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“heavy explosion followed. instantameous
.sbarp click of the mechanism that flipped a hot and

.to guide the shaking cigarette to his lips.
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HERE is no gainsaying that the Solo-
mons are a hard-bitten bunch of Islands.
On the other hand, there are worse
places In the world. But to the new
chum who has no constitutional under-
standing of men and life in the rough,
the Solomoos may indeed prove terrible,

All the foregoing is quite true, and yet
there are white men who have lived in
the Bolomons a score of years and who
feel homesick when they go away from
them. A man meeds only to be careful—
and locky—to live a long time in the
Solomons ;
right sort. He must have the hall-mark of the inevit-
able white man stamped upon his soul. He must be
fnevitable. He must have a certain grand careclessness
of odds: a certaln colossal self-satisfaction. and =«
racial egotism that convinces him that one white man
is better than n thousand niggers every day In the
week, and that on Sunday he 18 well able to clean out
two thousand niggers. For such are the things that
have made the white man inevitable,

Bertle Arkwright was not inevitable. He was too
sensitive, too finely strung, and he possessed too much
tmagination. The world was too much with him. He
projected himself too quiveringly into his environ-
ment. Wherefore, the last place in the world for him
to go was the Solomons. He did not go expecting to
stay. A five weeks' stop-over between steamers, he
declded, would satisfy the call of the primitive he felt
thrumming the strings of his being. At least, so he
told the lady tourists on the Makemo, thongh in dif-
ferent terms: and they worshiped him as a hero, for
they were lady tourists and they would know only the
safety of the steamer's deck as she threaded her way
through the Solomons. ;

There was another man on board, of whom the
ladles took no notice, He was a little shriveled wisp
of a man, with a withered skin the color of mahogany.
His name on the passenger list does not matter. but his
other name, Captain Malu, was a name for niggers to
econjure with, and to scare naughty plckaninnies to
rigl erousness, from New Hanover to the New He-
brides.

Bertie talked with Captaln Malu in the smoking
room, confiding to him his intentlon of seeing life red
ahd bleeding in the Solomons, Captain Malu agreed
that the intention was ambitious and honmorable. It
was not until several days later that he became In-
terested In Bertie, when that young adventurer insizted
on showing him an automatic forty-four-calibre pls-
tol. Bertle explained the mechanism and demon-
strated by slipping & loaded magazine up the hollow
butt.

“It 1s so slmple,” sald. He shot the outer barrel
back along the in one. “That loads it and cocks
it, you see. And then all I have to do Is pull the trig-

. elght times, as fast as I can quiver my finger.
g: that safety clutch? That's what I like about it.
It is 80 safe. It is positively fool-proof.” He slipped
out the magazine. “You see how safe it is.” -

As he held it In his hand the muzzle came in line
with Captain Malu's stomach, Captain Malu's blue
eyes looked at it unswervingly.

“Would yon mind pointing It (n some other direc-
tion?” he asked.

“It's perfectly mafe,” Bertie assured him. “I with-
drew the magasine. It's not loaded, pow, you know."”

“A gun is always loaded.”

“But this one isn't.”

‘““Turn it away, just the same.”

fa Malu's volce was flat, metalllc, and low,
but eyes never left the muszzle until the line of it
was drawn past him and away from him.

“Il bet a fiver it isn't loaded,” Bertie proposed,

The other shook his head.
“Then I'll show youn."
Bertle started to put the muzzle to his own temple

_with the evident intention of pulling the trigger.

“Just a second,” Captaln Malu sald, quletly, reach-
out his hand. “Let me look at it.”

@ pointed It seaward and pulled the trigger. A
with the
smoking cartridge sidewise along the deck. Bertie's
jaw dropped in amazement.

“I alipped the barrel back once, didn't I?" he ex-
plained. “It was sllly of me, I must say.” He gig-
gled, flabbily, and sat down In a steamer chair. The
blood had ebbed from his face, exposing dark circles
nnder his eyes. His hands were trembling and unable
The world
was too much with him, and he saw bimself with

ng brains prone upon the deck.

. ly"—he sald—“really—" "

“It's a pretty weapon,” said Captain Malu, return-
ing the automatic to him.

The Commissioner was on board the Makembo, re-
turning from Sydney. and by his permission a stop

.was made at Ugl to land a missionary. And at Ugl

lay the ketch Arle, Captain Hansen, akipper. Now

:tht Arls was one of many vessels owned by Captain

Malu, and It was at his suggestion and by his invita-
tion that Bertie went aboard the Arlc as guest for a
“four days’ recrulting cruise on the coast of Malaita.
Thereafter the Arla would drop him at Reminge
antation (also owned by Captain Malu), where
could remaln for a week, and then be sent over
to Tulagl, the seat of government, where he would
become the Commissioner's guest.

Captain Malu was responsible for two other sug-
gestions, which given, he disappears from this narra-
tivee. One was to Captain Hansen, the other to Mr.
Harriwell, manager of Reminge Plantation. Both sug-

fons were similar in tenor, namely, to give Mr.
Arkwright an iosight into the rawness and
redness of life in the Solomons. Alse, it Is whispered
that Captain Malu mentioned that a case of Scotch
would be coincidental with any particularly gorgeous
Inalght Mr. Arkwright might receive.
' *“Yes. Bwartz always was too pig-headed. You see,
he took four of his boat’s crew to Tulagl to be flogged
—officially, you know—then started back with them in
the whale boat. It was pretty squally, and the boat
capsised just outside. Swartz was the oRly one
‘drowned. Of course it was an accident.”

“Was it? Really?" Bertie asked, only half inter-
‘'eated, staring bard at the black mam at the wheel.

Ugl had dropped astern, and the Aria was sliding
-along through a summer pea toward the wooded ranges
of Malaita. The helmsman who so attracted Bertle's

a ten-penny nall, stuck skewer-wise

his nose. About his neck was a string of
buttons. Thrust through holes In his ears were
‘ean opener. the broken handle of a toothbrush, a
clay pipe, the brass wheel of an alarm clock and
.soveral Winchester rifie cartridges. On his chest,
‘suspeaded from around his neck, hung the half of a

plate. Bome forty similarly appareled blacks
_lay about the deck, fifteen of whom were boat's crew,
the remainder being fresh labor recruits.

“Of course it was an accident,” spoke up the Arla’s
mate, Jacodbs, a slender, dark-eyed man who looked
“Johnny Bedlp nearly
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but he must also be of the’

he kpew how to swim as well as they, and two of
them were drowned. He used a boat stretcher and a
revolver. Of course it was an accident.”

“Quite common, them accidents,” remarked the
skipper. “You see that man at the wheel, Mr. Ark-
wright? He's a man-eater, Six months ago he and
the rest of the boat's crew drowned the then captain
of the Arla. They did it on deck, sir, right aft there
by the mizzen-traveler.”

“The deck was in an shocking state,” said the mate.

“Do I understand—7?" Bertie began.

“Yes, just that,” said Captain Hansen.
accidental drowning.”

“But on deck b e

“Just so0. 1 don't mind telling you, In confidence,
of course, that they used an ax.”

“This preseat crew of yours?

Captain Hansen nodded.

“The other skipper always was too careless” ex-
plained the mate. “He but just turned his back when
they 41et him have it.”

“We haven't any show down here,” was the skip-
per's complaint. “The govermmemt protects a nigger
against a white every time. You can't shoot first.
You've got to give the nigger first shot, or else the
government calls It murder and you go to Fiji. That's
why there's so many drowning accidents.”

Dinner was called and Bertie and the skipper went
below, leaving the mate to watch om deck.

“Keep an eye out for that black devll, Auikl,” was
the skipper's parting caution. “I haven't liked his
looks for several days.”

“Right O0,” sald the mate.

Dioner was part way along, and the skipper was
in the middle of his story of the cutting-out of the
Scottish Ohdefs.

“Yes,” he was saying, “she was the finest vessel on
the coast. But when she missed stays, and before ever
she hit the reef, the canoes started for her. There
were five white men, a crew of twesty Santa Cruz
hoys and Samoans, and only the supercargo escaped.
Besides, there were sixty recruits. They were all
kai-kai’d. Kai-keif—oh, I beg your pardon. I mean
they were eaten. Then there was the James Edwards,
a dandy-rigged-

But at that moment there was a sharp oath from
the mate on deck and a chorus.
of savage cries. A revolver
went off three times, and then
was heard a loud splash. Cap-
tain Hansen had sprung up
the companionway on the in-
stant, and Bertle's eyes had
been fascinated by a glimpse
of him drawing his revolver as
he sprang. Bertie went wup
more clrcumspectly, hesitating
before he put his head above
the companionway slide. But
nothing happened. The mate
was shaking with excitement,
his revolver in his hand. Once
he started and half jumped
around, as if damger threat-
ened his back.

“One of the natives fell
overhoard,” he was saying, In
& queer, tense voice. ‘He
couldn't swim.”

“Who was it?” the skipper
demanded.

“Auikl,"” was the answer.

“But I say, you know, I
heard shots,” Bertie said, In
trembling eagerness, for he
scented adventure, and adven-
ture that was happlly over
with. The mate whirled upon
bim, snarling :

“It's a He. There ain't been a shot fired. The
nigger fell everboard."”

Captain Hansen regarded Bertie with unblinking,
lack-luster eyes.

“]—I—thought—" Bertie was beginning.

“Shots?’ sald Captain Hamnsen, dreamily.

Did you hear any shots, Mr. Jacobs?"

“Not a shot,” replied Mr. Jacobs.

The skipper looked at his guest, triumphantly, and
eaid:

“Evidently an accident.
wright, and finish dinmer.”

Bertie slept that night in the captain’'s cabin, a
tiny stateroom off the main cabin. The for-ard bulk-
head was decorated with a stand of rifies. Over'the
bunk were three more rifles. Under the bunk was a
big drawer, which, when he pulled it out, he found
filled with ammunition, dynamite, and several boxes
of detonators. He elected to take the settee om the
opposite side. Lying comspicuously on the small table
was the Arla’s log. Bertle did not know that It had
besn especially prepared for the occasion by Captain
Malu, and he read therein how, on September 21, two
boat's crew had fallen overboard and been drowned.
Bertie read between that line amd knew better. He
read how the Aric’s whaleboat had been bushwhacked
at Su'u and had lest three men; of hew the .skipper
discovered the cook m'lb:wﬂ filesh on the galley
fire—flesh purchased by t boat's crew, asheore In
Ful. He read of how an accldental discharge of
dynamite, while signaling, had killed another boat's
crew; of might attacks, ports fled frem between the
dawns, attacks by bushmen ia mangrove swamps and
by fleets of salt-water mem in the larger passages.
One item that occurred with monetomous frequency
was death by dysemntery. He moticed with alarm that
two white men had so died—guests, llke himself, on
the Arle.

“I say, you kmow,” Bertie said next day to Captain
Hansen, “I've been glancing through your log.”

The skipper displayed quick vexation that the log
had been Nft lying about.

“And all that dyseptery. you know, that's all rot,
just like the accidental " Bertie continued.
“What does' dysentery really stand for?”

The skipper epenly admired his guest’'s acumen, stif-
fened himself te make imdignant denial, then grace-
fully surremdered.

“You see, it's like this, Mr. Arkwright. These is-
lande have got a bad enough name as it is. It's
getting harder every day to sign en white men. Sup-
pose a man is killed. The company has to pay ‘through
the nese' fer amother man to take the place. But if
the man mesely dies of sickmess, it's all right. The
new chums dem't mind disease. What they draw the
line at its being murdered.

“Besides,” sald Mr. Jacobs, “there’s altogether too

“It was

“Shots?

Let us go down, Mr. Ark-
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many accidental drownings, anyway. It dom't look
right. It's the fault of the government. A white man
hasn't a chance to defend himself from the nigxers.“

“Yes, look at the Princess and that Yankee mate,
the skipper took up the tale. “She carried five white
men besides a government agent. The captain, the
agent and the supercargo were ashore in the two boats.
They were killed to the last man. The mate and
boson, with about fifteen of the crew—Samoans and
Tongans—were on board. A crowd of miggers came
off from shore. First thing the mate knew, the
boson and the crew were killed in the first rush. The
mate grabbed three cartridge belts and two Winches-
ters and skinned up to the crosstrees. He was the
sole survivor, and you can't blame him for boln!x
mad. He pumped oue rifie till it got so bot he couldn’t
hold it, then he pumped the other. The deck was
black with niggers. He cleaned them out. He
dropped them as they went over the rail, and he
dropped them as fast as they picked up their paddles.
Then they jumped into the water and started to swim
for it, and, being mad, he got half a dozen more.
And what did bhe get for it?”

“Seven years in Pijl,” snapped the mate.

“The government said he wasn't justified in shooting

the barbed wire at every jump. Bertie was horror-
stricken. So was Captain Hansen. He had forgotten
his twenty-five recruits, on each of which he had
paid thirty shillings. Ther went over the side along
with the shore-dwelling folk, followed by him who
trailed the sizzling chlorodyne bottle.

Bertie did not see the bottle go off; but the mate
opportunely discharging a stick of real dynamite aft
where it would harm nobody, Bertie would have sworn
in any admiralty court to a nigger blown to flinders.

The flight of the twenty-five recruits had actually
cost the Arla forty pounds, and. since they had taken
to the bush, there was no hope of recovering them.
The skipper and his mate proceeded to drown their
sorrows in cold tea. The cold tea was in whisky
bottles, so Bertie did not know it was cold tea they
were mopping up. All he knew was that the two
men got very drunk and argued eloguently amd at
length as to whether the exploded nigger should be
reported as a case of disease or &s an accidental
drowning. When they snored off to sleep he was the
only white man left, and he kept a perilous watch till
dawn. in fear of an attack from shore and an up-
rising of the crew.

Three more days the Arla spent on the coast, and
three more nights the skipper and the mate drank
over-fondly of cold tea, leaving Bertie to keep the
watch, They knew he could be depended upon, while
he was equally certain that if he lived he would re-
port their drunken conduct to Captain Malu. Then
the Arle dropped anchor at Reminge Plantation, on
Guadalcanar, and Bertie landed on the beach with a
sigh of rellef and shook hands with the manager.
Mr. Harriwell was ready for him.

“Now you musta't be alarmed If some of our fel-
lows seem downcast,” Mr. Harriwell sald, having
drawn him aside in confidemce. “There's been talk
of an outbreak, aud two or three suspicious signs I'm

t -

after they'd taken to the water,” the skipper ex-
plained.

“And that's why they die of disease nowadays,”
the mate added. k

“Just fancy,” said Bertie, as he felt a longing for
the cruise to be over.

Later on in the day he interviewed the black who
bad been pointed out to himm as a cannibal. This fel-
low's pame was Sumsasal. He had spent three yvears
on a Queensland plantation. He bad been to Samoa
and Fiji and Sydmey: and as a boat’s crew had been
on recruitimg schooners threugh New Britain, New
Ireland, New Guinea, and the Admiraities. Also, he
was a2 wag, and he bhad taken a line on his skipper’s
cenduct. Yes, he had eaten mamy men. How many?
He could not remember the tally. Yes, white men,
too; they were very good, unless they were sick. He
had once eaten a sick one. *“My word!” he cried,
at the recollection. “Me sick pleaty along him. My
belly walk about too much.”

Bertie shuddered, amd asked about heads. Yes,
Sumasai had several hidden ashore, in geod condition,
sur-dried and smoke-cured. One was of the captain of
& schoomer. 1t had leag whiskers. He would sell it
for two quid. Black men's heads he would sell for
one quid. He had some pickanniny heads, in poor
condition, that he weuld lét go fer ten bob.

Five minutes afterwards, Bertie found himself sit-
ting on the companiemway slide zlongside a black
with a horrible skin disease. He sheered off, and
on lnguiry, was told that it was lepresy. He hurried
below and washed himself with antiseptic soap. He
took many antiseptic washes in the course of the day,
for every native on beard was aflicted with malig-
nant ulcers of one sort or another.

As the Arlc drew in to amn ancherage in the midst
of mangrove swamps, a double rew of barbed wire
was stretched around abeve her rall. That looked
like busineqs, and when Bertie saw the shore camoes
alongside, armed with spears, bows asd arrows, and
Sniders, he wished more earmestly than ever that the
cruise was over.

That evening the natives were slow in leaving the
ship. A number of them cheeked the mate when he
ordered them ashore.

“Never mind, I'll ix them,” said Captain Hansea,
diving below. Waen he came back he showed Bertie a
stick of dymamite attached to a fishhook. New it

with a piece of barmiess fuse projectiag can fool aay-
body. It fosled Bertie, and

the fishhoek into the tail end of a lsin cleth,
that mative was smities with so a desire for
the shere that he foergot to shed the loin cloth. He
started for’ard, the fuse sizxling and spluttering at
his rear, the na
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He started for'ard and the natives took headers over the barbed wire at every jump.

tives in his path taking headers everhe got that Snider? NMr. Brown insisted.

. .
willing to admit, but personally I think it's all poppy-
cock.”

“How—how many blacks have you on the planta-
tion?" Bertie asked, with a sinking heart.

“We're working four hundred just new,” replied
Mr. Harriwell, cheerfully; “but the three of us, with
you, of course, and the skipper and mate of the Arla,
can handle them all right.” '

Bertie turned to meet one McTavish, the store-
keeper, who scarcely ackmowledged the introduction,
such was his eagerness to present his resignation. ~It
being that I'm a married man, Mr. Harriwell. I can't
very well afford to remain on longer. Trouble is
working up, as.plain as the nose on your face. The
niggers are going te break out, and there'll be am-
other Hobono horror here.”

“What's a Hohowo horror?” Bertie asked, after the
storekeeper had been persuaded to remain until the
end of the month.

“Oh, he means FHFohono Plantation, on Ysabel.,”
said the manager. “The migmers killed the five white
men ashore, captured the scheoner, killed the captain
and mate, and escaped in a body to Malatia. But I
always said they were careless o Hohomo. They
won't catch us napping bhere. Come along, Mr. Ark-
wright. and see our view from the veranda."”

Bertie was too busy wendering bow he could get
away to the Commissioner's house in Tulagl, to see
much of the view. He wag still wondering when a
rifle exploded very mnear to him, behind bis back. At
the same moment his arm was nearly dislecated, so
earnestly did Mr. Harriwell drag him indoers.

“I say, old man, that was a clese shave,” sald the
manager, pawing him over to see if ke bhad been hit.
“I can't tell yeu how sorry I am. Baut it was broad
daylight, and I mever dreamed.” Bertie was begin-
to turn pale.

“They got the other manager that way,” M¢Tavish
vouchsafed. “And a dashed fine chap he was. Blew
his braims out all ever the veranda. You meticed that
dark stain there between the steps and the door?”

Bertie was ripe for the cocktall which Mr. Harri-
well pitched in'and compeunded for him; but befere
he could drimk it a man in ridimg trousers and puttees
entered.

“What's the matter now?" the manager asked, after
one look at the newcomer’s face. “Is the river up
again?”

“River be blowed—it's the niggers. Bitepped out of
the cane grass, not a dozen feet away, apd
at me! It was a Suider. and he shet frem
Now, what I want to kpow
Snider?*—Oh, I beg parden!

;

t-”
%h--} " explained Mr. Harri-
well. “And lethe have that driak.” “But where'd

olomons

objected to keeping those guns on the ises.™

“They're still there,” Mr. Harriwell sald, with &
show of heat. Mr. Brown smiled incredulously.
“Come along and see,” said the manager. '

Bertie joined the procession inte the office, where
Mr. Harriwell pointed triumphantly at a big packing
case in a dusty corner.

“Well, then, where did the beggar get that Snider™
harped Mr. Brown. But just then McTavish Hfted
the packing case. The manager started, then tore off

the 1ld. The case was empmy. They gazed at one
another In horrified silence. Harriwell drooped
wearlly.

Then McTavish cursed. “What I contended all
along—the house boys are not to be trusted.”

“It does look serions,” Harriwell admitted. “bat
we'll come through it all right. What the sanguinary
niggers need is a shaking up. Will you gentlemen
please bring your rifles to dinner. and will you. Mr.
Brown, kindly prepare forty or fifty sticks of dyna-
mite. Make the fuses good and short. We'll give
them a lesson. And now, gentlemen, dinner is sarved.”

One thing that Bertie detested was rice and curry,’
80 it happened that he alone partook of an inviting
omelet. He had quite finished his plate, when Harri-
well helped himself to the omelet. One mquthful he
tasted, then spat out vociferously.

“That's the second time,” McTavish announced,
ominously.

Harriwell was still hawking and spitting.

“Second time, what?' Bertie quavered.

“Poison,” was the answer. “That cook will be
hanged yet.”

“THat's the way the bookkeeper went out at Cape
Marsh,” Brown spoke up. “Dled horribly. They sald
on the Jessic that they heard him screaming three
miles away.”

“I'll put the cook in irons,” spluttered Harriwell.
“Fortunately we discovered it in time.”

Bertie sat paraiyzed. There was no color In his
face. He attempted to speak, but only an inarticu-
late gurgle resulted. All eyed him anxiously.

. “Don’t say it, den't say it,” McTavish cried In a
tense voice.

“Yes, I ate it. plenty of it, a whole plateful !” Rertle
eried. explosively, like a diver suddenly regalning
breath. The awful silence continued half a minute
longer, and he read his fate in their eyes.

“Maybe it wasn't polson after all” said Harriwell,
dismally.

'I‘Cnll in the cook,” said Brown.
n came the cook, a grinning black , nose-splked
and ear-plugged. "

“Here, you, Wi-Wi, what name that? Harriwell
bellowed, pointing accusingly at the omelet. Wi-wi
was very naturally frightened and embarrassed.

“Him good fella Aui-kei” he murmured, apolo-
getically.

“Make him eat It,” suggested McTavish. *“That's
a proper test.”

Harriwell filled a spoon with the stuff and jumped
for the ceok, who fled in panic.

“That settles 1t,” was Brown's solemn pronounce-
ment. “He won't eat it.”

“Mr. Brewn. will you please go and put the irons
on him." Harrlwell turned cheerfully to Bertie. “It's
all right, old man, the Commissioner will deal with
him, and if you die, depend upon it, he will be
hanged.”

T“?::l't think the government'll do it,” objected Mo
avish.

“But, gentlemen, gentiemen,” Bertie cried, “in the
me&ngimeltl hm::.:elfi“ houlde “Sorry,

arriwell s a8 rs, k »
old man, but it's a native polson, lp:l?i&.e?e are no
known antidotes for native polsons. Try and com-
pose yourself, and if——"

Two sharp reports of a rifie from without inter-
rupted the discourse, and Brown, entering, reloaded
his rifle and sat down to table.

“The cook’s dead,” he sald.. “Fever. A rather sud-
den attack.” -~

“I was just telling Mr. Arkwright that there are
no antidotes for native poisons——"

“Except gin,” said Brown.

Harriwell called himself an absent-minded idiot and
rushed for the gin bottle.

“Neat, man, neat,” he warned Bertie, who gulped
down a tumbler two-thirds full of the raw spirits and
coughed and choked from the angry bite of it till the
tears ran down his checks.

Harriwell took his pulse and temperature, made a
show of looking out for him, and doubted that the
omelet had been poisoned. Brown and McTavish also
doubted ; but’ Bertie discerned an insincere ring in
their voices. His appetite had left him, and he took
his own pulse stealthily under the table. There was
no question but what it was increasing, but he falled
to ascribe it to the gin he had taken.

McTavish, rifle in hand, went out on the veranda
to recomnoiter. “They're massing up at the cook
house,” was his report. “And they've no end of
Sniders. My idea is to smeak afbund on the other
side and take them in flank. Rtrike the first blow,
you know. Will you come along, Brown?"

Harriwell ate on steadily. while Bertle discovered
that his pulse had leaped up five beats. Nevertheless,
he could pot help jumping when the rifles began to
g0 off. Above the scattering of Sniders could be heard
the pumping of Brown's and McTavish's Winchesters—
all against a background of demoniacal screeching and
yelling. '

“Tbey've got them en the run,” Harriwell remarked,
as volces and gumshots faded away in the distance.

Scarcely were Brown and McTavish back at the
table whea the latter reconnoitered.

“They've got dynamite,” he said.

“Then let's charge them with dynamite,” Harriwell
proposed.

Thrusting half a dozen sticks each Into their pockets
and equipping themselves with lighted cigars they
started for the door. And just then it happened.
They blamed McTavish for it afterwards, and he ad-
mitted that the charge had been a trifie excessive.
But at any rate it went off under the house, which
lifted up cormerwise and settled back on its founds-
tiona Half the china on the table was shattered,
while the eight-day clock stopped. Yelling for ven-
geance, the three mem rushed out inmto the night and
the bombardment began.

When they returned, there was no Bertle. He ha?
dragged himself away to the office, bimself
in, and sunk upon the floor in a

wherein he died a thousand deaths
fight went on arcund him. Im the morming,
mmmnwmw
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