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- KEN KING HITS BACK
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The Boy Trader

of the South Seas hands out rough

justice to the Bully of the Sunda

By CHARLES HAMILTON

Islands—give up the boy, or

Roes Lo the bottom of this

'h Dutehman's  little plggy oves
Rleamed sheer evil under his  knitted
brows wis plain that he meant every
word he uttered. Me had, or he believed
he had e power Lo carry oul his threat

On Ul
Mulligan
ialand
ruffian

» there was
the
Hh-\\

only one white
trader—it was a
by a native chlef
had no Interference to look
from llﬂu And his crew of
blacks outnumbered the crew of
Dawn by four to one. The outeome of a
struggle could hardly be doubtful
“You hear me?” roared Van Duck
“1 hear you!" said King of the
And now hear me! T've let you rch
my ship, V Duck, to save trouble, If
that had satisfied you, you could have
gone back to your schooner and I should
have been glad to see the last of you,
Now youre in my hands—and you're
staying in them! Koko, seize that man!”
As the boatswain made a stride, Van
Duck wrenched the revolver from the
back of 1 belt. But he did not raise
it For even as lu grasped it, King of
the Islands sprang t him, and his fist
crashed in the J!(l bearded face like a
lump of iron
The brawny
backwards as if

man
native
‘The

Iu!

Dutchman went
a shot had struck

over
him

down. The boy trader kicked the revolver
from his hand.

“Seize that man, Kokol!” repeated
Ken.

Y eS8 * grinned Koko, and as Van
Duck ered to his feet, his hands
were twisted behind him.

vell of ex-
Van Duck

From the schooner came ¢
citement from the black boys.
opened his mouth to shriek an order to
them. But Ken's revolver was in his
hand now, and he jammed the muzzle
fairly into the Dutchman’s mouth.

“PBelay your jawing tackle, you swabi!"
he said, between his th. “If that
schooner comes i (wlhom neairer—if a
single shot is fired—1'll blow your brains
out! Order \um cannibal crew to sland
off! If they attack, you'll die!

Ach!” spluttered the Dutchman
“I—I—1 will

“you'll do as you're ordercd, or

the consequences,” said King of

take

Cackling with excite-
ment, the crew of the
Sunda crowded to the

rail. Oneshout from
Van Duck, bound to
the Dawn's mast, and
they would open fire.

the

Islands He drew back L revolver a
few inches from the red-bearded fuce
His eyves gleamed over it with grim deter
mination Crive our crew the order
or die!”

For a long moms was
allent, rugeling But
there was death
looked him in th
clear, steady ey 1wt |
levelled barrel, The t
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with whelmi

\J'IH Jiml would no
death to g
moment 1
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fall
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belong you! Y
The order came or

to

feller boy alc
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SAVAge crew,
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black hands
rung out any mo
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man. “I goba
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ketch of your
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and vouw can t
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and
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Dawn held
Danny, the
and knobted
behind him
Islands, the
rounds the
there., Van Duc k had
to bully her skipper ar
over her crew—now

it
At |

i ride rf‘u"h hod
it dawned upon him

that he had put his head into a trap.

" Koko!” rapped King of the Islands.
“You makee stop alo hand
belong you, Solomon 1sland feller

belong Dussman, sar!” said the
swain, and his long Malaita knife glit-
tered in his hand x

1T Van Duck had thought of Jr!ix:%::
crew, he gave up the idea now
pless. with his dilated eyes on the
c in Koko's brown hand, he leaned
o the mast and swore.

ARNEY HALL.
the trader of
Tenga, stared

under the rim of

Peter his shady: prigk
H hat. rubbed his eyes,
Swims i stared again !It
> ot easy for

for it o0 beh.ﬂe

=d as if he could

r—_r&d Barney. "It's
n Ken King's keleh!
"Black Tom—it’s the

H_‘,l had seen the boy on the Dawn—
\he boy ‘-\hw'“ he, like Van  Duck,
e son of Tom D:ur the
him there

canoe manned by Ulul
and the rarco h'.td

to believe.

1:19 b.):.{ was stan

looking after D canoe a.:. 1
threaded the reef ..d sel ils mat-sail u&
stand out to sea. For several minutes
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KEN KING HITS BACK

Barney stood sta¥ing at him, then he
n“{ :Q‘,. e did net obey Barney's order.
'l'auomx tme“anp‘mm he boy'::fx o “What do ;uu want with me? he

called back.

“You're the boy I saw on the Dawn--
you're Tam Daly's boy that he left here
whent Re salled to Lukwe in his lugger
With a bag of pearls! That's why I want
you to come back to the beach, or 1l

he Tonga trader had not been k‘mi
on Kohu, but he had already searched
for traces of the pearling, and found
them, He had found the hut where Tom
Daly had camped with the boy, the heaps
ol ayster shells rotled out on the beach

but he had not found the spot whence viddle youl” He pulled trigger again,

the pearl oysters had been taken. That sending a bullet within o foot of the

was the pearler's secret—and the boy's! boy's head as o warning,” * Come back
Neither had Hall found pearls If  to the beach!”

there was, as he suspected, & store of The boy had dropped the paddle into

them on Kohu, it was securely hidden
But the boy knew, Barney told himself,
as e tramped rapidly round the curving
bLeach. The bov Knew-—and should te
if there was persuasive power I oo sting-
ray tail!

Having watched the Ululo canoe till it
bobbed away far (n the sunset, the by
turped to the lagoeon and waded in {ts

the bottom of the canoe. With a sudden
swiftness, he slipped over the gunwile
nto the water, For w osecond his dork
head was visible on the shining surface
al the lngoon, then it disappeared,

It looked for the moment, as if the boy,
in despair, had (hing himsell Into the
lagoon and gone down.,  Barney stood
staring blankly, the revolver sagging in

) 1 ) . 1 ' y
;.].“' \-\l -:\.;:‘I)t.!“[rll\.liil"i th :\r.;llllt Al nis nand Then he diseerned that the
:ﬁ VRS _.‘“ . Lt ) ‘! 2 tiny canoe was in motion, drawing
at action puzzl » Tonga trader.  fuaher away-from him

He hurried  his  footsteps,  rapidly
approaching the spot Bub {8 - few Keeping the canoe beltween him and
minutes he understood. The boy the rultian on the beach, the boy was

swimming out, and drawing the et

fram the shadow of the rock.
after him, Only his head was o

iu water, pulling atter him n s

canoe in which lav a doub 0 water, and it was hidden from Barney's
paddie. Evidently there was some sight by the moving canoe

cave under the rock, used as a canoe- “Belay there!™ roared the enraged
huouse. trader. " TI'll riddle you! By hokey, I'll

send you to the Lottom!"

Bang! bang! roared the heavy revolver,
Barney Hall was savagely reckless now,
Four bullets, one after another, struck
the little craft, glaneing or cutling
through. But the canoe still floated on,
The trader spat out an oath as he pulled
trigger again, and was answered only by
a click. The revolver was empty, He
crammed in fresh cartridges.

The canoe glided on, drawn by the
hidden swimmer. The range, already
long, was longer when Barney had re-
In savage rage, he

As the boy got the little canoc afloat,

Barney broke into a run,
Belay, there!™ he roared.

For a long moment the boy stood
staring at him. Then he scrambled Into
the canoe in such haste that it rocked
wiidly and almost capsized. As it rocked
and splashed, he seized the double paddle
and hed it to the water.

Barney Hall reached the edge of the
la%?mg water to see the canoe hall a
cable’s length out of his reach, He
dm;%%edr the revolver from his belt and
raised it

“Stand by!” he roared. “Stand by, or loaded his revolver
I'n fire!” blazed away at the canoe, knocking up
The boy, slim and delicate as he sipouts of water all round it. But the
looked, was handling the paddle swiftly little craft and the unscen swimmer

were out of effective range now, and he
emptied his revolver in vain. He stood
sputtering with rage, watching the canoe
dwindle across the lagoon. He saw it
rock as a dripping figure clambered back

and strongly. The two blades dashed the
water alternately, and the canoe moved
fast. He did not heed the Tonga trader’s
shout—and Barney fired, his bullet
knocking up a water-spout a yvard from

the canoe. The paddle ceased to ply. into it. = =2k
“Come back, you young swab,"”. roarcd The boy did not even look back. at

Barney, “or I’l‘i riddle you and your Barney. Kneeling to the paddle, le

canoe!” plied it fast, and shot away fgwards the
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pposite shore — fading from Barney
all'sd sight 0 the sunset thet wis
deopening Lo dark.

i“ HAT'S npext:”

= asked Kit Hud-

son. with a grin

Touch Up hogk!™

answered King

of the Islands
and “And lh,u-j. swab?”
Hudson made a ges-
Go ture towards- the
— cursing, infuriated
Dutchman,

Ken shnmged his shoulders.

“"He's going 1o get what he’s asked
for—and get it hard!” he replied. “We
can't let. him.go back to his schoonier,
Kit—thal means fighting his crew. But
there are safe spots in the Pacific where

L
he can be put oul of mischief—and Van
0

Duck 18 gouig to be given i pussage
sueh o ppot.”

“His erew will make pretty free
his schooner within twenty-four
If he doesn't go on board, Ken

“That's his lookout! He threatencd
ta sink the Dawn with all hands
would carry out thal threat if he could
Why should I worry nbout what m
happen to his schooner?

1), Captain  vi Ducz
wrenching at his bonds, twisted his head
Lo glare at the shipmates,

“What's this game, King of the
Islands?" he shouted, his volce hoarse
with rage. “Do you reckon youTre run-
ning me out to sea on this ketch? Put
me back on my schooner, or I'll shout to
my crew——"

“Keep that swab quiet, Koko!™

“Me keepee that swab plenty too guiet,
sar, s'pose he sing out, mouth belong
him!"” said the bo'sun. The keen edge of
his Malaita knife touched the Dutch-
man's -thick neck. “You sing out. »
feller Dussman, s'pose you no want feller
head stop along shoulder belong you.

Van- Duck uttered no further word

There was n.cackle of excitement from
the ‘Bunda as the ketch- got under wav.
Once more the whole crew lined the
side. Some were still armed andlit .was
a ¢ritical moment. Kit Hudson, revolver
il hand; stood ready to fire if a rifle was
raised on the “schooner. But at the
terribly short range an exchange of fire
musgt have done deadly execution. One
shout from Van Duck would have been
enough—but the Dutchman uttered no
word. One syllable would have been his
last, and he knew it.

But the shipmates breathed more
freely when the Dawn picked up the
wind and glided away.

“We're well out of that, Ken!" said
Kit, holstering his revolver as the ketch
entered the passage in the reef.

King of the Islands nodded

It was touch and go!" he answ
“If that hound were back on his
schooner, we should be fighting for our
lives this minute, Kit! My sainted Sam!
It'll be a long Lime before that scoundrel
lays an honest ship aboard again!”

The reef was dropped, and the ketch
shaking out more sail, siood out to sea.
At a sign from Ken, Koko quitted his
watch on the Dutchman. The bully of
the Sunda twisted his head to look back
at the masts of the schooner, visible for
a time over the reef, but rapidly sink-
ing from sight.

His schooner was left at the mercy
of his black crew, and only too well he
knew what was likely to happen. For a
time they would carry on as usual, ex-
pecting their white master to return, and
dreading his rage if they gave offence.
But as soon as they realised that he was
not returning, they would loot the
schooner and desert in a body.

.

. . . .

“Lower the whale-boat!”

The bully of the Sunda raised a weary
head and stared about him as he heard
Ken Kin%': order, Bri%ht sunrise was
on the cific, and the Dawn was
hove-to.
D PR L e

Ul he weary n ng a
the foot of the mizzen, lel.ﬁns on the

mast,

From the speed the ketch had been
making he knew that he must be at
least forty or fifty miles from Ululo., He
or the moment, that the Dawn

ts next port of ecall, and
that the boy traders intended to put him

! But as he stared about him the

} Was surp! to see no sign of an
island—no sign of a port or a lagoon.
The Dawn was hove-to on

to call it I -

the o]
Cwas

's round
SeAning’ surt, % paich of wHits 5
patch of paim-trees, a straggle of bush.

That was al),_and. for the mom

did hot understand.
“Cast that man loose!™
Koko, gn came towands
Dutchman, in hand
through the
|

been  broodi
maroened on
You reckon
1" he hissed

1s that yow

W
that s

s
Islands?

oRt "~
passing down
nkels, canngd

d back, till
1=t the mizzen,
Come on. you sea-thisf!™
trader. -~ You've bully-rasged me on mF
own deck -and- 1'm- giad -you've-ginin
a chance to make Jou answer-
Come ‘on, you hilking seab!™ -

The -Dutchman came st him ke a
tiger. - In weight and reach be had 88
the advantage. He did not care wiss
might follow if he could beat and baflr
the boy trader, with his hor . B
the crew of the Dawn b their baf
sképper use his hands and ibey
did not doubt wha ; come wousd
be. They grinned a ichec the

much

along
belong
“This 2
00 much.”
thud, thod!
At last the Duichman
lifted from his feet
knuckles on his red beard

For long minutes, the Dulchman la¥
sprawling and panting. He stagg
his feet at last, shaking with rage.

did not come on again.
“Get into the boat!” rapped Een
“Neen—neen!™ panted Van
hoarsely =
King of the Islands sirode him, asd
graspe im.

“Stand from under!” called out K
Hudson. the
Lompo. in the boat, dodged out of

way as the bulky figure crashed mto,
whale-boat, making it yock .
stunned by the fall. the bully lay

ing. King of the Islands .} :
down after him, followed by Koko and
Kolulo. Koko steered, while Lompe
Kolulo sat at the oars, and the
boat pulled for the Albatross Rock.

King of the Islands sat in the steri
his eyes on the Dutchman. Not

§

trader made a gesture tow:

Van Duck gave him one

look, then, in savage silence,

of the whale-boat.
The stores were landed,

little beach out of reach of .
tchman did He

his bumning e boy |
Ken gave

was done with the b




