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King of the Islands watched

The Yankee.

L] ELLER whaler!” remarked
F Kaio-lalulalonga, the Kanaka
bo’sun of Ken King’s ketch,
the Dawn. Koko, as the bo’sun was
called, suniffed the wind as he spoke.
That the brig to windward was a
whaler, every one of the eight men
on board the Dawn was fully aware.
The scent that came down on the sea-
breeze was more than sufficient to
tell them so!

Probably that American brig had
lately captured a whale, and boiled
down the blubber for oil on board
ship in the old-fashioned way. At
such times a South Sea whaler—
never sweet—is highly scented, and
not liked at close quarters by other
craft.

Ken King, the boy trader,
familiarly known as King of the
Islands, fixed his eyes on the
stranger.

His first impulse, when that power-

_ful scent came down the wind, was to

fall away a few points and give the
whaler a wide berth. He did not do
s0, however, for two good reasoms.

In the first place, there was a
sunken coral reef to leeward—a rcef
not marked on any chart, and scarce
marked on the sea by a creaming
here and there of white foam, but
which Ken King knew well. Sailor-
men in the lonely waste of waters
stretching south-west from Tubuai
needed to be wary of the Shark’s
Tooth Reef. '

In the second place, the brig was
signalling to speak the Dawn.

Ken had no desire for a ‘“gam”
with the whaler’s captain, but the
signal was mnot to be disregarded.
The fellowship of the sea forbade
tlat. It might mean that there was
trouble on board—shortage of water,
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the boat as it Eulled for the Dawn.

murmured his Australian mate, Kit Hudson.

or want of medicines for the sick, or
something of the kind.

So instead ‘of changing his course
to avoid a mecting, the boy trader
called to the Hiva-Oa crew to shorten
sail.

Kit Hudson, Ken’s young Aus-
tralian mate, standing by the boy
skipper’s side, stared curiously at the
whaler. Men were to be seen looking
towards the ketch, but mot a large
number of them.
carried a very full crew.

The men who could be .seen looked
a rough crowd—but that was not un-
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usual on an American whaler;
reverse would have been unusual.

“Sick on board, very likely,” re-

marked Hudson.

Ken nodded.

“I don’t like their looks,” he said.
“But if we can give help we’re bound
to give it.”

“Little white master!” murmured
Kaio-lalulalonga. The boatswain was
staring towards the brig with a
frowning brow. Koko had once been
shanghaied on board an American
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¢ A set of prize beauties,

As a rule, a whaler .
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whaler. Kanaka memories are short,
but that experience had remained in
Koko’s mind.

“Well, old coffee-bean?”
Ken, with a smile.

“No likee feller brig,”
shaking his head.
Melican whaler, sar! What name
little white master he stop along sea
this time? Plenty better he no
stop.” :

“They’re lowering a boat,” said
Hudson. -

One-of the numerous boats of the
whaler dropped into the calm water.
Six rough-looking hands tumbled into
it, and a lean-faced man in a peaked,
cap sat in the stern. King of the
Islands watched the boat as it pulled
for the Dawn. A

“My hat!” murmured Hudson.
“They look a set of prize beauties,
Ken—even for a Yankee whaler.”

“They do!” agreed Ken.

“This Kanaka no likee !” grumbled
Kaio-lalulalonga.

Ken’s brow wrinkled thoughtfully.

He had a clear view of the Yankee
skipper’s face, in the glaring sun-
light, as the boat pulled neaver. It
was a hard, tanned face, lean and
sharp, with little gimlet-like eyes,
and a vicious jaw. It was the face
of a bully—the kind of South Sea
skipper who was readier with a blow
than with a civil 'word. Ken could
guess, from that face, that the whaler
was one of those ships which a sailor-
man would describe as a floating hell.

“They can’t mean trouble,” said
Ken slowly. But somehow the ex-
pression on that hard, sharp face
gave him a feeling that trouble was
coming, unlikely as it seemed.

“You never can tell with a crew
like that,”’ said the mate of the
Dawn. “We're in lonely waters,
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‘Ken—a good many hundred miles

from anything that looks like law.”

“You don’t fancy that that skipper
is taking up piracy as a change from
whaling ?” asked Ken, smiling.

“No,” said the Cornstalk, laugh-
ing. ‘“But—-"

“But what?”

“Well, he looks like a man to take
what he wants by force, if it’s not
given.”

“Likely enough,” said Ken. “But
we’re willing to give him anything he
may be in need of, if we’ve got it.
More likely than not it’s water—and
we can spare a few casks.”

“That’s so,” agreed Hudson.

“This Kanaka no likee!” repeated
Koko, shaking his dusky head. His
dark eyes were fixed on the whale-
boat with grim hostility. ’

“Might as well keep a gun handy,”
murmured Hudson. “You never can
tell, old scout.”

“Ay, ay!” assented Ken.
feller Lompo !”

“Yes, sar.”

“You go along cabin, bring feller
gun belong me, belong mate.”

“Yes, sar.”

Lompo went below, and returned
with the revolvers from the cabin.
Ken and Kit slipped them into their
pockets. It segmed unlikely enough
that guns could be wanted, when a
stranger skipper came aboard
for a “gam.” But in lonely
waters, far from land and
far from law, one could not
be too careful.

“Plenty better mno stop!”
growled Kaio-lalulalonga. °

Ken wondered whether the
Kanaka boatswain was right.
But he had little choice in the
matter.

The brig had the wind of
him, and fast as the ketch
was, she had little chance in
a race.with a ship four times
her size, built for speed, even
with plenty of sea-room.

And there was mno sea-
room! Leeward stretched the
long lines of the sunken reef

“You
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of the Shark’s Tooth—mile on mile of
jagged rock hidden by the waves.

A light vessel like the Dawn, draw-
ing little water, might have run the
reef in safety; but it was not a
chance that King of the Islands was
likely to take if he could help it.

If the whaler’s -skipper chose to
come on board, there was nothing to
stop him, unless Ken ran for the
reef. And the Shark’s Tooth Reef
was -a thing to be avoided more
warily than the most truculent-look-
ing Yankee skipper.

The whaleboat pulled in to the
ketch. The bow-man hooked on, and
the whaler’s captain swung himself
up the low side of the ketch and
stepped heavily on deck.

“ Get Those Niggers!”

ING OF THE ISLANDS stepped
K forward and grected his visitor
politely. The whaling captain
answered with a kind of gruff civility,
hig little, keen eyes scanning Ken,
his mate, and boatswain, and the five
Hiva-Oa boys forward. It was quite
clear that he had not come on board
merely to exchange the greetings of
the sea, though he introduced him-
self as Captain Enoch Skeet, of
Martha’s  Vineyard. While  he
answered Ken, his interest seemed

ordered Ken.
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to be chiefly fixed on the Kanaka
crew, .

“Trading?” he asked.
“Ay, ay !u -

“I reckoned p’r’aps you was a re-
cruiter.”

Ken shook his head, with a smile.

“Nothing of that sort,” he
answered.

Captain Skeet looked disappointed.

“I’'m short-handed,” he explained
curtly.

“Oh!” said Ken. He understood
now the object of the whaling cap-
tain’s visit.

“Men deserted?” asked Hudson,
speaking as sympathetically as: he
could. From Captain Skeet’s looks,
it was not hard to imagine that de-
sertions from his crew would be
pretty frequent; in fact, that they
would take place whenever ' oppor-
tunity offered.

. “That’s it!” grunted Captain
Skeet. “I guess you know thaf you
want a full crew on a whaler. We’ve
been a yecar at sea, and had pesky
bad luck looking for whales. A
skipper can’t put in for wood or
water at the loneliest durned place
without a man belting. Durn me if
some of my hands wouldn’t rather
maroon themselves on a cannibal
island than stick to their ship!”
“Hard lines!” said King of
the Islands politely. It was
not his business to point out
to Captain Skeet that his own
methods were probably re-
sponsible for his misfortunes
in that respect.

“I got a dozen Kanakas off
an island,” said Captain
Skeet, “and hang me if they
didn’t take one of my boats
and beat it ome dark night.
Search me !” ) ’

“Shanghaied men are liable
to skip if they get a chance,”
said King of the Islands.
“Sorry I can’t help you, cap-
tain. If it had been water, I
could have helped.”

“I reckoned you might be

.

¢ Qive him half a dozen with the rope’s end, Koko!’
‘¢ Yes, sar ! ’’ grinned Koko.
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The Way of
the Whaler !

one of them recruiting ketches!”
grunted the whaling ecaptain. “I
came here for niggers.”

Ken smiled.

“If we’d been recruiting, captain,
we couldn’t have let you had the

“Thanks; but I'm not parting
with any of my crew,” he answered.
“I guess I want four of them,”
said Captain -Skeet. “T’Il pay a
fair recruiting price. What say?”

“Nothing doing.”

Hitherto, the whaler captain had
spoken with a gruff civility. Now
his civility, such as it was, dropped
from him like a cloak, and a very

Ken compressed his lips.

. - V‘*;,,v
“I'm not parting with a man in~=

my crew, Captain Skeet!” he
answered. “You mneedn’t name a
price.
buy a man off this ship!”

“I guess I've told you,” said Cap-
tain Skeet grimly, “that I don’t
give a cuss for the law when I'm

Your whole outfit wouldn’t

niggers,” he remarked. ‘Recruiting
is under law now, you know. The
days of the blackbirders, or kid-
nappers, are over!” )

“Aw, forget it!” grunted Captain
Skeet. “When I want a nigger, I
grab him, if there’s one handy.
When I'm on the high scas, I don’t
give a cuss for the law about
niggers!”

“Well, this ketch isn’t a recruiter,
anyhow,” said Ken, who saw no
object in entering into an argument

you

ugly
lean, bearded face.
protruded a little, and his gimlet
eyes gleamed at the boy trader.
“Guess again !” he grunted.
leaving you two mniggers, ain’t I?
And 1 guess I ain’t bound to leave
I want this big buck.”
He made a gesture towards Koko.
“T'11 let you keep any two of the
and let’s

look came over his tanned,
His sharp jaw

others.
get down to brass tacks!”

any.

Pick them out,

on the high seas. I’Il pay for the
recruits, or I’ll take ’em without
paying. That’s your choice. You
figure that this is the first ship I've
took men off without saying by your
leave or with your leave? You want
to know that I've took white men
off a ship afore this, let alone -black
boys——yes, sir, and had ’em feeding
out of my hand afore they’d been
aboard my brig three days!” His
little sharp eyes glittered under his
shaggy, grey brows. “You don't
want to give me any back-chat,

“I'm
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The Way of

the Whaler!
(Continued from page 20.)

trader quietly. “You've uttered
threats on my deck. And for two
pins I’d pitch you over the side!
Get into your boat, and go!”

“You ain’t letting me take them
four niggers?”’ demanded Captain
Skeet, his voice husky with rage.

“No!  Get going
put!” snapped King of the Islands.

“Then I’ll durn well take the six,
and leave you and your mate to
handle this here ten-cent yawl on
your own!” roared the whaler cap-
tain. “And, by jumpin’ Jehosophat,
if you give me any more of your
chin, T’ll shanghai the pair of ye,
and leave your craft a derelict!”

He beckoned to the boat’s crew.

“Git aboard, you lubbers, and git
them niggers!” he roared.

The half - dozen ruffians came
swarming up over the low rail.
Enoch Skeet jerked a heavy Navy
revolver from his hip.

“Now, you lift a finger!” he
roared.
King of the Islands promptly

lifted more than a finger.® He leaped
like a tiger at the whaler, and his
clenched fist drove full in the hard,
bearded face. Captain Skeet spun
backwards, and went to the deck
with a cragsh that almost shook the
Dawn.

Rope’s Ended !
& ACK!” shouted King of the

B Islands.

His revolver was in his
hand a second after the skipper of
the Martha’s Vineyard had crashed
to the deck. The muzzle swept up
at the ruffianly crew clambering over
the rail.

Hudson had already drawn his
gun. XKaio -lalulalonga gripped a
capstan bar in his brawny hand.

Three of the whalers were already
on deck; three of them half across
the rail. They hung back for the
moment, taken by surprise by the
prompt resistance on board the
ketch.

‘Captain Skeet sat up, roaring with
rage. Hudson had kicked his re-
volver into the scuppers, and the
whaler glared round for it in vain.
Fierce threats poured from his lips.

“At them, you cowardly lubbers!”-

he yelled. “You hear me? By
hokey, I’'ll shanghai every man
aboard, white and black! I’1l—”
He scrambled to his feet, foaming
with fury.

“Bear a hand, you feller boy!”
shouted Ken to the Hiva-Oa crew;
and the Polynesian boys promptly
obeyed.

Lompo and Lufu and Danny rushed
on the skipper and collared him,
and Captain Skeet struggled in the
grasp of three pairs of hands.

He struggled like a madman,
striking heavy blows with his great
horny fists, and spitting out threats.

The boat’s crew rushed to his aid.

Evidently they had come prepared
for violence, if needed, for each of
the ruffians was armed with a cap-
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before you’re -

&tan-bar. King of the Islands and
Hudson met them with clubbed re-
volvers, Koko with the heavy bar in
his powerful grip.

It was a wild and whirling scene
on the little deck of the Dawn.

The fight was fast and furious.

Fierce blows were given and re-
ceived. Two of the Hiva-Oa boys
went stunned to the deck; and one
of the whalers dropped senseless
under Koko’s crashing bar.

From the side of the brig another
boat dropped to the water and
pulled towards the ketch.

Eight men manned her, pulling
hard, to come to the support of Skeet
and his boat’s crew. Few hands re-
mained now on the brig; and those
few were in- the rigging, watching
the fight with grinning faces.

King of the Islands had hoped to
get through without shooting; but
that hope was vain. His eclubbed
revolver was of little use against
capstan bars wielded in reckless,
brutal hands. He knew that if the
second boat reached the ketch before
the conflict was decided, the game
was up.

He reversed the revolver, leaping

Bang! The second boat was close
at hand now; and a mate of the
whaler was standing up in it, re-
volver in hand. He fired at King of
the Islands. The boy trader, his
eyes blazing, promptly returned the
shot.  The mate’s arm dropped to
his side, broken by the bullet. His
yell floated across the sea to the
ketch.

King of the Islands levelled his
revolver at the boat.

‘““Back, you scum!” he roared.
“Back, or I’ll pitch lead among
you! XKeep your distance, you
dogs 1

And the second boat promptly
backed. As a couple of bullets flew
over their heads, the crew made
haste to pull back towards the brig.

Then King of the Islands turned
his attention to the boat that lay
under the rail of the Dawn. Three
of her crew were disabled; the other
three cowering from the revolver and
the - flashing eyes of King of the
Islands. -

“Stand off, and wait to. pick up
your captain !” snapped Ken. “Obey
orders, you scum, if you want to live
to get back to your ship.”
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back to escape a vicious slash at his
head as he did so. His assailant fol-
lowed him up, heedless of the gun,
or perhaps believing that the boy
trader would not venture to pull
trigger.

Crack ! There was a yell from the
ruffian, and he went crashing to the
deck with a smashed leg. .

Crack, crack, crack! Hudson was
firing, too. XKoko, half stunned by a
savage blow, lay dazed on the deck.
Captain Skeet was still struggling
furiously with the three Hiva-Oa
boys who held him, and their hands
were full.

Three of the boat’s crew retreated
to the side, before the cracking re-
volvers. The fire drove them back
to their boat, and they leaped down
into it.

Koko staggered to his feet, rub-
bing his dizzy head.

“Pitch those dogs into the boat I”
shouted King of the Islands.

He menaced the men in the boat
with his revolver, while Hudson and
Koko pitched the other three over
the rail unceremoniously.

2

And the boat promptly pushed off
from the ketch.

Kit watched the boat’s crew, re-
volver- in hand. XKen turned to Cap-
tain Skeet, who was still struggling
with the Kanakas.

The powerful ruffian was not over-
come yet. But Koko lent a hand
now, and Enoch Skeet was borne to
the deck and held there. He lay
gasping in the grasp of the Kanakas,
his little piggy eyes burning with
rage as he glared up at the boy
trader.

“By hokey!” he gasped. “I’ll
shanghai every. soul on board! You
hear me, you confounded son of John

Bull? T’ll make you crawl! You
wait till I get you on my ship !”
“XKoko !” rapped out Ken. “Give

him half a dozen with a rope’s end !”

“Yes, sar !” grinned Kaio-
lalulalonga.

Three Hiva-Oa boys turned Enoch
Skeet over on his face on the deck,
and held him there.

Lash after lash came down, with

(Continued on page 24.)
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(Continued from page 22.)

all the force of Koko’s strong arm,
and the Yankee whaler writhed and
roared and howled.

Not till the last had been delivered
did Ken give the boatswain the signal
to cease—which Kaio-lalulalonga un-
willingly did. _

Captain Skeet staggered fc his
feet. .

His tanned face was colouriess
with rage, and he babbled and yam-
mered in his fury.

But his rage had no terrors.for
King of the Islands. L

“Pitch the scum into the sea for
-his men to pick up,” he ordered.

“Yes, sar!” grinned the Kanakas.

"And the panting ruffian was seized,
and tossed over the teak rail, landing
with a mighty splash in the Pacific.

His men dragged him into the
boat. )

“Get back to your ship!” Ken
made a menacing gesture with his re-

volver., “Keep your distance after
this, you scum! Get going !”

The  boat got oing  fast
enough. As it pulled back to the
waiting brig,  Captain Skeet,

drenched,. breathless, mad with fury,
shook his fist. frantically at the
ketch.

Running the Reef.
IT HUDSON whistled softly.
K Ken’s ’
with anger. But it cleared as
he met the glance of his shipmate,
and he smiled faintly.

The ship’s company showed plenty
of signs of the struggle. Every man
on board had received more than one
hard knock. One of the Hiva-Oa
boys was still unconscious; another
sat holding his aching head in his
hands, and groaning.

Kaio-lalulalonga tied a bandage
round his dusky head, and there was
an ooze of crimson through the
bandage. The whalers had been de-
feated; but the struggle had been
fierce. But the defeated ruflians were
not done with yet, and both King of
the Islands and his mate were well
aware of it.

Captain Skeet had gone back to his
ship foaming with rage. He had
gone without the men he had in-
tended to take from the ketch. He
was not likely to rest satisfied with
the way matters had gone.

The rough and lawless South Sea
skipper had force on his side; and
on the wide and lonely waters there
was nothing to prevent him from
using it unless King of the Islands
could prevent him. The boy trader
of Lalinge was well aware of his
danger. '

“Now for the fireworks, Ken !” said
Hudson, rubbing his head where a
capstan bar had grazed it.

“They may let us alone after the
lesson they’ve had,” said the boy
trader, his glance following the boats
towards the brig.

“Not likely !”

. Hudson shrugged
his shoulders.

“Skeet came here for
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brow ‘was still dark

hands, and all he’s got is three cf
his own men put on the sick list. If
h> was short-handed before, he’s
worse off now.” -

Ken nodded.

“I fancy this isn’t the first time
that brute has bullied the skipper of
some small craft into letting him
take black boys,” he said. “That sort
of thing is supposed to be played out
in the Pacific, but more things

_happen in these waters than ate re-

ported to the High Commissioner at
Fiji. But it's not a game he could
play on this ship.”

“No fear!” agreed  Hudson.
“But—-" He whistled again.
“Those boats will be up the side in
another minute, Xen. They’ve got
the wind of us, and I reckon that
brig, if they clap on sail, will move
two knots to cur one. They’re short-
handed for a whaler, but they’ve got
more than a dozen hefty swabs on
that brig-—nearer twenty, I reckon.
And if they lay us aboard—"

“Us feller fight plenty too much,
sar!” said Kaio-lalulalonga, swing-
ing his capstan bar as if anxious to
get that weapon into action again.

Hudson grinned :

“Us feller fight plenty debblish too
much, old coffee-bean !” he answered.
“But if it comes to shooting——"

“You wouldn’t have advised letting
him take the boys, Kit, old man?”
said King of the Islauds quietly.

“No fear ! Not while there’s a shot
in the locker,” said the Cornstalk.
“But I can’t help thinking, old man,
that if Enoch Skeet means business,
he’s got us cornered.”

“He means business right enough,”
said King of the Islands. “But if
shooting begins in earnest, he’s risk-
ing his neck; and he may have sense
enough to stop short of that.  He’s
had a lesson, and it may teach him
manners.”

“It may!” said Hudson, with a
laugh.. “But my impression is that
he will get back to his brig hopping
mad, and ready to sink this ketch
with all hands.”

As a matter of fact, that was King
of the Islands’ impression also. The
savage, vengeful rage of the whaler
captain was not to be mistaken. He
was accustomed to bullying his way,
and he had hardly dreamed of
vigorous resistance from a small
ketch with a native crew. He had
been defeated, and he had been
rope’s-ended, and at least three of his
crew and one of his mates were dis-
abled for duty.

There was little doubt—or, rather,
there was no doubt-—that he would
push matters to extremity, and carry
out his threat to shanghai the white
men as well as the black from the
ketch—if he could. And all that Kit
Hudson could see for it was a des-
perate fight to a finish against heavy
odds—a prospect from which the
Cornstalk did not shrink.

Surrender was not a word in the
Australian’s vocabulary !

From the brig, lying to windwazd,
King of the Islands’ -glance swept
over the sea, towards the Shark’s
Tooth Reef.

From the east came the wind, and
the brig would soon be moving swiftly
before it. bearing down on the ketch.
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North and south, on the westward, -

ran the long lines cf the hidden reef—
mile on mile, like a natural barrier
built in the sea. King of the Islands
was penned between the whaler and
the reef-—he had been tacking north-
ward when the brig ran down.
Little sign of danger was there on
the blue sea, shining under the blaze
of a tropical sun, even to a sailor-
man’s eye, where the reefs lay. Here
and there foam creamed over some
point of rock that approached the
surface, or rose slightly above it, like
summits of eunken islands. But the
greater part of the Shark’s Tooth was
hidden under deceitfully smooth
waters,
Hudson, following the boy trader’s
glance, started a little.
“Ken, you’re thinking
“If they attack us, it’s the only
way, Kit,” answered King of the
Islands quietly. “It’s a big risk—
but the ketch may run the reef and
live. But Heaven help the brig that
follows her!”

Kit Hudson’s face was grave.

The Dawn was under way again
now, standing to the northward on a
long tack that brought her closer to
the reef on the west.

If the brig pursued——-

The brig was already pursuing.
Captain Skeet waited omnly for his
boats to be swung up before he
clapped on sail.

Under a cloud of canvas, rushing
before the wind, the brig from
Martha's Vineyard swept down on the
ketch.

The brig was a dirty ship and an
evil-smelling ship, but she was a fast
ship. The ketch was a water-witch,
and King of ‘the Islands knew how to
get the last ounce of speed out of her.
But she had no chance in contest with
the mountain of canvas that towered
astern.

Ken looked back grimly.

Kaio-lalulalonga, with his head
swathed in a  crimson-stained
bandage, stood at the helm. Several
times Ken shifted his course a point
or two, and the pursuing brig fol-
lowed every movement. Twice or
thrice a puff of smoke came from the
whaler, and a rifle bullet holed
through the canvas of the Dawn.

There was no doubt now of Enoch
Skeet’s intentions. He was running
the ketch down—to lay her alongside
and board at the head of his ruffianly
crew. If he succeeded, that was the
finish for King of the Islands, for the
odds were overwhelming. He had
beaten off the boat’s crew, but therc
was no chance of beating off the
whole ruffianly crew of the whaler at
close quarters.

35

Indeed, the brig was large enough,
and heavy enough, to run down the =

ketch and cut her in two, if the
whalers failed to board. King of the
Islands had to save his ship and his
crew, and there was only one way.

‘“Starboard, Koko!” said the boy
trader quietly.

The wheel swung over.

The ketch ran to the west before
the wind. She was running for the
reef.

“My hat!” murmured the mate of
the Dawn. “It will be touch and go
now.” And he whistled.
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It was a stern chase now—the brig,

under towering canvas, almost
directly astern. She sailed two
fathoms to the Dawn’s ome, and

gained visibly with every passing
minute.

Several times Ken caught a
glimpse of the hard, evil face of
Enoch Skeet, staring at the chase.
Again and again he saw the whaler
captain shake his gnarled fist.

But as the ketch drew closer to the
Shark’s Tooth, Ken ceased to waste
a glance on the whaler.

All his attention was needed for the
reef.

His look grew grimmer.

The Hiva-Oa boys stood ready for
orders. Not till he was close ¢n
the Shark’s Tooth did EKen take in
sail. Iron-nerved as he was, he was
not thinking of taking the Shark’s
Tooth at a rush.

Hudson, looking back, laughed
softly. .

The brig came sweeping.on unde
full sail, gaining faster than before.
That was a proof that Enoch Skeet
did not know in what perilous waters
he was. sailing. Where the sea
creamed over teeth.of coral, his eye
told him that there were reefs; .but
where the treacherous water rolled
blue and calm there was nothing to
betray the danger that lay below—
and his charts told him nothing of
the Shark’s Tooth.

That wide stretch of water was one
of the vast stretches of the Pacific
as yet unsurveyed and uncharted.
Ken King knew, and many sailor-
men of the islands knew, but the

i-whaler from Martha’s Vineyard did

not know.

Closer and closer came the tower-
ing pillar of canvas astern. So close
was the whaler now that the faces of
her crew could easily be made out,
staring after the ketch. Doubtless
they wondered why she slackened
speed in a sea that looked, to the

" give her a clear keel.

eye, open and clear, and perhaps
understood 1t as a sign of surrender.

Hudson glimpsed the bearded face
of Enoch Skeet, grinning now with
savage glee.  Then there came a
heavy scraping, and the Dawn shook
and trembled through her whole
length.

On the Shark’s Tooth.

HE next instant the ketch was |

clear.
That sudden jarring of the
keel had set every heart leaping.

But King of the Islands had calcu-
lated his chances well.

There was no passage through the
Shark’s Tooth for a vessel of deep
draught. But in more than one
place the water gave depth enough for

a light craft like the Dawn.  And
Ken knew the reef. The risk was
great; -the miscalculation of a

fathom’s length, in a distance of
miles, meant all the difference be-
tween safety and destruction. But
that was a risk the boy itrader
had to take, and he had taken it with
a cool head and a nerve of iron.

Another seraping jar—sharper than
before! Hudson clenched his teeth
to keep back an exclamation. Koko,
at the wheel, stood as unmoved as a
statue of bronze. But there was a
startled babble from the Hiva-Oa
boys.

Ken drew a deep, hard breath.

It had been touch and go, as the
Cornstalk expressed it.” But he knew
that he was through now.

The Dawn glided on through shal-
low water—but water deep enough to
A few feet
beneath her hull, sharp fangs of coral
lay like the bared teeth of a beast.
But the graceful little ketch glided
on into deeper water.

King of the Islands passed his hand

(Continued on the next page.)
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The Way of
the Whaler!

over his brow to wipe away the per-
spiration. His eyes met Hudson’s.

“All clear!” said Ken quietly,
answering the unspoken question of
the mate of the Dawn.

The Dawn flew on before the wind.

All eyes were turned back at the
pursuing whaler now.

Under bellying canvas, racing
through the blue water, the brig
came teanng on.

“The fools!” muttered Hudson.
“The fools! If they knew

“Feller whaler he no savvy!”
grinned Kaio-lalulalonga. Bimeby he
savvy plenty too much altogether!”

It was a matter of moments now.

Only the hidden reef was there to
save the Dawn and her crew from the
vengeance of the rufiians astern. King
of the Islands felt a pang as he
looked back at the tall ship, rushing
to destruction. He would gladly have
warned her of her danger; but no
signal would have been heeded by the
vengeful ruffian who sailed the brig.
And while the thought was yet in thre
‘boy trader’s mind, the crash came. -

One moment the brig, crowded with
canvas, was tearing through the
water like a thing of life. The next
she crumpled up like a sea-bird with
broken wings!
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The crash as she struck the sunken
reef came sounding across the sea to
the ears of all on board the Dawn.

Almost on an instant the masts
were whipped- out of her, crashing
down in masses of wrecked rigging
and spars.

From the brig rose a fearful yell.

Above the startled yelling of the
crew rose the fierce voice of Captain
Skeet, roaring out frantic orders.

The brig heeled over on the reef.
She had struck with such terrific force
that whole timbers had been torn out
of her hull. The sea rushed into her
like a flood.

“My sainted Sam !” muttered King
of the Islands; and his face was pale
and set.

Hudson stared in grim silence.

But from Kaio-lalulalonga came a
chuckle of glee. XKoko had no pity to
waste on the South Sea ruffians.

“Feller brig he no stop any more !
chuckled the’ Kanaka. «Fellor whaler
he no stop! Feller whaler he walk
about along bottom sea,
That feller he makee plenty kai-kai
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along- feller shark!

And Koko’s triumphant chuckle was
echoed by the Hiva-Oa boys. They
stared back at the wrecked whaler
with grinning faces.

King of the Islands rapped out
sharp orders, and the ketch heaved
to. His enemy was down mnow, and

King of the Islands was the man to

help him in his hour of need.

The wreck was a scene of the
wildest confusion.

The brig had piled up on the reef,
almost on her beam-ends, in a tangle
of rigging and spars, the sea wash-
ing over her. The whaler’s crew were
making frantic efforts to drag the
boats free of the almost inextricable
tangle of wreckage. Some of them
were swimming; some waving their
hands wildly towards the ketch for
help. -

Three boats were got afloat, and the
whaler’s crew scrambled into them.
Some of them secmed to be making
efforts to save their dunnage; but
they had no time for that. In one
of the boats Captain Skeet was to be
seen,. gesticulating like a madman.
His voice, hoarse and furious, came
down the wind to the ketch.

The boats pulled clear and headed
for the Dawn, leaving the mass of
wreckage sprawling on the reef,
washing and rocking in the Pacific
billows.

The whalers had saved their lives,
but there had been no time to pro-
vision the boats. There were twenty
of the rough crew, with not a keg of
water or a bag of biscuit among them.
They were pulling for the ketch—with
what intentions IXen could -ecasily
guess.

Enoch Skect gripped a revolver con-
vulsively in his hand, his eyes fixed
on the little craft that lay hove to,
waiting for him.

\*othmo* would have been -easier
than for King of the Islands to have
shaken out sail and vanished. like a
sea-bird across the blue waters, leav-
ing the boats astern. But he lay to
and waited for them to draw near.

There was nothing to be feared
from the whalers now, though their
intentions were Dbitterly hostile
enough.  Kit Hudson stood by the
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my word!-

rail with a Winchester zifle in his
hands, ready to pump bullets into the
boats if they tried to close in.

King of the Islands waved his hand
to the whalers as a signal to stop.

“Keep your distance!” he called
out.

Captain Skeet, standing in the stern’
of his boat, threw up his revolver to
fire, his eyes glittering over it. Kit
Hudson pulled trigger instantly, and
the whaler’s ncrht arm sagged down
and the revolver dropped from his
hand.

He sank back into his seat, clasping
his wounded arm with his left hand,
spitting out husky threats,

The boat crews ceased to pull. They
were at the mercy of the fire from
the ketch, in open boats.

“Keep your- distance!” repeated
King of the Islands. “You scum, if
you pull another stroke I’ll leave you
to your fate! You want'a week to
make the Cook Islands in your boats
—that’s your nearest land—and I've
stopped to give you food-and water.
Try any tricks, and it’s you for Davy
Jones !”

“Plenty much better Melican man
he go dead along sea, sar !” grumbled
Kaio- lalulalontm

But King of the Islands did not
heed his boatswain. Ruffians as tho
whaling crew were, he would not
leave them to their. fate.

But he was on his guard. = Every
man in the brutal crew would have
been glad of a chance of rushing the
ketch and taking possession of it.

Kit Hudson, rifle in hand, watched
them grimly. He was ready to pump
bullets into the boats~if they at-
tempted to draw dangerously near.

But the whalers had had their
lesson.  Only a supply of food and
water from their foes could save their
lives, and that was what they were
chiefly anxious about now.

Not a weapon was shown, and the
rough crew took their orders from
King of the Islands like lambs. Two
boats were ordered to pull out of
range, taking all the gang but two.
Two of the Whalers, in the third boat,
were allowed to pull under the rail
of the Dawn to receive the rations.

Kegs of water, bags of biscuit,
cases of canned beef, bunches of
bananas were passed down the side.

Then the boat pulled away and
joined the others at a distance.

“Up mainsail I” said King of the
Islands.

The ketch glided through the water.

Ken looked back at the whaleboats
as the Dawn spread her white wings
to the wind and stood away.

The whalers were making sail in
the boats for the long and weary run
to the nearest land. The wrecked
brig had slid from the reef and gone 3
under, only tangled fragments of -
wreckage still floating on the sunny
waters. Down’ the wind came the
hoarse voice of Captain Skeet, still
roaring threats. '

It died away as the ketch gathered
speed, and the three boats became
mere dots in the blue distance astern,
and dropped at last from sight!

(Tirst rate adventure, this, and
youw’ll find more of it in next week’s
MODERN BOY. You must order
YOUR copy now if you would be certain
of getting it! Do it right away,
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