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The MASTER
of FUFA

BY
CHARLES
HAMILTON

Shall Ken King leave
his old chum
marooned on the
lonely coral island—
amidst enemies in
the savage Soutlh
Seas ? King of the
Islands has a tre-
mendous decision to
malke!

COMPLET

2%

In the Stockade.
ITHIN a stockade on the
W lonely Pacific atoll of
TFufa, Kit Hudson sat with
a rifle across his knees, leaning
wearily but watchfully against @
tree. The Southern Cross hung low
in the sky, and the stars were -paling
at the approach of dawn.

In a little hut of palm-poles and
pandanus-leaves built  within the
stockade, Aileen Craye was sleeping.
Her brother, Montague Craye, worn
out with watching and fear, had
thrown himself on the ground and
was sleeping fitfully.

Without lurked Barney Hall, the
-ascally trader from Tonga, and his

‘ew of Solomon Island savages, who

“—siad been combing the islands in

scarch of Craye.

Craye had been manager for the
Pacific Company at Apia. He had
bolted when £10,000 in banknotes
was found to be missing, and a
reward of £500 was offered for his
capture, His sister, firmly believing
his innocence, had fled with him.

Ken King, the boy trader of the
South Seas, known far and wide as
King of “the Islands, had found the
Crayes hiding on uninhabited Loya,
when he had put in at the island in
Lis keteh Dawn. Barney Hall had
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turned up at the same
had taken the Crayes

time, and Ken
ofil to prevent
the rascal’s

Aileen falling into

hands.

For the girl’s sake Ken had pro-
mised to land them on uninhabited
Fufa, and say nothing about them
to the outside world. But believing
Craye had stolen the money and was
carrying the banknotes in his money-
belt, he had insisted on the man
handing over the money to be re-
turned to the company.

Craye had protested his innocence,
and had refused to show the contents
of his money-belt. Ken had resorted
to force, and Kit Hudson, the young
Australian mate of the Dawn, and
Ken’s loyal comrade, bewitched by
Aileen’s  pretty face, had un-
expectedly sided with Craye, declar-
ing that he believed in his innocence.

Rather than come to blows with
his comrade, Ken had dismissed
Hudson from his post and put him
ashore at Fufa with the Crayes.

Now Barney Hall had tracked
them down, and all night Hudson
had kept watch, ready to beat oft an
attack. Ie jumped to his feet as
Hall’s voice hailed from the other
side of the stockade, and Craye
started to wakefulness.

The voice of the Tonga trader was

19

Fﬁ{

Doubt and - suspicion came
back to Kit Hudscn with
full force as he looked at the
man. . . ., ‘“It’'sfalse!”
said Craye, huskily. **I've
nothing that’s not my own!?”’

startlingly close at hand.  He had
approached close to the barred gato
of the stockade, and was standing by
it.

“What do you want, Hall?” called
Hudson. “Show your figurc-head
over the stockade, and you’ll get a
bullet through it!”

“You've got Craye with you,” re-
plied Hall, “the man who ran from
Apia with £10,000 belonging. to the
Pacific. Company. I want him !”

“T’'ve got Craye here,” answered
Hudson.  “But he never ran with
the company’s money. I’'ve taken .
his word about that. If you’re after
the Pacific Company’s meney, you're
on a wild-goose chase. As for the
reward, yow'll have to get past my
rifle to carn that.”

“I haven’t cruised for three
months in these: waters for the
reward !” snarled Hall. ‘“Craye’s

got £10,000 in banknotes in bis belt,
and that’s what I want. Throw that
bundle of banknotes over the wall,
and T’ll put to sea in my canoe at
dawn. TI’ll take my niggers away
and leave you to roost on this island
as long as you like. You can_ keep
Craye—unless you like to hand him
over for the reward yourself. It's
the loot I want.” ~ .

Kit Hudson opened his lips to
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The Master of Fufa

reply, but eclosed them again, his
eyes fixed on Craye. As if -in-
stinctively, the . man’s trembling
fingers were on the belt that showed
plainly under his thin cotton shirt—

the belt in which King of the Islands

believed he carried the stolen money.

Hudson did not believe it—was
determined not to believe it. And
yet, at the bottom of his heart, the
ex-mate of the Dawn knew that but
for Aileen Craye.hée would have be-
lieved the same as his shipmate.

He had forced doubt and suspicion
from his mind. He would not, and
could mnot, believe that Aileen’s
brother was a fugitive thief. But
now, as he looked at the man, doubt
and suspicion, in spite of himself,
came back with full force.

Craye caught his eyes, and under-
stood. A crimson flush came -over
his pale, haggard face as his fingers
left his money-belt.

“It’s false!” said Craye huskily.
“I’ve nothing that’s not my own !”

The pandanus screen at the.door-

way of the hut was pulled aside, and .

Aileen Craye’s pale, startled face
looked out. The sight of the girl
checked the words on Hudson’s lips.
He nodded, and turned from Craye.
He had parted with his old ehipmate
for ever, as he supposed, because he
had stood- by Craye against his
skipper. It was too late mow for
distrust. ‘ ’ '

“I'm waiting !” came the hoarse
growl of Barney Hall from the other
side of the barred gate. “Throw
over the bundle of banknotes and
save your lives. How long do you
think youw’ll hold this stockade
against my crew?”

“T reckon we can hold it,” re-
torted Hudson. “You’re welcome to
try your luck. If you beat us, youw’ll
get nothing for your pains. There
are no banknotes here I”

_ “That’s a lie!” roared Hall.
“You swab, if my men come over the
stockade, they won’t leave a soul
alive. I reckon you know what

Solomon Island cannibals are like

when they get going. I couldn’t
stop ’em’1f I wanted to. You've got
a woman there. Will you save her
life by throwing over the bank-
notes ?” .

“We can hold the stockade!”
breathed Craye, his trembling hand
on Hudson’s arm.

“I reckon so. But—-"

Hudsen paused, dark suspicion in
his eyes again as he watched Craye’s
working face. There was a struggle
in the wretched man’s breast, and it
showed in his tormented face. What
did that struggle mean if he was, as
he had declared, an innocent man
who had fled from an unjust sus-
picion? b

“But—but  what?” muttered
Craye.

“I’ve believed in you, Craye”—
Hudson’s voice was a whisper, low

R
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Hudson caught his breath as one of the blacks stepped forward,
with spear uplifted for a thrust at the “sprawling Tonga trader.
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and husky—“I've stood by yom
against -my skipper—against the best
friend a fellow ever had. - But if that
scoundrel outside is right—if you’ve
got the money—" :

“I’ve  nothing!”
through quivering lips.

“If you’ve- got the money,” re-
ggated Hudson, ‘“do as Hall asks.

e can hold them off, but you know
as well as I do that it will be touch
and go. I wouldn’t make terme with
the rascal to save my own life, but
we’ve got your sister to protect.
And if those black demons get
11].-—-—”

He broke off.

The struggle in Craye’s face was
pitiful. What he would have said,
Hudson never knew. Aileen came
silently from the hut and joined
them. Her face was pale, but per-

said Craye,

fectly calm, and the wretched man

seemed to derive courage from her.

“My brother cannot do as that
ruffian asks,’”” said Aileen, in a quiet,
clear voice. .“He has nothing to
ive.”

“Nothing !” repeated Craye. “I
left Apia because I was. suspected.
I had nothing—nothing.”

_But his fingers fumbled convul-
sively with the money-belt even as he
was speaking,

Hudson turned from him sick at
heart. He knew now. It was for
this that he had defied his skipper
on his own ship, had turned down.
the fri ,J_thg of his best friend, to

-find himself the com-
panion—almost the con-
federate—of a thief !

" But he said nothing.’

Not to save his life
would he have uttered a
word to shake Aileen’s
faith in the wretched
man whose flight and
wild wanderings she had
bravely shared, believing
in his innocence.

“I'm waiting !” roared
Barney ‘Hall again.
“What have you got to
‘say, Kit Hudson ?”

“Mr. Hudson has
answered you!” It was
Aileen who replied. “You
are making a mistake.
My brother has nothing
to give you.” -

“You can tell that to
the marines!” shouted
Hall. “I’'m asking you
for the last time——"

“Belay your -jawing
tackle, and get wunder

“Come on as soon as you
like.”

Crack! It was ‘the
report of Hall’s revolver,
. “fired in the air. For a

second Hudson did not

understand what was
meant by that random
shot. The next instant

he knew that it was a

signal. From the back of
. the stockade=there "was

a sudden . paftering ¢

naked feet, . a leaping

(Continued on page 22.)

Bl

way !” snapped Hudson. .
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The Master of Fufa

. (Continued from page 20.)
‘scrambling at the stockade, and black
into view .in the starlight.

terror. There was a groan of despair
from Montague Craye as his

Hudson spun round with blazing
eyes. He knéw now that Hall had
kept him in talk at the gate while
his black crew crept close” to the
stockade on thé other side.,

Almost in the twinkling of an eye
eight savage black faces-glared over
the top of the palm-pole wall, and
wild and savage yells rang over Fufa.

Hudson’s  rifle . leaped to
shoulder. ‘Bang, bang! ~

“Shoot !”- he roared. - <1

Craye’s shaking hand lifted his six-
shooter.- But his ‘bullets flew wide
and wild. *

There was a scrambling at the gate.
While his black crew clambered over
the back wall the Tonga trader
clambered at the gate,
rugged, tanuncd face.and rough beard
came into sight, and his brawny chest
résted on the top bar.

.__His right hand, with a revolver in

Dawn faced the attack of the black

| orew: “Hudson’s hands were full. :He

could not turn his head, and Barney

Hall’s savage eyes glared along the

revolver as he lifted it to fire.-
Crack! Face white as death, but

‘| hand steady as steel, Aileen Craye

fired at the Tonga trader. There was
a yell from Barncy Hall. . He
slithered helplessty down, amnd
dropped outside the stockade.

The fall of their white leader in-
stantly stopped the attack of the
With a suddenness that was
almost ludicrous, the yelling crew
dropped from the wall.

Hudson, springing forward with
clubbed rifle to beat them back, found
the stockade clear of foes. One of the
savage.crew lay inert-at the foot of
the wall, but seven were scrambling
‘away among the palms.

‘The revolver dropped from Ailcen’s

1 hands - She leaned, whité and shaken,

on the wall of the palm hut. Hudson
ran towards her. From outside the
gate the groans of the Tonga trader
could be heard as the yelling of the
blacks died away into silence.

“Aileen !” panted Hudson.

“He would have fired on you—I
had to!” she whispered.

“You've saved my life
Hudson simply.

There was a padding of bare fect,
a groan from the Tonga trader. Then

19

said

of the ruffian from Tonga died away.

-| His. men- had- carried him back into
the palms.

“We're saved !” muttered Craye.
Hudson did not speak. His loath~
ing for the man he was defending was

| too strong for words. '

. There was silence in the stockade

| |'and “sifence in the palm grove. From

the enemy came no further sound as

22

faces and Tuzzy heads came hideously,

Aileen gave an involuntar cfy of

trembling hand grasped his revolver. -

his™ -

and his -

it, was over, and he took aim at Kit -
*{ Hudson’s’ back as the ex-mate of the

the padding of feet and the groaning

‘the last hour of that_wild ;1fg1xt wore
- day roseon Fufa. ;/ - ¢

- wearily away,~'and the sui of-a new .

B £
. The Uplifted Spear. '
ARNEY HALL lay on a heap of
B tapa mats under the shadow of
* feathery -palms as the sun rosc
higher over the atoll of Fufa. The
lagoon shone in the sunlight, and out
on the reef the sea-birds circled and
screamed. -~ Round the -lonely -atoll,

wide and b}lte, rolled the endless

" Pacific. .. . ..
‘Aileen’s bullet had passed clean -

through Hall’s shoulder, leaving a
hole fore and aff; as Barney expressed
it. The wound was serious enough,

solitary South - Sea island. “But in

but not dangereus in any spot but a _

’

burning ‘tropical heat, and without, _/

medical care,” the slightest wound
might be dangerous.

Hall had made Popoo, onec of his
crew, wash the wound carefully. and
bind it with the cleanest cotton strips
that were to be found in his canoe.
Now he lay almost helpless, consumed
with a burning thirst. He longed

for the stimulation of strong drink, °

but, tough as hickory though he was,
Hall knew that he had to take care
if he was not to end his cruise on that
tonely atoll.

“You feller Popoo,” he called, “you
fetch water along me plenty quick !

The trader glared savagely at
Popoo as the black boy stood looking
at him. There was a peculiat gleam
in the eyes of the savage. .

“You hear me, ear belong you?”
roared Hall.

“Me hear you, ear belong me, sar!”
answered the Solomon Islander.
“Then jump to it, you

scum !”

Popoo turned away and went down
to the lagoon with a gourd. But his
movements were slow and leisurely.
not at all like the obedience to which
the bully of Tonga was accustomed.

The other Solomon Islanders were
sprawling, under -the palms. They
were silent for the most part, but
occasionally they muttered in their
own dialect, and sometimes glanced
towards the wounded trader.

Slowly, carelessly, Popoo came back
from the lagoon with the gourd. He
had filled it with fresh water where
the tiny spring from the palm grove
trickled- into the lagoon. Hec swung
the gourd as he came along, spilling
" water at ‘every step.®

Barney Hall watched him, eyer

black

B

burning under his knitted brows. Ho

knew what this carelessness and dis-
respect on the part of his black crew
meant. In sailing with a crew of
black savages he had been playing
with fire. So long as he was strong,
ready -with a-heavy hand to back up
his. orders, .and with- a revolver .to
back up his fist, the black crew
jumped .to obedience. .

But he was on his back now, his
‘strength- sapped, and the obedicnce
of - the savages .had- dropped from
them like a cloak. If unconmscious-
ness or-delirium came on, as was

(Continued on page 24.)
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The Master of Fula

. (Continued from page 22.)
likely, he knew that his life would
be.in danger.

But the ruffian was incapable of
fear, and the slackness and disrespect
of his men only cxasperated his
savage tecmper. His eyes burned with
rage as he watched Popoo. )

He took the gourd from the hand
of the black boy, and drained the
contents. Popoo stood and watched

him, a grin dawning on his black .

face.

“You black scum !” snarled Hall, as
he lowered the gourd. “You tinkee
you no jump obey orders along me.

- I’ll cut the black skin from your back

when I’m on my pins again.”
“Feller white master talk plenty too
much, mouth belong him.” Popoo’s
grin became derisive.- = “Me tinkee
e go finish,
Plenty time feller white master kill

this boy-along stick, along fist, along.

butt belong gun. No kill this feller
any more altogether.” White miastcr
go finish ‘along ‘this feller island.”
The sprawling blacks looked on,
all of them grinning. Only a few

-hours ago' they had been ready " to-

rush on a white man’s rifle at Hall’s
order. Now they openly mocked him:
. Every man in the black crew knew

“the ‘object of his cruise, and stood to

share 1n the plunder if it was suc-
cessful.  But the unthinking blacks
recked little of that. The reign of

the iron hand was over, and that was-

all they thought of. i

Gritting his tobacco-stained teeth,
Hall made an effort to rise. He sank
back on-the tapa mats, groaning.

“White master no stand along legs
belong him,” chuckled Popoo. “ White
master he go finish.”

“White master go finish }” echoed
the other blacks, chuckling in the
curious falsetto of the Solomons.

Hall’s hand closed on the empty
gourd. With all the force that re-
mained in his arm, he flung it at the
grinning black face of Popco. The

boy dodged the missile, and it
crashed on the ground behind him.
‘“White master no can kill this

feller,” said Popoo cheerfuly. “S’pose .

white master he bad feller along this

.Kanaka, this Kanaka plenty kill

feller white master.”-

And Popoo swung carelessly round,
turned his back on his 1mpotent
master, and strolled away on the
beach. There he flung himself down

.in the shade of a palm and chewed

betel-nut. . .

Barney Hall lay back on the mats,
breathing hard.” He was weak from
loss of blood. His huge, animal-like
strength, which he had unreflectingly
regarded as a permanent possession,
had deserted him. He was at the
mercy of his crew if they chose to
turn on him,.and well he knew their
treacherous nature.

The ruffian’s thouights were bitter

“as he-lay panting in the tropical heat,

which was growing more and more
intense as the sunm' meunted to the

- zenith.

Three months -and more he had

‘cruised in search of 'the lost man from

Apia. By sheer good fortunc he had
found him, and this was the outcome.
King- of the Islands -had saved the
man - from- him at Loya—here,
Fufa, the ex-mate of the Dawn had
saved  him.  Craye, with the ten
thousand pounds belonging to the
Pacific Company, was still a free man,
and Barney Hall lay helpless, his life
in danger from his own crew.

His hand caressed the butt of the
revolver in  his belt. That, he
realised, was all that stood between
him and his men. He was tempted
to draw it and open fire on the sprawl-
ing savages under the palms. If his
senses failed him, he knew what
would happen—a thrusting spear or a
crashing axe, and then the black
boys would steal the cance and its

stores and put to sea for their own.

island. 5

But that fierce and desperate
thought left him, for he was depend-
ent on the blacks for food and drink
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as he lay in weakness and pain. So
long as he kept his senscs they would
not dare.

He would keep a firm hand on lim-
self, must not let his mind wander.
But already the fever was on him,
and his surroundings seemed to be
growing unreal to his eyes as the long
hours passed.

He heard, like onc in a dream, the
cackle of the black boys. A shadow
bent by his side—a shadow that
loomed large, gigantic, to his dizzy
eyes. He tried to pull himself
together, but his brain was hot with
fever now, limbs heavy as lead. He
felt a touch without realising what
it meant.

Then, through the mists of his
dizzy brain and his dulled hcaring,
came a cackle, and the voice of
Popoo : -

“Little feller gun no stop.”

~,

|

Barney Hall understood. Feebly he "

groped for the revolver from which
his nerveless hand had dropped. It
was gone. Popoo had stooped over
him and taken it away.

His brain cleared for a moment,
dizzy eyes cleared. He stared wildly
round at a circle of grinning, merei-
less faces.

But it was only for a moment. The

‘next a veil dropped on mind and

sight, and he slid into semi-uncon-
sciousness. He heard himself talking
wild words of delirium that seemed
to be uttered by another voice than
his own.

“Washy-washy! You feller boy,
you washy-washy debblish quick!

Durn your black hides, you washy-+

washy plenty quick, or me knock
seven bells and a dog-watch outer
you !”

He was in the canoe once more, and
King of the Islands’ ketch was run-
ning him down. He shouted to the
black boys to paddle; but the shout
left his lips in a husky whisper.
Above the muttering of the delirious
trader sounded the cackle of the
black boys. .

“Feller white master he no savvy
what feller thing he . talk, mouth
belong him !” chuckled Popoo.

“That feller go finish!” said
another of the blacks. He picked up
a broad-bladed spear. “He go finish!
Canoe belong us feller, gun belong
us feller, all thing belong us feller.”

“Me tinkee plenty good!” said

‘ Popoo.

The man with the spear stepped
closer to the babbling trader. A
brawny arm was lifted, the other
blacks standing in a circle, looking
on with grinning faces.

- Bang! The hand that held the up-

i

v

s

lifted spear sagged down, a bullet \ o/

through the shoulder.” The rest of
the crew, with startled howls, spun
round in the diréction whence the
shot had come. -

Driven Off.

IT HUDSON stood on the bench

" inside the wall of the stockade,
looking over. Between the
slanting trunks in the palm-grove he
could see glimpses of the blue of the
lagoon shining in the sun. Once or

twice he-had caught sight of black
- figureg moving at a distance, but no

one had approached the stockadec.
- 1331



* was no attack to expect.

known it.

The young Australian had waited
and watched through the hot morning
hours, But he realised that there
Barney
Hall, wounded or dead, was on his
beam-ends, and without their white
leader the Solomon Islanders were
not likely to face a white man’s rifle.
Whether Hall was dead or alive, it
was clear that he was hard hit, as
there had been no sign from him.

Hudson stepped down from the
bench. He examined his rifle and
revolver with sedulous .care, and
Craye, looking from where he sat
slumped against the stockade wall,
watched him sulkily. .

Not a word had been spoken on the
subject of the stolén money, but
?rayﬁa realised that Hudson knew the
ruth. '

Hudson, in fact, was aware at the
back of his mind that he had always
It was only for Aileen’s
sake that he had forced himself to
doubt what could only be true.

But further doubt was impogsible.
Obviously, it had been in Craye’s
mind to yield to Barney Hall’s de-
mand, - and . give up ‘his plunder to
gave his life. Hudson reckoned that
he would have dome it in hig fear,

but some last rag of shame held him.

back from letting ‘Aileen know that
he was guilty. '
Hudson stepped towards him. He
loathed the man, but there was some-
thing of pity mingled with his dis-
like. For Aileen’s sake Hudson tried
to control and conceal his instinctive
hostility. . .

" “We're safe here.

“I’'m going out to reconnoitre,” he

said abruptly. Craye stared at him.
“Barney Hall’s down,” Hudson con-
tinued; “either dead or knocked out
—and this is our chance. If he’s
only wounded, we’ve got to deal with
that gang before he recovers. If he’s
dead, I reckon they won’t give us a
lot of trouble.”
- “Youwre mad!” grunted Craye.
) I’'m not setting
foot outside the stockade, I know
that.”

“I’'m not asking you to, don’t want
you to.. Sooner or later we’ve got to
deal with that crew, and our best
chance is now, while their leader’s on
his beam-ends. But we’d better not
both go. If anything happens to me,
youw've got Miss Craye to care for. T’
reckon I shall get through, but we
can’t. risk leaving her alone.”

Hudson did not add that Craye

-would have been useless in the coming

struggle. Behind .the walls of the
stockade he might fight like a rat in
a corner, but he was not the man to
join in the sortie that Hudson
planned.

. Craye nodded curtly, cheeks flush-’
ing and eyes glinting. Perhaps he

could guess the thoughts that the ex-’

mate of the Dawn did not utter.

Hudson strode to the wall, clam-
bered to the top of the stockade, and
after a keen look round among the
palms, dropped lightly on the outer
side.

It was nearly noon now, and if
Barney Hall was dead or disabled, as

seemed certain, it wag probable that
the blacks would be sprawling under
the palms, sleeping or dozing in the
tropical heat of the day. Hudson
hoped to take them by surprise and.
drive them to the canoe. Seven men
were left of the black crew, but
Hudson did: not fear the odds so long’
as he had only blacks to contend
with. :

Cautiously he picked his way
through the slanting palm-trees
towards the beach. On the beach lay
the tall-prowed, long black canoe in
which the Tonga trader and his crew
had reached the island. Hudson
guessed that the enemy would. be
camped somewhere near the canoe.
Without a sound, finger on trigger,
watchful as a cat, he trod among the
palms. o i

From the beach at the edge of the
palm-grove a sound.of cackling voices
reached his ears. ‘He paused, listen-
ing. L N )

The blacks were not dezing in the
heat of the day as he had reckoned.
Half a dozen excited voices were
cackling on the edge of the palm--
grove. . Something. was going on 'ind
the camp of the Tonga trader.  With
redoubled caution Hudson trod on-his’

. way.

Through an opening in the palms
lic had a sudden.view of the Solomon
Islanders. They were gathered in a
group under a tall tree, and some-

. thing lay in the midst of the group.

(Continued on the next page.)
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The Master of Fufa

Halting in the cover of a thick trunk,
Hudson peefed round it and watched.

Amid the bare, black legs of the
savages he made out the object that
lay on the ground under the tree—
Barney Hall, stretched on a heap of
tapa mats. .

Evidently the Tong4 trader was dis-
abled. Hudson watched the scene
curiously, wondering what it por-
tended. He caught his breath as one
of the Dlacks stepped before the
others and lifted a spear for a thrust
downward at the sprawling form of

. “My hat!” breathed Hudson. He
knew all then. For a second he was
tempted to look idly on and leave
the ruthless-ruffian to his fate—the

" the trader.

. fate he had brought on himself by
- brutality and greed. But the man,

brute as he was, was a white man.
And only too well Hudson knew the
intentions of the wild crew who had
turned on their master.
leaped to his shoulder, and he fired
as the uplifted spear flashed in the
sun. .
The bullet went through the man’s
shoulder, and the spear dropped from
his nerveless fingers. With a wild
howl, the rest of the crew spun round
towards Hudson. =

Bang !.roared the second shot, and
one of the black crew pitched over
and lay groaning. Almost in the
twinkling of an eye the rest of the

"crew had turned and were racing

down to the beach. - One glimpse of
Hudson’s fierce face and levelled rifle
had been cnough for them.

Bang ! Bang! roated the rifle, the
reports thudding with shattering
echoes through the silence of the
palms. Hudson was firing over the
heads of the fleeing.blacks now. But
ead close enough, and
Popoo screamed with terror as a lock
of his fuzzy hair was torn away.

The five blacks reached the beached

canoe, and began desperately to drag

it down to the water. Hudson ran
forward and reached Barney Hall.
The wounded Solomon Islanders
were crawling -after their comrades.
They joined them -as they dragged
the canoc into the water, and crawled
in. Five brawny savages shoved the
canoe off and grabbed the paddles.
Their only thought was to6 escape the

- “feller white master * with tlie fierce

facé and roaring rifle. The paddles
‘dashed into the water, and the canoe
shot out on the lagoon, making for
the reef passage.

* Hudson looked down at the Tonga
trader. Barney Hall, babbling in-
coherently, stared at him with
feverish, unseeing eyes. There was
nothing to be feared from him. The
Australian reloaded his rifle and ran
‘down to the beach.’

" Bang! Bang! He pitched -the

" ‘bullets into the water on either side

of the canoc. Howls of fear answered
the shots, as the Solomon Islanders
‘slaved. at the paddles. -

It would have been easy for Hudson

to pick off the whole crew one after:
. ‘another before they were out of

range. But so long as he drove them

The Modern Boy

His rifle

from Fufa he was satisfied. And the

blacks were fleeing as fast as they
could wield their paddles.

Again and again he fired after
them, tossing up spouts of water
round the rushing -cance. To the
terrified blacks it seemed that every
shot was aimed to kill. They paddled
frantically for the sea.

The canoe ‘glided- swiftly through
the reef passage and drove out on the
open sea. It became a speck on the
Pacific, and then vanished from sight.

Hudson dropped the butt of his
rifle to the sand and laughed. The
Solomon Islanders were gone, Barney
Hall lay in the grip of delirium, and
he was once more master of Fufa.

. Ken’s‘Decision; )
KING OF THE ISLANDS lcaned

on the taffrail of the Dawn, his’
cyes fixed moodily on the white "

wake furrowing astern of the ketch.
The breeze was light and fitful, and
the ketch ‘was making a bare three
knots. : :

I{aio-lalulalonga—Kok§ for short— -

sat on the hdtchway coamings, his

ukulele across his sinewy bare knees,’

idly ‘touching the strings as he
hummed a Hawaiian tune. Many

times the dark eyes of the giant’

Kanaka bo’sun turned on his white
master.” King of the Islands had been
long silent, but Koko could guess
what was in his mind."

Many days had passed since the
ketch had. sailed away from Fufa,
leaving Kit Hudson marooned with
the fugitives from Apia. From Fufa
the Dawn had sailed on to Pita, and
from Pita to island after island, the
store of copra and pearl-shell in her
hold growing. :

But since -the. day he had parted
with his comrade King of the Islands
had not seemed the cheery, brisk,
cheerful- South Sea trader of old. He

‘did ‘his work, -and did it thoroughly,

but the old verve seemed to be gone:

The Hiva-Oa crew—Lompo, Lufu,.

Tomoo, Kolulu, and Danny, the

‘cookyJ'Boy—had almost forgotten by

this time that Kit Hudson had ever
been mate of the Dawn. In the
manner of the Kanaka, their thoughts
were only on the passing day. But
Koko, .as he often said, was no

common Kanaka. And he knew that .

thoughts of his shipmate were linger-
ing sadly in the mind of King of the
Islands. .

Ken’s cruise was coming to an end.
He had but few more calls to make,
and: these were all on the homeward
way to Lalinge. But as the ketch
glided slowly through the water it
was in the boy trader’s mind that he
was unwilling to steer for his heme
port. He was far from Fufa now,
but once he sct a course for Lalinge
he would leave Fufa farther and
farther behind.

The thought irked him sorely. His
comrade had been unreasonable, in-

tractable., It was the bright ‘glance

of AjJecen Craye that had bewitched
him. =~ And, after all; they had parted
friends. With each passing day Ken
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King thought more and morc of tha
friend he had lost.

But sorely as he missed his ship-
mate, that was not all that troubled
the boy trader. His thoughts ran on
Barney Hall, combing those lonely
waters for the lost man from Apia.-
On the track of plunder, Hall was
like a bloodhound. .

And Ken could not help thinking
that the chances were that sooner or
later Hall would run down the
hunted man, would arrive at TFufa”
with his cannibal. erew. His com-
rade might even then- be in deadly.
peril. More and more it seemed to
him impossible to set a course for
Lalinge- and leave matters as they
were.

From Tomoo on the little fore-
castle came a sing-song call.

“Feller canoe stop along sea!”
- Canoes, voyaging among
islands,- came into sight often
cnough. But Kaio-lalulalonga, stand-
ing on the hatchway and staring to-
wards the distant object on the sunlit
waters, ejaculated : )

“Feller canoe
Hall I”

“Barney Hall’s canoe !” exclaimed
King of the Islands. = He lifted his
binoculars, and. turned them on the
long, dark, tall-prowed canoe.

In the powerful glasses, the canoe
rushed into sudden-clear vision. It
was Barney Hall’s canoe, but there
was no white man on board. Four
blacks sat at the paddles, and one
stood up, waving. There was no one
else on board. )

“They’re signalling us,” said Ken.
“We’ll run down and speak.” And
he gave an order to Lompo at the
helm.

The boy trader loosened his re-
volver as the ketch ran down to the
Solomon Island canoe, and Koko went
below for a rifle. But there was no
hostility in the looks of the savage
crew from the Solomons. The five
looked gaunt and haggard, and had
%lainly been through a hard time.

opoo, waving the paddle, was sig-
nalling for help of some sortf
. The canoe paddled under the rail
of the Dawn. Ken looked down at
the haggard crew, his revolver rcst-
ing on the rail.

“You feller boy, what name you
signal along this ship?” he asked.

“Us feller plenty too much thirst,
sar!” answered Popoo. = “Us feller
tinkee white master give water along

belong Barnéy

-this feller boy.”

“What place Barney Hall he
stop?” asked Ken suspiciously. He
was wondering whether the cannibal .
crew had risen against the Tonga
trader. .

“Feller white master Hall he stop
along Fufa, sar!” answered Popoo.

“Along Fufa! You've beem to -
Fufa?” demanded Ken, his heart-
throbbing with anxiety, as the black
boy’s answer realised his forebodings.
“You fight along feller Hudson? Is
he alive?”

“White feller Hudson he stop,
sar.” Popoo grinned ruefully. *Gun
belong him talk plenty too much
along this feller crew, sar. Kill
plenty feller boy. Us feller run

(Continued on page 28.)

' 7/3/31

the. .



The Master of Fufa

(Continued from page 23.)

aleng sea, ar—ﬁ\o ’mo leler run
almw c¢ance.’

“Five-two | repeated Ken. Five-
two was seven, and there were only
five blacks in the canoe.

“Two feller plentv too much kill

12

along bullet, sar,” said Popoo.
“'lhcy go . finish.”
“You “plenty sure white feller
Hudson he stop?” asked Ken. -
“Plenty. - too much .sure, sar!

Along we go along sca, that white
f(-lim shoot alonfr gun, plenty too
much.”

“What name Barney H‘lll he stop
aleng TFufa?” asked Ken, puzzled.
He oathehd that Hudson had beaten
oft the blacks, and that they had fled
in the canoe. “That feller he dead
feller altogether?”

“He kill along shoulder belong
Lim, sar, along Lullot, no kill-dead,”

said Popoo:

Ken - nodded. . Barney  Hall lhad
Leen wounded, and {he black efew

hial fled in thie canoe, leaving him on

Tufa,  That was clear.

“S'pese white master gi\o this
feller water, this feller plenty too
‘nuch glad, ‘wir,” said Papoo \nrl

the black erew looked up an
at King of the Islands. - “Ts

fellc
o n]onl ~m plenty -too much _quick,

fcllﬂx water he no stop.
giva, this feller er

S'posc you
r water, sar,

) tlm tellcj crew go finish altogether.

“How lnno sinee yon left “Fufa .
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asked Ken. “How many day you
feller stop along sea'along canos?
- Popoo reflected a few momon'm and

‘held up the five fingers of his black

hand. After a little further reflec-
tion, he held up anothm finger.

“Five-one day, sar,” he said.

“Give that feller crew feller keg,
Koko,” said King of the TIslands.
“Give num feller banana, feller yam,
plenty feller food.”

Kaio-lalulalonga  grunted. To the
brown boatswain’s mind, it was a
sheer waste to break out stores for a
crew of black cannibals, every one of
them a savage enemy. But e
obeyed the bov trader promptly the
while he grumbled under his breath.
And the Solomon Island crew grinned

with glec as food and water were
mworod into the canoc.
The canoe paddled away, and the

keteh glided on hLer way.

King of the Islands paced the little
after-decl:, his brow lined with
thought, He knew now what had
happened at Fufa. . But it was six

days since the black crew had fled
from tho atoll.  What had happened

since ? ! .
i quov ITall was on the island,
wounded,  perhaps dead. But if e
lived, he lived as a treacherous and
remorseless enemy. Xit*Hudson bad
had luck. He lhad bLeaten off what
Ken had feared would be, if it came
&5 - all, "an over".vhclminw attack.
But since—-? o
Kaio-lalulalonga watchcd his white
master’s . face cuuomlv He  knew
cvery turn of oxpros:lon thue, nnd
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he wnderstood the troubled
doubting thoughts in the mind of the
Loy tra dor, And before Ken himself
knew what his decision would be, the
Kanaka boatswain had cuessed what
wag coming.

Koko had taken the helm from
Lompo. With his hands on the
wheel, his eyes on his white master’s
face, the brown loatswain waited.

King of the Islands turned to him,
and a faint grin dawned on the
brown face of Kaic-lalulalonga. He
Iiad wondered when it would come,
and now it was coming.

“Sou’-west and by sounth!”
King of the Islands.

“We go along Fufa, sar?

“Ay, ..v'

€ fhh feller plontv trlad, sar,” sail
Koko simply.  His Taithful heart
had been heavy for the trouble that
had haunted his white master's face
during the leng days since he had
parted from his shipmate.  “This

ans

said

5

feller Kanaka he pleuty too much
glad altogether, sar.
-Ken smiled. and, wnder the wester-

ing sun, the Dawn glided Lefore the
Hglt . brecze, Leading for  distant
Futa,

_Kiag of the Islands felt Lis heart
grow -1 Thtm with “every Lknot that
reelod oft: and  dvew-him" nearer and
rearer to the lnm v atoll and his lest
alupnmte '

(The dark clouds ave lifting for
Ken King, end i you wonld Lnow
what befails him gou should make
certain of reading next weel's magini-
ficent follow-on story !,
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