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His skin scorched, his clothing alight in two or three places, Ken rushed forward with upraised axe to cut the

grappling rope.

Death by roasting looks like being the fate of KING OF THE ISLANDS—
with dynamite-tipped arrows to blow him and his crew to pieces if they
escape the fire that is making the ketch Dawn the hottest spot in the hot

South Seas! - -

A Tower of Flame !

& FIRE-SHIP!” Ken King
panted, as a grappling-hoo
landed in the rigging of the

Dawn. It came from three lashed
canoes that had floated down on the
keteh as it swung to its anchor in
the lagoon of Tunaviva, and the
canoes had suddenly burst into
flames ! ’

King of the Islands had expected
some wily move from Mr. Jam, the
fat half-caste dealer in false pearls,
who had some secret business on tiny,
uninbabited Tunaviva—business that
the half-caste was determined should
not bccome known to the outside
world—and he had wondered what it
would be. He knew now! The Dawn
wds to be burned at her anchorage if
Mr. Jam could contrive it!

Ken’s eyes blazed with rage. The
fire-ship had been sighted bearing

“down on the Dawn, but nobody had

suspected its purposc. It consisted of

three canocs lashed together, with a
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platform built over them, on which
was stacked palmwood and foliage.

No sign of life had been secen
aboard the fire-ship.as it approached,
but hidden behind the stack of wood
and foliage had been a man, who had
thrown that grappling-iron into the
Dawn’s rigging and set fire to the
wood before diving into the lagoon.

The wood was as dry as tinder in
the tropical sun-blaze of the South
Seas, but the suddenness with which
the whole lot had blazed up showed
that the lashed canoes and their cargo
had been drenched with petrol.

It had needed but one match, once
the fire-ship was fast to the Dawn, to
set the whole lot blazing fiercely.

Koko, the Kanaka boatswain of the
Dawn, flung down his bush-knife with
a yell of fury. His weapon was use-
less against this enemy.

Howls of alarm came from the
Kanaka crew. The Hiva-Oa boys
stared at the pyramid of roaring flame
beside the ketch with stupefied eves.
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By CHARLES HAMILTON

They backed to the other side of the
deck, howling with alarm. Long
tongues of flame licked over the ketch
on the wind. A lick of fire burned
King of the Islands’ cheek.

It was only a matter of minutes—
perhaps of moments—before the ketch
was to burn from stem to stern. In
the perilous days and nights on
Tunaviva, never had destruction been
so fearfully near to the shipmates of
the Dawn !

They had put in at Tunaviva to
test Billy the Beachcomber’s story
that precious pink coral was to be
found there. He had arrived during
Mr. Jam’s absence, and had fallen
foul of the “garrison ”—Pinto, who
was a Filipino, and a crew of Santa
Cruz blacks—that the pearl-trader
had left to guard his secret business.

Ken and his crew—Koko, the hoat-
swain, and five Hiva-Oa boys—to-
gether with Billy the Beachcomber,
had been taken prisomers, but Kit
Hudson, Ken’s Australian mate, had
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The Fire-Ship !

turned the tables by capturing the
lugger in which Jam was returning to
the island, and exchanging the pearl-
trader for Xen and the other
prisoners.

But Ken had been unable to leave
Tunaviva. Jam and his men com-
manded the rock guarding the
cntrance to the lagoon, and the Dawn
could not sail. And now, in the dead
of night, Jam had sent a fire-ship to
destroy his enemies!

. - . » .

UT in that fearful moment, King
of the Islands did not lose his
presence of mind. A minute

lost meant the loss of his ship, and
of the lives of all on board! He
yelled to Hudson, his young Aus-
tralian mate, who was now aboard
the captured lugger, as the flames
shot up to the dark sky:

“Cut loose the lugger!”

“Ay, ay!” came back Hudson's
shout. The crashing of an axe fol-
lowed instantly.

“Koko !”

“Yes, sar!” IXoko was there, ready
for action; he had not lost his head
like the Hiva-Oa boys. Koko, as he
often said, was no common Kanaka!
He was as collected as his white
masters.

“Cut the cable!”

There was no time to up-anchor or

to think of it. There was no time to
buoy the cable, to find the anchor
again. King of the Islands had to
lose his anchor—lucky if that was all
that he lost! Koko, axe in hand,

vushed for’ard, knocking over, as he
rushed, a couple of the staring, terri-
fied Kanakas, sending them sprawl-
ing.

In a split second the keen edge of
the axe, wielded in both Koko’s
powerful hands, was cutting through
the thick coir cable.

Ken left it tc him; he knew that
he could trust the faithful Koko. He
grasped an axe and darted at the
grappling-rope flung by the unseen
man on the fire-ship.  Pinto—there
was little doubt that it was Pinto, for
the Santa Cruz blacks could not have
been entrusted with such a desperate
task, and Mr. Jam, it was certain, had
not the nerve for it—Pinto, if it was
he, had escaped, and was swimming
in the lagoon.

Ken had no eye and no thought for
him. If he escaped the sharks, he
would escape. Ken’s only thought
was for saving his ship—if yet there
was time '

The grappling-hook was in the
rigging of the Dawn. The rope
stretched taut over the teak rail. On
the wind came a sheet of flame, a
rolling volume of smoke, as King of
the Islands rushed at it.

For a moment fire and.smoke beat
him back, and he covered his eyes
with his hands. But the next moment
he was springing on again, his skin
scorched, his clothing alight in two
or three places. He did not heed it.

The axe swung up, and came crash-
ing down on the grappling-rope,
which parted with a twang under the
single fierce stroke.

A surge of flame came at him, and
he dropped the axe and stumbled
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back. But the rope had parted—the
keteh drifted free of the fire-ship.
Here and there the rigging was
already afire, tufts of flame gleaming
against the velvety darkmess of the

.sky. The heat was terrific, the
crackle and roar of the fire-ship
deafening.

“Koko!” panted King of the

Islands, through the dense volumes
of rolling smoke.

Koko’s voice rang back ¢

“Feller anchor no stop!”

The cut cable slithered down
through deep water to join the anchor
at the bottom of the lagoon. The
ketch rode free.

“Fend off, Koko!” roared King of
the Islands.

“Yes, sar

With a long spar in his sinewy
hands which an ordinary man could
hardly have lifted, the giant Kanaka
drove at the fire-ship, heedless of
suffocating smoke and tongues of
flame that licked his bare brown
limbs.

“You feller boy!”
Islands’ voice rang
crackle and roar of the fire.
the whaleboat—you move
quick !

Terrified as the Hiva-Oa boys were,
they were too accustomed to obeying
the voice of their white master to
fail him. There was no time to bend
sail, and it would have been futile,
for the canvas would have caught at
once from the flames darting on the
wind.

The whaleboat splashed down into
the water, and threce Hiva-Oa boys
tumbled headlong into it, and King
of the Islands lashed the tow-rope
with his own hands.

“ Washy-washy, you feller boy, too
debblish quick,” rang the voice of the
boy trader. “You no wantee go
finish along fire, you washy-washy too
quick altogether !”

Three pairs of oars drove at the
water. The ketch lurched into motion.
Koko, scorching, sweating, suffocat-
ing, fended at the fire-ship. King of
the Islands ran to the tiller. Under
the pull of the towing boat, the ketch
swung away from the roaring mass of
flame.

Koko dropped the spar, the end of
which was burning. He dashed a
brown hand across his streaming
brow.

“My word! This feller plenty too
much hot!” gasped the boatswain.
‘l‘lThis feller too much strong-feller

ot ” ’

The heat was still terrible, and the
roaring flames, -tossed by the wind,
seemed to reach for the ketch like
red, savage hands. But the Dawn
swung farther from the danger, the
whaleboat nulling athwart the wind,
and the fire-ship floated on before
the wind slowly, but every moment
increasing the distance and lessening
the fearful heat and the danger of
conflagration.

Ken wiped his brow and panted
with relief. Timbers were scorched
and smouldering. Here and there a
rope was burning, but the ketch had
escaped being set on fire. The escape
had been terribly narrow. The men
of Tunaviva had come within an ace
of suciess.

King of the
through the
‘“Lower
plenty
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“My sainted Sam! T'll make them

pay for this!” breathed the boy
trader. between his teeth.

“That feller fire-ship go along
beach, sar!® said Koko, rubbing

burns on his brawny arms.

Like a tower of flame in the dark-
ness, the five-ship drifted om. The
wind that had brought it down on
the ketch was now driving it farther
and farther away to the northern
heach of the lagoon. Crackling and
roaring, it drifted on, castan‘ red
light across the shining ‘surface of the
lagoon.

Ken shouted to the whaleboat :

“You feller boy! You comey along
ketch, too quick !”

The whaleboat hooked on, and the
Kanakas clambered on board again.
Buckets were in every brown hand in
a few moments, and water from the
lagoon was dashed over scorched and
smouldering woodwork. It was not
long before every spark was extin-
guished.

Kit Hudson brought the lugger
alongside, and made fast. He jumped
on board the keteh.

“Not hurt, Ken?” He gave an
anxious look at his comrade’s smoke-
blackened face.

“Ouly a few burns!” Ken gritted
his teeth. “If we'd lost a minute,
we should have lost the keteh! My
sainted Sam! If I get my hands on
that scoundrel Jam——"

“We're dealing with a more
dangerous man than Pinto now !”
said the mate of the Dawn. * W’e’v

never had a narrower cscape !”
“A miss is as good as a mile!”

The burning craft drifted on the
northern beach of the lagoon, and the
shipmates watched it as the flames
died out, leaving a column of smoke
rolling analnat the stars.

The keteh and the lugger remained
hove-to, while the spare anchor and
cable were broken out.  Once more
the Dawn rode at anchor—scorched
and blackened, but safe and sound.
From the men ashore came no sound
or sign—but King of the Islands, as
he watched anxiously for dawn, won-
dered whether the hours of darkmess
that yet remained would cover
another move from his
cnemy !

€ HA'T the
cats——"

It was the darkest

hour—the hour before dawn. Not an
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The Fire-Ship!

eye closed on the ketch or the lugger.
Hardly a man had escaped burns, and
anxiety and uneasiness were deep
upon all. Even the Kanakas had no
desire to sleep.

The Hiva-Oa boys and the three
Easter Islanders were broad awake,
looking into the darkness of the
lagoon with uneasy eyes. Billy the
Beachcomber sprawled on a mat, but
he was not sleeping. Hudson on the
lugger, King of the Islands on the
ketch, were watchful as cats.

Both of them felt that another
move from the enemy in the hours of
darkness was more than likely, but
they had to confess that they could
not guess what form it might take.
It was only too clear that Mr. Jam was
a more cunning and wily enemy than
the Filipino.

A faint whistling sound, like the
whiz of an arrow, caused Kit Hud-
son’s exclamation. It was followed
by a faint plunge, as something
dropped into the lagoon a fathom or
two from the ketch.

“Tunaviva feller shoot along
arrow. sar !” said Koko. “Shoot along
arrow, along boat along lagoon !”

Ken strained his eyes into the dark-
ness. It .was an arrow that had
whizzed in the air, and the ship was
far out of range of the beach. Evi-
dently the missile came from a boat.
But the boat was not to be seen in the
gloom. No sound had been heard—
muffled oars had been used, and the
boat hLad stopped at a distance.

Low on the water, it could not be
seen; but the tall masts of the
Dawn, black against the stars, guided
the shooting of the unseen bowman.

Whistle again ! Another arrow
plunged into the water, this time
under the rail. Ken had a glimpse of
it as it dropped. The marksman was
aiming high, and the arrow dropped
almost vertically.

“Fool’s game,” said Hudson, from
the lugger. “A thousand to one
against picking a man off in the dark
with that trick.”

“A fool’'s game—if that is all!”
said King of the Islands. “But——"

“Getting the range ?” said Hudson.
“Burning arrows to follow, perhaps !
An old trick of the Islands! Nothing
in it I”

Ken shook his head. He did not
think it was that. Another whiz was
heard, and the shipmates listened
keenly, hoping to discover the direc-
tion from which the arrow came.
There was a squeal from Danny the
cooky-boy, and he scuttled into the
shelter of his galley. Billy the Beach-
comber was heard stumbling down
the companion into the cabin.

The marksman in the unseen boat
was sending his arrows skyward, to
drop vertically, but there was little
danger of one finding a human billet.
If it was a trick to drive the Dawn’s
crew into cover and leave the way
open to attack, it was mot likely to
succeed. Hudson’s grip tightened on
his rifle.

“If we get the bearings of that
boat, we’ll stop his sniping fast
enough !” he muttered.

There was a “plop ” as the arrow
dropped into the lagoon, just astern
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of the ketch. The unseen sniper was
getting the range; mnot an easy
matter, with only the spars of the
ketch against the sky to guide his
shooting in the darkness, and from a
distance.

“That feller along boat plenty too
much fool I” said Koko contemptu-
ously. “No makee finish any feller
along this hooker, along arrow
belong bow belong him.”

“No flaid along that feller !” said
Lompo, shaking his dusky head.

Whiz ! Another arrow, from a great
height, dropped, and this time it
struck the teak rail of the Dawn on
the side where ths lugger was tied
on. It glanced from the hard teak
and grazed Kit Hudson’s arm as if
dropped spent on the lugger.

The Australian lifted Lis rifle to
his shoulder. It seemed tc him that
he had caught the faint twang of a
bow from the darkness astern of the
two vessels that rode bow by bow.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Four shots from the repeating-rifle
cracked out in as many seconds, the
lead showering on the dark water
astern. The shipmates listened
intently as the thunder of the reports
rolled away. There was no ecry, no
sound, from the lagoon. If Hudson
had spotted the direction of the snip-
ing he had made no hit.

“Better luck next time!” grunted
the mate of the Dawn. “I’ll give
them a few more—-"

“Hold on!” said King
Islands hastily.

“May as well keep them on the
jump I

“Hold on, I tell you! The flash
of the rifle will help them get the
range—-"

Hudson

of the

whistled.

who has
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“Perhaps that’s what they wanted.
All the same, I'd like to give them
a few!” .

Whiz! Plop! Evidently the rifle-
fire had helped the marksman in the
unseen boat, for the mnext arrow
dropped fairly on the lugger, and
stuck quivering, a few feet from
the mate of the Dawn. Two Kanakas
were on the lugger with Hudson,
and they gave a startled cackle.

“Silence !” rapped Ken. “Yon
feller boy, you shut up mouth
belong you! Tunaviva feller hear,

ear belong him!”

“Yes, sar!” stammered Kolulo.

Plop, plop! Two more arrows
dropped into the lugger in quick
succession, coming as if {rom the
sky. Lompo and Kolulo slipped
over the rail to the Dawn. The
dropping arrows were getting alto-
gether too close for their liking.
The shipmates did not heed them.
The unseen sniper knew mnow that
he was landing his arrows, though
he could not have known whether
they fell on the lugger or the ketch.

The sniping was getting close, yet
neither of the shipmates could  be-
lieve that the enemy hoped to pick
them off in the darkness by blind
chance. The attack seemed to them
objectless, unless it was intended to
rattle their nerves, and keep them
“on the jump.” Both were ready to
firec at a glimpse of the enemy. But
the darkness wrapped the boat and
the sniper.

“Here comes another!” grinned
Hudson. The mnext second the grin
was wiped from his face. The

arrow dropped into the bottom of,
the lugger, and there was a rending,
crashing roar of explosion. King of
the Islands gave a panting cry:

“Dynamite !”

“Feller dynamite!” stammered
Koko. “Feller dynamite-stick stop
along arrow, my word!”

“Hudson!” shouted Ken,
anxiety.

The force of the explosion shook
the lugger from stem to stern. 1t
flung Hudson from his feet, and he
sprawled headlong. - But he was up
again in a second.

“All  serene!” he
that’s the game—dynamite!
they’ve got the range—-"

“You're not hurt?” panted Ken.

“Only a shake! But the lugger's
got it—she’s going! Cast off!”
With a bound, Hudson leaped on to
the ketch.

in wild

panted. “So
Now

EN’S face was white as chalk
K for a moment. He knew now
the meaning of that patient

and persistent sniping from the
dark. As soon as the hidden sniper
knew that he was landing his

-arrows on one of the vessels, the

next arrow had dropped loaded with
a stick of dynamite. Had it dropped
by Hudson, at the rail, he could
scarcely have escaped with his life.

Fortunately, it had dropped into
the bottom of the lugger, and the
force of the explosion had been ex-
pended on the timbers of the hulil.
A huge gap had been torn in it, and
the waters of the lagoon were already
rushing into the old banana-boat,
from Mangareva.
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Hudson could hear the rush of the

water pouring in below, even as he’

leaped to the keteh.

The sinking lugger was swiftly
cast loose. A gap more than a yard
wide had been torn in her hull, and
the ropes were scavcely cast loose
wlen she plunged under the surface.

Ken’s heart beat quickly. Had
that deadly missile dropped on the
ketech—— But there was no time to
think of that!

“Up hock !” lie roared.

The Dawn was driven from her
anchorage.  To remain where she
was, was to share the fate of the
lugger. Swiftly the anchor swung
loose, and the ketch moved through

the water. Never had sail been
shaken out so swiftly on hoard
King of the Islands’ ketch. There

was a splash, and a splash again,
as the Dawn moved from her anchor-
age, arrows from the wunscen boat
dropping into the lagoon.

The keteh ran before the wind,
swooping towards the northern beach
of the lagoon, and if the dynamite-

loaded arrows were still dropping.
they dropped harmlessly into the

water.  Within a cable's length of
the beach the ketch came about.

King of the Islands’ cyces
glittering.

“We'll get the boat!” he breathed.
“My sainted Sam!  We'll get the
boat! Stand ready to shoot, Kit!”

“You bet!”

The Dawn tacked. and swept down
the dark lagoon. 1In swift motion
she was in little danger from drop-
ping arrows; and it was most likely

wcere

that the cnemy were alrcady pulling
for the beach, now that the game
was up. But they were not going to
escape, if King of the Islands could
help it. It was a long pull to the
beach, and there was a chance of
running down the boat.

There came a sudden, grinding
crash under the sharp prow of the
Dawn. Koko gave a yell of triumph,

“Feller boat no stop !”

Crash, crash! came from the
breaking timbers of the boat,
rammed in  the darkness by the
rushing ketch. Crack, crack, crack!
came from XKit Hudsou’s rifle, on
the forecastle head. Bullets crashed
into the wrecked boat and splashed
into the water.

Wild and frantic cries came from
the lagoon. The fragments of the
boat swept under the Dawn’s prow,
and the crew were swimming for
their lives.

King of the Islands starced astern
into the darkmess.” The cries on the
lagoon died away. The survivors of
the boat’s crew were swimming for
the beach, unscen in the night. But
he knew that a deadly toll had been
taken of the enemy. THudson joined
him, with a grim smile on his face,
and dropped the butt of his rifle to
the deck.

“They've called the fune, and
they've paid the piper!” he said.
“We've put paid to Mr. Jam, so

far!”
Ken nodded.
“We’'ve had luck !’ Ken said.
Tor the remainder of the night

ke Fetch was under way. King

of the Islands did not mtend to
come to anchor again il day-

light. There was no sign from the
men of Tunaviva; for the present,

at least, Mr. Jam had been beaten,
and he gave mno sign. Bub it was
with deep relief that King of the
Islands and his crew saw the sun,
at last, rise from the Pacific.

Under  the sunrise the Dawn
dropped anchor again in her old
anchorage. As the sunlight
strengthened, King of the Islands’
cyes turned on the basaltic cliff by
the, rcef passage. A faint smile
crossed his lips at the sight of a
fat figure in white ducks with a
glaring red cummerbund on the vock
terrace.

It was Mr. Jam, watching the
keteh with black eyes that glittered
from uvolls of fat. And as he saw
the - face of King of the Islands
turned towards him, the trader in
false pearls lifted a podgy fist and
shook it in savage menace.

“We're not done with
Ken!” remarked Hudson.

“And he's not done with us!” said
King of the Islands quietly. “We've
oot a long scorc against that swab,
and I think our turn’s coming!”

him  yet,
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| It is—in Next Saturday’s King |

| of the Islands story—and if |

| ¥YOU don’t want to miss that

| SPLENRID yarn youw'd betier
ORDER Next Weeld’s BMODERN

‘ BOY this very day !
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This is one of the First Prize
A Big TUCK BOX full of Fry’s

delicious chocolates

FRY'S
Nelv{

R 120.16234

The Modern Boy

Don’t be too late!

1,500 SPLENDID PRIZES

Competition Closes April 30th

Quick! Time’s getting short. Don’t miss your chance of
winning one of the 1,500 prizes in Fry’s grand competition.
No entrance fee . . . and no one over 15 may enter.

Buy a bar

—four big delicious sections—of Fry’s new ld. Chocolate
Cream and you’ll get a free entry form with it. The competition’s

going to close very soon.
win a prize.
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So hurry, hurry!
Competitors are divided into three age groups.
Everyone has an equal chance.

SOMERDALE,

Get busy and

CHOCOLATE CREAM 4o

S. FRY & SONS LTD.,

SOMERSET




