——

HGHT GREAT STORIES BY STAR AUTHORS

EVERY SATURDAY

2

No. 6. New Series
MARCH 26th, 1938

EIGHT STORIES
Kin g of 1/15 ]5//1/1d5

Seas Adve

P)\( H\R[ l SH \\lll TO\

# Wreck the
; »
Panama Canal!
ARCH WHITEHOUSE’S

Great 1940 War Story

Ten-Mile Voice
Captain ]l,gr,‘.c dirates of the

g Globes

The B/ue Streak

Full.of. Thrills Speed Yar

By G. L. D»\LTO\J

¢ of Tre

s The B[de i
Emperor’s Hoard :

" L aF 4t 4L 1% 4F

i OREAT COMPETITION :: FUN #
MANY SPECIAL FEATURES

Vi !‘E.J-I

&
Tt

P
TR T R 040 0 0 N



HAT feller go
finish  close-upl!”
remarked Koko,
the big, brown-
boatswain ol

the Dawn.
“Pplenty soon thal
feller no stopl”
. agreed Dauny, the

g.nn K ho& South
mwo en King's Sou
ding kelch, Dawn, loafing by the
chewing betel-nut, gazed across
th idle interest.
were 10oking upon a scete
h Jife and dealh were ukb
lanced did nol cause 18
L of excitement. With the
's infinite capacily for mind
business and utter indiffe
s of others, they watched o
ht have witnessed a nalive
~dance on the beach at Lalinge.
n::m.sex was red on the Paci nc
/phe Dawn lay i o narrow chat
gmexohu reef. So still she lay, that mn
-shadow ‘of masts and spars on the blue
\water hardly stirred.
| Ken KEing. the young owner
\gkipper, who was known through
South Seas as King of the Islan
mfﬂ' the wind. Always, at
the od-shore breeze blew from

.'1:‘.(1

mlt l:ad dxcd away, and the boy

vhad to wal

« It was msl for trade that Ken

in at Kohy. It was one of Lhe t
uninhab)

\iny ited atolis of the
‘Ocean.  He had put in to fill his
pasks, and the wind bad failed
befors he was clear of the reel ags
. Kohuwas bot. Hardly a breath

"‘hmt Hudson, the Australian n
gtretched in a.deckchair under
%m Jazily fanning a perspirir
leaf. Ken, in
‘deckehair, had a book of accounts
‘on gne knee, & pencil in his hand
gﬂrd down details of cargo and
passéd his left hand every
‘across his forehead, wipiu
oI})ersplrauan He heard wi
the cackle of the Hiva-Oa
‘al the rail. Had he looked
‘scene on the reef would hay
an cﬁact. on him very diff
that on the native crew.
ﬂaﬂ! had appeared on the lon:
nnm!nc nto sight from ¢t
v at & distance. It 1
of a boy of about sixte
! thskin browned by tro)
i ;

L@ight by the hlg,h jutting

boy was running and lea
Which was still more
ﬁud!y heat, He was n
Imed ketch-—did not
gction. Evidently
"that the Dawn was
a‘lng!e glange round
et tall cedar masts
reel.
for the lagoon within
only have
¢d beyond
clearly was
yimming the

By CHARLES HAMILTON

"Break feller neck belong him,”
Lompo. "He
quick."

Tomoo and Lufu and Kolulo did not
take the trouble to speak. They watched,
lazily chewing betel-nuat,

“Nother white feller he
remarked Danny.

From the rugged mass of coral rock
at the loot of the jutting headland,
man ran into view—a white man in duck
trousers and cotton shirt, with a broad-
brimmed grass-hat. A rough, red h-..ui
jutted fro 1is square chin,
boy, he leaped from one rock to an 3
l!‘lr less swiftly and much more clumsily
1y in pursuit of the running br
little or no chance of overt

sald
go finish altogether Loo

stop!"”

had
him.

Koko be
sight of
man

ved a faint interest
big, brawny,

Crack! 'The report of the revolver
rang like a whip-lash through tha still
air. King of the Islands started to his
feet, the account hook falling to the

and stared round him with startled
Kit Hudson was oul of his deck-
1 second later.
" exclaimed Ken
¢ Dussman follow along feller
nip belong him, me tinkes, sar,™
“He shootee, along he no
nted S; !t exclaimed Ken, 28
cene on
e rall and
van Duck, hold on!
I Iil\ or. you
er Tlu,r'l

shot hsd

v a yard-—per-

» him into stop-

ran on he fired
-3

ds

i
ping on the

i that of an
Jrun the Dulch-
1t arm with his

und. Per-

no longer

purly figure

. and ob-

he p 2
the am
first

direetion and came
rc{I townrds the Dltlb

Yan
Duck’s
Demand

lng. clutching at his in g
boy, with eager hope in his face,
racing across the reef to the keteh,
“ Koko, give matbogrnnndonbaud.‘?
ordered Ken,

The big boatswain jumped fn
rall to the reef—lghtly a5 a cat,
a3 he was in stature—~and ran 1o "
the boy as he came panting across the
reef, stumbling with exhaustion.

Koko reached him as once m he
slipped and fell. 'I'nning l.hahv:
shoulder as casily 23 4 bag of
Koko strode back to the Dun.
passed him up the side to Tomoo.
Lompo. Koko folléwed him on )

The boy stood unsteadily, panting fe
breath., He was spent by his wild
across the rugged reef. He put &
on the mast to steady himself, his
dilated eyes turning on Ken and Kit, 1
panted and panted, trying to speak,

Kit Hudson took him by the arm, N
him to his deckchair, and sat him down.

"I reckon you're all in, kid!" said
the young Australian kindly. *“Take
time to get your breath. You're safe
here. If Mister van Duck comes along
and asks for trouble. welll hand hnu
all he wants, and a little over.”

The crimson glow of exertion ttded
out of the boy's face, leaving him pale
and white. He looked, to the mate, about
the softest case he had ever struck., He
could only wonder what such a lad had
been doing on Van Duck’s ship. Van
Duck sailed with a black crew of Malalta
boys, and even if he had shanghaied a
white seaman, it was amazing that he




KIiNG OF THE ISLANDS

had taken the trouble over such a useless
hand as this,

The boy found his voice,
gasps :

*Save me—save me from him|"

‘Bank on that, kid!" sald Hudson

arm was useless,

It came in

black, fu

grimly, His revolver was gone, lost In
some crevice of the coral, and his right
But they did not think
that the trouble was over yet,

" Here come his crew!” said Hudson.

From the mass of rocks at the head-
land, several running figur
-headed Solomon Island

like that to a brute like Van Duck, even
if he belonged to the Dutchman's crew.”
“No, no!” a panting voice came {rom

the deckchair. “It is fiet thatl I was
a prisoner on the Sunda. Don't let hith
{ake me back!"
Ken stared round.
“A“prisoner?” he repealed.

“Do you

Malaita, With a jabber of excltement, mean that you were shanghaled?”
Tears were gathering they joined their captain on the reef. “No, not”

y's . Hudson was hard as One of them proceeded to bind a tapa “He doesn't look much of a sailor,”
hickory himself, but there was nothing c¢loth round the Dutchman’s wounded grinned Hudson, “A week before the
of the " bucko mate " about him, He wns arm mast on the nda would have killed
wll kindness to the*hapl lad who had “What the dickens is Van Duck doing him. Van Duck wouldn't have let him off
fled from the bully of the Sunda, But at Kohu, Kel remarked Kit, more lightly for crying. Goodness knows
the sight of tears in his eyes was too ‘Water, the same as ourselves, I sup- wh he brute wanted him for. Perhaps

r pose,” said Ken. “Ther here he’ll tell us—he's coming!”

"Stow that!” he ordered, “D'you —the island has alw unin- Get your gun, Kit!"

want to set the Kanakas cackling? Take bited. Pearlers have settled here at ‘You bet!”

a bite on it, kid!” times, but they've never stayed, Thére's The Dutchman, his right arm in a
He turned away and ‘jmlu-(l Ken, The another channel the reef, the other sling, across the reef

Dutchman was standing and glaring at side of that headland. He musl have put ks at his

the ketch in astonishment and rage. we did

Clearly he had not expecled to sée a nd to get away

vessel at Kohu. He poured out a stream Lucky for that

of oaths, which reached all ears on the ;

Dawn, and set the Kanaka crew grin- A deserter, I Ken made ¢ Stop!” he shouted

ning. grimace. A himself, he I You swab! d back Van Duck.
‘My word, that feller talk strong no love for de 4 i

talk ! remarked Danny. " Pl
feller talk belong mouth belon
The shipmates watched

in the lurch, ¢
where hands
be helped, Kit

him.”
Van Duck

Wecan't b

who left a
1

you
r with that crew!”
emptuously. You're

come o slep
led back Ken
not going Lo

i C
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Ten Other Prizes of 10/- Each!

HIS la the thind and fina} week of MoDERN Boy's Great Film Mystery
l Competition—1f you want to be in the running for a prize, send in your
it W,
TO lr"i‘.{"lE;Ii'f'yau have to completo a Film Story which §s given in
parta, ‘The fist two parts have already appe: o, and hore ks PAR
F'he elght picturss form the thind and last nstalment of the flim, only they are
afl out of arder. Can you find the proper onler to At the next part of the
rlory, which sz

who has been {rying to trace Silas Siome, a cameraman
o o dekias, Tound his wan ¥t was himsall captored and thrown
I.n&l the same wigwamn as Stome, whers they planned to escape.

Now the story carries on with week's pictures.

Luckily, Redskins bad not gearched their captives thoronghly, and
they zoon Once away from (he Indian encampment, they took
precantions to throw any pursuers off their track, and before long they met
up with othet Mountjes. They rode back to headquarters with them, and

his story to the colonel, who congratulated him, and told him
that an order for his promotion had just come through from beadquariers.
Now try o place the cight™pictures in the onder of the story, cither by
Jcoking oyer them, or by cutting them out and trylng them In different arroge-
niaits, herv is o correct order which can be found by eloso examination.
¥ill In (IN INK) the key letters of the pictures under the numbers on the
coppon In what K Is the right onder  Add yoor nane

hink
you thin "__.__'_..-w‘f
!

ardd foll address to the coupon and cut it out
whole. Send In ns dirceted
In the next column,

Address

T
Modern Boy

How To Send In : Find the first two coupons which yon have
been keeping and pin all theee together in order 50 as 1o form one
complete entry. FPoet in & properly stamped envelope to:

MODERN BOY ‘* Film Mystery,”" =
1, Tallis House, London, E.C.4 (Comp.),
g0 a4 to reach there not later than THURSDAY, MARCH 31st,
1038, the closing date,

to be strictly The Pirst Priza of the Omama T ar and
Rulas ( adherad to £5 fu Conh be awa Tha who
places v thire s of pletires In \NIY correst arder, wearly e, and

the olher pr n erder of merl,
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Each enlry miued counier of the rougass 1 to § Alled 2 in tak
made for any eniry bwt or delayed (n the peal or ctberwiee
posting taken av preof of delivery, Any entry arriving
{Mwreh S1sts, or with conpons matilated or bosting sltersiMns of more (ham one
Rey letier ln vach syace. wifl be disqualified

Ko correspondenca allowed, nnd sospiante of thé pubfishel reswdt, and of 1he
Bdjjar's dechalon In all etber mmatiers (6 tRe couiest, oo fnal ood legally
[0 a dofinite conditien of witry, Eeployecs (or thoir tamibies) of (b
of Nopzam DOY mest net compole.
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have a chance of rushing this packey
with a crew of Solomon Island cannibaly,
Van Duck! If you want to speak, yey
cair come on alone. -Order your boys
back, or Il fire!”

The Dutichman gave him a glare of
sheer evil—but he stopped. He jvas up-
armed, and the black boys had emply
hands. He had no chance in a struggle,
it clear that it went sorely
n with him to obey the
der. stood hesitating, but at
e rapped out savagely to-his crew:

Malaita boys in a
mped on towards the
on a level shelf of
r the rail, and fixed his
the shipmates
" he muttered

ered King
I would
under my

though you it, interfering n
what doesn't concy But I'm going
(0 have that boy Peter if I have to scnd
eévery man on your ten-cent yawl to Davy
Jones to get him!"”

“And why?” asked Ken.

He had no intention wh
ing Peter—if Peter was the
over to the Dutchman. But he
puzzled to guess why the ruffian wanic
him. Obviously he was of no use on a8
vessel like the Sunda., He was not worth
his rations as one of the crew. It was
not for that that the Dulchman wanled
him. But why he wanted him at all was
a mystery

repeated Van Duck, w
1gh. “You dou’t know?"

“1'm no ma| ), Ty id Ken, staring
at him, “T've never 1t Lthe boy before
and know nothing aboul him.
should I know?"

“Why are you on Kohu, then?*

“Water—the same as yourself, I sup
pose.”

The little piggy eyves searched Ken'
face intently and suspiciously, Plainly It
was not for water that the Dutchman
was at Kohu, and he did not believe thab
that was Ken's reason, either,

" You're not after the pearls, then?" he
asked at L.

“Pearls!” Ken laughed. “Are there
pearls on Kohu? I know thoy've beeh
locked for here, but it's news to me If
they've been found.”

“1f you're lying——" began Van Duck.

“Blop right there!” interrupted Keh
“Any more of that, Van Duck, nnd ,\’U“'l
go back tp your schooner with a bool 10
help.*

The Dutchman ground his teeth under
his red beard.

“ After all, you might have come in fof
water,” he admitted grudgingly. “Lel Et
go at that! You're meddling in Wl”‘"_“
not your business, King of the i()uml-
Hand over that boy, or—" y

“Or what?" asked Ken mnlrmnluﬂ“"‘

“Will you hand him over?”

“Noi”

“Then I takes him!” roared ”“:
Dutehman, his savage temper IH'\‘*'“':E;
‘out In a burst of fu He roared 10 ¥4
Malaita boys—more than n deien -‘ll
them by this time. “ You fellor boys ¥0
come plenty quick!’ ne

And, big and heavy as he WAL in
leaped at the teak rail, grasped it "'i‘
his left hand, and swung himself “‘“
With n yell, the mob of Solom¥
Jelnnders rushed after him

ie papped
“ HOOT " Fapily

— King of

Islands. e
After a Oruck - crafks
’ erack < crack! nd
Pearler’s tne neads 875
among the !TT"'
Secret bincik legs of
- Bolomon Istand “::,

the shots rattled !

hail. Van Duck

with nis sudden _l"“n
nad swing himself on board the KOS
The boy in the deckchair started “‘.

feet with a ory of fear, Bul Kﬂ"t e
Kit did not even ook at the bully & Wk
Sundn.  Koko grasped him s le &% ne
to the deck, and big and powerful A%

g
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tehman was, he crumpled in the
mighty grasp of the bo'sun. The wound

“fn his arm was slight, but for the time

# disabled the limb—but even with the
use of both arms he would have been no
match for Koko.

The boatswiain swung him off his. feet
and flung him with a crash to the deck.
where he sprawled, spluttering. A bare

brown knee pinned him down, and the
fong knife from Koko's belt gleamed at
his throal

The Solomon Islanders had rushed in
a yelling mob at the Dutchman's order,
A few gained the deck, but asthe Dutch-
man went down in Koko's mighty grip
they dropped back to the coral

Ken waved his smoking revolver
them

“You feller Solomon Island boy, you
go stop along ship belong you!™ he
shouted S'pose you stop along this
place, vou kill-dead close-up.”

Two more bullets decided the matter
for the black crew They scampered
away across the reef, disappearing round
the. rocky point of the headland.

Koko, with his lonug knife at the
Dutchman’s throat, looked to his white
master for orders. On his own account,
the boatswain would have cul off the
Dutchiman's head as coolly and cheer-
fully as any Solomon Islander In the
bush, But the word of King of the
Islands was law on the Dawn.

“S'pose yvou sing out, sar, me cut off
head belong this feller Dussman, sar!”
said Koko. “Tinkee plenty too good, cut
off head belong this bad feller Dussman,
sar, all samee Sclomon Island boy.*

“Feller head belong Dussman stop
along Dussman, Koko," said Ken.
“Stick the brute on his feet.”

Koko put away the long Malaita knife
rather reluctantly; he grasped the
Dutchman with his brown hands, and
-heaved him to his feet, Van Duck stood
panting, his little pigey eyes glittering
at the boy Peler, who, with a white face,
backed behind the shipmates. Powerless

a8 he was at the mercy of the Dawn’s
crew, the rufan seemed scarcely able
to restrain himself from springing at the
{rightened boy.

Ken Jooked at him with cool contempt.

“Now, Van Duck, the sooner you gel
alter your black boys, the better,” he
sald. " Peter—if his name’s Peter—stops
here. I'm going to give him a passage
away from Kobu”

“I'm not going without the boy!”
growled the Dutchman. “ You've got the
Jupper hand now, Ken King, but you'll
sing a different tune when the calm
_breaks and I lay you aboard in my
schooner. How long do you reckon your
boys' will stand against my crew, with
arms in their hands?"

"Piracy on the high seas, what?" asked
Kit Hudson, with a grin. “I fancy we
.can take carc of ourselves, if it comes
o that”

at

But Ken's face set hard, The Dutch ~

trader's threat was no idle one. The
Scthooner Sunda was more than twice
the size of his ketch, and manned by a
crew of two dozen savage and brawny
black men from the Solomons. Fast as

Dawn was, the schooner, with her
@reater spread of canvas, was at least
a8 fast—it would be a doubtful race Uf
the Dutchman followed him when the
wind came, And at close quarters, if
Van Duck was desperate enough to carry

out his- threat, the force on his side -

would be overwhelming. And Kohu was
In lonely waters—no other land rose
from the Pacific for a bundred miles or
more. Only the sea-birds would see
what happened.

' _“You mean that, Van Duck?” asked
- Ken, his volce curt, his ?
-, “Every word!” snarled

elﬁsguntlni-

over the , or T'll lay you
Aboard when tm&mmﬁ leave

while Koko pinned down the struggling.
cursing Dutchman, they bound him hand
and foot

In o few minutes the skipper of the
.:mmi.n was heipless as an  upturned
urtle.

Kit Hudson chuckled

“You're not running him out to sea,
Ken, when the wind comes?” he asked.

“Nol We'll leave him on the reef. His
boys can come after him. We shall be
clear of Kohu by the time he gels back
to s schooner.”

Ken glanced shoreward. The fronds
ol the palms were stirring in the frst
breath of the wind, The round red ball
of the sun was dipping to the sea-rim in
the west. It would not be long before
the Keteh was under way:

You feller boy, you put that feller
Dussman along reef!" ordered Ken.

Van Duck swung up from the deck in
the grasp of the Kannkas. He panted
with fury. Left on the reef, to be picked
up later by his black crew, he had little
chance of carrying out his threat when
the Dawn spread her white wings before
the wind

“King of the Islands!” he panted.
“One word—Ilisten to me—give me a
minute's hearing before il's too late.”

Ken signed to the Kanakas to stop.
They stood grasping the Dutchman.

“Cut it short!"” snapped Kemn.

“T1 share with you!"” breathed Van
Duck. “It's a fortune, King of the
Islands, and I'll share! That boy is the
son of Black Tom Daly, the pearler, and
he can tell where to lay hands on a sack
of pearls. T tell you they have found
pearls on Kohu—Black Tom put in at
Lukwe in his lugger and sold a bag of
pearls there, He found them on Kohu.
“That boy is his son, whom he left on
the island!"™

The shipmates stared at the Dutch-
man. That he believed what he said
was clear; but they did not believe a
word ot it

“Old Tom Daly,” sald Hudson.  “The
most unsuccessful pearler ever seen on
Pacific beaches. You dreamed this over
a bottle of square-face, Van Duck.”

Ken laughed

»I've seen old Daly more than once,”
he said. “Last time I saw him he was
trying to borrow a few dollars on the
beach at Lalinge, to get stores for his
lugger. You're drunk or dreaming, Van
Duck."”

“It's true, you fool!" hissed the Dutch-
man. “ Ask the boy—he knows!"

Ken glanced at the boy Peter, smiling,

“ Are you the son of Black Tom Daly,
the pearler?” he asked. ¥

“No!" came the answer.

“It's false!” yelled Van Duck. -"T tell
you I found him here, at -Daly’s hut. and
heaps of shells on the beach where they
had rotted out the pearls. I tell you he
.is Daly's son and he knows—"

“True or false, you sea-thief, it doesn’t
interest me!” broke in Ken.
fancy F'm a piratical swab like yourself.
to rob a man of his pearls?”

“Ii’s a fortune, you fool!” roared Van
.Duck. “There will be others after it
when the news . I'm the first
‘here, that's all. Tl take you in, in

shares.
“pyt that feller Dussman along reel,
you feller boy!™ was Ken King's

rejoinder.
“yessar!” grinned Koko. P
t with rage, the y Dutch-
Splut ertn:m‘ ok g

man Was over

g
i
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=
g

p
!
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4 OMETHING strange is happening
in the South Seas where Ken King
trades with his ketch. The loug-

deserted island of Kohu is the

1 centre of amazing rumours. It gu-3r?~

€ are really there, it is still one man's

secret. And what has the boy Peter

to do with it ; how much does he know—

who is he? The mystery grows, more

@ startling incidents occur n next week's

¢ story: " THE BOY WITHOUT A
NAME."”

On next Saturday’s cover you will see
a fine illustration of a plane taking off
from an aircraft carrier. In the plane
€ are two heroes of the Japan-Amenca war,
Kit Connaught and Driges Dennison.
The aircraft carrier is crippled, her
cighty planes.unable to take off. It
left to the two adventurers to act as
EYES OF THE FLEET : fight a lonely
battle in a part of the workd where all
radio communication has been wiped out
by the enemy. :
“In Ludwig Steinach, Justice bas a mval
who tests lus powers to the utmost, and

s

St

There are mighty big things behind the
activities of Steinach.
you will learn soon, but the immediate
shock for Justice is the appearance of a
new and more powerful type of Globe,

gun, death ray, nor gas, and in next week’s

story Midge and O™Mally are kidnapped
~—taken off into space !

STRICTLY

even now hasn't shown all his” tricks. -

What they are-

with. a deadly weapon that is meither-

)

S r I

? : .

' e e rom ey tet
Fleetway Homse.

4 Farringdos Street.

4 k. London, B.C4.

)

PRODUCTION WITHOUT PERNISSION l
FORBIDDEN
Next on the programme is “* SCREAM-
ING TYRES,” and the tyres are those
of the Stauncheart Truck, with Steve
Chivers at the wheel, carrymg oo m 2
thrill-a-minote chase—tram vessus truck.
On the train are men, taking deadly aim
at Steve's tyres. You know what one
hit at high speed would mean! J
Biggles on the Treasure Trail continues
with a fine story ~ CURTAIN OF FIRE.™
and shows Biggles, in a tight comer,
taking a desperate chance. But the
lives of the Treasure Party are at stake!
Quick-fire adventure in the London
of fong ago brings Bob Eccles to the end
of his career as a boy bighwayman, and
there are some astoonding revelafions.
Flying-Officer  Johns carries on his
* Troe Tales-of Treasure ™ with some
pretty exciting stories of Bolivia, where
there is yet to be recovered the WORLD'S
GREATEST HIDDEN WEALTH He

gramme special featuces—hobbies,
news. and fon, There will also be another

- grand 5 =
So for the best twopennyworth
x -:.n;l. bave to ask for
anything. nEXT arday’s
Mobersx Bov !

Your sincere fnead, THE

gy

m

secret of a fortune in pearis. His eyes
turned in haggard rage on the headland,
beyond which his schooner lay. It was
in the last glimmer of the sunset that
dusky figures appeared in sight there—
his black boys coming at last.

But the Dawn had vanished and night
lay like a velvet cloak on the Pacific
before Captain van Duck trod once more

the deck of the Sunda.
€ HES come!”
grinned ' Kit
Van Duck He was speak-

the wind.

DL L
Hostilities! i in the  coral
il T el at Kohu.

waiting for the wind.
It had come at last, and the
far out at sea. But the wind, w
come as a breeze, had
gale, and the gale was blowing
Round the ketch, the Pacific rollers

I and mizzen stral

o~

e

mind now. He had forgotten the boy's

existence as his craft struggled and

strained in the fSerce wind.




TEN-MILE VOICE!

beggars have a trick of suddenly stopping
in flight, to allow you to ram your-
selves to bits, They must climb again,
and keep climbing, so let 'em alone. We
can wait!"

Miles apart, the cheery "OK." signals
flickered; and the battleplanes scattered
wider before climbing again, It was the
irony of Fate that Justice, after issuing
his warning, should go blinding into peril
within the minute.

For instead of stopping dead, inviting
collision amid the smoke, the lower Globe
plunged back through the air like a
cannon-ball,

Barely in time did Justice glimpse a
monstrous, black, swelling mass come
plunging down on him «as his plane
skirted the under edge of the smoke-
screen.  As quick as lightning he banked
the plane on a wing-tip to avoid colliston
by & matter of feet.

As he completed the turn and swung
back, Len Connor made & lunge for the
synchronised machine-guns.

Before the youngster could get there,
however, a skinny yellow hand darted
intoé the cabin and tripped the master-
trigger. There came a tearing rattle
from all six muzzles, spitting fire and
tracer in a scourging broadside.

“Ham Chow!™ exclaimed Len.
shooting, China!"”

An expression that might have been
gratification, disgust, or pure indifference
flickered across Ham Chow's wizened
face. -

“Vellee bad blightahs! No likee!” he
exclaimed, thrust two thick sandwiches
into Len's "hand, then vanished as
abruptly as he had entered.

Qut of the swirling blackness surged
the Flying Globe, and, his ruse having
failed, the pirate commander apparently
settled to a desperate battle for height
without more delay,

Again Justice ordered his battleplanes
to keep clear—which, doubtless, puzzled
the pirates considerably. But the cap-
tain had his plans cut and dried. He
intended to scuttle and destroy both
those stratomachines in time, but only
when all danger of the hulks crashing in
American towns was past.

* How are we below, Connor?”

Len opened a window-slide, the better
to stare down.

“We're well away from New York, but
still over the coast,” he reported.

Justice nodded and glanced at the alti-
meter. Thirty thousand feet now—in-
creasing by hundreds with almost every
breath he drew,

Pursued and pursuers were shooting
steadily towards the limit of the eighl-
mile layer of the Earth's atmosphere,
with the stratospheric void beyond.
Under the dual power of air and rotors,
the Flying Globes were increasing speed
gradually as the atmospheric pressure
lessened.

But Justice & Co., doggedly trailing,
matched the enemy foot by foot. Len
Connor readjusted the heating manifold
as the elr chilled, then studied the grey-

“ Good

black Globes ahead with critically
thoughtful eyes.
- Y‘ou know, skipper, these strato-

machines of Steinach's aren’t so hot
r‘cailyﬁ he announced at last, through a

mouthiul of sandwich. “I mean—well,
ultra-

{hey're tremendously powerful,
revolutionary, . and impregnable to
ordinary shell-fire and so forth, but what

at the pinch but climb?
cﬂ‘x'!.\ndthwwd:ve never had the chance lo
see how high they can climb—we've
always stopped 'em at it! The point I'm
making is that, for all their fearsomeness,
they can be beaten pretty handily by the
machine we've got—as we'll demonsirate

Len Fllgok another comfortable bite.

“ Anyhow, we've scuppered three of the
big canisters so far,” he mumbled, " And
if we don't get a couple more now, it'll be
our own fault. I think Steinach’s a false
alarm to Flaznagel—he'd have
invented some means of smacking us
down by now. At the rate we're going,
well mop up this pirate outfit as fast as
we catch ‘em!”

" Oaptain Justice smiled at the confident
2 laob P:‘.‘nileher look aloft, then
80l tap) n's head.
1 "%:lﬂyh wood," he reproved quietly.
“Wel nail these beggars for certain, but
I've & strong hunch that Steinach’s
world- campalgn isn't nearly tor-
ed yet! How do we know that he
Iearning from painful experience?
his machines, or

o (he afretg
mmﬁﬁqua

it

Thal's
cover, Len, so d
Steinach yet. I'd never
(o pull an ace from his sleeve, know.
As an inventor, the fellow could be in the
same class as old Flaznagel if he weren'y
such an infernal crook!”

“H'm!"™ Len nodded reluctant agree-
ment, The brief discussion ceased, and
he stretehed himself, feeling the back of
the seat pressing against his shoulder-
blades as the upward drive continued.

Suddenly the eleetric engines developed
a thin, rhythmie whine as the plane shot
into the stratosphere. An ice-cold breath
filled the plane until the heating
apparatus counteracted the freezing drop
In temperature. Ham Chow, blinking his
almond eyes rapidly, crawled into the
control compartment, as if 1o be on hand
for the finish,

And suddenly, Captain Justice smiled.
though his eves were like glinting steel
points,

" EZome of our fellows have had a long

wait, but iU's worth it, Connor,” he
drawled, pointing alofl. High over the
aseending  Globes, thousands of fect

above, circled the six battleplanes that
had detached themselves from the
squadron befare the rush on New York.

It was the closing of a patient trap at
last. Justice had hustled the pirates
clear of land and sea into an ambush
high in the limitless stratosphere

That the pirates had spotted their peril
became obvious in another second or two.
The monsters separated swiftly, rotors
whirring at furious speed as {f Lo crash
wildly through the aerial net spread to
ensnare them.

A hopeless effort!  Like warring eagles,
the battleplanes darted down on them
with bullet and bomb, while Justice and
the others spurted up from below, Utter-
ing a breathless chuckle, Len Connor
stationed himself at the machine-gun
battery.

We'll chop 'em to bits now! Squeeze
‘em between the nuterackers, with plenty
of room to chuck the shells around!” he
cried. Justice measured the fast-
diminishing range; even he felt a thrill
as the strange battle drew to its tem-
pestuous crisis, miles above Earth. He
sized up the situation with a final glance,
and was about to signal the order for
general attack when—-

“CAPTAIN—JUSTICE!”

It was n voice out of the skies thal
literally crashed upon all ears and brains
with the effect of a shell explosion. IL
was the harsh, thunderous challenge of
a Titan, bellowing through space.

“Justice! Steinach is calling you!" it
roared on, as the captain’s hands went
limp on the controls. “¥You have tried
to trap my men once too often—now try
to escape the counter-trap! This is your
last fight. Captain Justice! Make the
most of it, while the world listens-in!"

OR a [ull minute

———— = neither  Justice

- nor Lea could
Crashing stir or speak.

They sat petrified;

to :_.!l!.n?uegoté n]ntl

en y that

Earth! blaring, brutal voice,

which boomed out as

il a giant radio had
been turned up to the full extent of its
volume. Every roaring word had come
as a thunderclap that numbed the ear-
drums. The very interior of the cabin
still quivered Lo its reverberating echoes.

And whence had it come? Justice
looked dazedly at Len the youngster
stared with blank eyes at his instru-
ments. Certainly that mighty bellow
had not been picked up and amplified
to that extent and, expert in radio and
acoustics as he was, Len sat open-
mouthed and gasping, his fingers sliding
from his ears.

“Well, Justice! Ready?"

Again the stentorian voice, seeming to
thunder through all space. A peal of
booming, demoniac laughter followed,
twisting the listener's faces with the
pain of throbbing eardrums. making
them shrink in their seats as from the
blows of a club. White as a sheet, Len
stumbled to his feet.

" What the—— Where——" he cried
hohrsely, then caught his breath when
he saw the frozen expression on Justice's
face. The captain was leaning across
the control wheel, craning his neck

upwards.

*“Connor! Look! Up there—above
our planes!®” ) 4

Husky with consternation, Justice’s ery

sent the gﬂmmpter spinning round to the
bow win ?‘ He pecred upwards—and
mq&. cd here, staring with bulging

-a
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swiftly down
able height into space!

But there was something vastly
different in style about these reinforce-
ments, though Len only realised it
vaguely at first., They were larger, they
were faster, and—yes, by thunder, that
was it! They looked as if they were
rotorless!

“Suffering cals, you were right,
skipper! Steinach has worked out a new
stunt!"” gasped Len, clawing at his
binoculars. The descending machines
seemed to leap down on him, huge and
awe-inspiring, but he could gee no trace
of any rotors or lateral drive of any kind.
Suddenly, the gleaming giants separated,
changing course with astounding speed
as they whirled to the attack in eceentric
spirals

For a minute or so, the machines
looked like nothing else than enormous

footballs, kicked aimlessly about the sk
by invisible feet But their terrific
acceleration, the ominous rapldity of the
descent, dispelled any illusions as to lack
of control.

“ Bigger and better Globes, eh?” Len
gritted, swinging his glasses hurriedly to
keep the swerving, iwisting machines in
focus, " And what's that?" he exclaimed
suddenly as, on the underside of cach
colossal sphere, he made out a huge
circular grille, formed of open metal
bars Once again, Steinach's voice
bawled down the heavens, geeming to
bellow right at the youngster's shoulder.
It was then that instinct or training told
Len that the voice was issuing from the
strange grilles—amplified to an unheard-
of volume by some new type of sound-
apparatus.

“Jingo, this doesn't look so good,
skipper,” he muttered, but an impatient
hand pulled him clear of the window.
Captain Justice had recovered, his fron
nerve resisting the shock. His bearded
Jaw thrust out, hard and truculent.

“To blazes with Steinach! He can't
beat us by shouting at us!"™ Justice
snapped. “ Whatever new stunt he's got
up there, I'll have these rotor-mhchines
first! Snap into it, Connor! Back to
your guns!*

“ Your last fight, Justice!"

Hoarse and derisive, Steinach’s
laughter rolled again, Infurlating the
Gentleman Adventurer to fighting-pitch
as he whirled the plane in a tight circle.
His finger jabbed a radio-buzzer—
General Attack! Great wings scythed
the sky, as the battléeplanes hurtled to
destroy their vietims before help could
take effcet.

And in the next breath, Justice felt
himself hurled half-round in his swivel-
seat—stupefied. stunned into a limp
lgj;nggmcm. as by the punch of a giant

t!

What happened, he did not know—
only that, at the instant of attack, his
multi-engined plane had reared up,
actually stopped for a split-second, then
recled away, falling back as though it
had crashed head-on into an unseen
wall. It was dropping over on its left
wing, shaking, thuddering from nose to
tail. The cabin-windows whirled, crash
upon echoing crash dinned in his cars.
Above all rose a piercing, rasping drone
that set red-hot fingers plucking at the
nerves of his spine.

Fiercely, blindly, Justice grabbed at the
controls, and the drone increased. There
came another terrific folting recoil, an
uncanny impact that flung the huge
machine half-over oh its back. Justice's
head jerked on his shoulders, a trickle
of blood ran from his nose. His body,
arms and legs were shaking as with an
ague, to the thrill of agonising vibra-
tions.

In n daze, he glimpsed Len Connor
go shooting suddenly across the cabin,
to crash against the hull and collapse in
a heap. There was a thin, tremulous
screech from Ham Chow which ended
abruptly in a wail, a dull thud. Some-
thing appeared to have seized the plane,
shaking it vicfously as a gorilla might
shake a child's rattle. It was twisting
down through space in a mad, uncon-
trollable spin, losing height by hundreds

of feet a second.

“Great James! The tricky hound—
I'll smash him!"”

Justice hardly recognised that hoarse,
thick volee for his own. The welird drone
scemed to penetrate into his brain, and
he shook his head in torment, Goaded
by gheer combative instinct, he eluteh
at the wheel again, centralising
controls to let the plane fly itself out of
the spin. The 1 on the dashboard
were dead and dull. With sick dismay,

-
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bexplicable. sirak

oree,

the machine, kicking its tail up, hurling
it nose forward into another I
Justice was thrown across his seat, Len
Connor rolled Joosely along the floor, an
ugly cut above his closed eyes. As hg
fought the controls again the capfain
flung a desperate glance upwards.

A groan escaped him, the groan of a
brave man overwhelmed by impossible
odds, All four Globes were thousands of
feet above him now—and his squadron
had been destroyed! The droning, in-
visible foree had flung his men out of the

til vfi
Then that

battle. All over the sky, great planes
were spinning and falling, like lcaves at
the mercy of a gale. =

Justice could make no further eflort—
yet. He could do nothing save brace
himself despairingly as the maddening
spin continued, threaténing to t the

and tched unde
that still flowed throug
clr |
All he knew as he
emptiness was that
snatched from his grasp at the moment
of seizing it. That the ttle against
the pirates of the Flying Globe n
start all over again, with the odds heavy
against him now. Somehow, somewhere,
Ludwig Steinach had discovered a new
and overwhelming powerful
that might yet make
sclentist master of the world.
It was tritumph for Ludwig Steinach!

Next Week :

CAPTIVES OF THE COLOSSUS
A APt PSS

KING OF THE ISLANDS

(Continued from page T)

He must have carried canvas recklessly
in such a wind to be so ncar ithe Dawn
alfter so long a Iag.

Bul the boy trader
shoulders indifferently.

The light gleamed on the port quarter.
If the Dutchman had seen him, it could
only be the lights of the Dawn that re-
vealed the ketch.

There was & sudden sharp yell from
Koko. His brown hands almost re-
leased the spokes of the wheel for a
second—but his grasp closed again on
the instant.

Following that cry came a whiplike
crack down the wind. King of the
Islands uttered an exclamation of rage.

“They're firing! My sainted Sam!
Koko!" He made a swift step towards
the boatswain.

“ All right, sar!” gasped Koko. “ Feller
shot go plenty too much close along head
belong this feller, sar. - Allogether too *
much close he stop.: Makee losee feller
comb belong hair belong me, sar.”

The rifle-shot could only have been
fired at random, but it had gone close by
chance, cutting a coral comb from the
thick, dark halr of the Kanaka. Ken's
hand went for a moment to the butt.of
the revolver in his belt. But he did not
draw it,

Another whiplike crack was heard on
the wind. The bullet tore through strain-
ing canvas overhead.

“Suffering cats!” muttered Hudson.
“Van Duck means business, Ken! We've
got a packet of trouble coming from that
Dutch swab.”

Ken King stepped to the wheel and

the spokes from XKoko's brown

whirled through
had been

ehrugged bis

hands.

“Douse the glim, Koko!” he rapped.
“You sce, eye belong you, feller light he
no stop!*

" Yessar|"

A minute more, and the Dawn was in
darkness. Ken, at the wheel, slared
back. Far away on the sea, falling
farther behind, twinkled the dancing
light of the Sunda. Once, twice, he
fancied he heard the crack of the rifle,
borne on the wind, but if the Dutchman
was still firing, his shots came nowhere
ne'ia;. f.hﬁ:ml‘)tagn. lost in zlée darkness,

e ipped and disappeared.

Through Lhe long, dark, stormy hours,
through the racing, rolling seas the
Dawn rode out the storm. When, at the
glimmer of sunrise, the gale dropped, {he
shipmates scanned the tossing waste of
walers and saw no sail. The Dutchman
had lost them in the darkness and the
Dawn rode alone on the wild waste
the Pacific.
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