vari
to his regular trade in copra and pearl shell. f

Bully Samson’s savage determination of character
dominated him, added to his own lawless greed; but his
nerves had been in a jangle ever since the Oom Picter
had-towed out of the bay at Lalinge, run down Chin’s
wlialeboat and taken the Chinaman on board,” |

ully - Samson swung 'himsglf*out of thi cross-trees

with an activity strangely in-contrast with s - heavy
biilk, aid slithcred down the ratlines. -
“Fe sail 7 asked “the Dutel skipper.

gesertod ocean, with™

ign of a passing sail, even Van
safe; yet he hesitated to let t

“N bully of the Shark go ahead,

LN . 4 s Al John Chin, the richest merchant in the islands, had
Sellor o et g L < ;. PO
W Il\';}fil;’:nf( e hf Some | : many fr{mnds— many business associates whose interests:

were bound up with'his, His disappearance was cert
to causc a sensation. Ifit_was believed that he
been drowned at sea, all was well. But—many a “but”
lm!mk-(l the uncasy mind of the Dutel smuggler, */ 3

< » . f

The Dutchman looked relieved. ’

JThe' black-bearded frecbooter gave him a glance of
sardonic contempt.’,

ST tell you they know nothing at Lalinge. How are -1 tell you,” said Bully Samson, betweon his teeth—41
they, going: to know? "And if, they did,. the V't a { tell you, shipmato, there’s half a 'million in pearly on

eraft, in“the-harbour, excépting It 1ds’ ten
cenit yawl. ' I guess Ken King is too busy “dramming
for copra to waste time on a"Chi even ' if “he ‘knew—--
and Thow's he te “kinow P W¢'ve done 'fifty, knots since
we dropped Lalinge. 1

Kingof the Islands’ ten- { John Chin's island. Every man_in the islapds knows as.
much.” “It’s the chanee of a lifetime: -
Chink now.;: we've only got to-mak
“Feller Samson go ahesd !” said V

an Tromp

We've seen no sail except the lug mson turned away at once and ‘i.r:nnpud heayi
of a Lukwe cange.” i : ., | down the companion into the stuffy eabin of the Ot
j muttered Vun Tromp. . | Pieter, f

¢ e a sail, or the smoke of a steamer, what John Chin was ther g
then ?” snailed Biilly Samson. “ Are they going to sce The little ivory-complesioned Chinaman sat on

througl a teak deek into your cabin and sight a Chink | locker, impassive as ever. A brawny Tonga ‘man
there? Are they.going_to hear him yell 27 " in the eabin guard over the Chivaman, Thera w
on was snarling with impatience, . no escape for the prisoner from the schooner; whose bl

He was anxious to diad the secrel of the pearl] island n

Duteh bows were cleaving the Pacific
But Samson knew the peculiar natuge of the Chin
and he would not have Peen surprisetl had John
thrown himself overboard, to save his sceret from
enemy at the cost of his life. The big Tonga nati
had been incessantly on guard ! s

(What kappens next ? VERY thrilling things—for chieh
see Sir Alan Cobham's great instalbnent next week. G

{ i diaZ r from any lan
from John Chin, but the uncasy fears of the Dutelman

had held him back s6 far.

On his own shipsSamson would not have wasted an
hour.  But Lis own ship was at the bottom of the
Pacific, and_on tLe 0o m Picter Van Tromp was master.
It irked the fierce freébooter to be under another man’s
oxders, but he knew that Le lad been fortunate in
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