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Young Ken King, whose fame in the
South Seas has earned him the title of
King of the Islands, does a MAN{'S
job in this one-of -the-best-of-all stories

By
CHARLES HAMILTON.,

Complete in This Issue,

The Castaway.

IGHT on the island of

From a fleecy sl
glimmered

Lar'a.

mMooi-

N light

grove swamp and ts

the grass louses
village of Taminango—the
chief.

On the earthen floor of a grass
ja the village, bound hand and foot
the tapa cords biting into his crampt
limbs, a white man lay, unable fo
sleep, stirring restle with
pain of his bonds. For long
that seemed days Gerald Goring
lain there, in darkness de

The hum of the vill: l
away: in the late hours of E
all was silent, save for the stealthy
ereeping and asional snarlin
the village dogs. Here and

elimmer- of moonlight penefrated
‘;:hrgu\{:-l; the orass walls and palm
leaf thatch of the hut ere Goring
lay. He had wrestle his bond
till he ached »

not  loosened

blacks of Lu'u

the prisoners whom thev

the
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COOK

ked with pamm, e lavy on
then floor with spair in his
heart.
He knew that there was no

mow. Ren King—in his keteh, 1 1
—lay at anchor off the shore of Lu'u,
bat King of the Islands, as Ken was
known throughout the Nouth Seas,
conld not belp him, even if he degired
te do 80. Rine of the I[slands was
likely to be fighting for lLis own life
that nigiif, for (jr,'y’i“g cold
that Taminango would not stop al
the captare of gne white man from
the keteh. ;

Elless

The adventurer, with reckless
lardilood againgst  Ken King's
advice, had landed on the cannibal
island, taking his chanee with the

savages in b ferce de sive to pecom-
plish the object that had brought
hm {16 the  Sonth Seas, and  the
chianee had poue against him,  That
“h]:m waa to find the eastaway of
La'u, youny Dickv Goring, the boy
who stood between him aud fortune,
-*E_:e__h&d feund him. ouly to fall into
the Eaads of the Llacks, e longed
for, and vet dreaded, dawn, for when

hand,;

ink at the savage's feet !

be a
of

was to

il lage :
all his iron
shuddered at
1=

s-tooth knife

his
this
had
w0t to

Iiim that

WS
of

him and

Wt
:_-|_1{_ ;\n:_]l]\‘l‘c's‘,.
of the Islands
of the Dawn and

1 had not guessed.
But they

1d not guessed ;. such sus-
picions did not come easily to them.
Bef many days had passed a
steamer, with armed men on bhoard,
would arrive at Lun to seek the

castaway, i “l'ﬂ'inf_" !i.‘ll‘ H‘!.‘HCP\I llfb
life upon the chance of z_‘_‘n-fliilg the
Loy into his hands before the steamer
came. And now his life was forfeit.

A stealthy sound in the darkness
came to Goring's ears. It was a soft
scratching sound at the wall of the

gruas  lint in which he law - He
listened to it without attention. He
supposed that it was one of the

mangy village eurs scratehing at the
flimay wall. But soddesly, in the
gloom, there came a glitter of sharp
steel, and b started he under-
#tood that a kmife was culting 4 way
throgoeh the plajted prass, 1t wa-ze
not one of the L'y dogs, but one of
{he Lou'u natives, who was stealthily
working o way  throneh  fthe g-a*a's::s
wall. 3 B

a5

spear  in as
the log. The boy
with the fear of

Goring lay motionless, staring a%
the wall where the knife had glittered
for a moment through the plaited
orass. He wondered. If it was death
That threatened him, he cared little—
his life was counted in hours now.
But new as ke was to the Islandss
e was aware that it was the cnstom
of the cannibals to keep their
prisoners alive till the time came
the cooking-oven. And the stealthi-
ness of the unseen native showed that
he was keeping his purpose a
from the rest.

Goring felt his heart thrab.

which dies hard, Hashed inte
acain, Was it help, was it Te
that was at hand? Could |

the Islands have sought him,
midst of the cannibal \'illag%‘,-h
away in the high bush of Luw
he knew that it was impeossible.
could not be King of the Islands.
e waited tenscly. He coul
now the faint sawing d n
the knife, as the keen edge
plaited grass. Again and a
caught the glitter of the
blade. Then it disappoared,
heard the faint, stealthy
creeping  form pushing 1
opening.  His heart hei
suffocation.  The thrill
through him was
#s he heard a whi
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mom the adventurer
-bitt:iﬁeéﬂ that was worse
. Shame, vemorse, many
bitter emotions held him
could not speak. o
* A hand touched him in
loom, © Wake! But be silent!
Silent, or we are both lost.”
' &&v B he it with difficulty,
ords in English came. For
the boy

the
two
the
His

his

liad lived among
ges and seen no white mau.
wn  tongne came strangely fo
I said Goring

am  awake [

psely. ©1 have mnot slept,  You
are Dicky Goring "
“Yes,” came the whisper.
“Feaven forgive me,” breathed

¢ Go—those demons will kill

Goring.
£ Go, and

~ you if they find you here.
g ?:gwe me to my fate.”
“1 am here to save you.”
The wretehed man groaned. 3
SWhen you came,” the whispering
‘woice went om, “I kunew you came
* from the ship I saw yesterday off the
island. I believed that you had come
to save me. But—but in your
face—"  The whisper trembled
away for a moment. " But in your
face I read something different, and
—and I feared you. But—you are a
white man.”

Goring knew only too well what
the boy had read in his face during
‘those few minutes that they had
spoken together in the Big House,
before the treacherous savages had
seized him. He shivered. Instinet-
ively the boy had feared him—and he
had had cause to fear. But he had
struggled with his fear and his
doubt : he could not believe that a
white man came as an enemy.

“You came to find me,” breathed
the castaway. *Tell me you came to
find me, to take me to the ship, away
from this horrible place.”

“I came to find you,” muttered
- Goring. “I am your cousin, Gerald
Goring—yon knew me when you were
a little kid—you must remember me.”
~ “I remember you, though I did not
know you.” The boy’s voice was full
joy mow. “Even if you had not
me to save me, I would set you
but now I know why you came.
< day — every mnight — I have
ed for a white man to come to
fearful island, Now you have
A low sob broke his voice.
glimmer of moonlight from a
in  the pandanus thateh
up his face for a moment—a
th handsome British features,
rned to a dark- brown by
Goring pulled himself
ag a chance of life, a

¥

illused  you?” he

ave been kind—in

¢ boy. “They
y killed all the
d to under-
cnew why—
d then.”
naw, hut

of the tribe. But—what I have seen
in this village has made me wisll,

many times, that they had killed “1::3

ith  the others. B]nod:;lln-d.
‘cwrll';i-.llty——-"‘ He broke off with a
Sh"‘ll“llkguimife glided over the tapa
cords, Goring lay free, but the
cramp in his limbs was 850 intense
that he could mot move. Ht" shut
his teeth to keep back a cry of pain.

“I crept here to save you, whis-

ered the boy. “ When you can move,

will gui{']v you away from the
yillage. They do not suspeet me
they think 1 am one of _thom:«‘r_-l\'vs.
Buf—if they find out what I have
done, they will kill me. I can guide

you through the mangrove swamip.
You can swim?” ;

“Yes,” breathed Goring.

“Mhen we can swim off to your

ship. Or we may find a canoce in the
swamp. A fishing canoe is often

left there, tied up in the channel.
Once we are out of this-
e

re s

Can vou

Give me timel”
“My limbs are

yet.
breathed the man.
cramped [

“Nes, yes; I will wait.”

There was a scratching and snarl-
ing, and ftwo yellow burning eyes
gleamed in at the opening cut in the
wall of the grass hut. Goriug stared
at the prowling, prying dog, fearful
of a howl, a bark, that might wake
the sleeping village and bring the
savage crew of cannibals down on
him. But the bhoy spoke in a sooth-
ing murmur, and the animal whined
softly and crept away.

“They all
the castaway. *Astran
would rouse all the
they know me !”

He waited again in silence.
made an effort to move. but
agony that thrilled throngh
cramped limhbs forced him to

know me,” whisperaed
and they

But

Goring
the

S
nis

with a gasp of pain. He lay back
on the carthen floor, panting for
hreatl.

“Wait, wait!” said Dicky Goring

softly. “Do not move till you feecl
you are strong. We may have to
run for our lives. They will not

come here till the new day. Tamin-
ango is away from the village to-
night. He has gone with many men;
I do mot know where. There is
always fighting with the bushmen in
the west of the island. And often
they bring home lheads!” His voice
was  shaken. “The devil-doctors
cure the heads in smoke over the
wood fires in the canoe houses. They
mocked me becanse T would not
touch them. Onee I was beaten 2
He ccased to speak. The weight of
two years of horror and misery was
heayy upon him.

“And you came to search for me,”
he went on, after a long pause, as
Goring rubbed his aching limbs to
renew the ecirculation.  “You came
to save me—my cousin  Gerald
whom I had forgotten! You did not
forget me. T believed that no one
knew T wag saved from the Foam-—
that I was to stay always in this
fearful place. Sometimes T thought
of stealing a canoe and running out
to sea, but—but it was death b

itst to do so! But j e
il ut if you knew,
ly did you not come beforer”

Goring might have told him {

it was only of late that he hs
fallen heir {o a vich estate, of
he, Goring, was the next heir.

gaid nothing,

e one. to s fect with a painful
effort, The boy's big eyes followed
him in the gloom. '

“Are you ready?” L

“1 am ready!” muttered Goring,
“Tet us go!”

T‘J‘Be ﬁﬁuut—-—si]nm! Creep on
your hands and knees and follow
me ! muttered the castaway. :

With scarce a aound‘, the boy
crept  through the opening in the
grass wall, and Goring, creeping,
followed, squeezing his larger bulk
through the wall. Outside. he stared
about him in the glimmer of the
moon. They were in a narrow alley
between the grase houses; from .
bevond a fli msy wall came the deep
breathing of a sleeper. The boy
put his finger to his lips, his face
cleaming in  the light of the
moon. But Goring did not need te 1

be warned. Sleeping savages were
within a few feet of him; and he
knew - that savages sleep lightly.

Crouching low, he followed the boy
he flitted away like a shadow

among the grass huts.
l grove swamp that came right
down on to the beach strmek
Goring. Under the moon it lay a
black shadowy mass, muddy runlets
of water trickling sluggishly among
rotten trunks and decayving vegeta-
tion—a place of filth and horrer
and death. But it was cover, aud a
hiope of escape, for the two fugitives.
The village lay behind them
now, and the boy led the way by
winding paths theough the high
bush, piulcing his way without a
fault; though to the man the bush
seemed a trackless labyrinth. But
in two years with the Lu'n tribe
the ecastaway had learned as much
as the natives of the surroundings
C They stopped

as

In the Mangrove Swamp !
HE fetid breath of the man-

of Taminango’s village.
on the edge of a shallow pocl, the
edge of the swamp that extended
from that point down to the sea,
peuctrated by innumerable channels,
some deep encugh to take a canoe or
even a ship’'s boat. The bhoy bent his
head to listen, and raised it aga-in
as he heard no sound. There was no
alarm hehind them.

“Follow me,” whispered the bey.
“We must go in the water now.
If you caunnot sce, hold to me. We
have to go through the swamp!”

Goring  stood ~ without movings
breathing hard and deep. Stra-.n'gﬂ%f
mingled thoughts were in his mind
—strangely mingled emotions in his
breast. :

The castaway had felt a sense
distrust when he had seen Go
the Big House, remembering,
the shot the white man had
from the keteh at the fishing
which had passed so close to
But that distrust Wéts gone




We must go fast.
* muttered  Goring
Ry ok :
d the hoy.
trod through the shallow,
ik 1. which rese to their
e " Mud and slime  clung  to
Was they waded through floating
.ﬂlemghﬁom phosphorescent  with
ro‘ttenn The smell of the swamp

, the heat moist and

b :3:;1&%; yet  Goring hardly

ﬂged either.  Behind him: was

i?déow death, and the horrors of

the swamp were nothing to the
horrors of the eanuibal village.

In black darkmess they plunged

under trees that grew in shallow,
sluggish, evil-smelling water. The
foubl stems of the mangroves were
round them, growing thickly in the

0oz¢ and slime. Malaria lurked in
€very breath of the rotting swamp.
Goring tramped blindly  in  the
gloom, and he felt the bov's hand
cateh his sleeve. He could not see
his. guide, hut he was led swiftly
and safely. But lis eyes hecame
accustomed to the gloom, and here
and there moonlight trickled through
the trees; and ‘the phosphorescent
gleam on the sluggish water gave a
little light.

Goring found himself treading a
path made by the placing of tree-

trunke end to end through the
swamp. The logs, of irregular sizes,

with Jagged stumps of branches jui-
ing out, made a narrow and perilons
E::’: slippery with slime. But the
¥'8 bare feet trod it with the
activity of a Lu'n boy, and he
Bev¥er missed a step or paused on
18 way. Goring/ crouched and
tramped clumsily/ after him. T

Modern Boy

ce ﬁﬁﬂy !
hat the end and the fresh
would be reached, His senses
with the moist, stifling heat and th
reek of foul odours, '
There was a. rip
water, and the hoy whispered:

“Stop! Here. we may find a
canoe.  The fishers wometimes leave

them heve. Wait while T find out.”

Goring, exhausted by the clamber-
ing tramp along the log path, sank
down' to rest. He sat dizzily on a
half-submerged . log, his = feet in
tepid, recking water, his back lean-
ing against a veeking trunk. Dark-
ness wrapped him like a cloak. But
he could follow the motions of the
boy in the deep gloom of the swamp.
Close by him ran a channel, wide
and deep enough for canoces to pass,
with mangroves growing thick in
the water on either side and black

A glimmer of moonlight showed up the boy’s face for a moment—a face with handsome British features, though
burned to a dark brown by tropic suns!

branches shutting off the sky above,
ouly a few fugitive rays of the moon
filtering  through. The = boy -was
searching among {he T]l:lll;_'r]'l)\"l'! roots
for a moored canoce. Goring prayed
that he might find one. There was
still much distance to cover to reach

the end of the swamp, and he felt
that his exhausted limbs would not
support him,

Suddenly,  breaking
silence like thunder,
l"l}'?lﬂh of fiving, It ¢ame from the
direction of the sea- cragh on cvash
of rvifle-fire filling the hollows of the

the

deep
||l\'t'1‘

came a

Swamp with deafening  echoes.
(.rrr"u‘u{ started convnlsively.

SThe ketoh 1 ho: booathet

He kinew what it was—what it
must be. He rvemembered that the
boy had told Wim that Taminango
and many men were gone from the

vi]lugn that night. Tt was not for
a raid on the bushmen that they

II ’

ple  of . rul:;ﬁ:i-ng'.

breathed the casi
and his men! /
were gone! If they
we are Joat ! i st gt

Goring did not
listened tensely to crasl
distant firing. Tt died
—a few final spatteri
all was still. Faintly fi
tance came the sound of sa
ing. It did not sound like

it was the howling of wounded m:
of defeat and disappointment.
“They've not taken the
muttered Goring. \

He harvdly knew whether he
glad or sorry. .
~ “No!” The boy breathed g
“They are fleeing—they wil
this way. This is the chan
canoes use to get to the canoe-he
Listen ! i

The wild howlings of the
still  continued, but mj
them  sounded the
paddles in the chann
drew Goring from the
the  blackuess, of
steme. Up to their
water, they eroue
long, dark canoe
like a black
but Goring es
eyes, and




; ﬂ“s"s.s)

Another  canoe
another, and then
Tt was evident that the
been defeated, and had
to the swamp. The long
crowded with wounded men,
heir way back to the canoc-
at the village, showing that
ango did not intend to remew
tack on the ketch.
e followers had fallen, dead ov
ded, in the desperate struggle,
ther vest were flecing 1n wild
" Like black shadows the flce-
noes rushed past.
ing had counted four of them.
e was sinking deeper in the mud,
, water up to his armpits mnow.
castaway held on to a stem of
rove to keep above the water.
ey were unscen; not a glance had
~ been thrown in their direction as the

canoes passed. Again there was a

sound of paddles, and another cance

came, more slowly. A gleam of
silver caught Goring’s eye in the
- gloom, and he knew that Taminango
was in the last canoe; the silvery
. gleam came from the polished alum-
inium bottle that the chief wore as
a head ornament.

Goring: stared from the stems of
the mangroves at the cance. Five or
six blacks knelt at the paddles—the
craft was crawling with wounded
~ meen, streteched or crumpled; but

~ 'faminango stood staring back to-
wards the sea, wild fury in his black,
eruel face. More than one white

‘man’s ship had the Lu'u chief cut

off and plundered in his time; but

he had learned a severe lesson in the
attack on King of the Islands. There
~ was blood rumning down his shoulder
from an unheeded wound, his hands
‘were bleeding and raw from clutch-
ing the barbed wire over the rail of
the keéteh. He was muttering words
1 ry, his black eyes rolling, his
k drawn back in a snarl like
of a wild beast. Dimly as
oring saw his face, the hate and
rocity in it sent a cold chill to his
It was from this demon in
r form that the castaway had
d him.
e sound of squelching mud,
glimmer of an eyeball in the
-must have caught the tiger-
ition of the Lu'u chief. His
gleazning eyes turned on the
er the mangroves where the
~ erouched,  half-huried in
filthy water, and the blaze
wed that he had scen
i With the leap
as on the log, and the
and left him there.
kwards in the
the thrust of
age lunged at

Melanesian dialect of Tu'i—words .Of
fierce wrath and reproach and hnyé
The castaway erouched on the log a
his feet, lig face white, his eyes
glazed with despair. Goring, only a
few yards distant, hidden in dark-
ness, dragged himself 1'rnm‘ 1he Hl{mlt!‘.
hanging to a tree.  The chief’s
furious voice was speaking in beche-
de-mer English now.

“You feller Nishimo, what name
you takee big white feller along

swamp.  You all same Lu'u hoy.
You takee big white feller along
swamp. You help white feller run

away along house belong Taminango.
You no Lu'u bhoy, no more altogether.
You kill-dead plenty quick along
cooking-oven.  You makee kai-kai
along Lu'n bhoy.” :

And a torrent of Melanesian
followed, as the enraged Lu'u chief
hurled reproaches and imprecations
on the white boy who had turned
against the tribe that had spaved
him and adopted him. To the fuzzy
mind of the savage the boy was a
Luw'u boy. who had turned traitor to
his tribe in helping the white man tfo
escape.

Gerald Goring breathed harvd. The
boy had told him that death would
be his portion if the savages dis-
covered him helping the prisoner to
escape; and now he was discovered
and captured. When the steamer
arrived at Ta'u there wonld he no
castaway to be found on the island—
Goring had only to leave him fo his
fate and flec, and the wicked scheme
that had breought him tc the South
Seas would be as successful as he
could have wished. But Georing was
not the first man who had planned
dark deeds and found himself, at the
pinch, less wicked thanm he Thad
dreamed. The boy had saved his life
—but that was not all that moved
Gerald Goring. For he knew, though
he hardly admitted to himself, why
his aim had failed the day he had
fired at the castaway in the fishing
canoe. His aim had failed because
his heart had failed even as he pulled
the trigger. And now—now he had
but to struggle through the swamp,
to reagh the shore and swim off to
the ketch, leaving the hoy to death,
and his game was won. And if he
hesitated, with fervible thoughts in
his mind, it was only for a few
seconds—he was a white man, and a
whiter man than he lad dreamed.
He strngeled back to the half-sub-
merged log  where Taminango stood
over the crouching boy, facing death
ta save the castaway whom he had
fancied that he was wicked enough to
sacrifice fo lis oreed,

A Desperate Venture !
KING OF THE ISLANDS stared
from the anchored keteh to-
; wards the Dblackness of the
swamp, where the attacking canoes
had vanished and the savage howl-
ings were dying away.
 Round the Dawn the sharks were
fill swimming, hungry for prey; but
o last wounded wretely who had
len into the water was gone, A
ereible toll had heen taken of the
and the Hiva-Oa erew

received seratches, but that
the barbed wire defences 1
keteh had kept the enemy from
quarters, !

“Lu'u_feller he plenty sick
grinned Kaio-lalulalonga, the bﬂ_am}
commonly known as Koko. “He pg
wantee comey along ketch no mepe »

“Plenty feller he  kill-deadt»
chuckled  Lompo-lokuno. “ Plents
Lu'n feller he makee kai-kai alﬂn'g
shark.”

Kit Hudson reloaded his revolver,
and dashed the streaming perspira-
tion from his forehead.

“Y faney the brutes have had 4
leason this time, Ken,” he &aid,
“They won't be here again in 3
hurey.”

Kine of the Telands nodded. The
savage ]]!'r\’\.‘]'i[lgs of the defeatcd
savages died away in the darkness
of the swamp. He had no doubt that
the canoes, cluttered with wounded
blacks, were fleeing along the
channel that led through the swamp
to Taminango’s village. The panie-
stricken Dlacks were not likely to
stop running till they reached the
cance-houses.

“They’'ve had the scare of their

lives, Kit,” he said slowly. “They
cut off the Foam when she was
wrecked here, and massacred the

crew—and according to what they
gay among the Islands, more than
one trader has been cut off here and
her erew kai-kaied. But they’ve had
a lesson this time; Taminango will
think twice before he attacks a white
man's ship again.”

“I spotted the brute among them,’”
said Hudson. “I gave him a shot—T
believe he was hit. He may have
gone to the sharks.”
~ “All the better if he has—for what
T'm thinking of.” said King of the
Islands. “XKit, you're game to risk
your life with me to-night?”

“Game as pie!” said the Corn-
stalk carelessly. “What's the hig
iden ?”

“They won't come back.” said Ken.
“The ship’s safc—and we can trust
Eoko to keep the Kanakas up to the
mark, even if they came. T'm think-
ing of following those brutes in the
whalehoat.”

Hudson whistled.

“T know the risk, old fellow,” said
Ken. “But think of it. We came
here to rescue the castaway of Lu'u.
I hoped to be able to ransom him
from the niggers—hut that failed.
Goring has gone ashore for him—buf
since he’s been gone I've been think-
ing—and you've heen thinking——"

“Goring’s a bad egg,” said the
Cornstalk. “He means no good to
the boy. e knows that a ship is
due to come for him, and he's ta
a foolhardy chance to get hold of th
boy first. That means only one
thing. He uever intended to take
the boy back to England alive.
know the man was a bad ego:
we were fools not to spot hi
hefore,  He's fooled

nd there
ts all the




that a steamer
search for the
t be sure of that, or
she may turn up in
d if the blacks retreat

, taking the boy with

a warship’s crew wonld
to hook him out of their

But to-night o

. glanced at the black swamp
. All was silent there now—
and dark as death.
“hey've scuttled off, scared stiff,
" Kit. There’s no fight left in the
hrutes to-night. If we came on them
again, we could keep them on the
tun. You know these black fellows,
they will ficht like the demons they
are o long as their blood is up; but
ence panic sets in and they're run-
ming, it's easy to keep them on the
run. 1 believe if we reached their
village to-night, while the panic
atill lasts. we should see the wheole
fiorde of them scuttle away from ow
rifles.”

He paused.

“ Anyhow, it's now or mever: by to-
morrow they will have rallied, and
we've got no chance against their
numbers—but fo-night they've

Q-UI Ll

“fear of death in their black hides. If
we chance it to-morrow, we shall be
speared or shot in the mangroves;
Put while they're on the run we've
got a fighting chance. You'll come®”

“T'm with you, Ken! No good
biinking facts, we've got one chance
in a dozen of pulling through.,” an-
swered Hudson coolly. =Byt I'm
more than willing to take that
chance to rescue a white boy from
cannibals. We came here to take
risks, and Goring has taken fearful

risks, scoundrel as he is. What he’s
not afraid te do it’s up to us to do.
I'm your man.”

“Done, then!” gaid King of the
Islands. ;

“Feller TKaio-lalulalonga comey
along little white master,” said Koko
anxigusly.

Ken shook his head.

_You feller Koko stop along
_ he said. “Feller Hiva-Oa

g il:)t' a:gpﬁgilt sposec white man

4 along—Roko all eame
white feller, ho &top along ketel.”

“ﬂ;!;uﬁoko I‘;“ not convinced,

ier ompolokuno  he go
feller, all same _ﬁia-iaiulaiongaf" ?1{3
said. * Feller Lompo be makee Tliva-

»
S

Oa hovy fight like thu o
biaek feller he come. Kgige]];é ;{}x (E(;

 alopg little white master.”
. 'The Konaka's words revealed hia
'e;gm of how the expedition

hesitated o moment, and then
ided. There wis little danger
#ftack on the Dawn, after the

the savages had been
Koko was worth many
2 to & desperate struggle

' Thileeek : SEA

ANY aeroplanes nre made so
thoagh the principles and the co
in ordinary planes, the necessity

alters their construction a good deal.
The best-known type is the float seaplane.
acroplane, except that it has hollow metal or wooden
o support it. Sometimes the floats are large and
the whole machine ; in others, a small float under the tail
support.  Occasionally the machine has one large float in
small one under the wing each side. Rt :
The float must be carefully designed, so that at about 50-60
are skimming over the water instead of plonghing through
machine would never get off. This efiect, as in a mg
by forming the underside with one or more * steps ™ on w
as speed increases.

The f{loat musk
also be light and
offer as little air-

resistance as posgible.
Occasionally a wheel
i3 carried inside each
float, that the
can alight on

S0

A low-wing monopiane. The two fioats ars
big enough to support the machine without a
tail float.

that
m.p.h. have been built.
is o vecent development which probably has & great
The whele fuselage is one huge float, or = hull,™ &8 3t
ear of the water, the wings are mounted, whiie the tail
¢ water. Wing-tip floats prevent the wings being
e rolls, and the engine or engines, since they are
hull, are often of the ** pusher  type.
rovided each side of the hull, which can be raised
whine can, if nocessary, alight on land. Tt i= then
[n an emergency, flying-boats have often landed on
to the smooth underside of the hull, 4
a flying-boat hull has one or more steps;
;im over the water. . Flying-boats at one time
nid more wasteful of power than land maehines, but
are much better. The larger the flying-boat
befter it compares
land machines, and
the really gigantic
—2.,000 {.p. or |
the flying-boat |
preme, as it has
surface on  whie
rest and an
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run for :

taking off. ;

== The fying-
il e mote Sk
s doubetl (1B
A biplane flying-boat with two steps. ou ;
-boat

long in a really bad storm on the apen sea. Curiously enough, &
sea 19 disliked by seaplane and flying-boat pilots, for at 60 m.
to see where the water-surface begins ! d in %oﬁ, the
flying-boat is difficult to get up on its step. Often the pilot has
to rocking the machine violently, coming back on his own wash, or
utilise the wake of a passing steamer before the machine starts *
Onie rare type of flving-boat sometimes seen is the *
This has two hulls with cockpits in each. The wings and
connect the two hulls into a riI;id structurs, and the
on the wings. Although it does not strictly
there is a type of acroplane much used by the
ahght. on the water. 1t has an ordinary w{ﬁﬂ
is broad-bottomed and watertight. In an emer
drops the underearviage, which falls ay
can then alight safely on the water and
Next week we will deal with freak
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altoge! :

go sure of that; he

a were like when

eve was withdrawn. But

the hest as he stepped

choat.  Hudson and

wed him in: all of them

to the teeth. The Hiva-Oa

tehed them over the side,

the strands of barbed wire.

ook two oars to pull, Hudson

the steering-sweep, and Ien

e in hand, watchful eyes on

rt. The whalchoat pushed off

i¢ Dawn, and rowed swiftly

the moonlit water to the man-

swamp.

Ken had calculated well was

| by the fact that no sound. no

~ or whizzing shot greeted them
- approached the swamp.

~any other time lurking savages

have been on the watch, and

bullets of whizzing spears

have met the whaleboat. But

m’'n men were on the run now,

| the terror of death in their

, and Ken, as he expected, found

clear.

& glided into the man-

- seeking the channel from
ie canoes had emerged.

rew in the oars; once in the

lere was no space for row-

either side the mangrove

trailing creepers and rot-

2. encroached on the strip of

e took a paddle from under

and King of the Islands

ther, and they paddled the

by hanging creepers. by
iul{mve stems, by hali-
the whaleboat glided

1 through the swamp,

i glimmering of moon-
filtered through heavy
There was no sound

wash of the sluggish
ng rools and

the flecing

eared pur-

the ship,

o their

“‘ﬁue g e :
" The E’h&ieﬁm& shot onward, King

“of the Islanda standing up in the
bpw; tifle dn hand, his eyes gleaming

- along the sights.

i
: At the Last Moment!
AMINANGO turned, spear in
I hand, as Goring scrambled on
the log. The castaway, half-
fainting with the fear of death, clung
to the log at the savage's feet, at the
metey of the enraged Lu'u chief, ex-
pecting  every moment the death-
thrust that would follow the cnding
of Taminango's fierce tirade. But
Zhe threatening spear was turned
from him as Taminango swung
round to face the adventurer scram-
bling desperately oub of tlie swamp.
The Lu'n chief’s fieree eyes blazed
with unholy joy. He had seen the
tall, white man wvanish into the
swamp, and had believed that he was
gone; and it was fufile to eall his
men to the pursuit; the blacks, flee-
ing in panic, would not have heeded
his voice. Already the last of the
canoes, that from which Taminango
had leaped upon the log. had van-
ished along the winding chanuel, the
terrified’ blacks searcely mnoting or
heeding the absence of their chief.
Taminango’s eves blazed with ernel
joy as he turned on the white maun,
his spear dra back for a thrust
With- a sperate
lauded on the log, and stood swaying,
not six feet from the Lu'u chief.  The
tree-trunk, half-sunk in the slime of
the swamp at the zide of the runlet,
gave only a precarious footing—easy
to the naked feet of the black man,
that clung like claws; precarious to
the shod feet of the white man,

Taminange bent a little forward,
his eyes

Goring

like a crouching wild beast
glinting. and blazing at the panting
adventurer.

“Big white feller he comey along
Taminango,’ Dhissed the savage.
“Taminango hie plenty too much glad
altogether.”

Through the openings of the
branches above, moonlight fell on the
savage chief, on the aluminium bottle
bound in lis fuzzy hair, on the
strings of carfridge clips rattling
from his huge ears, on the necklaces
of eoral and human bones that hung
round his neck. He looked a fearful
figure as he stood there, his black,
tattooed face alight with animal-
like ferocity,

Goring faced him desperately. He
was unarmed: he was almost spent,
and his footing slipped on the treach-

erous slimy snrface of the log. He

Wi
hie kuew it, and

s at the mercey

rgf the savage, and

epear back for a
ing leaped on him

cloged with him. He

the apoment, the pain

though the bleod was

Arm. 7 i

Taminango, suarling Tike

beazt, dropped the spear,

t-m(xlld not Bﬂs at mchf close

and returnes rasp for E‘msp. ]
long, sinewy a%-ma wound reund
white man tenacicusly. - ;

Dicky Goring scrambled to his fost
on the slippery log. He looked round
wildly for some weapon to hel? his
rescuer; but there was not e
Taminango’s spear had sunk into the
channcl.  He drew from his loin-clath
the little trade-knife with which he
had cut Goring's bonds in the grass
house, and scrambled along the tree-
trunk towards the desperately fight-
1Ng men, : :

Taminango was striving to drag
the white man from the log imte the
water, Goring striving fiercely to
resist. In the water the Lu'n savage
was like a fish, and every advantage
would have been on lus side, as
Goring knew; and he fonght madly
to keep his footing on the log. Bat =
the savage was strong and sinuous.
the log slippery to the feet, and in
spite of Goring's fievce resistance ke
was dragged over.

His face set in horrer, the castaway
stood watching the dark water, where
widening cireles marked  the spot
where the struggling men, white and
biack, had disappeared.

A few moments. and they came
up, still fighting furionsly, Both of
them were wounded, but both were
strong men, and Goring had the veso-
lute courage of a white man, Tamin-
ango the ferocity of the black. He
Lad failed in his attack on the keteh. -
lii= men had been shot down. himself
wbunded. It was such a defeat as had
not befallen him in all the yéms
that Le had been ¢hief on Lu'n, and
this white man in his grasp should
pay for all. His black face was close
to Goring’s—his hot breath fanned
the cheek of the white man, his testh
and his savage cyes gleamed close,
snarling, They struggled and £
in the water, casting up muddy
amid the slimy rvoots of ithe asan-
groves. And Goring, fighting m
desperately, knew &afgize o i
ing a losing battle, that ¥
of the sinewy savage was teo
ful for him. ;

Onee e had freed 1
and dashed his
stunning force, full
savage %ac.g But &
bad dragged him
aud held him there
were almost:




:!liong _ '.'.’im

nife, renewed
nd again forecd

! !ehd water.
aas of death was
heart -as  he
the water, striv-
he savage grasp that
H)s SCNECS  Were
dancmﬂ

-in

of the cannibal. But it was
- effort, and he knew it; in
&t of moonlight that fell from
read the ferocioms trimmph
Lu'u chief’s face and glaring
lie sinewy black fingers wers
ront now, and Goring struck.
iz

thuader came the roar of a

in fhe dusky swamp,
. as he was sinking for the
in the cruel grasp that
éfﬁ!‘em'* him down, suddenly felt
relensed. His head shot
e the smface again; he looked
d him wildly, blindly. Tamin-
sp was no longer upon him
“brawny black man was floating
mbaurged in the sluggish w afer,
swas stained crimson where he
. Like a mwan in a dream
mechanically, the shot
ng in lis ears. He heard,
- far distance, a ery from
he felt, hardly con-
asp on his shoulder.
; out of the water—a
‘knew was speaking in his

i, a

Tt was the voice
“We've got

to speak. but only
e from his aching

al& man. You're all

Fe was in his old bmk"

the eglhiﬁ af the koteh, and it was
1 ‘moved, ansd rmmﬂl with
The ship

| lay &till again.
the

motion—he conid feel

a8
mpvement of it: from sverhead came |

the ereak of wr{in"v the seund of

the swing of the sails, The ketch

was at sea. He groaned and lay still.
“You sre awnke?"

It was o seft, l'(’:[ih']l vaice.
ing's weary eyes twrned upon the
face that bent over the bunk - an
English face, though brown as a
berry.  His eyes widened in wonder.
I was the castaway of Tau'u—but
changed =0 much as to be almost
beyond recognition. Te was dressed
in white drill, c¢ut down from the
size of King of the Islands by the
skilful hands of Koko; canvas shoes
were on the feet that had been bare
for two years; the light of happiness
was in the cyes that had been 50 long
haunted by fear and horror, a >~.T'|II]1'
on tlie brown face tlat had been
burned by the sun.

“You—you're Dicky !”
Guriug, staring at him.

*Yes, yes ! And you will get well-
King of the Islands says s0. Does
it hurt much?”

Goring winced
from his wounded

“A little-
Sease’?

“Two days
the castaway.
day. I think
Lalinge. When

Gor-

breathed

under a iwinge

arm.
—nothing ! We're at
out from- Lu'u,” sad
“This is the sesond
we¢ are going to
you did not open
youlr eyes so long teared—I
feared——" He¢ broke “1 must
tell King of the Isl
awake. Some day 3
you what I feel hat I
what you did for me—my
He lingered on tho s b
the Islands has to 28
going home to be rich—
Richard
thousand a
the bunk.

“lf!
think of
cousin !
“King of
that T am
=Sir Goring, and fifteen
yvear!” zaid the
“And I a beggar!
I’m olad T saved you at the finish.”

“What T shall have is vours, too,”

said the boy, his e glistening.
“That is what 1 was going to say.

have no one but \un—.md you
saved me from the cannibals. You
would have been killed if King of
the Islands had not come in the boat.
I will tell him you are awake.”

He was gone.

Goring lay back on his pillows,
thmkmg a bitter smile on his face.
He had saved the castaway, and
robbed himself of a fortune. And
he was glad! The dissipated spend-
thrift,- the reckless blackegunard, had
proved a white man when it had come
to the test. Te knew now that he
could pever have done what he had

Ianned to do.  He had come to
Lm'n with evil intent, and, after all,
he had saved the mqtaway, and he

s glad to know that he had saved

es

m glad 1o see you lumly again.”
¢ Islands had l;omegdown

])H ]lHl

Yuu d have
hadn’t,” said Goring ewiiy

“You don't mean

“Why not?" suneered
“You'd have been a fool i{
hado’t spoited my game g
later, When the old harmt
suddenly, just afler his son had
killed in an accident, and |
Goring beeame the heir, I eame
to him. Nobody had bothered
the rumour that a castaway sw
on Lu'u—till the castaway was heis
to a title and a fortune. Then, he
had to be found. The legal gentle.
men took the matter Hp. There's a2
steamer duc at Lu'an to search for
the boy—but I care first. T had it
all cut and dried that when the
steamer came there would noe §
be any castaway living on Lnu 5
risked my life to cany it ont.”

King of the Islands looked at him
silenece,

“And then. when the finish came, T
couldn’t . do it,” said Goring.
“Drunken waster and loafer and
blackgnard, if you like; but there's
a limit, and T never kmew it till it
came to the Pinch. Funny, ain't 12"

“You're a bad hat. Gmmo- * said
}{inr- of the Islands qumﬂv “but
you're not so black as you've painted
.nnr-,df

‘The boy does not know what you
suspec tod B

‘Tt's' not likely I should tell him.
unless it was nacessary to put him
on his guard.’ '

(w\m" winced,

“Let the boy know mnothineg—T'd
like to keep his respect. He's a good
lad: he will do better with the
Goring fortune than I should have
done.  He likes me—that's funmy,
too! Tet him—it won’t hurt him ™

Goring closed his eyes and leaned
back on his pillows. King of the
Islands, with a thoughtful hmw, left
him and returned to the deck.

- » - . -

It was at
the Islands found the sfeamer that
had been fitted out to search for the
castaway of Lm'u. In that stecamer
the rescued hoy started for Engiu
and home—unwillingly parhnﬂ' with
his cousin, who refused all his ¥
ing u.lgmaa to accompany
When the steamer glided out of the
bay of Lalinge, and Du:ky (0
waved farewell over the rail -
tall figure that stood on the e
wharf, King of the Islands
Gerald Goris for the last
‘Whether he became a
on a Pacific beach, or w
impulse towards good that
cned in his hard heart
him to be‘btt;r ‘ﬂx

;m

in

Lalinge that King of



