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KING of the ISLAND

e

“I'll Beat You Yet!"
APTAIN VAN TROMP stood

‘ , rooted to hisdeck with astonish-

ment and rage. The command
of his ship had suddenly been taken
out of his hands. Instead of heaving
to, the Oom Picter was still speeding
on her way towards the pearl island.
Van Tromp stuttered and spluttered
with rage.
“You fcller Samson!” he gasped.
You no command ship belong me!
You no stop along schoomer. You
-

“Hold your tongue !” roared Samson
savagely

“You feller boy, you seize feller
Samson plenty quick !” shricked the
Dutehman, forgetting fear in his
fury.

The nest moment he was sprawling
along the deck, as Bully Samson
drove his left fist into the fat face,
almost lifting the Dutchman from his
fo

If the black seamen had thought of
oheying the order they changed their
minds as the Dutch skipper sprawled
over and asping and panting
and bewildered,

Bully Samson swung round on the
wmate

Jensen was springing towards him,
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The Tropic Seas never saw Greater Adventure than accompanies
this Exciting Quest for an immensely rich Pearling Ground !

Bully Samson, rifle

in grip, glared to-

wards the ketch—

ready to exchange

shots  with King of
ths Islands !

a belaying-pin in his grip, aud only and hanged at a yardarm for pirag
a rapid movement saved the free- on the high seas. It was the greated
booter from the blow. The belaying- risk that Bully Samson had evel
pin missed him by inches, and the taken in Lis wild and lawless lifty
next moment Bully Samson pulled But he gave hardly a thought to if
trigger, and the Dutch mate fell for the moment. He was in com
almost at his feet. mand of the schooner, speeding of
The boatswain had made a move- towards the pearl island; and
ment to leave the wheel. But he shouted to the black crew to shak
gripped the spokes again as Samson’s out more sail. They obeyed him with
fierce eyes turned on him ude they had seldos
The smoking revolver looked him in ir own skipper's orde
the face. The revolver in Samson’s grasp, as
“You obeying orders, you Dutch Iis evident readiness to use it at ff
scum?” snarled Bully Samson. sign of res tance, enforced prom
“Ja, ja, mynheer!” stuttered the obedience. Under a mountain df
boatswain, c;nuaq lilm s?h;);oxﬁ‘r E;nccd on hbcf:
« L s z s 5 the wind ; and ully Samson shool
: l}e.p“ {Il-m"'d that T o u.!mmanll- menacing fist at th‘l’.‘ ketch astern.
ing this ship now, and I'll send you w of tho Telands, I'1l beat va
to the sharks as scon as look at you! 5o Hao Jalance, Lol bent o
Keep her steady ! yet!” lie roared, and his powerfi
B4 voice rang across the tumblis
Captain van Tromp had sat up. waters, and reached the ears of K
But he did not rise to his feet. He

i £ the Islands the deek of t
rolled over to the companion hateh- [y .or ' s on eck of

< Dawn,
way, and went plunging below, roll- et
ing down the ladder, spluttering with .
terror. Bully Samson had no resist- Piled Up!
ance to look for from him. o ELLER DUSSMAN  catchs
He gave the Dutch skipper no F plenty soon ! chuckled Kai
heed.  He had succeeded in  his lalulalonga.

desperate attempt—he was in com- King of the Islands was starip
mand of the schooner now—and, at hard at the Dutch schooner throug
the same time, liable to be taken the bincculars, g
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“and blazed down on the sea from an

;" The sun was past the zenith now,

- .almost cloudless sky. But though
the gale had blown itself out, the

_ wind was etill strong and gusty and
" the sea running high. The ghmpses

he could catch of what was passing
~on the Dutchman's deck puzzled
~ King of the Islands at first, but he

soon had a fairly clear idea of what
had happened.

Knowing the Dutch smuggler as

~ he did, Ken more than half expected

Van Tromp to weaken, and abandon
~ his lawless scheme, when he found

himself closely Fursued. His doubt

was whether Bully Samson’s influence
would be strong enough to nerve the

Dutchman to desperate measures.
But certainly he had not expected
what he saw now. Bully Samson,
single-handed, had seized the com-
mand of the Dutch schooner. Ken's

- face was grave as he lowered the
glasses.

“They're putting on more sail!”
remarked Hudson. * Dutchy doesn’t

- seem afraid for his sticks now.”

“Dutehy hasn’t a say in the matter
now,” answered Ken. “Bull{ Sam-
son is giving orders yonder. fancy
Van Tromp is sorry by this time
that he leagued with Bully Samson
to kidnap John Chin.”

Hudson whistled.

“Then we've got Samson to deal
with, not the Dutchman.”

~ "Yes; and he will be a harder nut
to crack than a dozen Dutchmen,”
said King of the Islands.

- “He's got some nerve!” said the

Cornstalk half-admiringly. *“But he
. will never get away with it. The
- crew must be against him—and we're
coming up hand over fist. Hallo!
That’s from Samson !”

A rifle-shot whizzed across the deck
of the Dawn. The Hiva-Oa men
- ducked and  babbled  excitediy.
Koko, at the helm, laughed.

“Feller Samson no shootee all same
King of the Islands,” he said coolly.
“No hit.”

. The builet had passed a foot from
. the steersman of the ketch. Ken's
face set hard, and he gripped his

Winchester. .

“Samson’s opened the ball,” he
said.  “Sauce for the goose is sauce
for the gander.”

The boy trader went forward, rifle
in hand, on to the tiny forecastle
of the ketch.

The schooner, under crowded sail,
was speeding on towards the island,
elearly in view mow. The shining
lagoon could be seen, barred from
the sea by long lines of coral reefs,
save in one spot where a narrow
channel opened and the eea broke in
masses of white foam.

The goal of Bully Samson’s quest
was close at hand. A linc of sheds
could be seen against the tall palms
beyond the white beach. On one of
the shed roofs a Chinaman stood,
staring across the lagoon and the
reefs at the two vessels.

King of the Islands, lying behind
bis rifle, watched and waited. Ken
was a first-class shot with the rifle;
but even at short range shooting
was difficult, with both ships plung-
ing in a wild and turbid sea.
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Twied again Samson’s rifle cracked
on the schooner, the bullets tearing
through the great spread of canvas
on the Dawn.

King of the Islands still waited.

The vessels were close enough now
for him to hear the bull-voice of the
freebooter shouting defiance.

Still holding his fire, Ken shouted
back :

“ Heave to!”

The crack of Samson’s rifle was his
only answer.

Ken fired in return, and the bully
of the Shark dropped his huge bulk
into cover. Ken shouted to the
steersman :

“Stand clear, or you go down!”

The Dutch boatswain gave him a
scared stare, and stared still more
fearfully at Bully Samson crouching
within six feet of him, with
menacing rifle, glaring at him over
the barrel.

“Keep  her steady!”  grated
Samson. “King of the Islands may
mizss you, but I shan’t miss you, you
Dutch scum! Keep her steady!”

The Dutch boatswain would have
been glad cnough to abandon the

KEN KING, known as King of
the Islands, sails the South
Seas in his trading ketch, the
Dawn, with Kit Hudson, an
Australian youngster, as mate.
They fall foul of a rascally
skipper named Samson who
knows that John Chin, a Chinese
trader on the Island of Lalinge
for whom Kit onee worked, has 0
discovered a rich pearling 2
ground. He plans to kidnap @
Chin and wrest the secret from
him. To this end Samson joins
Jorces with a Dutch skipper,
Van Tromp of the Omn Pieter.
They run down Chin’s boat,
take him and his evew aboard,
and run for it! Ken goes in
chase. Coming up with the
Oom Picter, Ken signals her to
lay to. Van Tremp is willing ©
to surrender, but Bully Samson 3
draws his revolver and threatens )
to shoot him unless he keeps &)
@ going ! (Now read on.) %
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wheel and leave the schooner to yaw,
but under the fierce eyes of Bully
Samson he dared not. He held on
his course. .

Ken could have shot the man dead

at the wheel; but Bully Samson’s
methods were not his. He was ready
to sink the Oom Pieter with all

hands, if it was necessary for the
rescue of Jolm Chin; but he would
not shed blood if he could help it.
He fired, sending the bullet within a
few inches of the Dutchman’s head.
The steersman, with a lowl of
terror, relaxed his grip, and the
schooner yawed,

“Keep her steady ! yelled Bully
Samson; and the Dutchman grasped
the spokes again just in time.

Bully Samson leaped to his feet, his
eyes blazing over his rifle. He knew
that the next shot from the ketch
would drop the steersman, with
disastrous results to the schooner.
He fired at Ken, as King of the
Islands was pulling trigger.

There was a sharp cry from the
ketch. Fortune had favoured Bully

M

Samson once moré. His bullet efruck
the boy trader’s rifle, glanced off it,
and grazed Ken's shoulder. Ken's
bullet flew yards wide of the mark;
and the schooner forged on.

Crack |

A bullet from Kit Hudson
narrowly missed the bully of the
Shark and drove him back to cover.

Hudson ran forward.

“Ken! You're hit!”

“Only a seratch, I think!” panted
King of the Islands. The blood was
running down his arm from under
the silk shirt.

Hudson's face was tense with
anxiety, But it was only a deep
scratch, and King of the Islands
gave it no further heed when it was
bandaged,  On board the schooner,
Bully Samson gave the steersman a
menacing glare,

“Keep her steady, you Dutch seum !
I guess I've stopped the fire for a
spell ! Here, you feller boy !”

“Yessar 1"

“You get below plenty quick,
fetchee Chinee along deck.” You no
plenty quick, me kill you dead.”

The black seamen were quick
enough. They had never obeyed
Captain van Tromp as they obeyed
Bully Samson.  Five or six of the
blacks scuttled below, and returned,
in a matter of seconds, hustling John
Chin on deck.

The Chincse merchant, impassive
as ever, with his dragon-painted
umbrella under his arm, stepped out
of the companion. His slanting cyes
turned for a moment to the Dawn,
and then fixed calmly on Bully
Samson,

“ What wantee?” he asked.

“I guess you know how to steer
a craft, John Chin?”

The Chinaman nodded.

“Me savvy velly well.,”

“Take the wheel from that Dutch
seum.”

The merchant of Lalinge lesitated
a moment. ¢

*“Look ye here,” said Samson, in a
deep, savage voice.  “Yon can see
we're just on the island—the pearl
island. I guess I want you to take
this packet through the channel in
the reef. You get me? King of the
Islands won't shoot down his old
pal, I reckon. Take the wheel, you
scum, and steer to my orders, or 1'll
give the black boys the word to break
all your joints with a belaying-pin—
the way the Malaites do with their
prisoncrs when they make kai-kai of
them. Sharp’s the word!” |

There was no doubt that the hully
of the Shark meant every word le
said, The Chinaman knew the custom
of the cannibal islanders, of erack-
ing the joints of a prisoner before
the hapless victim was placed in the
cooking oven.  For a second the
impassive calmness of the little old
Chinaman wavercd. But it was only
for a moment.

“Me takec wheel !” he said in his
soft voice. S5

“Get a move on! You ean skulk
away, you Dutch  scum!” snarled
Bully Samson to the boatswain of the
Oom Pieter.

The Dutchman was only too glad
to skulk away.

John Chin stoed at the helm, a
queer little figure in his loosc-fitling &
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King of the
Islands !

(Continued from previous page.)

garments, blown out by the wind,
his precious numbrella hooked on his
arm, Bully Samson, his rifle in his
rip, glared towards the keteh, ready
to exchange shots with King of the
Islands.

But King of the Islands was not

firing now. The seratch on his
shoulder gave him little tronble, but
Bully Samson had effectually stopped
his fire by placing John Chin at the
wheel,  If King of ihe Islands had
wanted proof that the kidnapped
Chinese merchant was on board the
Oom Pieter, he had it now; the little
Chinaman was in full view from the
keteh.
hie swab ! muttered Kit Hudson.
“He's making the Chink run the
channel with the schooner. We can't
stop him now, Ken, unless we run
them aboard.”
(en's eyes glittered over his rifle.
But he counld not fire now at the
steersman of the schooner; and Bully
Samson was crouching in cover of a
ek of yam sac whiclt he had
ordered the black boys to pile up
along the rail. Ken limppoﬂ the butt
of his rifle to the deck.

In calmer waters he would have
taken the risk of runuing alongside
and boarding the Duteh schooner in
the face of Bu]l_v Samson’s fire. But
the sea was running too high.

The schooner fled on, the ketch
hanging by her starboard quarter'like
a staghound on the traces of his
quarry. The lines of coral reefs that
barred the lagoon of the pearl island
were close at hand now, and the Oom
Picter was stecring 'directly for the
cha Between ™ the great rocks
* the foam ‘broke in masses of
y white there was a space of
less than twenty yards, and in the
chanmel itself lines of foamy white
showed where submerged reefs hid
their  teeth.  The keteh. dropped
astern of the Oom Pidter, to follow
her into the lagoon.

Bully Samson stared at the recfs
and the fonming channel, and there
was a shade of anxiety on his face.

“You've made this channel before,
Jolin Chin®” he snarled,

“Plenty muchee,” said the China-
man.

King of the Islands has never
been here?

'lho Chinee shook his head.

“Can that swab Kit Hudson take a
craft in?”
“Me tinkee.
amson gritted his teeth.

Then they'll follow us into the
lagoon ! Let them ! I guess King of
the Islands and his shipmate won't

stop.me from getting a g on the
pearl own  mainsail roared
Bamson. “You feller boy look
lively !

Under headsails the schooner glided
into the channel.  On either side
the surf roared and thundered, and
the foam dashed over the rail of the

OQom Pieter. The keteh was dead
astern  now, and Samson lhardly
glaneed at her. The dangers of the

coral channel nrru]nrﬂ his thoughts.
In a high wind. with a leavy sea,

The Modern Boy

there was danger for any craft run-
ning into the lagoon, even with a
steersman who knew the channcl like
a book, as John Chin knew it. By
the group of sheds under the palms
beyond the lagoon, five or six Chinese
were (‘hhtmcd staring at the strange
ship that was coming in—a new hn])-
pening at the pearl island, hitherto
visited only Jw ohn Chin’s own brig.
Bully Samson’s eyes dwelt upon them
for a moment, and then turiied again
upon the seething waters of the coral
channel,
The

mask-like calmuess of the
Chinese merchant’s face was broken
by a smile—a strange, slow smile
that, as Bully Samson saw it, sent
a sudden chill to his heart.

“You durned Chink!” he panted
hoarsely. “If you dare to play
tricks

He had no time to finish.

The words were still on his lips
when the schooner struck. The next
moment the boiling surf was raging
over the deck, and Bully Samson and
the yelling crew were struggling for
their lives in the wild waters,

On the Pearl Island.
e~ HE'S struck!”
S Kit IHudson shouted out the
words.

“My Sam!” muttered King of the
Islands. “Joln Chin has piled her
up !’

Every eye on the Dawn was
strained  on  the Duteh schooner.

The Dawn had. not yet entered the
coral channel, but over the low reefs
the Oom Pieter was fully visible from
the sea. The pursuing ketch was so
close behind that little passing on
the deck of the Dutchman escaped
the keen eye of King of the Islands.
He watched the little Chinaman at
the wheel, his loosp garments blowing
in the wind, his ivory face expres-
sionless. He watched Bully Samson
towering over the little Celestinl with
anxicty in his rugged, bearded face.
He watched the black crew, terror in
their looks as the surf boiled and
foamed round them over the sharp
teeth of innumerable rocks. And
then suddenly the erash came, and
the schooner, which a moment hefore
had walked the waters like a thing
of life, crumpled up like matchwood
qn the fangs of the coral reef.

“Piled  wup!”  repeated Hudson.
“Yes, by gum! John Chin conld run
that passage with his eyes shut if he
liked. He's piled her up in the
channel. That's his answer to Bully
Samson " i

Ken's face was tense.

“We've got to save him. I know
he can swim like a dolphin, but in
l]l.lt surf—-""

1e 'nl\cn the chance,” said
Hudson. “He's grit’ all through,
Chink as.he is. But we'll save him
yet.”

The keteh was gliding into the
passage of the reefs now. The
schooner, erumpling on the reef, was
not a hundred yards distant in a
straight line, but the passage was
tortuous, and there was thrice that

distance for the ketch to cover, under
a rag of canvas, creeping cautiously
through the jaws of death.

Kit Hudsen knew the passage—he
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lad made it many times in Jolhn
Chin’s brig—and he knew its perils
He rapped out staccato orders fo
Koko, cvery order instantly obeyed]
by the Kanaka at the wheel. Tol
King of the Islands it seemed that

the Dawn would never reach the
wreck. But lie stood silent, with set
tecth. The passage was dangerous in

calm waters, With the sea running)
high it bristled with perils, and an
instant's recklessness meant the piling]
up of the Dawn on the glimmering
teeth of coral. And that would nofl
help John Chin.

The schooner, pounding madly on
the rocks in the raging surf, was
going fast to picces. Her masts had}
gone at the first shock, and the slant
g deck was cumbered with spars
and tangled rigging, swept and to
by the wild wat that poured ovel
her. The foam was dotted with thy
black heads of the crew, swimm
for their lives or clinging to bro
spars.

Bully Samson, swept from his feel
by the rush of the seas that brok
in fury over the wreeck, found himd
self jnmmed against the stump of th

mainmast, and he clung to it and
held on, half stunned, for man
minutes.

Through the water that flooded]

down the companion the fat and termi
fied face of ptain  van
glimmered. The fat Dutchman rolle
out on deck, babbling with terron

-~

The next moment a heavy sea caught
lim _ and swept him away from his
schooner. His hulky bhody an

spluttering fat face vanished in th
foam.

Bully Samson dragged himself u
and, holding on to the slanting rai
glared about him with maddens
eyes. ‘He had reached the pead
island at last, and this was low b
had reached it. The water sur
over him and round him up to
bull-neck as he clung there,
savage eyes secking John Chin.
those desperate moments, with a si
ing wreck under his feet, the. will
surf roaring round and over him, ax
his pursuer  drawing nearer asd
nearer, Bully Samson s thoughts wery
of vengeance—vyengeance upon
Chinaman who had played him thig
deadly trick.

Among the black heads that dottd
the waters he caught a glimmer. df
green. It was the glimmer of- i
dragon-painted umbrella.

John -Chin was already at,a go
distance, swimming
The light, spare Chinaman seemed 1
float like a cork on the to
waters. He was swimming for
life, but he had not abandoned
umbrella.  For twenty years Jo
Chin had been a prominent figure
the islands, and he had seldom
never been seen without the g
umbrella with the painted dragos
The silken loop attached to the ive
handle had been passed round
neck as he stood at the helm of #

schooner.  And now Samson's fierd
eyes picked it out in the swirli
waters. 1

More than one of the dark heads
the swimmers had disappeared
Samson’s ficrce glance swept roun
The ketch was looming over
rocks, close at hand, and he caugl
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L the fense¢ stare of Eing of the
" Islands, almost within a biscuit's
~throw. Then he plunged into the sea
" and swam.

*  Strong swimmer as he was, a giant
of strength, Bully Samson had to
fight for his life in the roaring surf
of the coral passage. Again and
- again he was swept away by eddying
waters, but he fought and struggled
on, breathless, buffeted, but savagely
determined, and he was in the calmer
waters of the lagoon at last. Behind
him the fragments of the Duteh
schooner were pounding to splinters
on the reefs.

Dripping, panting, almost ex-
hausted, Bully Samson dragged him-
slf ashore at last, on the shelving
beach of the lagoon.

He dragged himself to his knees in

'+ the soft sand and powdered coral,
. dnshed the spray from his eyes, and

. stared round him. He had lost sight
,of John Chin, but he saw him again
now. Three or four of the Oom
Picter’s crew had struggled ashore,
and lay exhausted on the beach.
Samson did not give them a glance.
His eyes fixed with deadly ferocity
on John Chin, lying on the sand not
a dozen yards away. He had reaclied
. the pearl island, a wrecked castaway.
But vengeance at least was in his

¢ grasp.  Only for a long minute he
rested on his knees, and then he
dragged himself up and tramped
across the sand towards the merchant

of Lalinge.
John Chin had been lying motion-
less, as if exhausted by his struggle

through the surf. But as Bully
Samson tramped towards him, the
little Chinaman stirred. His eyes

had been on the bully of the Shark,
and he rose quickly to his feet and
unlooped the umbrella from his neck.
Umbrella in hand, he stood and faced
the freebooter, hiz mask-like face as
| calm as ever, though he was breath-
ing hard.

Bully Samson’s eyes fairly gloated
¢ on him. In the far distance four or
five Chinese were clustered by the
sheds; but if they came to John
Chin’s help they would not reach him
in time. The ketch, steered through
the perilous passage by Kit IFudson,

The Modern Boy

had not yet reached the lagoon. The
merchant of Lalinge was at Bully
Sanmson’s mercy, and there was as
much merey in the freebooter’s licart
as in that of a shark. His rifle had
gone down with the wre Bully
Samson’s hand closed on his knife as
he drew nearer to the impassive
Celestial.

“You durned Chink!” His voice
was husky with fatigue and fury
“You durned yellow hound! You've
double-crossed me! You've piled up
the schooner!” He choked with rage.
“ But you're in my hands, you Chink!
King of the Islands will never save
you now !”

“Bully Samson gleat fool and gleat
lascal !
voice and pidgin English. “ Bully
Samson velly gleat fool tinkee John
Chin lun passage for him. Bully
Samson wantee findee pearl island.
Findee pearl island now! How you
likee?”  The Chinaman grinued.
“Bully Samson gleat fool!”

Along,thin, rapier-like
blade glittered i
Inaman's
‘“Bully Samson no
savvee John Chin'a um-
blella ! ** he grinned.

in the

With a hoarse cry, Bully Samson
sprang at the Chinaman.

The next moment he staggered
back as a flashing point of stee!
reached him. The Chinaman had
been unarmed. The kidnappers had
scen to that when he was taken on
board the Dutch schooner. But now
a long, thin, rapier-like blade was
glittering in his hand, and the China-
man grinned over it at the bully of
the Shark.

“Bully Samson no savvee John
Chin’s umblella ! he said.

“You durned Chink!” panted
Samson.

He leapt back again, barely

cscaping another thrust of the long
blade. He understood now why the
Chinaman had preserved his umbrella
with such care. The handle of the
umbrella was a sword-stick, and John
Chin had drawn the hidden blade.
The {frechooter's knife was :in his
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said the Chinaman in his soft .

grasp, but the knife was of little use
against the long blade that flashed
like lightning in the band of the
Chinaman,

He leaped back again and again,
the Chinaman follow him up with
deadly purpose. His slanting eyes
gleamed. Bully Samson lad reache
the sceret island of pearls, and it
looked as if he had reached it only
to find his death at the hands of the
man he had kidnapped.

But for the fact that John Chin
was exhausted by the struggle in the
surf the bully of the Shark could

never have escaped the thrusting
steel.
John Chin paused, panting for

breath, his eyes gleaming at the free-
booter over the glittering weapon in
his hand.

“You durned Chink!”
voice was hoarse with rage. “You
heathen swab!”  He gripped his
knife hard, tempted te leap at the
Chinaman at all risks.  But there

Samson's

was death in the ready blade cx-
tended ¥ meet him, and in the cold,
gleaming almond-eyes that watched
him over The little Chinaman
was almost sinking with fatigue, but
he stood ready, watchful, alert. *¥ou
pigtailed heathen Iubber 1"

Bully Samson’s hand shot up sud-
denly. He knew the South Sea
Islander’s trick of throwing the
knife. With almost lightning speed
the heavy knife flew from his hand,
like an arrow, at the ivory face of
the Chinaman,

Crash'!

John Chin had been looking for if,
and he was rea His blade met
the whizzing knife in mid-air and
turned it in its flight, and it dropped
on the sand by his side.

The Chinaman grinned.

“Bully Samson gleat fool

The sharp crack of a rifle rang
across the lagoon. The bullet
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ING OF
K fired from

King ol the
Islands!

(Continued from previous page )

elippedd a rag from Bully Samson’s
sarong.

With 'a shout upon his lips the
of the Shark turned and ran
+ palms, "The erack of the rifle
him, and a bullet grazed his
s he plunged into the trees
wppeared.

John Chin At Home!
THE ISLANDS had
the Dawn as the
keteh sailed into the lagoon.
Ren's keen cyes had picked up the
scene on the beach against the ¢
e palms, as the keteh cmer
om {he passage in the reefs.
pped the butt of his rifle to the
k as Bully Samson vanished into

cover. of the palm-trees that
iringed the shelving beach.

“Feller Samson mno stop aleng

beach ' grinned Kaio-lalulalonga.

*Feiler Samson he walk about aloug
bush plenty quick.”

Ken stared across the lagoon at
tie little Chinaman. He waved his
hand, and the merchant of Lalinge
waved back.

“John Chin's all right,” said Ken,
“but where the dickens did he get
Jiold of that sticker?”

Kit Hudson grinned. He had sailed
with John Chin, and knew the secret
of the famous umbrella.

“He had that with him all the
time he was on the schooner,” he
said.  “He keeps it in the handle
his umbrella, I've seen him sur-
isc a Malaita man at Su'n with
that sticker ! He chuckled. “The
niggzer turned on him with an axe,
and *John Chin had mothing but his
umbrella. But it was the Su'u boy
that went under.”

“Some umbrella !”

said Ken,

laughing

The ketech glided across
lagoon. Johm Chin slid the blade
hack into its hidden sheath in the
handle of the dragon-painted um-
brella and stood waiting for the
keteh.  On the deck of the Dawn
were three Kanakas who had been
picked up from the sea—John Chin’s
boat’s crew from Lalinge., Of {he
black crew of the schooner none had
heen picked up.  Some of them had
fought their way through the surf
and gained the beach, but more had
vanished for ever in the wild waters,

The anchor was dropped in the
lagoon, the .whaleboat lowered, and
King of the Islands and Kit Hudsoa
pulled to the 1 .

John Chin, his green umbrella
open now to shade his bare head
from the burning sun, walked down
to the water's edge te meet the boy
trader as he stepped ashore.

the

ch

Velly glad sce King of the
Tslands,” said John Chin, in his soft

volee. No savvee how you comee
aloug island.”

“We followed you from Lalinge,”
enid  Ken.  “Koko spotted Bully
Samson on the Oom Pieter, and when
the wreck of your boat was washed
up Koko put us wise to itthat you'd
Leen kidnapped by the Dutchman.”

. The Modern Boy
T . -

Kaio-lalulalonga, who had
ashore with * his  “little
master,” grinned complacently.

“Kaio-lalulalonga  no  common
Kanaka,” he remarked. “Koko all
samee white feller

“Kit Hudson had the bearings of
the island,” added Ken. “The gale
last night helped us to overhaul the
Dutchman.”

Ken’s handsome face broke into
a smile as he met the keen, search-
ing gaze of the Chinaman’s almond-
cyes.

“We followed to save you; John
Chin.  But if you don't want
strangers on your pearl island we'll
uphook and sail at once.”

The Chinaman smiled

“Tlust King of the Islands all
samee tlust Hudson,” he answered.
“King of the Islands keepee seclet.”

“As soon as the Dawn drops the
island astern I'll make it a point to
forget its bearings, Ken. *“But
Bully Samson’s on the island, and at
least half 2 dozen of the Oom Pieter's
erew got ashore.  You don’t want
a passage back to Lalinge while Bully
Samson’s ashore here.”

John Chin shook his head.

“King of the Islands helpee John
Chin, John Chin velly glateful,” he
said. “Chinee on i d fishee pearls,
no can fightee Bully Samson. S'posee
Bully Samson comee along house,
Chinee lun along bush.”

“There isn’t a man on the island
to put HII) a fight, Ken,” Kit Hudson
explained. “The men here are pearl
fishers, hn Chin’s the only fight-
ing man here—and his umbrella may
not save him next time., We've got
to deal with Bully Samson and the
survivars of the Oom Picter before
we sail.”
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“Findee Bully Sanmison — killy ! . |
said  Johu Chin simply. “Bully
Samsen savvee pearl island now,

S'posee King of the Islands sail, Bully
Samson master of pearl island.” 3
The piling-up  of the Dutch
schooner, and the hidden weapon in
his famous umbrella, had saved the
merchant of Lalinge so far; but Bully |
Samson would still have been ma
of the situation but for the presence

of the ketch in the lagoon,

The  freebgoter was free on the
pearl island, and more likely than
not he would gather round him the
survivors of the black crew of the
schooner. Johin Chin and the pearl
fishers would have had little chance
of resisting an atiack from Bully
Sameson and the blacks.

“You comee along John Chin,”
added the Chinaman.

He led the way up the beach, and
the shipmates of the Dawn followed
him, Koko remaining to watch the
whaleboat. By the sheds under the
palm-tree half a dozen Chinese were
clustered, and they saluted John
Chin with deep respect, and stared
curiously at the two Europeans. Be
yond the sheds a path ran wp
through the palms, nmi in the midst |
of the trees a white-painted bungalow |
stood. That, cvidently, was the
residence of John Chin when he was
on the pearl island,

King of the Islands and Kit Hud.
son dropped into the long cane chairs
on the veranda. John Chin clapped
his hands, and a Chinese boy brought
out refreshments for his guests.
Evidently only his own countrymen
were trusted on the pearl island by
the cautious Chink. John Chin dis-
appeared into the house to change
Ius drenched clothes. Ken glanced
round him rather curiously
“So this is the pearl island thai]
the talk of all the sailormen
from Tahiti to the Solomons,” le
said. 3

“Yes; and a good many skippers;
as well as Bully Samson, have l{ml
scarching for it for years,” said the
Cornstalk, “T believe it’s the richest
pearl bed in the Pacific. It was Jola
Chin’s discovery, and he has kept i
a secret,  It’s ‘uncharted, of cours
—there’s no land marked on ke
charts within twenty miles. I su
pose a hundred craft have passed i}
sight of it—but there's only one
passage through the reefs, and that
too dangerous to tempt anyone fo]
land—unless they knew what was {0
be found here,”

“TI've raised this island twice in th
Dawn.” Ken said, “and never dreame
that it was John Chin’s
island.  Once I thought of landing
to look for water, but it looked ta

to Lukwe. If the p
to me T fancy I should ha
ful of hefty men on the
well as the pear] fishers,” :
“Johm Chin relied on secrecy, @
the reefs,” said Hudson. “A ki
ful of hefty men on the island m
have taken a fancy to the
themselves and knocked John Chi
on the head for them. What's ¢
old tag I remember from my school
days—‘ quis custodiet ipsos custod

(Continued on page 26.)
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King of the

Islands!
(Continued from page 24.)

“Who will wateh the watchmen?’
Quite true! I dare say John Chin
knows his business best, Bully Sam
sou is the first sca-lawyer who
thought of kidnapping John Chin
himscll aund foreing him to steer a
eourse  for the island. And le
hasu't got away with it.”

“He would have got away with it
if we hadn't followed from Lalinge,
though. If we were not here, Bully
Samson would be putting to sea to-
morrow in a dug-out with a sackful
of pearls—and John Chin  would
never step on the beach at Lalinge
cagain.  This is the first time {he
pearl bed has been in danger. And
it's Johm Chin’s good fortune that
King of the Islands is in the offing.”

Hark !”

King of the Islands started to his
feet. From the distance, on the wind
ihat rufied the feathery fronds of
the palm-trees, came the crack of a
vevelver. Somewhere on the island
a revolver had been fired.  And

ecemed to King of the nds, as he
listened with straining cars, tl
caught the faint echo of s
following the shot.

When Rogues Fall Out !
ULLY SAMSON'S brow

B black as mnlm;_,ln he sat

under the pandanus, while the

sun sank towards the Pacific and

far Lalinge. From where he sat he

could see the lagoon in the distance

was

as

through the trees and the ketch
riding  at anchor ' oppoesite  John
Chin's landing-place.  Outside the
barrier of reefs the sea was still

running high, and great rollers came
in from the ocean and boomed with

hollow thunder on the rocks. But
the lageon was calm now, and the
ketch scarcely moved at her cable.

On the taffrail Lompo was lolling
idly, and Danny, the cook, sat on
the combings of the hatch v chew-
ing betel-nut, They were tiny in
the distanee; and Bully Samson,
when his savage glance turned to-
wards them, gritted his teeth, aud
his eyes glittered. He was cleuning
his revolver—the only weapon he had
e sat under the pandanus;
cleaning it carefully before he re-
loaded it with cartridges from the
waterproof case slung to his belt.
How soon he would need it-—liow
soon he might be fighting for his life
—he knew not.
But he knew
and could not,
the pearl sl

that he would not,
be left at peace on
He had discovered

Johu Chin’s & t.  And if he cs-
caped from the island, it would be
to return with a crew of ruffians to
seize the treasure of p With
John Chin's sceret in his possession,
he would have had no- diffienlty in
gathering  any number of lawless

followers among the pe
aud mnug;.,[n'h and bes
the islands.

Not that Samson
thought of escape

The _ Modern Boy

rl poachers
ombers of

have
the

would
but  for

presence of the Dawn in The lagoon.
John Chin had piled up the Ditteh
schooner—Samson had lost both his
craft and his associates—but he was
free and armed, and he would not
have hesitated to tackle the mer-
chant of Lalinge and his half-dozen
peaceful pearl-fishers.  With a loaded
revolver in his grip, e would have |
counted upon making short work of
the Chinese; and he would have re-

mained master of the island of
pearls.

The presence of RKing of the
Islands, however, made his position
desperate. e e\pr(‘md to be hunted
for his life; and as the pearl island
was  small—less than a mile in

length by half as much in width—
the hunt would not be long. He
was  single-handed—with  scarce a
dozen mrtru?vv\ for his only weapon.
Yet it was rather vengeance upon
lis enemies than fear for himseli
that aceupied the freebooter's savage
thoughts.

Of “the Dutch schooner he saw no
sign when he looked out to the ¢
reefs. The Oom Pieter had broken
up entirely, pounded to fragments by
the surf.  Only herc and there
shattered spar floated on the sca.

Bully Samson wondered what had
become of the erew—of Captain van
Tromp and. the Dutch bo’sun, and
the i"unrn and Santa Cruz boys who
had manned the schooner.  Some of
them, at least, must have got ashore.
The black boys could swim like
fishes,

They were

likely to avoid Bully

Samson if they could. He was
not their skipper. and he had put
the fear of death into their hearts

when he had seized the command of
the Oom Picter and forced them to
obedience, But Bully Samson was
accustomed to ruling black men, and
he was already tlnnkm" of secking
out the survivors of the crew to back
him in the coming struggle.

His revolver was rteady for action
at last, and Samson shoved it into
the leather holster aftached to the
belt that was buckled round his
sarong. He rose to his feet and
moved away among the pandanus,
only pausing a moment to shake a
menacing fist at the distant keteh.
His keen cars had caught a sound
the coconut woods.  The sound
w peated—the sharp erack of a
breaking nut.

Huliy Samson
the palms in
sound.
that it

in

trod softly through
the direction of the
He could guess easily enough
was one of the castaways
sceking  food, eracking  the fallen
coconuts to get at the vieh fruit
inside the thiek and hairy vind.

A grim smile came over his rugged,
bearded face at the sight of Talifao,
the Tonga man, squatted under 1Iw
palms, munching the fruit of the
nuts ho had cracked. The black man
started suddenly at the sight of
Bully Samson and leaped to his feet,
evidently intending to run

“You feller boy, you slop
me ! roared Bully Samson.

along

(Bully Samson malkes his last bid
for jortune in next week's instalment
of this grand yarn. Don't miss it
—you MUST order your MODERN

BOY TO-DAY!)
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