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BULLY OF THE SUNDA

EN KING, King

A st s of the Islands,
came on deck in

aved the bright sun-

B rr.?(- (i!ll the

acific, L was

from the twenty-four hourcs

since the gale had

Seal dropped, but there

. e \me still a swell on

the sea. Tar away.

ahead of the Dawn, g mountain-lop
Jutled into the blue, indicating where

the island of Ululo lay.
his mate Kit Hudson, a cheery nod

Ihat’s Ulule,” he said. “We s
make it before noon. 1 wonder—* He
glanced astern, where, to the southward
the biue P; ific stretched apparently to
mn_nu_v. unbroken by any sign of land.

!\‘.l;l Hudson gave a grunt,

‘Youre worrying a Kl
Peter?” he asked. RN g
pt l\ \\:.xihKlu-’d sl.'H':.i on the ketch,”
answerec en. “He was a fool to po
back to Kehu. Hell make it .\u![ﬁv
enough in Ka-a-lo-a’s canoe, but—-"

1t )_u_- 11 find half Lukwe there, hunt-
ing for Tom Daly’s pearls—which I, for
one, don't believe in!* said the mate of
the Dawn. “I've heard that beach-
comber babbling, after shifting a bottle
of square-face!”

- I think there must be something in
it this time,” said Ken, shaking his head

\.]_n Duck, the Dutchman, and Barney
Hall, of Tonga, both pulled out of Lukwe
after hearing the story.”
wFools for their pains!"™ said Hudson

But if there are pearls on Kohu, Black
Tom Daly won't find many of 'em left
when he gels back from Lukwe in his
lugger. Barmey Hall will see to that if
Van Duck doesn't. That young swab,
Peter, is running back:into a hornets'
nest—for nothing!”

Ken did not answer. His eyes had
fixed on a distant object, rolling in the
Pacific rollers—little more than a speck
on the sea, but, to a sailorman's eyes,
e:v:deml(%g;\ capsized vessel of some kind
Eit Hudson followed his glance,

“A wreck!"” he said. “That packel did
not have our luck in the gale, Ken!
She’s turned turtle!”

Ken nodded. - 1. was the hull of a
small vessel that ‘bobbed on the distant
seas, keel up. A clutter of rigging and
broken spars siill elung to it, bobbing on
the water beside the hull. The fierce
gale, in which the Dawn had fought for
her life and pulled through, had wrought
destruction to that unknown crafl, leav-
ing it a shattered wreck adrift on the

cific,

“ Nobody left alive on that bit of flot-
sam!" added Hudson.

" 1o “ But "

Ken.
He gazed and earnestly al Lhe dis-
tant rolling wreck. The boy trader had
lost time at Kobu and he had a date to
keep at Ululo, but he was nol the man
tutpas.‘i by the aliﬁl;tﬂ;t chance of helping
a fellow-seaman distress. ;

“Feller belong that packet walk about
along bottom sea!" said Koko, the
Kanaka boatswain. = “That feller go
finish, sar!”

Ken King gave

that

*“Lompo, you go along cabin, fetch
long-feller glass,” ordered King of the
Islands.

Lompo brought up the binoculars, and
Ken turned them on the distant wreck
The speck on the sea rushed into clearer
view. A shattered, battered hull, a tangle
of ropes and torn canvas an broken
spars—and something else that lay like
a log in the tangle! It was a human
form that was tangled in the torn rigging
—whether dead or allve, he could not
tell. He handed the glasses to his mate.

Hudson looked, Vg .

“A dead man,” be said. " But we can’t
be too sure!”

King of the Islands rapped out swift
orders, and the ketch bore away from
her icour.sc :\'I"Id ran down towards Lhe

wreck. d
drgetrr;g soon every detail was visible to
the naked cye on board Ken King's
keteh. That the man tangled in the
torn rigging was still living, there was
little hope. A day and a night had
assed sﬁ:cce the storm, and during that
Eme he must have been adrift on the
sea, tossipg on the waste of walers.
Roj were twisted round him as if he
had lashed himgzelf fast after the lugger
had turned turtle. The body heaved and
bobbed to the motion of the sea, but
there was no sign of life.

The Dawn hove-to and the whaleboat
was lowered. Iﬂnf of the Islands Jumged
into the boat, Kolulo and Lufu took the
oars, and Koko steered for the wreck,
In a few minutes more, the boy-irader
wns holding on to the wreck of the

'lug%er and cutting loose the man who
floated Lhere, The Kanakas lifted him
into the whaleboat. -

et e Bty gt e
8 + 2
boa A e 4 recked

tswnla” meant that the shipw
seaman still g 5
“That feller stop much, Koke,”

- Modern Boy ‘

“The days of piracy are dead—Van Duck will never dare
attack us!” declared King of the Islands—but the boy skipper
had forgotten the lure of pearls

By CHARLES HAMILTON

answered King of the Islands, “ Back to
the Dawn—you feller boy washy-washy
too quick!™”

The whaleboat shot back to the ketch.

Ken's eyes were keenly and curiously
on the face of the man he had saved
from the wrecked lugger—a bronzed,
black-bearded face that the boy trader
knew It was the face of Black Tom
Daly, pearler, beachcomber, drifting jet-
sam of the beaches. The man was in-
sensible, sunk in the decpest uncon-
sciousness, but he still lived.

Alive?” asked Kit Hudson, as the boal
came und the Dawn's rail ain, and
the Kanakas passed up Lhe senseless
man

Ay, ay—but all in!" answered Ken.
“Look at him, Kit—you know him!"

“Suffering cats!” exclaimed Hudson.
“It’s Daly. If that kid Peter had stayed
with us, would have found his
father!”

“ Peter said that he was not Tom
Daly’s son, old man,” Ken reminded him
*Koko, get the man below."

The nsensible pearler was taken down
to the Dawn'’s cabin and lald in a berth
on the lockers. King of the Islands
went below with him, and it was some
time before he returned to the deck

Hudson gave him an inquiring glance
as he came up.

“He will live,” said Ken. He glanced
at the mountain-top jutting from the sea
to the north. The Dawn, speeding
swiftly on her course again, was ap-
proaching Ululo. “We can land him
there, and leave him in good hands!”

“He hasn’t come to?"

“No; and he doesn’t look likely to yet
for a good time.”

“Poor beggar!” said Hudson, “We
may hear the truth from him about those
pearls when he comes to his 1sesl”

But Black Tom Daly was lying

he

i of, ife s Ehi.man

senseless a log when Lthe kelch ran
into the roon 4l Ululo, under the hot

sun of noon,
APTAIN VAN
DUCK tramped
the after-deck of
the chooner

Ha‘ted Sunda, stared
and scowled at the
by shining d:,eu_D and
muttere utch
Bullets ! curses in his red,

ragged beard. Trader
and pearl - poacher,
nigger-stealer and frecbooter, Van Duck
was never a good-tempered man, and
now the fierce-tempered Solomon
Islanders who manned his schooner kept
as far from him as they could

For a day and a night, and now in the
sunny new day, Captain van Duck had
been a terror*to his crew—savagely
watching the sea, muttering curses, and
clenching his big hairy hands in im-
potent rage

Every hour, every minute, he hoped to
raise the tall sails of the Dawn on the
Pacific. But since pulling out of Kohu
he had seén nothing of the ketch, except
a glimpse of her lights on the night of
the storm; when he had blazed away with
a rifle at the Dawn—only to lose her
again in the darkness.

On board the Dawn was the boy Peter,
who was, as he believed, the son of Black
Tom Daly, the pearler. He had found
the boy on Kohu, in the pearler's hut.
where the oysters had been rotted out
for pearls, and taken him by force on his
schooner, The boy had jumped to the
reef and run—hbut he would have been
recaptured but for the unlucky chance
that the Dawn had put in at the solitary
island for water.

Van Duck had sailed in pursuit of the

il

e

lashed to the wrecked lugger, but Ken

cut him loose and dragged him into the whaleboa

12

Dawn, desperately readv Lo sink her with
all hands if that was the only way 1o
get hold of the pearler's son. But tha
Dawn had vanished into the illimitahjs
Pacific, and hunting for her on tha
boundless ocean was like hunting for 3
needle in a haystack. Half-a-dozen'
times he had run down to native canoes,
but from none of them had he been abje-
to pick up news of the Dawn. F

Incessantly, the Dutchman's littls
piggy eyves swept the sea. And when a
canoe, with a heavy mat sail and a hy
out-rigger, came tacking down from
direction of Ululo, the Dutchman growled
out savage orders, and the schooner fell
away, running down to the canoe.

Four brown faces stared at the Sunda
as she came. In the stern of the cance
was a car shelter, rigged up on bam-
boos, wh occupied or not. Van Duck
1f it was occupied, the

See.

could not

5

Suddenly the cance changed her'
course, falling away from the approach-
ing schooner. i

The Ululo boys had been ma.king
southward, on Jlong tacks, the win
coming out of the east. Bul a minuts
after the Sund 1

ull before the wind.

round o t

Van D d the manceuvre with
savag The canoe was trying
to @ for what reason he
did not k i ant a waste of
time he could not spare. He noted, 100,
that the brown bo had all looked

towards the stern shelter. and guessed
that an order had been called to them
from someone not in his sight. The
canvas shelter was occupied by someone

The canoe. light sea-bird before
the wind, shol aw h

as a

his black boys to shal

Again Van Duck saw the brown boys
stare round at the unseen occupant of
the canvas shelter aft. Clearly they
received another order. for they
their paddles and began paddling hard
and fast, to help the sail. The canoe
fairly flew through the water.

But fast as it was, it had no chance
against the schooner. Closer and closer
her sails loomed over the flecing canoe.
Van Duck put his hairy paw to his mouth
and roared:

“ You feller Ululo boy, vou stop alopg
this hooker!”

They heard his angry roar down the
wind, and startled eyes stared back from
startled brown faces. But the paddles
plied faster and faster. The canoe tore
on.

Spitting rage, the Dutchman grasped
% lhcav:.' revolver from the back of bis

elt,

“You feller boy!” he roared. “You
stop close-up, s'pose you no wantee kill-
dead along gun belong me.”

He could sec the Ululo boys babbling
to one another in alarm and excitement.
But they still paddled on desperately.
For whatever reason, the hidden pas-
.;;gngvr In the canvas shelter was urglng

.

Bang! The revolver roared, pitching
o bullet into the midst of the Ululo boys.
There Wwas a howl of terror from the
Ululo boys. The bullet had torn a strip
of skin from a brown leg,

It was too much for the Ululo crew-
Up to that moment they had obeyed the
orders of the hidden passenger, and made
every effort to escapg. the Duteh
schooner. But they had no defence
against firearms—and Van Duck Wwis
now near enough to riddle the whol®
crew with lead. 2

The paddles were taken in, and nest
momeént the mat sall t:lmpgl

Ka-a-lo-a waved brown hands frat
tically to the schooner, in sign of sub-
mission, and howled at the top of hif

volce:

“This feller canoe stop, sar, cin!!-“ﬂ'

lenty too quick!  You no shootee th
eller along gun belong you, sar, Th&
feller Ululo oy plenty too good hoy alon
feller white master,”

Van Duck, scowling, - jammed the
revolver back into his belt, The schoonet
swept down on the canoe, which rocked
and danced in the wash, and at a sava#®

esturc from the Dultchman, Kuo-a-0®
at

Peter of Kohu crouched under ﬂlﬂ‘
canvas cover in the canoe, trembl
you savvy me wante you stop?”

“White master

fnold on, looking up with tervified

at the brutal, red-bearded face

the sound of the harsh, savage ha

the Dutchman. Eve tone s

savage voloe sent a chiil to his h
“You feller Ululo boy!" hi

Duck. “

glared down at him
t naune you no Stop.

ibbled Ululo Loy i
B e




EPa
: kﬁa‘.‘i’r hodded—he could not

- Baileq

S

‘ta

ﬁm keich go along Ululo, sar.”

ok undersiood from thai that
1 under the canvas
sed who, however!
. the white man not

1 king up for himself,
no iterest in the man if he
mt'ld[ y the information he wanted
3 ' o boys
"‘?.7{} ‘t‘!‘i\“{?,wi:,v.; you savvy Dawn, feller
ship Lm]u]:g King of the Islands?” he
asked. “You sec that keteh Dawn, cye
belong you, along you stop along sea
g canoe?’
nlq“\h-ss:\ r
ven Du scowling brow cleared.
This was news, at last If the canoe had

| gighted the Dawn, he was on the right

urse.
& What time you see that feller ketch?”
asked eagerly.
M"Sﬂ' um day before, sar, along sun he
sleep,” answered Ka-a-lo-n, “That

“You plenty sure that feller ketch go

b along Ululo?”

“Yessar, me savvy too much.”
“You see that feller ketch close-up,

" ¢ye belong you?” asked Van Duck,
Ka-a-lo-a speak .
along King of the Islands, mouth belong

"Yessar, this feller

him, . sar.

The Dutchman’s piggy eves glinted.

“You see [feller stop alon that
ketch?” he asked. “You see all feller
siop along that ketch, eye belong you?”
‘ “Yessar, me see feller King of the
Islands, feller mate Hudson, feller crew
belong Hiva-Oa, sce all feller.”

“You sce a young white master—feller
white boy—no belong erew belong King
of the Islands?” asked Van Duck
cagerly. “Small feller white boy, name
belong him Peter?”

Ka-a-lo-a's  dark eves glimmered
curiously, The “small feller white boy ”
was hardly two fathoms from Van Duck.
Only the canvas awning hid him from
the Dutchman’s eyes.

But not for an instant did it occur to
the Dutchman that the unseen “white
master " in the canoe was Peler of Kohu
=Wwithin his grasp, if he had only
known !

Neither had Ka-a-lo-a any intention of
telling him. Unless Vaf Duck made the
discovery for himself, he was going to
larn nothing of the white boy's
Drsse|1cc on the canoe.

Me sec um, sar,” answered the Ululo
boy. “Me sce that feller white boy along
kelch bglong King of the Islands.”
hPt-:ors heart almost ceased to beat in
t:s dread of what was to come next. If

i Ululo boys betrayed his presence, he
W28 helpless at the mercy of the savage
Sulchmnn‘ Once more on board the
Bgﬁ‘]ﬂ. he was not likely to escape

“That feller white boy priscner alon
keteh?" asked Van Duc'k.p ®

thu' sar, he walk about deck all same
er feller,” answered Ka-a-lo-a. “ He
fooong Ululo, along King of the

iiéncls. sar, along feller ketch.”
bm?&a-lo-n watched Van Duck's harsh,
umr ed face intently, as he made that
X ruthful statement.” But there was no

oI suspicion

Iook, N, in the Dutchman's
thai ot for a moment did he suppose
4L King of the Islands would part with

Pf({fr Wntll he had extracted from him
fecret of Black Tom's pearls.
1o g0 DUCK was satisfied, He was about
glanel 10 Ka-a-lo-a to push off, when his
aoe fell on the canvas shelter, and he

ke again,
bm‘;jhﬂl name feller white master
ngk,_.ag you, stop along awning?” he
wag g, He was ‘not suspicious, but he
Surprised that the white man had
it shown y -

Al feller whi
& " hite master plenty foo
glfgi Sar" answered the Ulwlo boy
sp” Him plenty too sick along fever,

From why
1] ch Van Duck concluded that
ke r"‘“')‘“e man in the cance was suffer-
his yougd Bttack of malarin. He waved
push o&® hand in sign to Ka-a-lo-a to
thoy S With a relief which did not
Obeyeq his brown face, the Ululo boy
the scﬁofgrl‘grthe canoe rocked away from
¢ boy ‘under the awning could
ﬂmmff,"tgﬂmve his good fortune. . But he
Canyne ¢ clatter of ropes, the boom of
R!aiﬂ-—'aﬁj the schooner got under way
anjon o then the brown face of
the Jieri %‘g’lfd in at the opening of
o 1 A
Kaojnct Dussman no stop, sar,” said
BV white - 1bat feller Dussman no
Lellop te master Poter stop along this
0C, my word!”

speak.
callgd tﬁ

mat sa
Mee e, BN and the canoe stood
“ﬂ;g! for Kggul?er former course, south-
the n 10 dOWn in his blankets under
the B, 0 sleep through the heat of
to the jonds While the canoe scudded
e iy {p Jonely island of pearls. It was
i i hot afternoon when Ka-a-lo-a
ey yo 0, An1d Jointed with & brown
Facify Wi pc Of White foam, where the
U:é::‘“l" et gno‘:rcomllmr. ‘
" the blazing sun, the cance'ran

odern Boy 5

the & Brinning chy 5
was 200 Ululo pe, ﬂfiuuti‘n(e

into the channel in the reef where, a
couple of days since, Peter had found

refuge on Ken King's ship. Tonely
cnough now it looked, with no sign of a
sall or an inhabitant, But Peter's dark
eves swept anxiously over the f and
the lagoon, There were other passages
in the cireling reef, and he had not for-

gotlen Barney Hall. But if the trader
of Tonga was there, there was no sign
of him to be seen.

The canoe ran into the lagoon and the
boy stepped out on Lo the shelving sand,

Ka-a-lo-n received his payment for the

trip and the canoe immediately put to

sea ngain, leaving Peter standing, a soli-
tary ligure, on the beach,

o EAVE him to

me!” said Mulli-

= gan, the trader

Lookmg on Ululo, “He's

far gone, but I'll

for pull him round, if a

%]cPcomber'g w(o:rt‘h

uling round, Cap-

Trouble! pul King ' And

! when he's on  his

pins again, Il get

hngn A passage on a craft out of Ululo.”
It's all we can-do, Ken,” said Kit
Hudson.

Eing of the Islands nodded.

_Black' Tom Daly, his face staring
ghastly white from his black hair and
beard, lay unconseious in a bunk in Mulli-
gan’s bungalow. Mulligan, the Pacific
Company’s trader, was the only white
man on the island. He was more than
ready to take in a shipwrecked seaman,
especially as Ken was prepared to leave
a necessary sum to meel the expenses.
He could not carry a sick passenger on a
trading ketch, neither would Black Tom
have chosen to be taken on a long trip
far from Kohu.

Leaving the still insensible man with
the Ululo trader, therefore, the ship-
mates returned to the beach, where the
whaleboal awaited them. Canoes were
still taking out car%o of copra and pearl-
shéll to the Dawn, but they were making
the last trip.

The shipmates stepped back on the
deck of the Dawn as the last canoe dis-
charged its cargo and sheered off. The
Hiva-Oa crew were pre] m‘inzg1 for sea,
ﬁhan there was a sudden shout from

of

XO.

“Feller Dussman comey along lagoon,
sar!” he shouted.

" The Sunda!* exclaimed Hudson.

King of the Islands stared at the
schooner coming In through the reef. His
brow darkened as he looked, while Koko
‘drew the long Malaita knife from
his girdle and ran his brown thumb
along the razor-like edge—a sufficient in-
dication of what the boatswain was
expecting now that Van Duck had over-
Jmuff(ltncthw_Izé ‘I‘T;e Hiva-Oa boys
cackled with excitement.

“I can’t quite belicve that even that
scoundrel will dare, Kit,” sald King of
the Islands slowly. “It's a long step to
the High Commissioner at Fijl, but the
days oP piracy are dead and gone! He'll
never dare. But if he does hell find us

o
rcﬂlga!rf issued rapid orders. If the Dutch-
man was desperate enough to attack him,
he was going to be ready. Rifles were
served out to the crew, even Danny, the
cooky-boy, coming out of his galley to
handle o }Mhltlchmwg.mxell and Kit
ickled on their revolvers.

bh’f‘}?nre was no possibilily of avoiding a
conflict if the Dutchman chose—and In
short time they knew beyond
doubt that Van Duck had come for
trouble, They could see him standing
by the steersman; his piggy eyes were
fixed on them with a glare of deadly
animosity. And at that moment it was
eatisfactory to Ken to remember that the
boy Peter was far away, safe Iroml the
clutches otlo the Dutch Ifreebooter, what-
ever was come. it

schooner ranged within a his:cu‘ (]
mﬂ'ﬁ of the ketch and dropped her sails,
Along her side appeared the fuzzy hends
of van Duck's black crew—and they had
arms in their hands. With such a crew,
it was the Dutchman's custom to keep
the arms on the schooner safely under
lock and key, except his _own revolver.
The sight of rifles on the Sunda showed,
only too plainly, the freebooter’s inten-

tions. o
- ing of the Islands!” roared

Vau;a g‘ﬁ{k.xp'}:gmin savagely at the cool,

handsome face of the boy trader.

< Ahoy, Van tli‘ll_lck‘gm
* Look! is .

"Yogzge é%': it, Mlynheqr King!"” jeered
the Dutchman, “T picked up news of
vou from a canoce, and by hokey I've
overhauled you, Send that boy on d
my schooner, and lose no time about it.

im laughed contemptuously.

“If the were here, I'd keep him
against you and all your crew of cannt-
bals!* he answered. " But he's not here.

“you've sent him ashore?” Van Duck's
glanc &umed on the beach, where a
mﬁwde of Ululo

mmt.lves were lmmgi ?r‘\ﬂ
> e > ﬂ.- . "

the ?'?mn!dn of his bungalow. " Is he
Ululo?"

on
“ r packet!” ra
the Enm%alioq. ou'f.pl‘l‘e to me, Ken
AR s

=% ou tubberly swabl” said King of the

ShsmSsade e
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STRICTLY

““ ET ws bhave come motor-racing
stories | ' is a remark that 1

bave found in hundreds “of the
letters that have reached me
4 Jately. Actually I have }!.'ul a series of
these yarns in preparation for some
while, knowing as 1 do that they -are
universal favourites. You can count the
writers of good motor-racing stories on the
fingers of one hand, and onc-of them is
certainly Clifford Cameron, who - next
week gives you the first of a fine series.
You will meet young Nick Forrest, longing
to make a name for himself in the world
of speed. An amazing chance comes along,
and he takes it—finds himsell matching
his fifteen-year-old car against the cracks,
all-out for a SPLIT-SECOND VICTORY.
PIRATE GLOBES RAID PARIS!
Down they swoop on the hidden store-
house of a nation’'s gold. Millions of
pounds are practically in their hands
In the hour of her danger, France finds
two people working furiously to turn the
tables—Midge and Doctor O'Mally.
Second in our great serics of stories
centring around rail pioneer George
Stephenson comes THE IMPOSSIBLE
RAILWAY. That is what they called
the line he prapesed to build over Chat
Maoss. “ IMeave a brick in 1t and it sinks
like a stone | "' they said. ' And Stephen-
son reckons' he’ll run locomotives and
trains over it!"” Dut Stcphcngon, con-

Islands, “Do you fancy I'd lie to a dirty
dog like you, to save my life, or a dozen
lives? The boy is not on my ship, and
he is not on Ululo—he left us at sunset
yesterday. Believe it or not as you
choose !

The Dutchman grilted his teeth.

“Hand over the boy, King, or I am
coming for him!"” he snarled. 5

“Come as soon as you like!" retorted
Km% of the Islands, *You can't bully
an English skipper like a_nigger on n
Dutch island, you swab! Fire one shot,
and you will get enough shooting to
satisfy you!”

Ken's revolver was in his hand now-—
and Hudson gripped a butt. The Hiva=
Oa boys had thelr rifles trained over the
rail of the Dawn. The odds were heavy,
terribly heavy, if il came to a conflict:
but there was no doubt that the fight
would be stern and hard, that it
would: cost the Dutchman dear. Van
Duck’s little plggy 62% %lnumed with
rage but he paus Piracy was n
desperate game, and if the boy was no
longer on the keich, he had no cause to
precipitate o deadly struggle. He was
in doubt,

“Where is the boy, If you're speakin|
the truth?” he gnapped out at last, "1
he's not on your keteh, and not on
Ululo, where is he?”

Ken pausged before replying. Tt went
against the grain to give the bully of the
Sunda a single eivil word, He was much
more disposed to defy him to do his
worst, But he had his créw to think of.

“T'll tell you,” he answered at ldsi.
“He left the ketch at sunset last night
in a canoe, He went against my advice,
but he was his own master, and he chose

to go. d

"sYou let him glg;when he knows the
Phe Dutehmith, * ou sk me. (o Eanied

e Du . ] eve
that, King of the Islands? - - Bl

“Believe it or not, you swab, it's th
truth! Do vou e me for a sea-thi
like yourself?” said Ken scornfully, & If
the boy had been loaded with pearls
theydwmld have been safe on my ship,
you dog.”

ﬁie boy's not on board, T'v

“If ¢ _no
business with %ou. Ken Kinf.“ said the
Dutchman. » “But I'll see for myself!
I'm coming on board that hookﬁ 1o
senrcbl; her—and if _resist, your blood
will on your mmtwd atlh ; i

Hudson's eyes : m. But the
mate of Dawn did not speak, lﬂe
looked at Ken,

trader Fluuud long. His
anger was deep, but after all, .ggx‘b\w
mnotme’man a_search could :gly
reveal that fast., Jt was no time to give
wi to tion, %omm on
ot avold a useless
“¥ou can come-on board, Van Du,
and search the keteh if vou choose,” sai
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fident of wictory, went ahead. How he:

built his railway, and fought his enemies =~

with the aid of the'boy, Billy James, you
will read next Saturday. 2

Steve Chivers Eets a new job next
week—taking .a big motor-coach on a
thousand-mile journey across the desert.
One of his passengers is the MAN FROM
MOUNTAIN CITY. Out in the desert
the man shows hi i to be-a desp
crook—and the excitement begins |

Kit Connaught and Driges Denrison
appear to go crazy in next week's instal-
ment of ** Wings Over the Pacific.” They
swoop down on a ship fiying the American
flag, and bomb it to destruction. But
you'll know why, when you read THE
FAKE DESTROYER.

In: KEN KING HITS BACK yon'll
find the boy trader taking the law into
his own hands, dealing out rough justice
to the Eolly of the Sunda—and the
mystery of $he pear! island grows deeper |

Another True Tale of Treasure SPOILS
OF- CIVIL WAR, and the story of the
film, ATLANTIC FLIGHT, round off a
fine sct of stories. Our Special Features
section is once again packed with good
stuff.  Qur new Competition is on page 6
—with a fine chance to win a splendid
double prize !

Your sincere friend,

THE EDITOR

Ken. “But you'll come alone! I'l not
trust your black headhunters on my
deck. Stand where you are and I'll send
my boat across! Come n single fathom
gem;fr in your schooner and ‘we open
rel N

Again the Dutchman almost gas
to a burst of rage. o gavee:v ki

the keteh that was all he wan )
“Send your boat, then!™ he snarled at

ast.
“Only you will step into the boat, V.
Duck! " Ishall shool. dend any man thog
follows you!” said Ken warningly.
Van Duck gave a surly grunt of assent.
w;ﬁg"afgﬂir il K%ulo. Her Do
er, bring felle
man along this keteh!” sngid Kc’;a.bu“‘
The whaleboat had not yvet been swun
p to.the davits, The two Kanalimg
umped into it and pulled ncross to the
sthooner, Ken stood at the rail, revolver
in hand, finger on trigger,
Duck dropped into the
bis heavy weight makin
‘l?{%!u%oppe? ‘n]l?ne, Lt
orried m ner to L
He clambered, scow!m. on m
watehed by his crew from the schooner,

He gave the shipmites a soow f""‘
mngﬁ&t‘gg Lrnmp& below, hilmrz%ﬂvsr

King of the Islands breathed hard
it S T oot
and it was not. easy %D: hﬁ;’wﬁkgmn'

hands off the swaggerin P
Jl.ﬂ a wﬁét% man% u%;e

m and
the 1

s, Ul 8,
ntly as he 1 ve

a4 black man's canoe, % ' )
trader shut his ' nn% t‘lli.:

stood ' S
o v ik Whi e Butch

o 500 ol Yo D

ging Toolin, f
eomnruh rag;n of (e '%.a -
one beer o&l.he vessel the ruffian's
search w%ml‘ hi l\.gnem't.m: B
could card tramwping and rummag-
ing and cursing over again, and v
mﬁ; Ll at he could no longer
--Hit hard face was as ro beard
with Tage wm{‘hhu ol"]r]"e:-r %?a“:!t“ﬂfn in
% lare of the sunset on deck,
W um“f"m l‘go lp gl
with fury. coalinel

“The boy's not here!” Hig v
g: ,:?uaarlg - What have you




