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When Rogues Fall OQut!
# OL feller boy, you stop along
Y me ! roarcd Bully Samsou,
drawing his revolver.
cavage voice and threatening
reduced the Tenga man to
obedience nt once, though even the
native's fuzzy brain could realise
that, had he fled, a bullet would !mh
stopped him before he had covered ¢
s,

His

elance

few yards
Samson strode up to im. The
Lrawny Tongan stood almost trem-

blnm hefore the bully of the Shark.

“What name vou finkee rum, vou
black scum®™ snarled Samson.
Tal brawny knees  knockédd

together.
“No tinkee run, sar,” he faltercd.
“Me stop .qlmlg (up n Samson plenty
too much glad.”
“You stop along me, you scum, or
me knock eseven bells outer your
black hide

“Me savvy plenty, sar.

“80 vou got ashore!” growled
Samsou. “How many black boy he
stop along island®”

alifao” counted  on his black
fingers.  Arithmetic comes with

difficulty to the South Sea mative.
“Five one,” he answered at last.
Five was the limit of Talifao's
powers of computation. But Bully
o understood.
vou! Good!” His eves
ﬂmmn d. “King of the Islands, I'll
beat you vet! You black feller gun
lie stop*”
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“Ne
Talifao.
stop.”
“Better  than
grunfed Samson. “You Tonga
know how teo handle a
I guess, and to throw it,

answered
knife  he

m e stop,”

“Feller

nothing.”

“Snvyy plenty,” said Talifao.
“Feller Captain van Tromp he
stop along island? Auny feller Duss-
man?" asked Samson.

“ Felle ptain he stop.”

Bully mson grunted. He was
not gratified to hear that Captain
van Tromp had escaped from the
wreck of the schooner. He had no
fear of the Dutchman—of of any
man, for that matter—but he knew
that Van lwmp would be Iu-g bitter

as Samson’s foreible
1wl on the sclwoner
hml led to its destruction, and
van Tromp was now a
He

s
that
Ghisbrecht
begeared man and a caslaway

was more likely to seek to make his
peace with King of the Islands and
turn on the bully of the Shark than
to back up 3amson in his desperate
schemes for gaining the upper hand
on the pearl island.

“More feller Dussman
asked Samson anxiously.

Talifno shook his fuzzy head.

“Feller bo'sun  hé walk about
along  bottom sea he answered.
“Other feller Dussman he sick in
bunk: he walk about along bottom
sen.  One feller Dussman he stop
along island.”

“Where?"” growled Samson.  “What
place feller Dussman he stop? You
walk about makee savvy place feller
Dussman he stop.”

hie stop?®”

“Yes, sar,” said Talifao meekly.
And he led the way through the
dusky woods.

Bully Samson followed him, his
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Life moves very swiftly, with surprising twists
and turns of Fortune, in the Tropic Seas where
young Ken King is working out his Destiny !

bearded face grim and savage. Sif
of the black crew were saved from
the wreck—which meant six followen
for Samson in the struggle that wa
to come. Unwilling they might be
but he had his own methods of e
forcing obedience.  If Captain vadl

Tremp ventured to oppoese .him, &
much  the worse for the Dutdh
smuggler.

He followed the Tonga man for

some distanck through the dusk uf
the wood and came suddenly on fit
castaways’ camp. It was under tie
palms by the beach, hidden from tie
anchorage of the Dawn by a turn o
the irregular shore of the lagoon
Five black men lay spri awled unde
the palms, inert after their struggh
with the sea. Only Talifao, as
had summoned sufficient energy 1o 8
in quest of food. The biack me
turned their rolling eyes uneasily ol
Bully Samson as he appeared fro
the wood; but they did not stir.
At the foot of a palm, restiag
against the trunk, was the fat Dute
man, Van Tromp. He was sunk ther
in an attitude of utter dejection. Hi
ship was lost, and he was a ruins
man—that had been the outcome d]
lis association with Bully Shmsal
and the attempt upon John Chisl
pearls. He was cast away upon
uncharted island, and his only he
lay in making his peace with
of the Islands and John Chin—s
yet he knew how uulikely it was tl
John Chin would let him go free,
the secret of the pearl island iy
possession.
He did not raise his head as Bul
Samson came striding  up
Talifao. His elbows on his fat kie
his podgy chin in his hands, he
staring blankly out towards the m
where his schooner had gone down
fragments.
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Bully Samson stor{mcl and surveyed
Lim grimly. He shifted the holster
round his belt to bring the butt of
his revelver within casy reach of his
land before he spoke to the Dutch-
man.

. “Ahoy, Cap’n van Tromp !”

E The Dutchman started convulsively.

He stared up at the towering bulk
| of the bully of the Shark, and started
to his feet.

“Feller Samson ! he said, between
his teeth. “You feller sca-lawyer,
you stop along island #”

. “Did you think T was drowned, yon
D'tht.]l scum?” jeered Bully Samson.

“I guess I reckoned the same of you
before I raised this nigger in the
woods !
 Van Tromp stared at him, his little
piggy eyes gleaming with animosity.
The black men sat vp, and looked
. curiously on at the meeting of the
two skippers. Van Tromp's fat face
had grown crimson with rage. Tn his
hatred of the man who had promised
him a fortune, and led him to ruin,
hie seemed to have forgotten his fear
of the freebooter
“You feller Samsol
thickly—* you feller th ffyou feller
pearl-poacher—you feller seca vyer,
you “(Up along island ho]unrr John
Chin!  You no w about alon
sea!” He clenched his podgy hands
“What name you sinkee schooner
helong me? What name you ruin me
altogether ton mueh ?”
vagely. There
Wwas -umothl rous in the beche-
de-mer  English  stammered out by
the Duteliman in his rage.

“Take a bight on your jawing
tackle, on  Dutch hnm barrel .'
sapped the freebooter. *The game’s
st up yet ! I guess I never reckoned
that the Chink would pile up the
Lsehooner on the reef. But we had to
take the risk, anyhow—he was -the
fonly man on board that could rum
the passage. T guess I'll break every
me in his little heathen careass for

he  suid

Samson

Feller Samson talk plvnty much !’
arled  the Dutehman. - * F'elIrr
mson big man along wm mouth !

The Modern Boy

&
SIR ALAN COBHAM
and C.HAMILTON

“ Belay it,
son, wit

I tell you!" said Sam-
a black scowl. "I tell you
the game's not up, if yuu ve gut an
omnce of sand in your fat carcass !
We’ll beat King of the Islands yet,
and throw John Chin to the sharks
in the lagoon, and get off this
durned island with our pockets full
of pearls !”

The Dutchman shesk a clenched,
fat fist in his bearded face. His
fury over-mastered him, and for once
he forgot to be afraid.
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EN RKING, knoten as King of Q‘;
the Islands, sails the South -
Seas in his trading keteh, 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 Kif once worked, has <
discovered a rvich pearling ©
) ground. He plams to kidnap ©
Chin and wrest the seevet from @
him. To this end Samson joins 5
forces with a Duteh skipper, -
Van Tromp of the OGom Pieter. \
They run down Chin's boat, \lj
take hinmt and his cvew aboard, ©
and run for it! Ken goes in @
chase. Samson forees Chin to @
steer, and the tradev deliber-
ately runs the schoomer on to ‘5}
the rocks. Chin swims ashore, "
pursued by Samson, who at- <
tacks him but is driven
by vifle fire from the
Samason then goes in search of
rors and discovers u soli-
Tongan.  {Now read on.)
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“You feller thief!” he punted.

ou feller pig
seize mm feller &
kai along feller

The blacks were on their feet in
a flash. The Dutchman dragged the
revolver from his belt, and pulled the
trigger. The firearm was seaked
with salt water, and the hammer
clicked harmlessly. But the revelver
that leaped into Bully Samson’s grip
rang ont sharply.

2

Yon black boy, you
mson ! Makee kai-

mson !

As thc fat Dutchman, with “one
gasping cry, diopped at  his  feet,
Jully  Samson swung round at the
hlnuﬁvs. springing at him like tigers,
their eyes ablaze with ferocity.” He
did not need to fire. y leaped
back with almost Iludicrous haste
from the threatening revolver and
the fierce, bearded > behind it.

“Youn hlack scum !” roared Bully
Samson. “You tinkee makee kai-kai
along me, by hokey !”

Undoubtedly the Santa Cruz blacks
had thought of it, at their skipper’s
order; but their ski iper
Bully Samson’s feet, ail(ll they shrank
in fear and trembling from the free-
booter.

“No, sar!” panted Talifao. “No
tinkee makee kai-kai . along you,
sar 1"

The next moment he went to the
earth with a howl, as Bully Samson’s
left crashed into his face. The other
blacks backed away, jabbering with
fear.

“You tinkee makee kai-kai along

me, me knock a starboard watch
outer your black (‘J\l‘(‘us‘ﬂljﬁ.” snarled
Bullv Samson. fou feller black

boy ¥ou belong along me now. Makee
kai-kai. along Chinee new day he
come. You savvy ?”

. \'ua, sar
1

Savvy p]cntv sar |
The Peril of the Night!
IGHT on the pearl istand ! The

N last gust of the gale had

blewn -itself out., ‘Hardly a
breath of wind stirred the feathery
fronds of the palms, in the-sultry, |
tropic night. The long lagoon
glistened uudLr the stars like a sheet
of silver.

Black on the silver lagoon lay the
anchored ketch. On board the Dawn
no one stirred. But at least one pair
of eyes were watchful there.

Kit Hudson sat on the combings of
the cabin hatch. His rifle lay hy
side, his long stockwhip across
his knee. About the deck, sprawled
on their tapa mats, the Hiva-Oa crew
were sleeping.

But the Australian was not sleep-
ing. He sat motionless, and it might
bave been supposed that hie had
nodded off. But never had he been
more widely awake.

King of the Islands and Koko, the
Kanaka, were at the Chinaman’s
bungalow in the palm grove. either
were they sleeping fhmu-rh the sultry
liours.  Only too well i\m'r of the
Tslands knew that if they Hif‘]!t they
were not likely to wake again.

Of Bully - Samson and the cast-
aways of the schooner the comrades
had as yet seen nothing. But they
did not cxpect the night to pass in

peace
Bully Samson was free on the
island, and if nothing was seen of

lim before morning the hunt for him
was to begin. But Ken knew that
Bully Samson would guess that much
casily enough, and that he was hkely
to take what advantage e could of
the hours of darknoas An attempt
to seize the ketch or an attack om
the bungalow was what King of the
Islauds - looked for; and he would
have becn mrprisod had the night
Ea::snd without any sign of the {ree-
ooter,
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(Continued from previous page.)

While King of the Islands watched
at John Chin’s bungalow, Kit Hudson
watched on the anchored keteh, lying
motionless on the still waters of the
lagoon. .

Midnight had passed.

From a sky of dark velvet the stars
glittered like, points of fire; low on
the horizon hung the Southern Cross.

The Hiva Oa seamen slept soundly.
Lompo’s snoring made a murmuring
sound in the silence of the night.
That there was danger in the dark
liours the Polynesian crew knew as
well as their white masters.  They
had felt the heavy hand of Bully
Samson once, and it was mnot un-
likely that they might feel it again.
But there is room for only one
idea at a time in the fuzzy mind of
the South Sea Islander. They were
sleepy, and they slept—as peacefully
as they might have slept under the
palms by  the beach. of Hiva-Oa.

The faintest of splashes from the
lagoon did not pass unheeded by Kit
Hudson's keen ears.

He stirred slightly—only slightly,
His grip closed on the butt of his
stockwhip. That was all.

A silvery ripple showed on the
lagoon. It might bave been made by
a . fish—by a shark stirring from
the depths. But the watchful Corn-
stalk, on the deck of the ketch, did
not think so. Certainly, if there was
a swimmer, it was not Bully Samson.
The bulky freebooter could never
have Thidden his * approach so
stealthily. If there was a swimmer
lie was under water, hidden by the
glistening surface as he swam out
to the anchored ketch.

Kit Hudson, without moving,
watched the ripple die away on the
surface of the lagoon.

All was still again.

There  was  no  sound—nothing
stirred. But the Cornstalk knew, as
well as if he had scen the black man'
that a native had swum off, and was
now hanging under the low side of
the Dawn. A grim smile crossed his
sunburnt face.

Low as the side of the keteh was,
only an active man could have pulled
himself up from the water, In the
glimmer of the stars Hudson saw a
black hand grope and grip. It was
followed by another, which grasped
the top of the teak rail. Then a
fuzzy, dripping head rose against
the starlight, and a pair of gleaming,
rolling eyes flashed over the deck.

Hudson did not stir.

He had never seen the black man
before, but he knew that he must be
one of the survivors of the Dutelt
schooner, and his present actions
showed that he was now a follower
of Bully Samson. It was the face
of an enemy-—a savage and ferocions
enemy—that looked over
rail, with gleaming exe
man hung there by h
Fore and aft the sea o g
the black man swept, picking out the
sleeping crew on their tapa mats,
aud  the motionless form  of the
Australian sitting on the hatchway
combing aft.

The Modern Bay

Tt was upon the Australian that
the black man's eyes fixed. For long,
long minutes he hung there, watch-
ing Hudson, ready to drop back into
the sea with the swiftness of a
lightning flash if the Cornstalk made
a movement to grasp his rifie. Swift
as he might have been, Hudson
would have had no chance fo hit the
black, fuzzy head of Talifao, the
Tongan, with a bullet before he dis-
appeared.

But Hudson made no movement.
His head was sagging forward, as
if he was aslecp or nodding in decp
drowsiness.

Talifao was satisfied at last.

For five long minutes he had hung
there, silent, motionless, watchful,
and the white master had not
heeded him. That was enough for
the Tonga man.

Silently," stealthily, he drew him-
self up on the teak rail.

A long, bare leg came over the
rail, and the Tonga man sat astride
of it, water glistening from his
black limbs,

He did not cross over to the deck.

His hand groped at his loin-cloth
and drew out a long kuife that
glistened in the gleam of the stars.

The black hand was lifted, the
knife well back for a throw.

The Tonga man did net intend to
take the risk of ereeping on board
to deal with the sleepy white man
at close quarters. The white man’s
rifle was not more deadly in its aim
than the lhand of a Tonga Islander
throwing the knife.

A few sceonds more and the sharp
steel would have cleft the air like
an arrow, with terrific foree, to be
buried to the very hilt in the body
of the Australian.

Tt was ‘then that Kit Hudson
moved —and he moved like lightning.
His right hand jerked, and round
the uplifted arm of the Tongan some-
thing unscen and sinuous curled and

clung, like the tentacle of an
octopus.

It was the long lash of the
Australinn  stockwhip, though it
flashed at him so that

suddenly
Talifao did not even see it. -

All he knew was that something
gripped his arm like a ‘clutech of
steel as he was about to despateh the
whizzing knife, and jerked him over
from the rail to the deck of the
Dawn.

Crash !

The Tonga man sprawled headlong.

The knife flew from his hand, clat-
tering across the deck, and Talifao
volled ou the teak planks gasping
with amazement and affright.

There was a startled howl from
the Hiva-Oa men as they started up
from their mats,

Kit Fudson sprang forward.

Before the Tonga man could even
begin to think what had happened to
him the Cornstalk was upon him,
and the heavy butt of the stockwhip
whirled over Talifac's head.

‘Black feller stop along deck,”
said Fludson coolly.  “8'posc you no
stop along deck, me erack feller head
all same cockerako egg, savvy

“Yessar " gasped the Tonga 1
in bewilderment.

“Black feller hie coma killy white
master I exclaimed Lompolokuno.
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Lompo caught up an axe and swun
it high, Talifao gave a gasp of
terror.

“No kill black man,” said Hudson,

Lompo obediently lowered the axe
Talifao made a wriggling movement,
as if to squirm away, and Hudson
rapped out :

“You black boy, you stop alopg

deck. 8'pose black boy he no stop,
you cut off head belong him,
Lompo."

Lompo grinned and nodded. The
Tonga man lay as still as death, If
there was merey from the white man,
there was none from the black man,
and well the black man knew it. g

Hudson turned from him and swept |
the lagoon with a keen eye. 'There
was 1o sign of any other enemy, no
sign of stirving on the starlit shore.
Back from the beach the tall heads
of the palms nodded in the soft |
breeze, softly and peacefully.  But
Hudson had no doubt that the dark |
shadows under the palms were stir
ring with hidden foes. He turned
back to the black man, who lay with
dilated eyes watching Lompo’s axe

Vhat name black boy he call?”
“Feller name Talifao, sar.”
“You

belong  schooner  belong

“What name yon comce on kelch
throw feller knife?” "

“Cap’'n Samson he say come along:
keteh throw knife,” said the Tongs
man. “He say give black boy five
five gold moncy s'pose black boy kill: -
dead little white master along
keteh.”

“You black rascal !”

“Captain Samson he captain,” said
the Tonga man simply. * Black by
he no talk back along white cap
tﬂi[]."

“The Dutchman was your cap
tain. Where is he?”

The Tonga man grinned.
“Feller Dussman he no stop.”
“Dead?” asked Hudson.
“Cap’'n Samson he kill-dead along
gun,” answered Talifao. “Capa
Samson he say black boy belong him
now. We all belong Cap'n Samson.”

“How many?"

“Five one,” said Talifao.
Santa Cruz black boy
Talifao.”

Hudson knitted his brows.

Five black men were with Bullp
Samson on the island; and Hudsos
knew the Islanders well enough to
know that their forcible transfer
from one authority to another would
make no difference to their allegiane
to their new captain.  So long
they were led by a white man
whom they stood in fear, the black
would obey orders and fight like t
savages they were.

“s'pose you no kill-dead Talifa
me  belong you mow,”  added
Tonga man edgerly, his ¢}
Lompo’s axe. “Me ‘good sailorman
sail along King of the Islands plend
glad.” i

“Where is Bully Samson nowf
asked Hudson. 3

“He stop along beach.” i

“Teller black boy along Bul
Samson ?” b

“Yesanr.”

“What feller Samson he tinkes
along beach?”

“Fire
and me
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i+ “Tinkee - stop along house helong
 Chink, kill-dead John Chin, makee
kai-kai along Chinece.’ )
Hudson had guessed as  much.
While the Tonga man was making
- his attempt on the ketch, Bully Sam-

son was leading the rest of the blacks

to the attack on the Lalinge mer-
chant's bungalow. The bully of the
#hark had planned® to attack his

vnemies in both quarters at once; and
he was losing no time in putting his
fortune to the test. Had the Tonga
man succeeded, King of the Islands
ould have looked for no help from
| his shipmate in the struggle that was
coming.

Hudson scanned the black man's

S'pose you no talk straight along
me, Hiva- l)q boy cut off feller head
‘Iyp]oug you,” he'said threateningly.
lalifao  shivered as the axe in
. lompo’s grasp made a movement.
. “Me talk good feller talk along
you, sar,” he said. “Me talk straight
talk all samee white master he talk.”
Hudson did not really doubt him.
With the Polynesian’s axe gleaming
over his fuzzy
head, the Tonga
wan was thinking
of saving his
black skin.
Hudson ,thouglht
it out rapidl
ke atta on
the bungalow
might  come  at
any moment, aud
King of the
Llands, Koko the
. Kanaka, and John
Chin woull have
their  hands  full
against  Bullv
Samson  and  the
tive Santa  Cruz
biacks. If Talifao
had told him the
truth—and he did
nob doubt it—the
ketch was in no
immediate danger,
and his rifle might
be sorely needed
in the fight at the
bungalow,
“You
Dauny, you
um Talifao
rope,” said
and the
man  wiis
beund
and fool
with a tapa cord.
Bound and help-
less, Talifao lay on the de
at least, to know that his
to be spared. Kit picked
Wincheste
“You feller Lompo.”
* Yessar?”
“You keepee plenty wateh along
" ship eye belong you,” sakd Hudson.
S'pose you mo watch out, me miv
. you along Santa Cruz Loy makee kai-
kai. You savvy "

feller
scize
alony

-

Tonga
quickly
hand

content,
Hfe was
up  his

“All ‘.'(m feller Hiva-Oa Loy, you
watch out,” said Hudson. " You shut
one feller eye helong you, my word,
akee kai-kai along Santa Cruz

That grim threat was sufficient to
keep the Hiva-Oa men wakeful and

li_ The Modern Boy

The Tonga man

hiul, at least, until the cffcct of

i wore off their -fuzzy minds.
¥3%pose ~any felley he come, you
shoot gun belong you,” added Hud-
S0, lack feller or white feller
allee ou shoot kill-dead.”

The into the
line from the
tern. Hudson

tly to the heach,

whaleboat slid
still lagoon, with a
ketelh rove to the

paddled himseli qu
and the whaleboat was drawn back
to the Dawn by the Hiva-Oa men.
Alert, watehful, finger on trigger,
Kit Hudson plunged nto the shadows
of the palms.

softly

The Night Attack on the Bungalow !

ULLY SAMSON stood in the

B darkness aund  staved tlowards
the silent bungalow.

Behind  him,  lurking  in the
shiadows, were the five Santa Gruz
hlacks, their eves glittering in the

sat

of the -black "crew of the
Bully Samson had not
From the top of a tall
tree, before sunset, he had watched
the enemy, and e knew how they
were disposed.  Kit Hudson and the
Hiva-Oa men were on the keteh;
King of the Islands and John Chin
and Koko were at the bungalow. He
lad three foes to deal swith; for he
save no heed to the Chinese pearl
fishers or to the Lalinge boat’s crew ;
neither the ypearl-fishers nor the
Lalinge boys were likely to talke part
in the coming struggle, nor to be of
any use if lev did.  The odds were
on Bully Samson’s side; buf |
were behind walls and well ar
The Santa Crnz blacks had duly their
knives, and there was a wide open
space to be crossed in the starlight
hefore  they could get to  close
quarters.

Loug the bully of
there, watching with

sSurvivors
Oom Pieter,
been idle.

the Shirk sloed

gleaming

oYes.

vail, water dripping from his glistening black limbs. . .

stride the
Hudsen made no movement !
wloom, theiv hands grasping theiv He was sclting all npon a east, aud
knives. he knew it; and the ¢hances were not
I'ie bungalow lay silent life- more than even in his favour. Dut a
less under the L!ll&lll'lli"_g st The night attack ou the encmy the
inmates might lave heen fast asleep, only chance he had.  Whei day came

heedless of danger, to all appearance
But  Bully on s well awave
that that was not tl ase.

The trees had been cleared for
some  distance round the building.
I'he  bungalow was surrounded
enltivated gardens,
taro grew for
pearl-fishers. On ‘the edge of the
grove Bully Samson had stopped,
cauliously wary and watchful before
he ventured out of cover.

Sinee he had shot the Dutch
smugeler, and takén command of the

23

San

by
where yams aud
the sustenance of the

he would he hunted on the
and he did not need tellin
wlen that ha wcnul the blacks wonld

into the woods and Jeave him
Now the shadows of the nioht
shronded them from the deadly rifle

of King of the Islands, For the
moment, they were ferociously eager
to attack—almost as eager the

freebooter himself. Yet if his fieree
eye left them, he was not at all sure
that they would not bolt at the first
crack of the white man’s r¥ifle. Ouly
success could keep them faithful te
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(Continued from previous page.y
the leader whom they hated and
despised.

Bully Samson was listening, as
well as watching, as he stood 1n the

thick shadoy of the palms on the
edge of the clearing. He was listen-
ing for a signal from the Tonga man.
no vnul came, and the long
ates  were  passing. Whether
alifao had failed, or whether he had
feared, after all, to make the attempt
on the white man on the ketel, “\11‘1}'
Samson could not tell. If Kit Hud-
son had been too wary to be caught
napping, Samson expected to hear
the crack of a rifle from the lagoon.
But there was no sound; the night
was still,

Bully  Samso gritted  his
®ith 1mp:lumo and misgiving.

He would have chosen, rather. to
attack the keteh than the bungalow.
But that was impossible—
boat. A single swimmer might sue-
ceed in reaching the anchorved ketch
unseen; but an attack in force was
impracticable. But if the bungalow
fell into his hands, all was well;
there would be rifles and cartridges
to serve out to the Santa Cruz lm)a.
and the keteh could mnot, at all
events, escape from the lagoon under
fire from the high rocks. But the
bungalow was not yet in his hands.

He waited long, theugh his fixed
and savage purpose did not change
for a moment. His lifc was set on

teeth

the hazard of the die. If he sue-
ceeded, he was master of the pearl
island ; if he failed, he did not ex-

et to sce another sun rise on the

Yacifiec. He ground his teeth with
rage at the thought that, but for the
presence of King of the Tslands, he
would liave been master of the pearl
island alveady.

In the shadows the blacks were
beginning to whisper.  Bully Sam-
son’s fierce eyes turned on them.

‘Yuu feller boy shut mouth belong
vou,”

NEXT WEEK’S

-he had no”

The Santa Cruz boys were silent
again. - But they were cyeing him,
and the freebooter knew that they
were interpreting his hesitation into
funk. At the first sign of the white
feather in their leader, they were
capable not only of llebil"tmh him,
but of turning on him like tigers.

“You feller boy, you listen car
belong you,” snarled Samson. “We
go stop along bungalow, makee kai-
kai along Chince—plenty too much
kai-kai. Plenty feller gun he belong
bungalow—feller canoe belong pearl-
fisher boy. We takee bungalow;
bimeby we takee keteh. You savvy?
All feller boy go back along Santa
Crnz rich feller. Five-five piccee
gold money every feller boy.”
“Yessar!"

“You stop along me, cvery feller
h feller boy. S'pose you no stop

ong me, me kill-dead e feller
boy along revolver. Sav

“Yessar!” muttered the blacks.

Bully Samson turned to the bunga-
low again. )

From the lagoon came no sound.

Whether Talifao had succecded or
failed or - deserted, the freebooter
could wait no longer. Ere long the

light of dawn woitld be creeping
over the Pacific.

The hungalow was silent still.
But Samson knew that there must

be watehful eyes behind the palm-
leaf shutters.

He dropped his huge bulk upon
all fours, and crept along a path
through the taro. Behind him crept
the Dlacks, crouching, like wild
beasts etealing wpon their prey.

If the dim creeping forms were
seen in the lurking shadows and the
uncertain  starlight, there eame no
sign from the building.

Bully Samson reached
lawn bordered by
that lay before
veranda.
om that
no cover,

the green
scarlet hibiscus
the bungalow

point onwards there
and he had to take the
It through the starlight
his  teeth. His revolv

set
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j
was in his grip and a desperate
gleam in his eyes

“You feller boy !” he hissed. :

“Yessar!” came a sibilant whis
per from the blacks.

‘You follow on, plenty too quick
altogether.”

“Yessar !”

And Bully Sameon, with the swift-
ness of a swooping albatross, darted
inte the starlight, and in almost a
flash he was springing up the steps
of the wooden veranda. After him

came the Santa Cruz boys with a
rush and a

Crack, crack, crack!

Three rifles rang together {rom
the bungalow, the eudden roar of
fire mingling with the yell of the

blacks. King of the Islands was on
the watch!

But the light was uncertain, the
movements of the assailants swift

One of the blacks velled again and |
dropped on the carth and did nob
stir more.  But Bully Samson was
on the veranda, smashing through’
the flimsy palm-leaf shutter that
divided it from the interior of the
house.

His clubbed revolver crashed
through, the heavy metal butt smash
ing the plaited pandanus leaf like
paper. Utterly reckless and desper
ate mow, the burly®* frecbooter
plunged through into the darkys
within. A gigantic form loomed
before him; but the next moment
Koko, the Kanaka, went down undet
the crashing butt and rolled on the
floor.

A sccond more and the butt wa
in Samson's grip. His finger was a
the trigger, and he was Dblazisg
bullets right and left in
ness.

The bungalow, as silent £
grave a few moments hefore, ra
and echoed and hummed with up

roar. From somewhere in the da
ness  came  frightencd  howls
the pearl-fishers and the Lali

boys. Pandemonivm had broken o
suddenly in the stillness of
tropic night.

“ Please reserve
me a copy of
MODERN LOY

every week!’

THEN NOBODY
RUN OFF WITH
LAST COPY BE
YOU GET THE



In the blackness Bull
~ firing at randon. Under his lifted
arm a sudden grip closed round him,
' and he was borne backwerds.

Crash!
. . The revolver flew from his hand as
" he strnck the floor. The grip on
him was like a band of s But
the freebooter returned grip for grip,
fighting like a tiger.
“King of the Islands!” he panted.
or me now, King of the

Ken did not speak; he needed all
his breath for the savage struggle.
With wolfish yells, the Santa Cruz

blacks were swarming on the
veranda. One of them was half
through  the shattered pandanus
* shutter, when John Chin met him

with thrusting steel. But the heavy
fall of the black man dragged the
blade from the Lalinge wmerchant’s
hand.

Crack, crack!

It was a rifle that rang from the

| starlit garden.

Three of the blacks were crammed
at the opening: a moment more and
they wonld have been upon John
Chin like tigers. King of the Islands

KANAKA

“ King of the
wonderful language !

Easter Island to the Carolines,
English is the common fongue *
—spoken even by the natives to one
another, when they belong to differ-
ent islands. There are thousands of
native dialects; and a man from
Nuka-hiva can only make himself
understood by a Tonga man or a
Solomon Tslander, in the language of
Shakespeare; though he speaks it in
astyle that "*h'\kr‘apnarp would hardly
have compnheudcd
It is called “beclhede-mer ” Eng-

ALL through the South Seas, from

differing a good deal from the
pidgin English of the Chinese, though
{he trick of placing a double “e” at
the end of a word is common to both.
“Wash ” is what the Kanaka says
when he means “row ”; but he pro-
nounces it “ washee,” like a Chinese.
The language is formed from words
picked up from sailormen; yet there
are certain everyday words mnever
picked up, and never used, for mo
known reason. The Kanaka, for in-
| stance, never uses the word “ why.”
Why he does not is hard to explain,
but he never does. He has two ways
of expressing its meaning, “what
| name,” and © which way.”
‘What name you no come?”
“Why did you not come?”
“Which way,” meaning why,
still more perplexing {o a strang
ear. A tourist in the Gilberts, pe
tered by a Kanaka boy to buy fruit,
| finally cufied the importunate imp to
~.get vid of him. Wllcrcupuu an indig-
nant Kanaka demanded, “ Which way
“you kill feller boy beloncv me?—a
rather :t(\!lllug question, but only

means

is

implying, “Why did you cuff my
- son?”
“Kill® iz a curious word. To a

The Modern Boy

Sameon was-

lish, or sometimes “ pidgin ” English,

had his hands full with Bully Sam-
son; Koko lay half-stunned on the

floor. But Kit Hudsou was darting
towards the house, firing as e
came. With a howl of consternation,

the Santa Cruz blacks turned towards
the new cnemy, and, as they turned,
one of them went crashing down
with a bullet in his brain,

Kit Hudson was springing up the
steps of the veranda, but the two
remaining blacks did not stay to
meet him. With gasps of terror,
they fled along the veranda and
leaped down and darted away for the
woods.

“King of the Islands!™ «houted
Hudson.

He plunged in, and almost fell
over the two struggling, twined

forms that rolled and fought in the
darkness. The attack was over, and
it had failed. And DBully Samson
wae fighting for his life.

(This magnificent yarn ends next
weel: with a climar that will grip
you through and through! Buf it
is not ** Good-bye!' to Ken King!
For full details, sce your Editor’s
chat.)
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ENGLISH.

Y English as spoken by Koko and the other Hanakas in our story,
Islands ! ' is true fto life,
This bright and breery chal will cnable
you who are enjoying * King of the Istands ! ' to enjoy it still more.

and is a weird and

Kanaka, it means only to beat,
thrs.-;h, or ill-use. A Kanaka who is
“killed ” may have received mwt'lnnp;
from a box on the car to a rope's-
ending. A Kanaka woman may com-
plain that her husband has killed her
two or three times in one week. “Kill-
dead " is the expression used for the
full English meaning of the word.
A Kuonaka who has been “killed ™
may be smiling cheerily again ten
minutes later. A Kanaka who had
been “killed-dead ” certainly would
never smile again.

A missionary, new to the Islands,
was astonished and horrified to hear
a Kanaka relate, with the utmost
calmness, that he had killed his two
sons that morning for stealing eopra.
He was still more astonished—though
doubtless less horrified—to learn that
two grinning youths who were loafing
near at hand were the sons in ques-
tion—looking quite merry and bright
in spite of the fact that they had
been “killed # that morning!

The Kanaka never uses the posses.

sive pronoun. “My hat” is “hat
belong me.” “ Your i “hat
belong you.” A toe is ™ hllhl r belong
foot.”

“Feller ploce des  cvery  noun;
feller hat, fell hip, feller fish.
Every woman is *M but never
~.|n|ph Mary; alw: ¥ ler Mary.”

H

Most pl:l'[m»«ltluu. are expressed by
the word “along.” “ Feller white
master plenty mad along me,"” s

the Kanaka when his <mpluy€l 5
angry with him. A Kanaka kicked
by Frenchman is “kickee along

Flessman.” A native whose wife had
been caten by Solomon Island canni-
bals described the incident simply:

(Continued on page 28.)
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MODERN BOY “AUTOGRAPHS”

CONTEST! : :

OUR Editor-is collecting autographs. He wants yours
nnd lhosc of your. chums, too! And he will award
TWENTY Fountain-Pens every week in connection

with his autograph hunting.

The idea i is quite simple, for you have only to sign your
own name in the top left-hand space on the coupon,
and add your age and address in the spaces opposite
to your autograph. £

Then get nine of your pals to do exactly the same—that is,
to put their autographs down the Jleft-hand column and
their ages and addresses in the other columns.

+ Write plainly—and in ink if possible.
The Editor's decision will be final.

Employees of the proprictors' of Mobern Boy may not compete.

List to be Cut Out and Sent to Above Address.

When the form is filled in—and every space must be filled—,
post the lahlet to:

" Autographs, No. 3, Mobern Bov, =
, Tallis House, Carmelite Street,
Londen, E.C.4 { Somp.). :

If you place it in an open envelope and write ** Printed Paper
Rate ™ on the froat of the envelope, you need only use 1d. stamp.

Each week the Editor will select the two sets of ten auto-
graphs which in his opmxon—and faking age into accouni—
indicate the most ' character,” and he will later on reproduce
them in" Mopery BDY Each of the twenty readers whose °
signatures appear in print week by week will be awarded 2
fine British-made Fountain-Pen.

A z:lo_r;r&p/zs Age

Addresses : 3 a

Kanaka Enghsh

3 J{f:rml,muul ,‘P’om"};d’gr ?_Rl
« Fo]]or M:\rv lmlong me makee kai-
Kai along, M‘af'ntd boy.”

HE

“Danee he stop.”

“Rain He -:top.- mr ns ﬂmt
still raining!

A travcller in Hiva-Oa, whe dmmd
to witness one of:the nafive

~~To & \llungo

light dances, sent ont iis Kanaka ser-
Yant one ev mmlg t() aa(.ortdm whether |
the Zdafice “wa§" still sgoing on.
IKanaka retumvd mth the information
The white master

ifi - the I:«Luu]
sl ds - perplexing

", becheide-mer “Eng
and a little ludicrong.
on a Kanaka's l)l;: toe, hc” 'mhy_~ﬂ

claim: “What name you kil b
feller finger belong foot helong me?
A Kanaka who had heen_told
story of Casabianea tlhus refeated
to lis friends: . v b wl.,wm

The

_ s EKai- kai 3 noun . theféupon gave up the idea of sccing - “Feller boy ]mlnng cap'n he
Laror "Yorb' “ Popoi,” * 4 - it that ‘night; 1but walking outran .llung deck. ¢ Fire he stapraloiig
= nnfn's\ Wnrd is "also food; ‘thongh hour or two later, he found that®the ~Feller’ boy he no savvy' feller
* Popoi ¥ fdy : be” hread- fruit in ene dance wis still preceeding. He called Inll dead. Feller boy he sing
islapd, and coconuts- or tare in on’lhis servamt for. an ‘explanation, * Fire he kill follex-foot belong
“ahother, "3 - . <+ much” {o the snative’s bewilderment. Feller cap'n’ he no speakee. - B
»But_{ 5 the T"m.ﬂ\'la most “Me- {ellec white madter’ dance he feller boy he sing ‘out, < What |
curious -English”word. * as picked stop!” - éxpostulated- * the *Kanaka “me stop alog fire?  Feller cap!
# up only’onc sense of that word—the * White master look eye b:\lmm ]nm speakee. Bmwhv feller boy he
sense of- o re . hie scevddnee he stop.” v 4 out p]mtv too* mueh

loud, ¢
line

Fellor _cap'n “he"ne speaked;
hoy” he stop along lup
*kill dead along fire.
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