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Hing of the Islands
in a stirring South
Seas Adventure

By CHARLES
HAMILTON

“B
IR il o
swain of the

Dawn.

Ken King—King
of the Islands—
nodded. Standing by
the rail, his eyes
were fixed on_ the
reddened glow far aAcross dusky
waters. Night lay on the Pacific, the
stars scintillating like diamonds from a
sky of black velvet. It was close on eight
bells when Kit Hudson, the mate, was to
relieve his skipper on deck.

The ketch was making hardly three
knots before a light wind. Xen King, as
he walked the deck under the stars, was
wishing for what Koko would have
called a “strong-feller ” wind to fill his
sails, He had lost time pulling out of
Ululo, when he had run many miles out
of his course to maroon Van Duck on the
Albatross Rock. And time was money
to a South Bea trader.

Bul he forgot that as his eyes picked
up that red glow far ofl in the darkness
of the seuth-east. It was a fire at sea.
Far off the course of the Dawn that red
glow came through the dusky night, and
Ken knew that he had to carry out the
first duty of a sailorman—to help other
sailoymen in distress at sea.

The Hiva-Oa crew of the Dawn had
left their sleeping-mats, and all four
were staring at the distant glow. Only
Danny, the cooky-boy, was still snoring
in the galley. But as Ken rapped out
sharp orders, and the ketch changed her
course, Danny's fuzzy head emerged into
the ctarlight. Then there was a hurie
treed in the companion and Kit Hudson
came quickly on deck. It was not yet
cight bells, but the swing of the heavy
boom, the rattle of blocks, had instantly
awakened the mate.

“What's up, Ken? :

“Pire at sea,” answered Ken, Iwzthl a
gesture towards the distant glow. “ We've

if we can.”

IG-FELLER fire
stop, sar!” said
Koko, the brown-

ot Lo help, 2
o élowl I:!u't surely the red glow intensi-
fied as the ketch drew nearer. Sparks in

rinds flew from the burning vessel:
{:I:A}rning spars and smouldering ropes fell

e sea. {
kN (0 ihe . "ald Ren, breaking

aicheoner!"

silence. 2
lor.?gm(! savvy that feller schooner.v_snr!
sald Koke. He gave a chuckle. “That

feller schooner Sunda, sar, belong feller

Duck!”
Dgﬁn;a:nﬁ;an Sam! 1It's the Dutch-

ted Sam 1

man's sh!e. Kit!" exclaimed King of m_e

Islands. MVsl.n Erl:]gk.s schooner, that we
left at Olulo —

% crew pulled out with her, as

AT o pc[;;." said H“m'e'& b 3

h
make &he Solomons now.
goner. % : ;
his face grim. Fore and
aft, the schooner was ablaze, and th
Dawn was now near enough for the ship-
muates to pick ont black figures moving
n%’ the dancing lght of the flames,
A

had been lowered and some of
the black crew were standing up in it,
others handing down - stores and
weapons, ‘They did not seem to have
observed the apprmhm&kou:h. Not a
glance was turned towards the Dawn.
did the black boys secem lo be
effort to subdue -1.hebe nrteo

'&:ﬁr wa‘y g;'gubght seemed men

hurriedly and clumsily packing the boal
Kegs, boxes, bundles, packages of all
kinds, were pitched over the side, many
of them missing the boat and splashing
into the sea. There was no white man
aboard the Sunda to command; and the
black boys were a panic-stricken mob.
King of the Islands felt a pang as he
watched the wild scene. The Sunda was
a lost ship. But the boy trader could
not blame himself. Van Duck had
attacked him in the lagoon at Ululo, and
had not the Dutch freebooter fallen into
his hands, that attack might have ended

in the massacre of the Dawn's crew.
When he marooned the Duichman on
the lonely Albatross Rock. he had no

doubt that Van Duecl age crew, left
to their own device would seize the
schooner., Evidently y had done so
and put to sea—and this was the result!

Crash! came a mass of top-hamper—
crash! came the mainmast. Sparks and
burning fragments rained into the sea
and the boat alongside. Black figure
after figure leaped from the burning
schooner to the boat, scared yells and
howls mingling with the roar of the

flames.

Steer clear, Ken” advised Kit
Hudson. “The Sunda will burn out—no
help’s pessible now. They've got the
boat. We couldn’l e that crew of

cannibals on the Dax Steer clear, old
man! It will mean shooting if they get
alongside.”

Ken did not answer. He stood watch-
ing the Solomon Islanders with a’grim
brow.

There were two dozen black boys from
Malaita in Van Duck's crew; & close fil

for an open boat at sea. though the
Sunda’s boat was roomy. But not all the
About a

black crew were in the boat.
dozen were there scrambiing among all
sorts of stores and plunder that had
been flung in. Now they were shoving
off, in hot haste, without waiting for
more stores or for their comrades still on
the schooner.. From the flame
and smoke on the Sunda. black faces
lared and gibbered, and man after man
feapcd into the sea, to swim after the
boat.
Six men sat at the oars. pulling—
Kovo. the black mate, standing up and
shouting tc them. Burning fragments
fell in and round the boat, and the black
. boys panted and sweated in the heat
from the burning schooner.

Some of the desperate swimmers
canght hold and dragged themselves in
—but here and there a dark head dis-
appeared under the water and did not
reappear. It was a wild and terrible
seene.

The Dawn was within two cables’
length, so far unnoticed by the mob of
wildly excited blacks. Bul now, as the
boat fulled away from the bumins
Sunda, Koyo sighted her, yelled, an
waved his haid to his comrades. Black
fierce faces stared round, and the boat
pulled hard for the Dawn.

Kit Hudson slid his the
rev%lver at th?w back tg.ir heh& belt,

o Rar——" mi g

King of the Islands drew a deep
breath, There was nothing to be done
for the Sunda. She was doomed to burn

to

_down fo the water and sink. ' He would

s ¢ done anything in his power
go help the survivors, cmgﬁed in an
boat o hundred miles from Jand.

Yelling savagely, the Solomon
islanders pulled towards the Dawn,
firing as they came.

the looks on the fierce black faces told
only too ﬁlnmly what would happen if
Van Duck's savage crew came near
enough to rush the ketch.

Ken made a sign to Koko at the wheel.
As the Dawn bore away there came &
loud fierce vell from the Sunda’s boat,
telling only too plainly the intentions of
the savage crew.

Two or three of the blacks were armed
with rifles. They lifted them and fired
after the ketch, the bullets screaming
wide of the mark. As the Dawn glided
away, the Sunda's boat pulled in pursuit
—but in a matter of minutes, it was little
more than a black speck against the red
glare of the burning Sunda. It dropped
from sight—but it was long before the
Dawn's crew lost sight of the Sunda,
burning like a torch on the dark rim of

the dingy deck

the sea.
of his lugger,

rubbed his eyes, and
scowled at the three
Tonga boys who
formed his crew
The lugger was
anchored in the
agoon of Kohu~the lonely uninhabited
atoll, lost in the wastes of the Pacific,
where, if Barney's belief was well
founded, Tom Daly had found pearls.
Somewhere on Kohu was Peter, whom
he believed to be the pearler's son—the
boy who knew where the pearls were
eached, if only Barney could have laid
hands on him.

Barney and his crew had hunted for
the pearler's son through the thick palm
groves, the tangled bush, the rocks and
caves of the coral reef without finding a
trace of him. Barney wondered at times
whether the boy had put to sea in his
frail canoe. If that was the case, Barney
was wasting his time on Kohu. But he
still lingered. his swrly temper growing
more surly and savage with every hour
of vain searching.

He had lain down to sleep in the heat
of the tropic day. The cackling voices of
the Tonga boys awakened him, and he
sat up. scowling at them.

But the scowl faded from his rugged.
bearded face as he saw that the three
were gathered in & $oup. staring across
the lagoon at some object in the distance
on the shore. 3

“you feller Soo. what thing you see,
eve belong vou?” he out sharply,

So00. the boat-steerer, looked round.

“See feller white boy, sar, eye belong
me!” he answered. ‘

The Tonga trader bounded to his feet.
He joined the Tonga boys and stared at
the cireling white beach of the lagoon.
It was utterly deserted. .

ARNEY HALL
sat up on the
sleeping mat on

The
Watching
Boy

“What place yvou see that feller boy,
B et Telles g " along belong
:am?em’?g said Soo, ml‘x?ﬁm %

it B o Sy u&b& G et
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Clinging to the slanting trunk was a4
Agure, toy-like in the distance. Barney's
eves fixed on it. He could not have said
at the distance, that it was the boy he
had been seeking. But he had no doubt
that it was.

He snapped an order, and Soo brought
the binoculars from the dingy little cabin
of the lugger.

Hall clamped the glasses to his eyes
focused them on the distant palm, and
Peter rushed into clear view.

The boy was clamped against the tall
slanting trunk. holding on with one hand.,
shading his eves from the sun with the
other, staring steadily and earnestly into
the east.

From the lugger, only the circling
shore of the lagoon and the dark bush
could be seen. But from the summit of
the high palm the boy had an uninter-
rupted view of the wide reef that en-
circled Kohu, and the sea that rolled
bevond. He was watching the sea in the
direction of distant Lukwe.

Barnev Hall knew why. It was because
Black Tom Daly had run into Lukwe
with a bag of pearls that the secret of
Kohu had become known.  The pearier

had been still at Lukwe when Barney
had pulled out in his I °r to make
Kohu. The boy ng the sea
for his return. i guess thatl
easlly er h 5

No doubt the boy was puszied by the
pearler's continued absence. No doubt,
too, he wished to convey a warming o

him, when he came, that he had enemics
10 expect there Barmey wonde

whether the watcher on the high palm
could see anything but the roliing Pacific

For two or three minutes the trader of
Tonga stood with the glasses fixed on
the boy. Peter made no movement, o
sign, from which Barney concluded that
he saw no eraft on the Pacific. It seemad
likely enough, to Barney, that Tom
Daly's boat had gone down in the hurri-
cane in which his own lugger had &
narrow escape. Anvhow, the pearler had
not returned to Kohu, and Pﬂ]er watched
for him in vain.

Barney lowered the glasses at last. He
twned to his crew, his sunken eyes
gleaming under his shaggy brows.

“You feller boy, you go nlong bush”
he rapped. “You go al feller palm.
along white boy he stop. You bring that
feller white boy along lugger belong me
;gsl plecee gold stop along hand belong

The three Tonga boys jumped at
into the shallow wnteg b&wmm
lugger and the beach. They pl
ashore, scrambled up the beach
scuttled into the bush.

Barney lifted the glasses in, and
seanned the tall palim with Bholous
Peter seemed to have forgott
enemies on the island and the
that they might sight him at
gg. His eyes remained fixed

g
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crew. were ot

1all into their
Anammbo;“
secret of Kohu

would pull out to sea wi
- bonrd.
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graduaily, it seemed to Van Duck that
Hu'r' was ‘something familiar in those
fuzzy heads.
. not brown men
island, like Ken's
SWN men's waters.
Is view he knew
n- Island boys.
d into his mind
at his cwn
boat!
face that he
€ moment

into his mind
were Lthe crew
backed away out of
ock, to watch un-
crew by force and
love for him, no
likely to
w. Once
be long ir

by the strong
him from a dis-
likely than not to
e the Albatross

es :pcns in the
a eagerly for

;Van Duck I

feller 1

white

‘ | I
iTakes < ‘.md print odI Vi
. . and cackled wi
:Command : $ nen  th

h of the whi
e uuetp(chcd

rooted to the

stop along this

name you comey along
Albatross Rock?” de manded Van Duck
n. - Comey along this n ar, along
ng a course reller Sc.‘morwr no <loi) ed Koyo,
freebooter. g f{eller fire stop along 1'}3' schogner,

.\.1 DurL gritted his teeth undrr his
red beard. His schooner had be

at se 1*.\ likely haPp?

hands of a crew ol untu

“This feller crew go along boat belong

Sunda, along f(-ller schooner no stop,
sar,” said Koyo. “Makee go along Lu'uo.
Stop along Albatross, sar, along water he

Q-a!‘. to e
Then revenge

slands and the pearls
his rivals had not-already

some of
ry face

out

}n- ould h.n seen e
a they St
""n (roE;; He van Duck muttered curses in his red

beard. The loss of his schooner—almost
all he had—was & heavy blow to him.
er h-nd R et his staring Yet he rgalised that had not the Sunda
of a white man. And been k at sea he would never have

-seen the-boat's mv at the:l

‘They
200

onely -rock. .
were to ‘make Lu'uo, forty
sea-miles to the ncrt.h—wst and
whether from carelessness in 1 the
beat, or the natural improvidence of the
black boys, water had run out! Other-
wise he would mever have seen a fuzzy
head of them at the Albatross,

Leaving them staring and muttering
to one another, the Dutchman stepped
into the boat. After days of freedom.
the black boys were far from eager to
come back to the rule of his iron hand.
and as they began to recover from the
surprise of that unexpected meeting,
they exchanged leoks and whispers, of
which the Dutchman did not fail
llude;’.s:and the purport. But long before
the slow wits of the Malaita boys could
work to any purpose, the Dutchman was
ready lo deal with them. %

The boat’s load lay about in utter dis-
order—empty kegs, half-emply bags and
sacks, blankets, three or four rifies and

revolvers, boxes of cartridges, hatchets,
knives—all sorts and conditions of stores,
piled anyhow. Van Duck’s eyes gleamed

the weapons. He grabbed a revolver
and cartridges, and in a few moments
had a loaded weapcn in his hand. The
lack boys’ muttering became a deep
murmaur. The murmur deepened as Van
Duck, with a swift hand. pitched the
remainder of the fire: 5 into the sea
In a bunch, .hv b s came towards
i 1, but with their

their eyes.

glare. He
zh the \-]o\l.-

You make
word, this fe
yOou.

Koyo look
Then he a

“This feller crew, sar, no likee feller
Dussman step ‘110!12 boat nung this
felle White master stop along Alba-
along this feller crew stop along

Had the
thought quickly and acted
promptly, he would have been at their
mercy. But quick thought and prompt
action were not part of the mental outfit
of the Solomon Island boys.

Without answering, the burly Dutch-
man jumped out of the boat, the révolver
clubbed In his hand. The black boys
wavered and backed away, the Dutch-
man -following them up. Like a spell,
the habit of obedience was already fall-
ing on the crew

You feller Koyo, u give this feller
chmr bad feller talk!” said Van Duck:
and the butt of the revolver crashed on
the Malaita boy’s head.

Koyo, with a yell, staggered and fell o
the sand. The rest jumped away with a
cackle of alarm and excitement. Van
Duck reversed the weapon and aimed it
at the sprawling Ko

“You no shoot, s

- knock seven !)LHS ou' of

his comrades.

round ab
cred:

boat!”
Van Duck grinned savagely.

blacks

gun belong- you!™
Kovo, dazed, yelled wildly. *“This feller
Koyo plenty good boy along you sar.
This feller Koyo good boy tao much.”

For answer, Van Duck kicked him.
Koyo scrambled away, howling dlmmlly.
the rest of the erew cyeing me scene in

uneasy alarm.
“You makee fill feller ki along
water!” roared Van Duck, And there was

a rush to drag the kegs from the boat—
the most active of

Koyo, still howling,
the crew

HE tinkle of
—_— ukuleles was
| T E wal;lfd bun the
f0 recze
he ol 1 ncrngfslﬂu
! agoon Au0.
| from the Under the crescent
s& > of moon, the lagoon

gleamed like dim
£ilver. The Dawn lay
al anchor and Ki
of the Islands, from his deckchair, coul
see the dancing on the —crowds of
brown natives, their dark hair adorned
by red & of the h ing

crew

Ken's face was cheel
as he sat and watched
on shore. All the crew mm eav
and Kit Hudson was
an acwmh}bmmu
been enter 8 .
was fl and now he sat |

ek the Dawn had
ﬁa;:%n and trade wlth the, nmvur‘%ﬁ

been good.

Luuo was a small atoll '¢7f I.he bestm-

track, Few ships came into

Copra amd pearl-shell and havh-bm

turtle r\;.erettor’l?j:] had in nlea!y. I&‘Iﬁs

in such out-of-ine-w:

of the Islands mckc! up much of his

trade—useful to not worth

the while of Lhe blg shxps. =
Sitting in the deckchair wat g the

scene on the beach, Ken was thinking—

his thoughts going back to Kohnu. and

the boy Peter. What had become cf the
boy? ~Whether, as seemed tog
likely. he had fallen into the cutc of

Barney Hall, Ken could not know. He
was more than a bundred miles from
Kohu now, and never likely to clap eyes
on that solitary island again—never
likely to know the fate of the boy. More
than once he' had regretted having
allowed Peter to quit the Dawn—yet the
boy was his own master, and he could
not have kept him on board by force

From Van Duck, at all events, he was
safe. It would be long before the Dutch
freebooter sailed the Pacific a (3*

Ken heard, without heeding, the counds
of craft on the lagoon: ere were a
dozen canoes or more paddling under the
glimmer of the moon.

But. he =at up and listened as ne
realised that from the direction of the

reef passage lhe.e was a sound of cars.

in rowlocks. A white man’s boat. was
pulling under 'hL moon-glima

‘There was no vessel but the Dawn in
the lagoon. The boat he cottld hear came
from the open sea—some missionary's
whaleboal. was the thoughl ihat came
into the boy frader's mind

He rose to his feet and looked across
the glimmering water in the direction of
the boat that came from the Pazifie. It
was manned by & black crew. The moon
glimmered on black tloes. fuzzy heads,
v ha.lf m}m b big “h:g,m
was en by a g:rus—

Ken could not see whether

white man or a black. But all Lh.e rut
were black—a crowd of them
numerous a crew for the size of the bom

“My sainted Sam!” breathéd Ken, a
sudden suspicion coming into his mind.
He remembered the boat that had left
the burning Sunda a week ago. It flashed
into his mind that this was the boat—
that this was Van Duck’s Solomon Island
crew.

The boat had pulled in. heading for
the beach acmptge lagoon—but, Ea.s if
the crew had suddenly seen and ref
nised the anchored ketch, it swerv
and made direct for the Dawn.
made a Swilt step towards the
panion. On a peaceful island like Lu‘wo
e did not carry weapons; his revolver
was below, in the state-room. But he
stopped as the boat bumped against the
hull of the Dawn, and two or three black
hands grabbed and held on at the low
freeboard. From under the big grass-hat
came a hoarse, savage voice—a voice
that made Ken wonder,
whether he ‘were dreaming,
hnvgcr}; r}a is the Dawn—the Dawn! I

1 you ngain, Kin,
Islands!” s e W

It was the voice- of the
whom King of the Islands
to be still mnmon.d.

the %
2:3"1-\!5!?1?::; tha h%&!gﬂ’d bhllgh

and malice rang in
fast Htﬂ came m_.

Duteh freebootler

the rail, and

blagk erew %
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