


KEN KING and SOLOMON ISLANDS GOLD!

Sunk in the Crackerjack !

ER the whaleboat !”

Ken King’s voice rang
cheerily across the deck of
y Dawn. The morning sunshine
eamed down on the Pacific, and all
§ activity on King of the Islands’
h, hove-to between the reef and
y cannibal island of Suna-Suna.

y one face was dark and gloomy.
was that of Dandy Peter Parsons,
sea-lawyer ‘of Lukwe. Scowling
(o demon, he watched the lower-
the boat and the Kanaka sea-
slinging the diving suit into it.
‘" the cooky-boy came along
n lus galley, a huge grin on his
‘dusky face. Danny was an im-
ant person that morning. He was
ly one of the Dawn’s crew small
to cram into the diving out-
d on him depended whether the
the wrecked Crackerjack, sunk
reef, would be found. And
strutted with his importance.
Peter scowled < at  him
g« The fact that the fat little
boy could cram into the outfit
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.“No can help, sar!

spelt disaster to the plans he had so
cunningly laid to cheat Kit Hudson,
the mate of the Dawn, who was his
partner in the venture to raise the
Crackerjack’s gold, out of his share
of the seven .  thousand golden
sovereigns.  As a last resource, he
had attempted to destroy the diving
suit, and had been clapped in irons
by Ken King, the boy skipper and
owner of the Dawn.

As the cooky-boy went strutting
and grinning past him, the sea-
lawyer’s savage temper broke out.
He could not use his manacled hands,
but he could use his feet. e stepped
away from the mizzen and shot out a
foot. The grin vanished from Danny’s
fat face, and he uttered a fearful yell
as Parsons’ foot crashed on his loin-
cloth, sending him sprawling along
the deck. \

“ My sainted Sam }” ejaculated King
of the Islands, as the spinning cooky-
boy crashed into him and nearly
knocked him backwards.

“Me solly, sar!” yelled Danny.
Fellex- Parsons
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Promoted from the pots and pans of the galley to
deep-sea diver, Danny the HKanaka rifles Davy
Jones’ Treasury! . . . . By CHARLES HAMILTON

kick this feller
belong him,
sar !

Not satisfied with one kick, Peter
Parsons was about to follow it up
with another, when Xit Hudson
grasped him b{] the eollar and swung
him back. “With a 'swing of “his
sinewy arm the mate of the Dawn sent
Dandy Peter crashing back against
the mizzén, and he collapsed at' the
foot of the mast. Hudson glared down
at him with glinting cyés.”

“You scum !”- he -roared.
thieving sea-lawyer! Koko!”

“Yes, sar'!”™ The brown boatswain
came across the deck.

“You give this feller Parsons seven
bells along lawyer-cane!”

“Yes, sar!” grinned .Koko, and
strode away for the lawyer-cane.

Danny, sar, foot
altogether toe much,

“You

Dandy Peter struggled to his  feet,

his eyes burning.

“If you dare ? he panted.

“You swab !” said Hudson savagely.
“You’re not on your cutter, the Sea-
Cat, now; youwre on the Dawn,'and
yow'll toe the line on this packet!”
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The Cooky-Boy’s Haul !

Koko came back with the lawyer-
cane in his brown hand. Dandy
Peter, his face pale with rage, yelled
to Ken: .

“King of the Islands!
nigger off !”

Ken looked at him across the deck.
Danuy was wriggling and squirming
from the savage kick, his fat import-
ance for the moment quite dashed.

“You Lukwe blackguard!” said
Ken. “You're getting what you've
asked for. You've been warned not
to handle my crew as you do your
Lukwe boys on the Sea-Cat. Give
him a dozen, Koko !”

There was a cackle of laughter from
the Hiva-Oa boys as the brawny
boatswain grasped Dandy Peter and

itched him face down omn the deck.

ho lawyer-cane rose and fell in
Koko'’s mighty hand.

Twelve times it lashed across the
back of Peter Parsomns, and his yell-
ing rang across the blue waters,
waking echoes in the bush of Suna-
Suna, where lurked Chief. Komo-omo
and his cannibals.  Parsons lay
squitming when Koko had finished
with him, and the shipmates of the
Dawn gave him no further heed.

The ﬁiving outfit was packed in the
whaleboat, and Danny dropped in,
Lompo and Lufu taking the oars. The
skipper and mate of the Dawn fol-
lowed the Kanakas over the side, and
the boat pushed off.

Koko was left in charge of the
ketch, with Tomoo and Kolulo, and
the three Kanakas watched as the
boat’s crew pulled towards the reef.

Dandy Peter dragged himself to his
feet, his face white, his eyes burning,
and lurched across to the rail, leaning
his manacled hands on it, to watch.

It was a calm day; the sky cloud-
less, the sea almost as smooth as a
pond away from the reef. But .on
the rocks of the long Suna-Suna reef
there was an incessant creaming and
foaming of surf. Jutting teeth of
coral, swirling bursts of foam, were
round the whaleboat as it pulled for a
rocky islet in the midst of the half-
sunken rocks.

Dandy Peter watched it with bitter
cyes. All his scheming had come to
naught now. Cunningly he had con-
trived that the diving suit should be
too small for any man but himself on
board the Sea-Cat, in which he and
Hudson had come to Suna-Suna, to
cram into. Ouly he could have gone
down in it to scek for the gold of
the wrecked -brig, and Kit Hudson
would have seen little of the seven
thousand golden sovereigns sunk in
the Crackerjack had matters gone ac-
cording to plan.

But his crew had fled in the cutter
from the cannibals of Suna-Suna, and
only the arrival of King of the
Islands in the keteh had saved him
and Hudson from the cooking-ovens.

Little gratitude was there in the
sea-lawyer’s heart for that! On the
Sea-Cat he would have “got away”
with his cunning scheme; on the
Dawn there happened to be one of the
native crew small enough to get into
the diving outfit, and that was the
end of Dandy Peter’s scheming !

For he knew—what the shipmates
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suspected—that the gold still
where it had sunk in the wreek.
had seen it and handled it when
went down, and came up again
a lic on his lips, declaring the
was no longer there And what ki
Parsons — had found, Danny ¥
going to find !

He gritted his teeth with hel
rage as he watched the boat pulli
through the surf-ridden coral, @
coming to a stop in calm water oft
little rocky island over the &
where the old Crackerjack lay fi
feet below. "

According to his compact
Hudson, they were to share and sh
alike in the salvage if they foi
it. He had planned to cheat Hud
of his share; and now, after his bl
treachery, he did not expect the mg
of the Dawn to stand by the ¢
pact. He himself had never inten
to stand by it, though Hudson
given him good faith; why shoi
Hudson, after his treachery?
raised his manacled hands and sh
his clenched fists at the . dist
salvage-seekers, y

“ Golden Quids !"” i

ING OF THE ISLANDS sto
K the whaleboat, helping
on with the diving suits
fitted him almost like a glove
his dusky face grinned, with a
of white teeth, from the interior
the helmet. TLompo and Lufu k
the boat steady. e
The sea was calm, a fortunate ¢
cumstance for the salvage-seeke
for in anything like a blow no
could have lived near the Suna
reef. Several times Ken’s eyes
turned anxiously on the sky.
there was hardly a cloud to be s
and only a light wind ruffled the s
face of the Pacific.
Ken fastened the glass in front
the helmet, and the shipmates hel
Danny over the gunwale, the Kanal
throwing their weight on the of
side to keep the whaleboat on an ey
keel. : ¢
The rope was paid out, and |

diver sank like a stone in the
clear . water, dragged down by |

heavily leaded boots. Kit

lecaned over the gunwale, watchi
him with eager eyes. Gladly the mi
of the Dawn would have made f
perilous descent himself to the wig
of the old brig; gladly Ken wo
have made it; but Dandy Pefs
treachery made that impossible. T
could only hope that the cooky-bo
nerve would be equal to the straing
And Danny, though not of the sy
of which heroes are made, W
about his task coolly enough. I
waters and gliding sharks had |
terrors for a Kanaka. A white m
could not help thinking what mig
happen if there was a twist in
diving suit’s air-tube. But the fuz
head of a Kanaka was not much giy
to thinking. If Danny was thinki
at all, it was chiefly of the gold
was to receive if he discovered §
treasure of the sunken brig! ]
Deeper and deeper the strange-lo
ing figure sank, till the leaded f§
rested on the deck of the sunken by
fifty feet under the boat, and glidi
fishes sped away from his heavy trea
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lg:a,i‘ was the water that Ken and Kit could follow
ery movement of the diver, though it clouded a little
anny’s tread stirred up silted sand.
wly, lumbering along the wreck, Danny moved aft,
ove the after-deck and companion-hatch had been
en away and it was possible to sink into the interior
e old Crackerjack. And keen, anxious eyes watched
from above as he sank lower and disappeared into
d water. .
¢ shipmates waited, their hearts beating. Hudson
ed quickly, his checks flushed. Almost every
ng he had had gone in fitting out Dandy Peter’s
for the salvage trip. Was it failure—or had
Peter lied when he came up from the wreck and
ed that the gold was gomne?
dson was certain that he had lied—that he had
the treasure, and kept it a sccret, safe in the
dge that ncither of the shipmates could get into
ving suit and that naked diving was impossible.
there was a doubt—a doubt that was to be resolved
the cooky-boy’s exploration of the hulk. 'The
seemed long to the mate of the Dawn—the
utes endless.
gain nothing from the venture, but he

een to see his mate succeed.
touched Hudson’s arm and pointed to the keteh,
a cable’s length off the reef.
ook !I” he said.
udson glanced round at the Dawn. Three brown
looked over the teak rail—Koko’s, Kolulo’s,
And a white face—white as chalk with angry
sion—watched with them: Even at the distance the
@ and rage in Dandy Peter’s face could be read. The
mates saw him shake his clenched fists, and Ken

hka?i if Dandy Peter thinks we shall have luck !”

ed.

n laughed. The sea-lawyer’s expression was not
staken. e knew that the salvage-seckers were
have luck! And Hudson, laughing, waved his
to Dandy Peter. He could imagine the feelings
h which the sca-lawyer of Lukwe watched the defeat
il his schemes !

med an endless time to the shipmates before the
?me from below to haul up. But it came at
hey dragged on the rope.

‘water clouded with stirred sand, festoomed with
ing seaweed, the figure of the diver came into view
Up and up it came, till the gloved hands caught
wale of the boat and the glass-fronted helmet
out of the water.

shipmates hauled, and Danny put one heavy leg

ing, dusky face of the cooky-boy glimmered at
udson’s voice was sharp and tense :

feller Danny, you see piecee gold along wreck,
ong you?”
uny chuckled.

e, sar! This feller Danny see plenty piecee gold,
belong him, sar! You look, sar, eye belong you !”
)

0 groped in the bag slung to his side. His hand
. came out with something in it that gleamed and
- glittered in the sunshine. There was a musical
ing as the cooky-boy dropped a handful of gold
nto the whaleboat. TLompo and Lufu gave a
excitement, and Danny grinned from ear to
triumph. ;

n quids!” roared Hudson. He caught up the
ore than twenty of them—and ran them through
gers, the bright gold catching the rays of the
il sun.  “Ken! iook—-look! The gold of the
ack ! Hurrah!”

Iuck |” said King of the Islands. “Oh, good

w it!” panted Hudson. “Didn’t I tell you at
Ken, that the old brig was sticking together
ma-Suna, with the gold in her as safe as in the
of Sydney? Didn't 1?”

u did, old chap ! said Ken, with a smile.

ou told me it was a mad venture, and you were
1” gaid Hudson. “If you hadn’t come after
I hadn’t had big luck, I should have finished
(Continued on next page)
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the {)lack recesses of the wrecked brig, from”

e side. Hurriedly Ken unscrewed the glass, and
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The Cooky-Boy’s Hau

in the cooking-ovens on Suna-Sun
and the gold would have stayed the
till the next hurricane broke u
Crackerjack !

“But it’s worked out all right=
plane sailing now, Ken! The chai
in a thousand has come oft [”

“My word, too much plenty g
gasped Lompo, as Danny prodi
handful after handful from his b
Evidently the diver, carefully follog
ing Hudsen’s instructions, had fou
the strong-box in the captain’s cab
in the sunken brig. !

At the auction at Lascelles Isla
when the wreck had been sold, el
hundred and fifty pounds had sce
a large sum to pay for such a sli
chance of fortune. But it seemed
small enough sum now, with sev
thousand sovereigns to show for if

Danny’s axe had broken open th
treasure-box in deep water, and
bag was full of golden coins. Hud
counted them gleefully.  Three Iy
dred sovercigns was the result of th
first trip. 3

“And that scoundrel Peter Parson
came up and told us that the go
was no longer there!” breathed Hud
son. “The swab! The scum! Tk
rascally lubber! No wonder hé
keen to get away-—and to come bad
later, on his own, and raise the gold
the thieving pirate!” ks

“Plenty more gold stop, sar!” sail
Danny, grinning. “Too much fellg
gold altogether, sar, stop along tha
brig !”

The glass was screwed on agail
and the diver sank once more in
deep waters. This time a sack
lowered on a rope beside him, for thi
diver to fill. Over the gunwale of
whaleboat the shipmates watched him
at work, lumbering about the sunke
wreck in the heavy diving sudt lik
some strange creature of the sta amie
the seaweed. - The signal-to haul was
again given, and the boat’s crey
dragged up the sack, heavy with gold:

Their eyes danced as they dragg
it in, tilted it open, and a cascade o
sovereigns shot out in a strcam intg
the boat. Half a hundredweight o
the precious metal, all in brigh
yellow Australian sovereigns, hat
come up in the sack.

Lompo and Lufu gazed at it i
wonder. Never had their eyes beheld
such treasure; indeed, they would
hardly have believed that there wa
so much gold in the wide world.. From
the distant ketch came a shout {rom
Koko and Tomoo and Kolulo; the
had caught the gleam of the gold in
the sunshine, and knew that the
diving was a success. Dandy Peter
knew it, too, and he gritted his teeth
in helpless rage. :

Down went another sack, loaded
with ballast of coral—for Danny f¢
tip out the ballast and replace it with
golden coins. Again the shipmate
hauled in, and the heavy sack cam
over the side. And then cam
Danny’s signal to haul him up, an
he was drawn up to the boat. Ken
and Kit helped him in, and the glass
was unscrewed.  Danny gaspef for
breath and grinned at them glecfully,

(Continued on page 40) ;,
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The Cooky-Boy’s Haul !
(Continued from page 38)

“Feller gold go finish!” he an-
uwounced. “All piecee gold stop along
this feller boat, sar!”

Ken helped the cooky-boy off with
the diving dress, while Hudson, with
dancing eyes, counted the sovereigns,
arranging them in little piles of
twenty. Pile after pile glimmered in
the sunshine. Danny sat down,
breathing hard after his long im-

prisonment in the diving dress, and

chuckling with glee at his success.
Ken watched his shipmate’s occupa-
tion with a smiling face. When the
piles were completed, Hudson counted
them, and they came to three hundred

‘and fifty.

between  the

* ﬂq‘)amtcd them

“How’s the tally, old man?” asked
King of the Islands.

“Right as rain—seven thousand to
the last quid!” said Hudson. He
swept the piles of sovereigns into the
sacks. “Suffering cats! We've
picked up more gold than a man could
comfortably carry on his back, old
bean ! Now for the Dawn. The sooner
woe  get away from the Solomon

Islands the better I shall he pleased !”

“Washy-washy along keteh, you
feller boy !” said King of the Islands.
And the whaleboat pulled back to the
Dawn.

Fleeing from the Cannibals!

OMO-OMO, chief of the cannibal
blacks of Suna-Suna, stood up,
staring across the tall prow of

a Solomon Island war-canoe as it slid
out of the channels of the mangroves
into the sea. Thirty savages were
crowded in the chief’s canoe; and
after it came canoe after canoe, with
equal numbers in them, and in-
aumerable paddles flashing.

Komo-omo's eyes were fixed on the
keteh, hove-to on the shining waters
island and the reef,
where the whaleboat was swinging up
to the davits. And his black eyes
‘gleamed and flashed like the polished
coffee-can that hung on his brawny
black chest. The white men were still
lingering in those dangerous waters!

‘Komo-omo had had time to gather
forces from far and near to avenge
his previous defeat by them, and now
he was coming to the attack with all
the canoes of his tribe and an over-
whelming swarm of fighting-men.
Countless paddles flashed swiftly as
the ‘bunch of war-canoes swept across
the half-mile of glistening water that
h‘om the whitc men’s
ship.

“Plenty feller canoe comey, sar!”

‘said Koko. “Too much feller cannibal

stop along that feller canoe, sar!”

King of the Islands glanced at the
savage array and smiled. On the
deck of the Dawn lay the sacks of
gold raised from the wreck of the
COrackerjack. Dandy Peter—relcased
from his irons now—was standing by
them, regarding them with bitter
cyes, and he did not even glance to-
wards the array of the blacks of Suna-
Suna. He was thinking of what he
tiad lost by his treachery; and think-
ing, perhaps, that honesty, after all,
might have been the best policy.

“ Komo-omo seems to have gathered

~ The Modern Boy

all his jolly old family!” remarked
Hudson, with a chuckle. “But we've
got the wind, and we’re finished here.
It’s good-bye to the Solomon Islands.”

“Ay, ay !” answered Ken. “They’ve
lost no time—but they’re- too late!
Up mainsail 1

Spread out in a half-circle, pad-
dling swiftly, the mass of war-canoes
shot across the water. Yells from the
Solomon Island savages rcached the
crew of the Dawn as they shook out
sail. The ketch began to move before
the wind that came out of the south-
west. The shipmates looked back at
the savages, with smiles on their
faces.

Fast as the blacks paddled, they
had no chance of running down the
keteh under sail. The Dawn stood to
the north, between the island and the
long reef, ‘and from some of the
canoes arrows whizzed after her. But
t,h('[y fell short, dropping in the sea,
and the Hiva-Oa boys waved their
dusky hands and made defiant ges-
tures at the blacks toiling in pursuit.

“Solomon Island boy plenty big
fool along he tinkce catchee us!”
chuckled Lompo.

“Altogether too much plenty fool !”
laughed Tomoo. “He no——" Sud-
denly he broke off with a cackle of
alarm as the wind died away, spilling
out of the Dawn’s sails and leaving
them flapping idly.

Howling ferociously, the cannibals
came on with a rush, their canoes
rapidly overhauling the ketch as the
Dawn lost way.

“My sainted Sam!” exclaimed Kit.
“That’s torn it!” And, grabbing. up
bis rifle, he jumped to the stern and
commenced to pump bullets at the
leading canoe.

Yelling orders to Koko to stand fast
at the wheel and the crew to get rifles
from the rack at the base of the mast,
Ken joined Kit and opened fire.

Kit was making good shooting, but
his bullets failed to stop the savages.

Ken knew that it was up to him
and Kit to stop the blacks. It was
no use depending on the Kanakas.
Their shooting was hopeless.  They
simply pulled trigger and trusted to
luck where their bullets went, never
stopping to take aim. But the boy
trader ordered them to open fire,
hoping that their bullets would go
near enough to the paddlers to
intimidate them.

By some strange fluke, cach of the
five Hiva-Oa boys’ bullets found a
mark in the leading canoes. Paddlers
went tumbling backwards, and for a
moment the canoes faltered. Then
they came on again, Ken and Kit
pumping bullets into them, and the
crew firing wildly in their excitement.

Dandy Peter had taken no part in
the affaiv. It seemed as if he did not
care if Ken King’s ship was captured.
Then he recalled his awful experiences
in the canoe-house on Suna-Suna when
he had hbeen Komo-omo's prisoner,
and, shuddering at the recollection,
he got a rifle and joined in the
defence. He was a crack shot, and
his well-aimed bullets, added to Ken’s
and Kit’s, caused the blacks to spread
out and try to circle the ketch.

As they did so the wind.came again,
and the keteh began to move, gradu-
ally gaining speed and leaving the
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cannibals behind.  With how
rage, the blacks made a last att
to overhaul her. But it failed,
the Dawn sped on at cver-incre
speed.

lening before the wind, t
sped out into the open Pacific,
of Suna-Suna, with the can
in pursuit, the paddles flashin
sun, Komo-omo brandished
in his rage at seeing his en
escape.  North of the reef, the k
tacked to the cast and swept §
towards the main group of
Solomons. 3

And still the obstinate sava
hoping against hope, carried ol
chase. Tt was not till the sun:
dipping down to Suna-Suna that
gave it up in despair, and the p
of the war-canoes were turned
towards the cannibal island.

“They’ll be watching for us agé
grinned Hudson. “They don’t k
yet that we've finished wit
Suna! By gum, I'm glad to s
last of it! I don’t like thinkin
the night I spent in Komo-
canoe-house, with the cookin
ready in the morning !” He shivg
“It was a mad venture, Ken, ag
told me at the start, but it's
out a winner!” ,

He glanced at the two sacks of
which still lay on the deck. [k
one of them he drew twent;
sovercigns, and called to Danny,
fat cooky-boy came up grinning
receive the reward for his servie
the diving dress. He grinned
car to car as he ran the sovere
through his brown fingers.

“My word, this feller Danny pl
too much rich g(illor!” chuckled
cooky-boy. “Along we s ‘
Laligge,yull feller say tl‘iﬁ?
Danny plenty too much rie
samee white feller master!”
Danny went singing back o
galley. T

|

HEN the sacks were tied up.
I carried below to the st
room. Dandy Peter waf
the Kanakas carrying them dow
bitter look on his face. He @
across the deck to the shipmat
hands clenched, his eyes glinting.
“Where do I come in on this dei
he asked, in a voice thick with ra
King of the Islands shrugg
shoulders and turned his back on
Hudson regarded him with cool |
tempt. o
“{Nllcro do you expect to come
after the game you played?”
asked. “You thieving scum,
went down first and found the g
and then reported that it was le
But for the cooky-boy, you mi
have got away with it.  You're
Iuck not to be kicked over the sid
“If you're going to rob me
hissed Peter Parsons. A
“Why not ?” smiled the mate of |
Dawn.  “You fixed it all up from
beginning to rob me—and they i
that one good turn deserves an
“King of the Islands—"
Parsons.
“Leave me out of it,” said I
curtly, “You've told me you

(Continued on page 42)

1‘5/12’/»



The Cooky-Boy’s Haul !
(Continued from page 40)

that I don’t come in on this deal!
You're dealing with my mate.”

Parsons clenched his hands
vulsively, X

“So that's your game, Kit Hud-
son [’ he said, in a choking voice.

" Why not?” smiled Hudson, “ What
game ‘would you be playing in my
place, Peter Parsons?”

- The sea-lawyer made no veply. He
twrned away, almost sick with rage.
*Hudson langhed. :

“The way of the jolly old frans-
gressor is - hard!” he remarked.
“ Parsons can chew on that till we
raise Santa Cruz. We can kick him
off the keteh when we get there.”

The thoughts in the sca-lawyer’s
mind were casy enough to read in
his dark and savage face as the ketch
made the run castward. A favour-
able wind carried her through the
Malaita Strait, and she ran down to
Santa Cruz.

In the harbour of Santa Cruz the
disappointed and enraged sca-lawyer
had a gleam of comfort: his cutter,
the Sea-Cat, was waiting for him
there, with his two Lukwe boys on
hoard. It was only to get rid of him
that the Dawn had put in at Santa
Cruz before stretching her sails for
Lalinge, her home port.

As the ketceh came to anchor, Dandy
Peter waved his hand to Koo aud
Toto, staring from his cutter, and
they came across for him in a native
canoe,

con-

Parsons stood watching them as
they canie.  He had his cutter back—
and that, with what he stood up in,
was all he had after that wild and

perilous venture in the Solomon
Islands. He gripped the teak rail so

hard that his knuckles showed white.

King of the Islands glanced at his
mate. Hudson laughed and spoke a
word to Koko, who went down the
companion. He returned in a few
minutes with a heavy sack on his
brawny shoulders.

The canoe slid under the rail of
the Dawn, and Toto and XKoo stood up
and held on for their master to step
down. Peter Parsons turned a last,
bitter lopk on the smiling shipmates.
His rage was almost too deep for
words, and his voice came huskily as
he spoke.

“You've done me!” he
thickly. “You've done me

“You fool and rascal !” interrupted
Kit Hudson contemptuously.  “I’ve
let you think that your own rotten
game was going to be played on you-—
but youw're dealing with a white man,
not with a scoundrel like yourself.
You scum, your half of the gold is in
that sack—every sovereign of it !”

The sca-lawyer started and canght
his breath. :

“You mean-——" he panted.

“Piteh it into the canoe, Koko !”

The  boatswain dropped the sack
containing three thousand five hun-
dred sovercigns over the rail into the
canoe.

Dandy Peter stared after it with

muttered

3

unbelieving  eyes.
blankly at Hudson. ;
King of the Islands burst into
laugh. .
“There’s your share, you scu
said Hudson. He made a stri
the sea-lawyer and grasped him i
sinewy hands. “You double-deali
treacherous swab, there’s your
—every sovercign of it!  AndW
you're going after it!” b
He swung the sea-lawyer of Ll
clear of the deck, and Dandy Pe
yelled as he spun in the air, 3
The next moment he was pi
bodily over the rail, landing wif
crash on the sack of gold in the can
The canoe rocked wildly
shipped water. Peter Parsons g
dizzily, drenched to the skin. I
and Koo, grinning, pushed off @
paddled for the Sca-Cat.
And as the Dawn pulled out fo's
again the last the shipmates sa
Dandy Peter he was standing o
deck of his cutter, shaking a clengl
and furious fist after them !

Then he look

Herve's Great News! A bra
new  character appears

: MODERN BOY Next Saturd
: (another Splendid Chris
Number, by the way !) and 3
are going to take him to y
hearts instantly. He's Pervei

Ulysses  Woodger, and he's
setting out to wve-disco
America, It's as full of laug

as it is of high adventurelll

[THREE FASCINATING HOBBIES FOR BOY

RAILWAYS

AND SHIPS

Ran for 50 minutes non-stop in her trials, cover-

your
Price £2 10s. od.

NOW the dark Christmas evenings creep
in we are eager for something to do—let it
be MODEL-MAKING this year, Get Dad
to start you off with one of the splendid
array of BASSETT-LOWKE models.

“ENTERPRISE”

GAUGE “0” STEAM EXPRESS.

ing, 1) miles, The ideal first gteam loco ive for 233
o boy to have, Absolutelysfoolproof. A credit to One 18 .ﬁnc'l‘f\nzo of B,ASM".I I'-
main line.  Length with tender 18 in. LOWKE sailing yachts. In sizes from

® A35. MODEL RAILWAY
CATALOGUE

BEyvery boy will find something uscful in this list
and handbook combined,
deals thoroughly with every t
model ageessor,
OUT THIS MON
and it will be in your hands by return,

SPECIAL CHRISTMAS BARGAIN OFFER of clockwork gauge “0”
¢« PRINCESS ELIZABETH.” locomotive.

BASSETT - LOWKE LTD. NORTHAMPTON

MANCHESTER :: 28, Corporation Street.

Ii has 150 pages, and
of railway and
You must haye the new cdition,
TH. Send 6d. to Northampton,

LONDON : 112, High Holborn, W.C.1.

Motor

8.35.

CYG~

NET

ns, from 2 guineas each.
HAWK” from 1 guinea,

NNIA” from £2 55, 0d,
Bouts from 10s. 6d.

MODEL SHIP

CATALOGUE

naval cxperts.

The Boy keen on boats: and the sca
will revel in the pages of this splen-
didly illustrated book om ships and
ship modelg, written by engineers and
Price 6d., post free.

Send to Northampton for leaflet,

They can be had at all prices—locomotives,
yachts, motor boats, and engines, besides
FITTINGS and PARTS if you want to
make your own particular model, Visi
London Shop this Christmas, or send a .
penny stamp to Northampton for oup
Free Booklet of Trains and Boats, No. 35. +

TRACTION ENGINE

o

WORKING MODEL BURRELL TYPE,
'hose who want to be real engineers shonld =

this fine model from castings and. parts;
IT-LOWKE  can  supply the ~workin
drawings, and also the complete set of par
as well as the splendid. finished model, which®
costs £16 16s. 0d. e

® B.35. MODEL ENGINE
CATALOGUE g

If yon like making models yon will find this®
fine hook an *““open wsesame” for castings, ™
parte, and raw materials of the best kind®
at tho best prices. Also boilers and stationas
engines described. 6d., post free,

The Modern Boy
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