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A SLEDGE THAT GOES UPHILL !—See page 8



The scallywag deck~hand of the ketch Dawn has vanished! A small clue

in the vast South Seas sets KING OF THE ISLANDS on

the track of

the one white man who has crossed

the——

News of the Lugger!

#ZING OF THE ISLANDS had 2
worried frown on his handsome,
boyish face as the ketch Dawn
raised the island of Kulua in

the biue Pacific. Kulua lay wide of
his course, and the boy skipper and
owner of the ketch had no eall to
make there. But his glance turned
again and again on the island, rising
dark from the blue of the sea.

- Kit Hudson, mate of the Dawn,
- grinned, reading the thoughts behind
Ken King’s frowning brow. Xoko,
the boatswain, at the wheel, watched
his white master expectantly. But
Ken King gave no order, and the
boatgwain’s brown hands kept the
wheet steady. -

“It means chucking away a day,
old man,” said Kit Hudson, breaking
the silence, in answer to Ken’s un-
spoken thoughts., Ken started.

“Eh? What does?” he asked.

“Calling in at Kulua for news of
- Barney Hall’s lugger ! chuckled Kit.
“I’ve been reading your thoughts in
your jolly old speaking ceuntenance,
old bean.”

Ken stared at him for a moment,
then laughed. :

“Yes, that’s what I was thinking
of,” he said. “We’ve seen nothing of
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Ken King lashed out, and Barney Hall
went over backwards, crashing down
on the low gunwale. Then he siid
into the water, and the lagoon closed
over his vanishing feet.

e A A

the lugger since a week ago at the
Albatross Reef, but, as likely as not,
Barney Hall was making Kulua.”

“But, as likely as not, he wasn’t !”
said Hudson. “Time’s money, Ken,
and we can’t afford to put in at every
island we raise on our course on the
chance of picking up Barney Hall and
that scallywag Paget there.”

“No !” agreed Ken. But his eyes
He

turned again on distant Kulua.
was worried.
Ray Paget, the scapegrace and

scallywag, had been put in his charge
by his uncle, the Pacific €ompany’s
manager at Lalinge. It was by no
fault of Ken’s that Paget had deserted
from the Dawn. He had swum off to
the lonely Albatross Reef, and Barney
Hall’s lugger had picked him up.
With the rcef between the two
vessels, King of the Islands had been
unable to pursue. The scallywag
was gone; and Hudson,. at. least,
regarded it as a good. riddance. . Un-
doubtedly it was. But Ken had in
mind his . promise’ to theiyoung
wastrel’s uncle. § el

His old enemy, Barney -Hall “of
Tonga, had been glad to. help a
deserter escape from - the ketch.
Nothing had been seen of the lugger
since. Ken would have been glad to
run down the Tonga trader, square
accounts with - him, , and take the
scallywag back by main force,  if
necessary. But the lugger was lost in
the immensity of the Pacific.

“Kulua, as likely as not !” muttered
King of the Islands.

“And as unlikely as not!” Hudson
laughed. ‘ o

“I suppose so,” said Ken slowly.
“We can’t- spend time combing the
Pacific for that reckiess' young fool.

~ But Mr. Belnap put him in our hands,
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Kit, We'ro responsible for him, and
T’d give a good deal to get him back
on the Dawn. The wind’s fair for
Kulug—"

“But not for getting away again !”
said Hudson. “I fancy there’s more
than ome craft in the lagoon therc
now, waiting for a chance to get out.”

“Ay, ay! Kecep her steady, Koko !”

King of the Islands made up his
mind. And the Dawn kept on her
course, with Kulua far away on the
port side. But Ken's eyes lingered

.on the island he was passing, and

where it was possible that Barney
Hall’s lugger lay at anchor in the
lagoon.

From  the direction of the island
a speck moved on the water. Ken
watched it for a few minutes, then
called to the boatswain :

“You feller Koko, you look along
sea cye belong you, along feller
island! You see feller boat?”

The brown boatswain fixed his keen
¢ycs on the speck. :

“Fcller whaleboat stop along sca,
sar,” he answered. “Comey along
sea, no stop along Kulua.”

“I thought so,” said Ken. “That’s
a_ whalcboat pulling out of Kulua,
Kit—some trader who doesn’t carc to
wait for the wind. Shorten sail I”

The keteh was doing seven knots,
and at that speed the boat would soon
have been dropped.  The boat evi-
dently had pulled out of Kulua, and
was heading to cross the course of the
Dawn. It was a chance to get news
of tho eraft in the lagoon, and King
of tho Islands shortened sail at once
to stand by and hail the whaleboat.

. . .

HIE boat came rapidly ncarer.

l A crew of six Kanakas were

pulling at the oars, and in the
stern sat a small man under a big,
shady hap. _He stood up to look at
the igtch, and "Ken recognised the
little dark olive face under the shade
of the big grass-hat.

“Pedro Prado, the pearl-buyer ! he
said. = “We'll' get the news from
hiin, Kit.”. Ken leaned over the rail
and waved-his hand to Prado. The
little Portuguesc_ haif-caste, recoguis-
ing him, waved back, with a grin that”
showed his teeth in a gleam of whitc
across his dark face. Prado was an.
old acquaintance of King of the’

- Islands, and ‘was evidently pleased to

sce him.

. “This feller Prado plenty glad sce

King of the Islands, eye belong him !”
said Prado, taking off the big grass-
hat and making the boy trader o
graceful bow under the rail of the
Dawn. Prado had little English, and
Ken less Portugucse, and the pearl--
buyer spoke in pidgin-English. “You
wantee look along feller pearl—buy
um?p2- .

““Not this time, Prado,” Ken smiled.
“You've just come out of Kulua?”

“Yes,” said Prado.

“Any craft in the lagoon?”

“Two-three. stop along Kulua. wait
along wind,” said the pearl-buyer.
“This fcller no wait. S’pose no sail,
black feller washy-washy. Time, him
money.”

“Is there a lugger in the lagoon?”
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‘Lugger belong Barney Hall, he
belong Tonga,” answered Prado.

“Then Barney Hall is there, Ken!”
exclaimed Hudson. “That means
you’re going to put in at Kulua?”

“You’ve seen Barney Hall’s eraft
in the lagoon, Prade? Did you seo
a white man on board—a boy—a
fellow named Paget?”

Prado shook his head.

“Barncy Hall only white man
along lugger,” he said. “Four-five
Tonga boys and Barney Hall. No
other white.”

“You’re sure?”

“Plenty too much!
along lugger along trade along
Barncy Hall. No other white feller
stop along lugger.”

“What the dickens has become of
Paget, then?” muttered Hudson. “ We
saw Hall pick him wup, across the
Albatross Reef.”

Ken shook his head.

He thanked the pearl-buyer for his
information, and Prado made another
deep bow, waved his hat, and pulled
off in his whaleboat. Koko, watching
his white master, received a sign from
him, and gave a turn to the wheel.
Prado’s whaleboat disappeared into
the blue of the Pacific as the ketch
ran down to the reef passage of
Kulua.

“Wastc of time, old man!” said the
mate of the Dawn.

“We know now that Barney Hall’s
lugger is there, Kit.”

“But not Paget !I” Hudson laughed.
“I’d like to see Barney, and kick him
for the trick he played us at the
Albatross Reef—but it’s not worth
losing the wind for.”.

“But where can the scallywag be
if he’s not on the lugger?”

“The lazy lubber hated being on
this packet,” Hudson answered. “Do
you think he found it any better on
Hall’s _filthy little lugger? He
jumped out of the frying-pan into
the firc in making the change. Hall
may have touched at some island
before Kulua, and if he didn’t kick

This feller go

the swab ashore, very likely Paget

would clear off on his own. Anyhow,

1t docsn’t look as if we shall find him~

on the lugger.”

Ken was silent for a minute or two.
He kunew that he was losing time,
and losing the wind, and after what
Prado had told him, it did not scem
that Paget was still with Barney
Hall. He was tempted to rap out
fresh orders and resume his former
course. But he shook his head at
last.

“Yowre right, Kit,” he said. “But
I'm answerable for that exasperating
young swab. . I can’t lose a chance
of getting him back and keeping him
out of mischief. Prado mayn’t have

seen him—the. fellow may have gonc -

ashore. Anyhow——-" .

‘“Anyhow, we’re losing this wind on
the chance of picking up & cheeky fool
we don’t want!” grunted Hudson.
“All right, go ahead!”

Ken smiled. On her new course
the ketch made good speed, and an
hour after dropping Prado’s boat she
wag- threading -the reef passage of
Kulua. As the ketch came through
thesreef into the .lagoon,- the first

craft that met the eyes of the ship-

mates was Barmey Hall’s lugger—
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with the brawny trader of Tonga
standing on his deck, starving blankly
towards the Dawu as she came sweep-
ing in. -

Looking for a Sail!

AY PAGET, standing on a coral
islet  that jutted hardly a
couple of feet above the seca-

level, shaded his weary cyes with his
hand and stared across the blue
infinity of the Pacific.

East and west, the long Albatross
Beei:‘ ran for miles; here and there
jutting above the water, but for the
most part sunken below the surface,
marked by creaming surf.

North and south the Pacific
stretched—blue, . blinding, endless.

It was a dangeraugsrect, avoided by

skippers. Only in fgie: weather was
any craft likely ¢ with the
Albatross Reef in sightg#Even in fair -
weather most skippers gapesit a wide

berth, ronnding
Paget, as endle
day, realised h
was of his cve
solitary reef o
had marooned -

How many blazing days and starry
nights had passed since he had been
abandoned there, he did not know—
Le had lost count of time. Every day,
shelterless under the burning sua,
seemed without end.

“with a widec offing.

ktle chance there
e taken off the
Barney Hall

For the first two or three days it~

had secemed like some horrid dream
to the hapless seallywag. On Ken
King’s ship he had been an unwilling
recruit—lazy, sullen, discontented,
watching for a chance to desert.

He had jumped at the chance of
getting away from the Dawn—on a
dirty trading lugger, or any other
craft. He knew mnothing of Barney
Hall, except that he was an cnemy of
Ken King’s—a recommendation, in
the eyes of the scallywag. Hec had
trusted himself, with his money in his
belt, in the hands of the most ruthless
ruffian in the South Seas. .

His moncy was in Barney Hall’s
belt now, and he was marooncd on the
Albatross Recf—to perish there.

Had King of the Islands known,
there might have been a chance of
rescuc. He hated the boy trader, but
Ken would never have left him to die
in this horror of solitude, and he
knew it.

But Ken did not know, and could
not know. All Ken kunew was that
he had been picked up by Hall’s
lugger. - .

In his desperation, Paget clung to
a hope that Hall might relent, and
return to the reef to take him off.
But he knew that it would not~be so.

He had been left with the clothes
he stood in—mnothing more. From
sunrisc to sunset he watched the sea
with aching eyes. Ounce, twice, he
saw, or fancied he saw, a sail.

But it camc nowhere near the reef,
and he had no means of making a
signal. There was nothing on the
reef but masses of seaweed cast up by
the tides—not a speck of earth to give
root to a-solitary palm. A signal-fire
on the reef might have caught a
distant eye, but he had no means of
making a fire. Only by the remotest
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miraculous chance could rescue come,
and he knew that it would not come.

Yet he clung to life! In crannies
of the reef he hunted for sea-birds’
eggs and found them in plenty. For
whole days thirst tormented him, but
a sudden rain-storm that beat on the
reef in sheets of water relieved him,
leaving every hollow an overflowing

ool. He slept at night in a bed of

anked-up sand—to drag himself at
-dawn to another weary day of watch-
~ ing the sca.

Now he stood on the highest point
of the coral islet in the reef, and
scanned once more the endless blue
waters. Sea-birds wheeled and called
over the long reef in infinite numbers.
+ Fishes of many colours played -and
darted in the waters by the coral.
Other signs of life there were none—
not even a lizard crawling on the hot
- rocks.
>~ North and'south, east and west, he

scarched the sea for the sail that did
not come; Overhead, the sun burned,
aball of fire, in a glondlcss sky.

He ceased to seaxgh the sea at last.
There was nothing—only the endless
blue. He stared.down at the lapping
water below him. -The thought was
in his mind of a-sudden plunge, and
. the end of his sufferings. But he
knew that it would not come to that
unless silence and solitude and burn-
ing sun crazed him.

-Leaving the high point of the coral
islet, he resumed his usual weary
daily task of hunting along the reef
for eggs. The rain-pools.were dry-
.ing up in the hot sun—only here and
there, in some deep hollow, remained
‘a little brackish water. When that
was gone—

Before a week had passed’it scemed
to the castaway that life had always
heen on the coral reef, in the im-
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mensity of sea and sky—that hisSpre-
vious existence was far off—an unreal
dream !

Night came, bringing relief from
the burning sun. But the starry
nights, like the days, seemed endless.
Sleeping by fits and starts, waking
with the boom of surf in his ears, he
longed for dawn—to watch the sea
again, for the sail that did not come.

Ken Hits Out!

BARNEY li:[AL]} fixed dhis sEnken
eyes, gleaming under shaggy
b}ly'ows,gon the handsome k(:g:o%h

as it came sweeping into the lagoon

at Kulua. His teeth shut hard on the
stem of his black pipe. It was the

Dawn, and he could see King of the
Islands, his mate, Koko, and the
Hiva-Oa crew on deck, all looking to-

wards the lugger.

His Tonga boys were ashore, with
the exception of Koo, the boat-steerer.
Koo, following his master’s fixed
stare, glanced at the Dawn, and gave
Barney a quick, alarmed look.

“Feller King of the Islands comey
along Kulua !” muttered Koo. :

Hall gave him a glare. His Tonga
crew, of course, knew what had hap-
pencd on the lugger—knew where the
scallywag had been left, and why.
Barney Hall could trust them; they
went 1n terror of his savage tongue,
his heavy fist backed wup by his
clubbed revolver. They had helped
him in more than one dark deed, in
lonely waters of the Pacific, and they

—_—_

Suspicion flashed Into Ken King’s

mind as he read the words and signa-

ture on the back of the banknote the

old trader had given him. ‘ Where

did you get this note, MacFinn ? >’ he
demanded.

had learned to tell no tales on the
beaches. But if King of the Islands
questioned them it might be a
different matter. e

But why should he? It was over a
week since Ray Paget had been picked
up in the lugger. It was easy enough
to account for the fact that he was no
longer on board. A lie or two cost
Barney little. :

“You feller Koo, you no talk too
much tongue belong you, s’posee King
of the Islands talk along you feller
boy i” growled A Hall threateningly.
“You savvy?”

“Yessar ! murmured Xoo.

“You go along ‘shore, you spcak
along feller boy belong me, you tell
feller boy no speakee along King of
the Islands!” Hall paused. “That
white feller name belong him Paget,
he go along shore along Manu, you
savvy ?” : ’

“Savvy too
grinned. = .

And Koo dropped into one of the
Kulua canoes round the lugger and
made for the beach, to give Barney’s
warning to the rest of the Tonga
crew. '

Left alonc on the lugger, Hall bent
his scowling brows on the incoming
ketch again. He hitched his belt a
little to bring the butt of his revolver
nearcr his hand. Even on Kulua, a
law-abiding island with a white
magistrate and native police, Hall
was the man to handle a weapon, if he
saw fit. And he had.cause to look for
trouble whert King of the Islands laid
him aboard. Apart from the affair of
Ray Paget, from which he feared
little, he had loosed off: his. rifle at the
Dawn on the last meeting at sea,
sending bullets through her canvas
from shecr defiant insolence. It was

much; sar!” Koo
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not likely that the shipmates had for-
gotten.

The Dawn came gliding - through-

the smooth waters of the Kulua
lagoon. At a distance, an Amecrican
whaler and a Dutch brig lay at
anchor, waiting for a wind to get out
to sca. It was for a wind that Barney
Hall was waiting—he had finished his
trade on Kulua. He had not expected
to see King of the Islands therc. He
had asked on .shore whether the boy
tradecr was expected at Kulua, and
learned that none of the traders ex-
pected the Dawn. So it was a sur-
prise, and an unpleasant one, to sec
the Dawn come in.

The ketch ranged in, and dropped
her sails and ran alongside the
lugger. Ken and Kit looked over
the rail at Barney Hall, who scowled
at them blackly.

EN'8 quick glance flashed over
K the dingy, dirty lugger. Barney
Hall sailed a foul craft; and it
seemed likely enough that the fastidi-
ous Paget had found it little to his
taste. He was not to be seen on the
lugger, at all events; but ncither
were any of the crew.

“I’m  coming aboard, Barney
Hall ! called out the boy trader.

“Stick on your own packet, Ken
King !” snarled back Hall. “You're
not wanted -on this lugger, and you
know it.”

“I want my man, who deserted at
the Albatross Reef.” y

“You won’t find him here! He
cleared off at the first stop—a lazy
lubber with too much lip!”

Hudson grinned. That was a good
description of the scallywag of
Lalinge. If, indeed, he had sailed
with Barney Hall, it was certain that
he would have had rough words and
hard knocks from the ruffianly trader
of Tonga. Hall was the last skipper
in the Pacific to take laziness or
“lip ? from a man in his crew, white
or brown or black.

“The first stop?” repeated King of
the Islands. “Where was that?”

“Manu!” answered Hall curtly.

“You put in at' Manu—when ?”

“Two days after dropping the
Albatross Reef.”

“And Paget deserted there?”

«“J reckon I was willing to let him
go,” said Hall coolly., “I only picked
him up because he was running from
your ship, King of the Islands, and
you know that without my telling
you. I sail with a native crew—I
don’t want any fine gentlemen on my
lugger.”

Ken stood silent. Hall’s tale was
plausible enough; it was, in fact,
exagtly what might have happened,
had: not the scallywag allowed the
ruffian to learn that he had money
in his belt, and thus excited Hall’s
cupidity.

“Look on Manu for him, if you
want him!” added Hall, and he
turned his back on the shipmates.

He swung back as there was a light

* footfall on his deck. Ken had jumped.

on the Dawn’s rail, and thence down
into the lugger. XKoko Tollowed him.
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Hall made a stride at Ken, fists
clenclied.

“I've told you 1 don’t want you
on this packet, King of the Islands!?
he roared. “Look on Manu for your
man, if you want him.”

“I’'m looking on your lugger first,
Barney Hall!” answered the boy

trader.
“You got an Admiralty warrant to
search  another. skipper’s ship?”

bawled Hall.

“No! " But I'm -going to look
through your lugger for my man
Paget, and you're not going to stop
me.”

Barney Hall came at him with
clenched fists.  He had nothing to
fear from a search of the lugger, but
his savage temper boiled up. He was
not to be braved on his own deck—if
he could help it.

The gigantic ruffian towered over
King of the Islands, sturdy as Ken
was.

“Get back on your own ship, Ken
King !” roared Hall. “I give you one
second to jump, before I knock you
into the lagoon.”

“Thank you for nothing!” said
Ken quietly.

“You going?” roared Hall.

€ NO !))

That was enough. The trader of
Tonga rushed at King of the Islands,
lashing out blows with both huge
fists.

From the Dawn, Kit Hudson and
Tomoo and- Lufu and Lompo and
Kolulo and Danny all watched with
bated breath. 11 of them knew
what the boy trader could do with
his hands; but the trader of Tonga
was so big and heavy, that perhaps
they felt a twinge of doubt. If so, it
was soon relieved.

King of the Islands side-stepped
the rush so suddenly and swiftly that
Barney Hall swept past him, crashed

chuckled Danny.
along anchor belong feller lugger.”

There was a splashing and foam-
ing in the water as the trader of
Tonga came to the surface. He came
up astern of the lugger, swimming,
panting for breath.

Unheeding him, King of the

Islands proceeded to look through the.

lugger. It needed only a few minutes
to satisfy ‘him that Ray Paget was

not on board. He and Koko jumped

back to the Dawn as Hall clutched at
the side to clamber on the lugger.

Panting for breath, gasping with
rage, drenched and dripping, Hall
dragged himself on board—and stood
in a pool of water that ran down from
his limbs. Mad with rage, he
grasped at the revolver in his belt;
lout it was soaked with water and use-
ess. .

The Dawn was sheering off to pick
an anchorage ; and Barney Hall shook
a fierce fist after the shipmates look-
ing back with smiling faces.

A cable’s length from the Tonga
lugger, King of the Islands dropped
the anchor, Hall’s hoarse voice shout-
ing savage abuse from the distance.

But the shipmates gave him no heed. -

The whaleboat was lowered, and King
of the Islands pulled to the beach.
Suspicion !

ACFINN, the old Scottish trader

on XKulua, stared at Ken

King from his seat on the

flour barrel in the store. Ken did not

notice if. He, too, was staring—but
it was at a banknote in his hands.

“That feller stop

Hudson was walking the beach, re- .

newing acquaintance with men he
knew on Kulua. The Hiva-Oa crew
were given shore leave; only Danny
remaining on the ketch. Ken King
had had no call to make at Kulua
on that trip—but he had often
touched at the island before, and
knew all the white traders there.

into the low gunwale of the lugger,.pinned to the lagoon till the wind

and almost toppled over it.

There was a cackle of laughter
from the Hiva-Oa boys. Xit Hud-
son chuckled.

Hall brought up at the gunwale,
swung round, and lurched towards
the boy trader, his rugged face crim-
son with fury.

King of the Islands did not wait
for him. He leaped at the trader of
Tonga, his fists lashing out like
lightning. His right crashed on a
stubbly jaw, his left in a savage eye,
and Hall went over backwards as if
he had been shot. His back crashed

.down on the low gunwale, his weight

causing the lugger to rock. His feet
flew into the air.

A scream of laughter came from
the crew of the Dawn.

For a  split second, Hall Ilay
athwart the gunwale, his long legs
sawing the air—then he slid head-
foremost into the lagoon between the
two vessels.

Splash! The trader of Tonga shot
down into the green water, head-first,
and the lagoon closed over his vanish-
ing feet. .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Hudson.

%That - feller Hall stop along

bottom lagoon plenty too wuch!” -

28

should change, the boy traders had to
waste time; but with a good store of
trade goods on the ketch, XKen
naturally looked for a stroke of trade
if it could be picked up. And he had
picked it up at MacFinn’s store.

The Dawn, in her trade-recom, car-
ried a new “line” of aluminium
kettles, which the shipmates intended
to trade off here and there among the
islands. MacFinn jumped at the new
line. Not, as he explained, with his
dry old chuckle, that there was a big
demand for kettles at Kulua—as
kettles! . But, polished bright and
shining like silver, they would make
magnificent neck ornaments for the
untutored native. And, accordingly,
a case of aluminium kettles was
landed at MacFinn’s store, and un-
packed there. -

Ken was still in talk with the old
trader, when brown .men in loin-
cloths and beads began to drop in,
to purchase those new and beautiful
adornments for their persons. It
looked as if in a short time Mac-
Finn’s new stock would be sold out,
and every fashionable native dandy
on Kulua would have a gleaming
aluminium kettle suspended. round

(Continued on page 30)
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(Continued from page 28)
his black or brown mneck, reflecting
the tropical sunshine!

MacFinn sent his native house-boy
for his cash-box, unlocked it on the
flour barrel, and counted out the sum
duce to Captain King.

It was a satisfaction to Xen to have
done some trade on Kulua, and not
wholly to have wasted his time there.
The unfavourable wind might keep
him there two or three days—a sheer
waste of time, as Paget had not,
after all, been found on Barney
Hall’s craft,

Ken had resolved to run down to
Manu when he got away from Kulua
—a further loss of time. But it was
on his conscience that he had lost the
young wasbter cntrusted to his care
by the Pacific Company’s manager at
Lalingc.

There was no reason to doubt what
Barncy Hall had told him concerning
the scallywag, and he hoped to pick
up Paget at Manu, or at least to
get news of him there. That he had
not arrived at Kulua with Barney
Hall was certain, as the shipmates
bad inquired up and down the beach.

MacFinn paid over the purchase
price of the case of kettles in the form
of two Bank of England notes for £5
cach. XKen was about to put them
away whea he stopped, and now he
stood with ome of the notes in his
hand, staring at it blankly. And
MacFinn, from the top of the flour
barrel, stared at him at the same
time, Finally the old Scot grunted.

“Mon, d’ye doubt banknotes ye get
from Alex MacFinn?” he demanded.
“Don’t you know a Bank of England
fiver when ye see one?”

“Where did you get this note,
MacFinn ?” he asked.

Grunt from-the old trader.

“Man,” he ' answered,
neither here nor there!”

Ken Iooked at the banknote again.
It was stamped on the back with a
rubber stamp “Pacific Co.” Under
the official stamp of the Pacific
Company was the written mname
“R. Belnap,” in a hand Ken knew
well; he had had plenty of dealings
with Mr, Belnap at Lalinge.

The other banknote bore the stamp
of the Bank of Australasia, and two
or three signatures of traders through
whose hands it had passed. That was
of no particular interest to King of
the Islands;_

But the:one he was examining was

KEN drew a long, long breath.

“that’s

- of intense “nterest—it might be

tragic inferest; For it had comec
from “Mr, Belnap, the Pacific
Company’s manager at Lalinge—three
hundred miles from Kulua. It was
much newer than the other and had
cvidently not been in circulation
long, if at all.

Ken knew that the scapegrace of
Lalinge was provided with money
which he had kept in a secret pocket
in-his belt. It ifashed into his mind
that this note had belonged to Ray
Paget. He knew that it was not
only likely—but almost certain. It
was possible that it had drifted to
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Kulua in the way of trade, though
its newness was against that. It was
much more likely tha} it was one of
the notes Paget had received from his
uncle on Lalinge.

Paget had not been on Kulua. But
Barney Hall was there—and Paget
bhad been on Barney's lugger.

Ken’s heart beat faster. He knew
that he had made a discovery. He
had belicved Barney Hall, because
there scemed no reason to doubt him,
after making sure that Paget was not
on - the lugger. But there was
reason to doubt him—if he was spend-
ing Paget’s money. Like a glimpse
of a hidden tragedy, it flashed. into
Ken’s mind what might have hap-
pened on board the lugger.

0Old MacFinn slipped from the flour
barrel, knocked out his pipe on it,
and went round his counter to help
his assistant as five or six matives
came in in a bunch to inquire after
the new shining ornaments.

“Look here, MacFinn——" called
out Ken.
“Man,” said MacFinn, “I'm

through with ye, and I'm busy.”
Ken’s close examination of the note
lLad offended the old trader.

Ken waited impatiently till the
natives were served with shining
kettles.  Then he leaned over the
counter.

“MacFinn, this is serious,” he said.
“Listen to me, man! Did you gct
this banknote from Barney Hall?”

“Mebbe I did!” grunted MacFinn.

“He’s traded with you here?” .

“Me"be he has!” said MacFinn
stolidly. B

“TI tell you what T “mean,
MacFinn,” said the boy trader
quictly. “If Hall paid you this note,
Le robbed the man it belonged to and
very likely murdered him. Now let
me know.”

“By gum!” exclaimed MacFinn.
“Barney Hall bought stores here for
his Ingger and paid for them with
that banknote.”

That was enough for King of the
Islands. He hurried out of the store
and looked for Hudson. The mate of
the Dawn was in sight on the beach
and he came up as Ken waved to him.

There was a grin on Hudson’s facc.

“Barney Hall's had enough of our

company at Kulua, Ken!” he re-
marked.
“What? What do you mean?”

Hudson pointed across the lagoon.

“He’s not waiting any longer for
a wind! He’s got his crew on board
and he’s going out under the sweeps.”

King of the Islands set his teeth as
he stared across the shining waters
of the Kulua lagoon. The Tonga
lugger had left its anchorage. The
crew of Tonga boys were all on
board -pulling the lugger across to
the reef passage with long sweeps.
The wind from the east was dead on
the rcef, and no vessel could have got
out under sail. But the dingy little
lugger made fairly good speed with
four brawny Tonga boys labouring
at the sweeps.

“He’s cutting loose I” Ken gritted
his teeth. “We’re not letting him
get clear, Kit!”

“Why not? We’re throngh with
tam ! Hudson laughed. “You don’t

30

faficy be's got Paget headed up-in
a cask, do you?” -

“Look at that'!” XKen showed. lis-
mate the banknote from Lalinge. 7
“Barney Hall paid that note over at- -
MacFinn's for stores! It’s a thousand -
to one—~ten thousand to onc—that he -
gob it from Paget! The fool had -
money about him, and Hall—you ~
know his character——> -

“Paget may have paid his passage,” -
said Hudson. “He would rather pay
than work, I reckon.”

“Hall never said so! He said that
the fellow -cleared off at Manu.
never struck me that Hall knew that—=
the reckless fool had a sum of money . -
hidden about him. This banknote’
shows that he found it out—whether
by Paget paying him anything for
his passage or not! Is he the man to .
let the fellow take it safe ashore with =%
him ?” 5 :

“No!” said Hudson.

“And why is he clearing off sud-
denly now—rowing out against this -
wind? He’s been here two days, 've
heard—waiting for a wind. Now he's - =
suddenly going out under oars because
we’ve come.” Ken breathed hard. -
“He knew we might find out some-3=
thing, as he’s been buying stores and -
spending money here—Paget’s meney.. !

“I hardly darg¢ to think what may
have happened to that reckless swab -
—in Hall’s hands, with moncy aboub+-
him. But I know I'm going to make
Hall give an account of him. I'm
going to search him and his lugger..
and sce whether any more of Paget’s
money is on board—under the muzzle =
of a gun, if necessary! If he has %
dropped Paget into the sea fort his
money, I'm going to hang him from -
the boom of the Dawn!” Ken’s voice - =
came sharp and savage. He meant -~
every word he said. -

“We’ve got to know !”” said Hudson. 3
“But—he’s done us, Ken! The Dawn
can’t get out against the wind—and
if we tow her, Barney Hall will beat
us to it by a good sea-mile. He’s
almost at the reef already.” -

. . . e ]

ING OF THE ISLANDS stared
K after the disappearing lugger,
his face almost white with rage.
What Hudson said was true—it was "
impossible to pursue the lugger in the

caur s N L
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ketch.
“The whalcboat !” said Eefi*curtly. =3
“But the crew—they'sgsup and 3
down the beach!” ? 3
“Get them—all you can ™= Sharp’s =
the word, Kit.” : |
Not a moment more was lost. Koko -

was standing by the Dawn’s boat at
the-coral quay. A word was cnough
for him. In a few minutes he had

rounded up Lompo and Tomoo. Ken ~;~,£
did not wait for more. |

The whaleboat was pushed off, and
the three Kanakas and Kit Hudson
sat to the oars. Four strong oarsmen
made the whaleboat fly. 3

..

A

But Barney Hall had a long start.—
The lugger was entering the reef =
passage from the lagoon by the time
Ken came within hail. ;

Barney Hall’s brawny figure could =
be scen staring back. He had mot
been long in spotting the whaleboat
in pursuit. , standing up in the
boat, waved and.shouted to him.

“Heave-to, Barney Hall!”
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Hall’s defiant roar came back across-
- the water:
“Follow me into the Pacific if you
want me, Ken King!2
The lugger swept on into the
passage of the reef, and the whalcboat
shot after it. It was a matter of
minutes before the swift whaleboat
overtook the slower lugger. Hall was
yelling to his crew—but the Tonga
e boys, already going all-out at the
»  sweeps, could do no more.
= The trader "of Tonga leancd over
= the tafirail, glaring back at the pur-
‘,suing boat. His hand went to the
back of his belt, and the sun gleamed
— = on the levelled barrel of his revolver.
His cyes glared savagely over it.
Three minutes more and the whale-

lugger and the shipmates scrambling
on hoard. Crack! Crack!

Right into the boat crashed the
bullets, pitched recklessly into the
midst of the panting, straining oars-

men, Crack! Crack! Barney Hall
blazed away at the boat as fast as he
could pull trigger. The bullets

crashed iu.

Tomoo gave a yell as hot lead scored
along his brown arm, and his oar slid
from his grasp. Hudson yelled, a
bullet spinning the Panama on his
head.

The whaleboat lost way, swinging
to port as Tomoo lost his oar. Lompo,
ceasing to pull, ducked from the fire.
Crack! came again, and a bullet tore
a coral comb from Lompo’s ducking

Hall, glaring rage and defiance over
Lis taftrail, crammed cartridges into
his revolver. Ken gritted his tccth
with rage. In a minute, or less, Hall
was firing again, crashing bullets at
the rocking boat. To pull on under
point-blank fire was impossible. The
whaleboat rocked on the lagoon—the
lugger, driven by the long sweeps,
rolled on out of the reef passage into
the open sea. .

Barney Hall was gone!
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: The giant brown bo’sun of the :
Dawn plays a very big hand in :
: next  Saturday’s South Seas :
thriller. A story to make you sit -
up and quiver: ‘° KOKO THE

boat would have been bumping on the head.

EANAKA!

“Bobs ¥’ Uncle !” That’s the cry at all the jolliest

parties this winter, and when you try this grand

fun-game for old and young youw’ll see why! When

Uncle Bob bobs up it’s one big round of laughter
and thrills. Ask for your pack to-day !

AV Made by John Waddington Ltd.
On Sale Everywhere.

The Jolliest of all Card Games
for You and Your Friends .

Bobs y’r Uncle
1/6

““ This crossword’s a teaser” said Nell,
“ A word of seven letters. One's L,
One’s X—and the clue

Is ‘for joints firm and true
“ That's FLUXITE” cried Dad,

" *sure as shootin''."

See that FLUXITE is always by
= you—inthe house—garage—work-
X shop—wherever simple speedy
soldering is .needed.. Used for 30 years in Government Works
and by leading Engineers and Manufacturers. OF IRON.-

AEX'ETY
Just like the real thing, d
but Harmless and Fool- s =11 \
proof. Ideal for Sports, T
Amateur Theatricals, ete. .
Fires blanks with loud report. No
licence required. PIST
Single Shot, 2/- and 3/6.
REVOLVERS, 5/-, 7/86,
10/6, 15/-, etc. AUTO-
POCKET PISTOL

T ’
black finish. 6 shot, Auto-Ejector, -
AMMUNITION (good supply), “Post and
packing on all orders 6d. extra. ( 1 postage

1/- extra.)-HERBERTS & CO. pt. F.85),
81, Clapham Park Road, London, S.W.4.

THE DUKE OF YORK PACKET FREE !
The Father of Princess Elizabcth on a stamp. The
only one issued portraying His Royal Highness.
There is onc in .this magnificent packet of 44
different, which in®Indes stamps from the Carvibbean
Seas, Barbados, FJamaica and unused Guiana, from
the stormy Balkans, Roumania, Jugo-Slavia and
Ttaly, South Amcricans from Uruguay and Chili,
British Colonials, Queensland (old Q.V.), Australia
(Jubilee), S.8. and Z. Finally, we include a
useful set of 100 Titles of Conntries. All free.
Just _send 2d. postage, requesting approvals.—
LISBURN & TOWNSEND (Dept. M.B-),
LIVERPOOL 3.

2' AIR STAMPS FREE!

PISTOLS

THIS FINE PACKET OF 24 ALL

DIFFERENT AIR STAMPS FREE

TO APPROVAL APPLICANTS ENCLOSING

3d. (in stamps) for POSTAGE and PACKING
A. B. LEWIS (Dept. A22),

16, CRICKLEWOOD LANE, LONDON, N.W.2

MONGERS—IN TINS, 4d., 8d., 1/4 and 2/8.

Ask to see the FLUXITE SMALL SPACE

SOLDERING_ SET—compact but substantial—

complete with full instructions——7/6.

for eaf on CASERRBEATNG SSRET - S dreRmtmt ot

or Leaflet

TOOLS with FLUXITE. 2* ¢
{ TOCYCLISTS I Your wheels will NOT keep round and :
s true unless the spokes are tied with fine wire at the crossings
: AND SOLDERED his makes a much stronger wheel,
1 It’s simple —with FLUXITE —but IMPORTANT.

.

THEFLUXITE GUN

is always ready to put
“Fluxite” on the
ing job instantly,

and one chargin
ages. Price 1/6.

ALL MECHANICS WZL

AVE

IT SIMPLIFIES AZL SOLDERING

FLUXITE LTD. (Dept. M.B.), Dragon Works, Bermondsey St., S.E.1 '

& 526 SPI.%;DID

pon
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Tms is" a ripping game. You’ll

great fun. And won’t the other chaps
be envious! Send 120 coupons and.
Free Voucher.

Just ask your mother to buy you
Rowntree’s “delicious Cocoa. Inside
every }-lb. tin are 3 Free Gift Cou-

to send for your Bagatelle Board. Ask
Mother to let you have Rowntree’s
Cocoa twice a day — it’s wonderfully
good for you. Other valuable gifts too.

BAGATELLE_BOARD

FREE/

READ THIS, MOTHER!!

Rowntree’s Cocoa is now improved
y a wonderful new predigestion
process. It is made even more
digestible — helps more in digesting
other foods — and i5 more bone and
muscle-building than ordinary cocoa.
Still only 53d. per 1-1b. tin with 3
FREE GIFT COUPONS,

Send a postcard (postage 1d.) to Dept. TC11,Rowntree'& (12, Ltd., The
Cocoa Works, York, for special list of boys’ and girls’ gifts with Free
Voucher value 3 coupons. There are hundreds of other gifts, too.
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love it, and so will Dad. Just see
ch of you can score 2,000 first ! It’s

s. Very quickly you’ll have enough -

W



