No.1“AUTOGRAPHS” CONTEST RESULT!

EVERY MONDAY,
Week Ending July 7th, 1928.




Business in the South. Seas is lar

By
CHARLES
HAMILTON,

‘hug, chug, chug !
The  sound was
mukic fo the cars
of the lean-faced
man at the tiller
of the chuggin
taunch?! .

A Complete Yarn
of Adventure in
the Tropic;.

gely 2 matter of trust, and young

Ken Kin;—King of the Islands—gets a lively surprise
when he goes on a debt-collecting

Looking in at Lukwe !

ING of the Islands—Ken King,
the boy owner of the ketch
Dawn—Ilaid down his stump

of peneil, yawned, and picked up the
long glass that stood on the deck by
his side. The Dawn, gliding smoothly
over a sapplire sca before a light
breeze, scomed  scarcely to  move.
Through the long, liot afternoon the
wind had been dying away, and Ken
hiad been glad to see the tall palms
of Lukwe black against the sunsct.
The Dawn would lave heen helpless
ina dead calm, and a dead ealm was
l'ﬂl!]lligv

King of the Islands drained the
long glass of the cooling draught of
soda: mingled with limejuice.  Clad
only in shorts and silk shirt, his
sinewy limbs glistening in the sun,
the boy trader sat on the deck, his
s to the hatchway combing,
figuring out lis accounts,

Kit ITudson, his Australian chum,
sat idly on the rail, his long-
thonged stock-whip under his arm,
oceasionally stirring to smash half a
dozen mosquitoes with «a sounding
smack. Kit Hudson—stockman, cn-
gineer, and airman by turns was
now mate of the keteh Dawn, and
Ken's in.n(=|]1:\!-nbie comrade,

Koko, the Kanaka bo'sun,
watching lis  white master with
almost awed admiration. The pen-
cilleds marks on Ken's account sheot
were. deep mysteries to Kaio-lalula-
Tonga-—to give the Kanaka lhis full
name.  Koko conld not understand:
but he  kuew that when King of the
Istands hiad  finished making those
mysterions and apparently meaning-
less marks on the paper, he would
know cxaclly low much was due to
him from ITiram Cook, the Yankee
trader on Lukwe, which was a marvel-
lous thing to Koko.
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Ken King glanced up, and, cateh-
ing the expression on the boatswain's
face, he grinned.

“Koko no sav

Kaio-lalulalonga
head,

hie asked.

shook lhis dusky

"

o0 savvy
answered,
man  tinkee

tinkee on paper,” he
“Many time sce white
on paper along cye
belong me.  No can savvy ™

“I'd teach you to write, old coffee-
bean, if you'd take the trouble.”

Koko shook his head again.

“Kanaka no likee work
answered simply.

King of the Islands laughed, and
turned towards Kit Hudsem, The
Australian gave him an inquiring
look.

“I've fipured it out, Kit. We've
got . three hundred pounds to collect
from Hiram Cook,”

“And the sooncr the better,” re-
marked Hudson. “From the talk
among the islands, Cock isn’t any toa
‘relinhle. That’s a rather large sum
for little traders, Ken.”

“Cook has been putting it off, for
one reason or for a long
time,” said why I
made up my mind at lagt to put in
at Lukwe and colleet it personaily.
After all, the man ean pay if le
like vs had a big business in
il copra for more years
I ean remember. HMe was the
st man in Lukwe when I began
to trade among the islands.”

dozen cocktails a day don’t i
prove a man's business, I've lhear
in many quarters that Hiram Coolk
is shaky.”

Ring of the Islands nodded,

“They say so at Lalinge,” he ad-
mitted.  “Joiin Chin hasn’t allowed
him credit for a long time, T believe
id the Chink knows what's what.
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Al the same, Mr. Cook will have to
fquare when we eall on him. He
can't put-it off any longer when we
sit down in his veranda and ask him
for the eash.” 3
Hudson glanced at the sea.  The
wind wis dropping wore and more,
and the Pacific was like glass.
Slower and more slowly the ketch
glided on. ;
“We shall make
reckon ?” he asked.
“Ay, ay! There's cnough wind to
bring us to the reef.” King of the
Izlands stood up. shaded his eyes
with his sunburnt hand, and stared
steadily through the haze of heat to-
wards the island. = “We may have
to tow in with the whaleboat, that's
all. My Sam, it's hot !
taio-lalulalonga, indifferent alike
at and to mosguitoes, picked up,
his  wkulele, twanged on it, and
bummed a Hawaiian tune.  Kaio-
lalulalonga was enjoying life. Since
be had sailed with his “little white
master,” King of the Islands, tle
brawny Kanaka's faee had beem
almost  continually wreathed in a
wide, contented grin,  Forgetful of
the past, unthinking of the fu
living only in the passing moment,
like a true child of the South, his
brown face mever clouded  unless
there was a {rown on the brow of
King of the Islands. Koko enjoyed
existenee to the limit,
“Ua pipi ka maka o ha loku.”
Koko sang softly to the strum ¢
the ukulele. 4
King of the Islands was staring
steadily towards Lukwe. .
He could see the long line of the
reefs that harred the lagoon, on the
shore of which the {raders’ bunga-
lows liv, with the pandanus luis of
the natives farther back.

TLukwe, you
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“ The passage of the reefs—a perilous
‘pssage in tough weather—was now
-amsmooth as-a pond,- d

Tn the clear atmosphere his keen
eyes could pick up all the buildings,
and the Hgures of dusky natives, clad
in the white lava-lava. moving about
under the palms.

Lukwe—so far as the natives were
concerned—was a peaceful island:
Many a long year had passed since
the blacks there had sounded the
war-drum  and - huanted for white
men's heads to smoke over the wood
fires. But so far as the white men
were concerned, Lukwe was not so
peaceful. They were a rouglr crew
of traders on Lukwe, and sometimes
quarrelled fiercely. And one of the
roughest of the rough crew was
Hiram Cook. the Yunkee trader,
whose account with Ken now ran into
turce hundred pounds. -~

ollowed her.

King of the Tslands was
accustomed to distrnst, but he
growing uneasy about getting
money. Johm Chin, the Chinese
trader, who kanew cverything in the
islands, had given him a word of
warning, and that had brought Ken
to Lukwe to collect his account per-
sonally, He was rather wondéring
now whether there would be trouble.
Hiram Cook was the man to cut up
very rusty in a tight corner.

Ken's i set as he thought of
that. He and trusted the man, and
he could not afford to lose the sum
that was due—almost as much as he
had won by risking his life among
savage cannibals on the Island of
Faloo. If Hiram Cook gave trouble,
he was likely to find King of the
Islands prepared to give him all he
wanted, and perhaps a little over.

The canvas was flapping almost
idly now. Lnmpolokuno, sprawling
on the forecastle, chewing betel-nut,
raised his lead and glanced round,
and remarked lazily :

* Feller wind he no stop !”

Lompo was right. The last puff
of the breeze puffed itself out, and the
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“The cars dipped and the whaleboat shot away !
fol ** Let them cacl

-

Dawn lay becalmed on a glasSy sea.
But Lukwe was close at hand mow. -

Ken’s voice fahg out-sh . The
lolling Hiva-Oa men_jumped to obey.

Lazy, like all Kanakas —lazier
under Ken'’s rule than they would bave
been under any other skipper in the
South Sens—they were prompt cnough
to obedience, and only the mnote of
command in Ken's voice was necded
to make them pull and haul as
vizorously as a white crew,

The whaleboat dropped into the
glassy sea, the long colr rope was
rove from it to. the bows of the
ketch, and the sinewy brown arms of
the Polyncsidn seamen tugged at the
oars. i

Towed by the whaleboat, the Dawn
glided into the passage of the Lukwe
rcef, and .surged on slowly and
steadily into the lagoon.

The biggest warehouse in the row
belonged to Hiram Cook; mear it
stood his bungalow. <In the shady
veranla of -the bungalow a mon was
upmwled in a long canc chair, a
eigar in his mouth; a long glass on
the table by his side. But as Ken
drew closer re saw that it was not the
lean. loosc-jointed- Yanpkee trader
whom he had come to see.

! said Ken.

Slowly, steadily, the Dawn drifted
on to the coral wharf, and made fast.

A group of natives stared at her; a
beach-comber sat up in the shade of
a palm, gave her a glance, and went
to sleep again. That was all the at-
tention the newcomer received. In
the blazing heat, not a white man
stirred out of the shade of his
bungalow.

Ken was about to step ashore over
the low’ fteak rail, when Hudson
tap ed his arm.

‘Yon're heeled?” he asked.

*No."

“ Better.
may want a
en noddes
He went down to the cabin, and
came up again with a holster buckled
to his belt and a revolver in the
holster. Then the shipmates of the
Dawn stepped ashore and walked up
the white beach.

This isn’t Lalinge. You

5““ on Lukwe.”

Bolted !
“ ING OF THE ISLAXDS!"
K There was a loud laugh.
Four white men—bearded,
perspiring, as

stubbly, almost

the whart. Laughter and jeers and the wavin
* He laughs best who laughs last

scantily clad as natives—sat in the
shady veranda of the first bungalow
that Ken and Kit passed. .They were
smoking, 'drinking, and , playing
rok,q.t’,' but turned their” éyes -from
he -game to look at the two shi
mates coming up from the. beach,
and burst into laughter,

- One of the card-players, his hand
of eards in his brown, fobacco-
stained fingers, left his scat, came
to the front rail of the veranda, and
leaned over to hail the skipper of
the Dawn: “Hallo, you!”

" Ken stopped and looked at Lim.
His cyes were glinting a little. That
burst of mocking laughter from the
poker-players had roused his anger,
though he could not guess its cause.

“Well?” he rapped out.

The man at the veranda
grinned.

“You come along to sce Hiram
Cook? I reckoned so. Wish you luck,
old man!” And the planter laughed,
and - his laughter was echoed by his
friends.

“What do you mean
Dixon?” asked Een.

“I've sold my motor-launch
Hivam Cook.”

rail

© sact_l ¥

to

s

9 f mocking hands

“What about it?”

“Keep on, and you'll see!”
chuckled Dixon; and, without any
further explanation, he returned to
his seat and the poker game.

Kit Hudson's eyes sparkled.

“There seems to be some joke on
here at Lukwe,” he said. “I don’t
like that cackling, Ken. What about
stepping in. and cleaning up that
crew of boozy blighters? We two
could do it easily.”

King of the Islands laughed.

“We didn't come here to teach
Lukwe manners,” he answered. *I'd
rather find out what's up with

Hiram Cook. Let's get on.”

They walked on to Cook's imng]i\-
low, which was the last of the
buildings. From every veranda they
passed someone looked out at them--
and always with a grinning face.

Evidently the arrival of King of
the Tslands at Lukwe struck the
traders there as something of a joke.
As yet, the shipmates of the Dawn
conld not imagine why.

They reached Cook’s bungalow at
last.,

The man whoe was sprawling there
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_.The Man Who Fled!

(Continued from previous page.) i

iit the long cane “chair sat up and
glanced at them as they mounted the

steps.

ﬁ\u recognised liim as a trader he
liad met before—a fat, flaxen-haired
German named Schalk. He wondered
what the man was doing there, ocen-
pying Cook’s veranda with the air of
i master,

* King of the Tslands " said Schalk,
wil}; a fat grin. “You may come
inl’

“ Where's Cook?"
the Islands.

The German trader chuckled.

“ You come to sce Herr Cook?”

WAy G

The German waved a fat hand to-
wards the glassy Pacilic.

“You arc too late! Look for him
at Tahiti, or in Sydney—I know not,
He is gone !”

“Gone on a trip?” asked Kon.

asked King of

Another fat  chuckle from {he
irader.
“A long trip, my friend—a very

long trip I He is not coming back to
Lulgw(-.‘r) g

“You mean fhat
another station?™

“He is gone from the Pacific "
grinned Schalk,

Ken's teeth set.

*Cleared out?

“Ja, ja!”

“And left you in charge of his
station "

“His station? My station!” ex-
plained Schalk, “Three days aga,
Herr Cook has sold his station to
me.”

“Sold  out—and
claimed Hudson.

“Ja, ja, mein herr!”
Schalk. “On Lukwe he
—hé¢ could not have
without that. But i
hill for Herr Cook, you are too late !
There will be many who will come to
sce him, but they will be too late !

King of the Islands understood at
ast.  The rumours as to the shaky
state of Hiram Cook’s affairs had
evidently been well founded. Drink
and gambling, and the laziness in-
duced by the fropics, had brought lim
to the verge of ruin; and he had sold
out and gone, leaving his creditors to
whistle for their money.

The boy trader's brow grew dark.

He was oul one ﬂ.mOl\g the ]’]H‘l’ly.
ereditors of Hiram Cook., Buf he was,
perhaps, the one whe could least
afford to lose what was duc to him
Had the man failed, cven by his own
fault, and had nothing left, Xing of
the Tslands wounld have borno his
loss with philosophy, and said nothing
more about it. But that was not tho
case. Miram Cook had anticipated
failure by selling out and depart-
ing suddenly with 2 _good round sum
in" his pockets. He had sold his
station on Lukwe to this German, and
it conld not have been sold for loss
than a thousand pounds. With that
sum, at the very least, Hiram had
fled, laughing in his sleeve at the
lm}v trader whe had trusted him,

“The  scallywag!” muttered
Hudson.

The shipmates knew now what was
the great joko em Lukwe. In the
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he's gone to

cleared #*”  ex.
chuckied
has paid up
}got away alifc

you have one

eycs of "the rough erew there, Hiram'’s
“bolt” was a huge jest. They were
looking for the arrival of exasperated
creditors; and King of the Islands
was only the first to come.  That
great joke was likoly to keep Lukwe
in hilarity for weeks and months,

“So he's sold this station to you,
Schalk?” asked King of the Islands,
seating himself on the rail of the
veranda,

“Gewiss! I pay him thirteen hun-
dred of ' pounds in  good A

money !
grinned the German, “It was cheap

price.  He was in one hurry—you
savvy?"

“And his schooner?” asked Ken
quictly.

“He sell that schooner to Peter
Parsons. That scliooner he too slow
for Mister Cook.” Schalk laughed
boisterously, “I tell yom he is in
one hurry when he go. He sell him
for four hundred pounds!”

“When did he go?”

“Four hours ago!” grinned the
German. “It is only by that little
four hours that you lose him, King
of the Islands!”

“We're late!” said Hudsom, set-
ting his lips. “If we'd caught the
hound hefore he started ot

“And his cutter:” asked Ken.

“He sell him to Robinson for {wo
hundred of pounde.”

“And  he cleared
launeh ¥ asked Ken,
what Dixon had said.

“You know? Yes, he clear in the
motor-launch,” assented Schalk.
“That launch he is very fast.”

“Alone?”

“Two black boys.”

“And he’s sold his copra plantation
on the other side of the island:"

“He sell him to Devigne for five
hundred pounds.”

“A nice little sum altogether to
carry away with him when he owes
money right and left ‘all through
the islands!” said Hudson.

The German nodded, and grinued,
- “He pay eash for that motoer-
launch,” he assented. “But he take
more than two thousand of pounds
in  his pockets. Much more, I
think.”

“Of which three hundred belongs
to us!” grunted Hudson. ;

Schalk roared.

“Ha, ha! He dish you for three
lundred ! But that is nothing. There
are men in the islagds he dish for
twice as much, three times as much,”

“What course did he steer?” asked
Ken quietly.

“Ieh weiss' nicht! That T know
not,” answered Schalk, “He go in
the launch, we all hear the motor
—zip, zip, zip! But Mister Cook
Le tell nobody anything. He keep
the close mouth.”

Ken  asked no more questions.
Whether Cook's  destination was
known or not among his old associ-
ates, he did not expeet to learn the
truth on Lukwe. The rough crew
there were in sympathy with the
absconding rascal; there were few of
them who would not have done the
same  thing in the same cireum-
stances, They had taken care enough
that Hiram did not swindle them;
but for the outside world, outside the

in a motor-
remembering

_ring of coral reefs round Lukwe, they

cared nothing.
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In the red sunset Een and Kit
walked back to the beach. :
Grinning faces watched them from
the .long linc of shady verandas as
they went.

Lukwe
hugely.

On the solitary island, where news
was searee—where a steamer touched
ouly once in threo months, and the
newspapers were a month old—older
still if rough weather kept ships
away—there was at last a mew
topic!  The absconding of Hiram
Cook had almost given new life to
the little community. It furnished
Lukwe with a muchueeded oxcite-
ment. King of the Islands bad
come, and Jiis coming had given point
to the jest. Other traders would
follow, prolonging the joke. Lukwe
was likely to receive in the next few
weeks  more  visitors than it was
accustomed to receive in a whole
year. And cvery mnewcomer would
give new Jife to the jest.

“Hallo, King of the Islands!”
roared Dixon from his veranda.
“Did you find Hiram at home:”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

King of the Islands walked on
without replying.

Under a firo of laughter and rough
badinage from the buugalows, the
shipmates returned to the beach and
went: on board the Dawn.

Ken's face wis sot.

“The raseal's got a start,” said
Hudson.  “If we could get to
sea we might raise him yet in his
launch.”

King of the TIslands gazed out
across the glassy lagoon—across the
reefs to the wide Pacific, calm as a
lake, without a breath of wind stir-
ring. There would have been a
chance, at least, with a wind; but
there was no wind, and the ketch
waa as idle as a painted ship on a
painted ocean. And the ealm might
last for days.

“Feller Cook he mno stop, sar?’
asked Koko, who lad been talking
to natives on the beach.

“Felier Cook he clear out plenty
too quick altogether,” answered Ken.
“He clear along motor-lnunch.”

was  enjoying the joke

“Feller Jaunch he washy-washy
along  calm,” said the Kanaka.
“Feller ketch he mo washy-washy,

Feller Cook Le takee money belong
King of the Islands®”

“Yes!” "

“Feller ketch he no washy-iwashy,
feller whaleboat lie  washiy-
suggested the Kanaka.

Ken smiled at the suggestion of
pursuing the petrol launch in a
whalcboat.

“Feller launch he washy-washy too
plenty quick ™ he answered, “Too
much quick altogether along whale
hoat.”

He stared out grimly acroes the
glassy sca. The unserupulous swindle

and the mockery of Hiram's old
associates on Lukwe stirred Kep's
deep anger. Somewhere on  the

Pacific the swindler was fleeing with
seven or eight times as much money
in his pockets as would have settled
the debt. To let the rogue get away
with it was bitter and irksome to the
boy trader. Hudson's feelings were |
the same. And he gripped his stock-
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whip with & Leen desire to fay it
round the lean shoulders of Hiram
Cook.

“Koko the
Kanakn,

Ken glanced at him. "

Koko, as he often said, was mno
common Kanaka. Thinking of any
sort was not much in any Kanaka’s
line. But Kaio-lalulalonga had
proved more than once that there
was som¢ sort of intellect inside his
dusky head. On his own account,
certainly, Koko would never have
taken the trouble to think on any
subject whatsoever.. But on account
of his white master, the Kanaka had
many times given his lazy Dbrain
unaccustomed exercise,

.t

savey ! murmured

“What you savvy, Koko” asked
King of the Islands.
“Feller launch he washy-washy

F‘h‘lenty quick sea he calm,” said the
anaka. ‘“Big blow he come, feller
launch no goo\i- he walk about along
bottom sca.”

King of the Tslands etarted a
little. He canght the Kanaka's
meaning at omce—that a motor-

launch was not likely to be used
for a leng sea trip. The calm looked
tike lasting; but if a big blow came
on, a launch was not likely to ‘live
long in the mighty billows of the

*acifie.

“Feller Cook he no stop along
launch,” said the Kanaka confidently.
“Feller Cook he get away =along
launch, “no stop along launch. One
day, two day, three day, plaps; mno
stop along launch altogether. Me
tinkee head belong me, sar. Feller
Cook he lookee find ehip.”

“Koko, old coffec-bican,
worth your weight in pearlshel
said King of the Islands. *“Kick
me, Kit, for mot figuring on that
before. The old Mindanao touches at
Faiyi to-morrow morning, if she's on
time. A yard of shell-money to an
oyster-shell that Cook is making for
Faiyi to take the sleamer for
Syvdney.”

Hudson whistled.

“A thousand to ome!” he said.
“The rascal will eell the launch at
Faiyi easily cnough and take the
steamer. But we're dished, all the
same, Ken., He will casily make
Faiyi to-night in the launch. But
we can’t make it for days to come
in this calm.”

*Feller whaleboat!” eaid Koko.

Hudson shook his head.

“We could never make it on time
with oars.”

The Kanaka grinned.

“Feller steamer he sometime no
come,” he rcmarked. *“Feller engine
on steamer he makee plenty tronble
sometime. What you tinkee*”

“Koko's right,"” said Kcn.
steamer’'s on time sometimes, but
more often mot. You know the old
Mindanao’s engines. They ought to
have been scrapped before the War!
And they're still doing duty. I've
known hLer to be three days late at
Lalinge.” Ken's eyes sparkled.

“It'e a chance,” he said—'"a small
one, if you like—but all the chance
we've got of collecting three hundred
pounds from Cook before he cleays
out of the South Seas for pood and

(Continued on page 16.)
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All About Aero
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planes..
This Week—-THE CONTROLS. i
ONDERFUL how the pilot manages to control the movements of his
aeroplane in the air, isn’t it 2 Of course, this control is much mora
complicated than that of any other veliicle, for while the direction
of a car or ship can only be altered by the steering wheel or rudder to the
left or right, an aeroplane can also climb or dive, or roll over and over, and .
in most * stunts ' the aeroplane does a little of each !

Thp control that acts like the steering wheel of a car f8 the * rudder,”
and is hinged to the fin and connected to a *‘ rudder bar ™ on which the
pilot’s feet rest. The controls which make the aeroplane climb or fall are
called the * elevators.” .

8

A’LER&‘ Canie Quaorant on Arston
-

Tovsrick'

This “ transparant !’ asroplans
shows how the ailsrons are
worked.

What they actually do is to drag down or push up the tail, by increasi
or decreasing the **lift "' of the tail plane, These are hinged to the tail
planes and connected to the joystick, so that pushing the * stick ” forward
yushes the noge down and pulling it back pulls the nose up. Then there are
the ailerons—little flaps on the wing-tips which are also connected to the
joystick and which alternately rise and full in opposition as the ** stick " is
tilted from side to side. ’ i

_When one falls, it “lifts” the wing that side, while the other
aileron rises and drags it down. Thus the whole machine is tilted
o in the *joystick
we have twe controls
in one, and as tlmy
are often needed to-
gether the movement
of the joystick is gener-
ally in curves instead
of straight backwards
and forwards or side
to side.  Occasionally
in biz machines, how-
svex, the silerops will o From this diagram you can ses how the
por ';;;: };;';m zﬁ':;;'t"k?.r,' elovators ars controlled by the joystick.
which can then only be tilted backwards and forwards. %

The controls are not quite so simple as the above sounds, however. For
instance, you have probably seen how an seroplane often !ilbs_ovcr on a
turn until its wings are almost vertical. The rudder is then horizontal and
therefore acting as an elevator, while the elevator is vertical and is acting
as a rudder. And, of course, when the machine is not tilted over gnite so
much the two controls have only partly * changed places.”

Again, the controls will act on the acroplane in Sumling ways. If [ want
my machine to “ roll”* I will tilt the joystick sideways in the direction 1

want to roll. But in
Ruvoew Cases RuooenBas —

Quasrant Onerarms Anerons

doing so I haveincreased
the resistance of one
wing. which will drag the
machine sideways : sol
. shall alo have to “ put
addoc ‘ it : u on” a little rudder to
er is i il a ruddes r; O s 1 i
e hioh the pitekia Toat rest, 7 °% fﬁ:;““::’l‘f‘ ?;':;ff:;“';ﬁ:
total resistance of the acroplane the mose will drop, so I shall have to put
on a little elevator. There is also another control—the engine. If I am
flying level and I opon up the engine without moving the controls, the
aeroplane will start to climb, for the “‘lift ™ is increased. 8o I shall have
to push the nose down until the machine is flying level once more, though
at an increascd speed. Therefore there can be only one speed at which the
machine will fly level with the elevator control not acting. A device called
the tail plane adjuster is generally provided by which the permanent anglo
of the tuil plane can be altered, enabling the machine to fly level at any
speed without the use of the elevator control. N

Th
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The Man Who Fled!

(Continued from page 13.)

all. If the steamer's late calling at
Faiyi, and if that's his game, we
shall run him down yet. And onec
we raise that Yankee's bony figure:
head, we'll make him pay; if we have’
to take the hide off his back with
your stock-whip, Youw're game to
iry s .

“You het ! said Hudson (ersely.

" King of the Islands had made up
his mind. He was aching for a
chance to get at the swindlipg trader
and call him to account. And this
was a chance, at least. The slightest
chance was better than idleness—
better than Iying through the calm-
at Lukwe wharf, the object of the
unending laughter and derision of
the Lukwe traders.

And once the boy trader’s decision
was made, no time was lost.

Provisions and water were stacked
in the whaleboat for the trip to
Faiyi. The two white men and
Koko, well armed, took their places
in the boat with three of the Hiva-
Oa seamen. Lompo and Danny were
left* on board the moored ketch.
From the wharf a Lukwe trader
shouted to the boat’s crew :

“King of the Islands!
going after Hiram?”

Ken did not trouble to mg]ly.

But-the manning of the whaleloat
told the story; and if the affair had
seemed a jo{e to Lukwe before; it
was mow a real scream. Careless of
the heat, the Lukwe. traders came
crowding down from their bungalows
to the beach, to watch the start of
the pursuit—an utterly hopeless pur-
suit, as it scemed to them.  They
stood in a laughing crowd, calling
out iromical encouragements to the
Kanaka oarsmen and to King of the
Islands.

“We'te getting a send-off I
marked Kit Hudson grimly.

“Let them cackle I said Ken care-
lessly. “He langhs best who laughs
Jast! If we run down Hiram Cook,
that’s all that matters.”

The oars dipped, and the whale-
boat shot away from the coral wharf,
Langhter and jeers and the waving
of mocking hands followed her as she
skimmed across the shining lagoon
towards the reef.

Not till the boat and the boat’s
crew dropped from sight beyond the
reef did the men of Lukwe return
to their cheroots and cocktails, aud
late into the tropiec might laughter
and jests echoed from ome veranda
to another, while under the scintil-
Iatiui stars the Dawn's whaleboat
{:ulic steadily over a glassy sea,

cading for-Faiyi. ?

——

“ Feller Engine No Stop!"”

HTUG, chug, chug!
. The sound was not musical
) in itself, but it was music to
e

long ears of the  lean-faced,
lantern-jawed man at the tiller of the
chugging launch. . Y

‘Ta’ala and Solimo, the two black
boys, lolled and perspired in the
heat. Hiram Cook hardly heeded
the heat of the tropic night.

The clicory chug of the engine told
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him of freedom and fortude - ia
another regior—escape from . the
hlaze of the tropics with his pockets
full of what did not belong to him,
In tlie absconding trader’s belt were

stacked bills and banknotes; in the

tapa sack buckled to it were a stack
of golden ¢oims.. Hiram Cook had
done well in his fimal clean-up at
ukwe.
Three thousatid pounds he carried

. with him—leaving behind him debts

for -morc than twice as much—for
which he little cared. Three thou-
sand would give him a start in a
new scene of activity—in some land
where the sun would not scorch the
marrow of his bones, and where he
could forget tho taste of quinine.
Hiram Cook was making his exit in
style.

Faiyi was his objective. At Faiyi
the steamer Mindanao made her last
call among the Islands, then stretched
for Australia, and a passage on the
steamer meant a swift and sudden
departure for Hiram from the scenes
that had known him.

At Faiyi he would sell the launch,
discharge his last two black servants,
and vanish, with three thousand
pounds left from the wreck of his
trade in the South.

Nothing, so far as Hiram could see,
could cut off his escape; nothing
could prevent the carrying out of his
scheme to clear off from the islands
with a little fortune in his belt.

So the lean, leathery face of Hiram
Cook was wrinkled in a grin of
satisfaction, and he listened to the
chugging of the petrol engine as if
it were the aweetést music.

Early in the mornin,
figured on raising Faiyi. There had
been a light wind when he left
Lukwe; but the wind wss dropping
—it had dropped-—only a glassy swell
rolled on the Pacific. The calm,
which would bafle the pursuit of
any sailing vessel, was mothing to
the fugitive trader—his craft ran on
petrol, and the calmer fhe sea, the

etter he liked it. If King of the
Islands really was coming to Lukwe
after him, if he arrived there and
found him gone, Hiram could
imagine the feelings with which the
boy trader would gaze at a sea of

lass, without a breath atin“inF.
ﬁ‘hat mental picture was distinetly
entertaining to Hiram.

Chug, chug, chug!

The launch cut like
through long glassy rollers.

Hiram wae no engincer, but he
knew liow to handle a motor-launch
so long as it ran sweetly—as his
launch was now running. Hiram
grinned at the glassy sea, and
ﬁrinncd at the shining stars. He

oped, from the bottom of his heart,
that King of the Islands had arrived
at Lukwe and found him gone—it
Eava an added zest to his evasion.

e laughed with glee at the thought
of King of the Islands scanning the
calm sea and whistling for a wind.

The engine coughed, and coughed
again, and whirred into silence.

Ta’ala and Solimo exchanged a
glance. i

"Feller engine he mno stop!” re-
marked Ta'ala.

I6

Hiram

a  knife

Hiram Cook ceased to grim. - -
A rush of maddened rage aud
chagrin shook him like a fever. He
had laid his plans well—thorcughly
v;lqu. But he had not calenlated on
is

Silence—the decp silence of hound-
less space—succeeded the final cough
of the petrol engine. 3

From Hiram’s bearded lips came a
cry of rage.

He could handle a petrol engine if
all went well. He could fill the tank
with gasoline, as he called .it; he
could ~lubricate it. At that his
knowledge stopped. A lundred times
he had made trips in a motor-boat,
and never found trouble. Trouble
had cropped up just when he least
wanted 1t.

A speck of sand in the carburetter
was o knock-down' blow for Hiram
Cook ! =
He glared at the two black boys.
“You savvy feller engine, Ta’ala?"
“No savvy feller engine, sar.”
“You savvy feller engine, Solimo?"
“No savvy feller engine, sar.”
“You Dblack scum’” roared Hiram,

in a fury.
The black bo¥s backed away from
him. Hiram looked like knocking

seven bells out of them, if only to
wreak his rage.

Hiram savvied “feller engine ” no
more than his black boys. He glared
at it, he fumbled at it, lie coaxed it,
he almost begged it to resume. The
engine was deaf to him.

The cheery chug, chug was silent
now ; the cngine was a dead thing.

The launch washed helplessly on
the ‘long Jow swell of the “calm
Pacific.

Hiram rose fo his feet at last,
gimy with oil, shaking with fury.

e raved at the two blacks savagely, -
and struck at Ta’ala with a spanner,
the black man ducking and narrowly
escaping the furious glow.

He glared at the sca.

If he could have stepped some sort
of a mast, rigged up some sort of &
sail, it would have been futile; the
calm upon which he had congratu-
lated himself made it futile,

For ten minutes or more Hiram
Cook stood, with blazing face, raving -
against Fate, ]

Then in sheer desperation le
tackled the engine again. He tackled
it with ignorant, hasty, and heavy
hands Something eracked—there
was a gush of escaping petrol.

“By hokey! hat's torn
groaned Hiram.

He threw himself down, exhausted
by his efforts and his despair. He
would never reach Faiyi in time for |
the Mindanao mow—indeed, the fer-
rible thought was in his mind that
he never would “yeach land again at |
all. The stars were paling now at
the approach of dawn; a burning
day broke on the Pacific, and under’
the blazing sun the launclj lay and |
rolled to the swell of thessea, and |
Hiram Cook swept tho lorizon with
haggard eyes, praying for the sight
of ‘a sail, ‘even if it was tfic ssil of ;
King of the Islands!

(Miram * gets his,’’ as the saying fs.;
in mext week’'s i) " _of
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