























by with their long-handled spears,
ready to leap down on to the back of
the monster and drive their lances
into her heart.
Wally was
as keen as
anybody on
the struggle as
he stood by
his winch. The
harpooner
handed him a
curved knife.

“ You'll be
wanting 1t ,.' d
he said. *‘ Fix

those irons to
your boots.
Stand by with
the grapples
and pass that
line under her
fore fin when (28 W
she comes g
alongside.” A
Wally quick- _3

ly fastened the :':_7 Voo,
iron spikes to 3
his feet, so that g
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would be 3D
able to leap on ==
to the back of ==
the dead spermaceti and walk about
on her slippery bulk.

All the time—a fact which the
whalers disregarded—the storm clouds
were increasing from the sou’-west,
lowering over the scene, and making
the light dim. Away in the distance
the thunder rumbled and roared.

The whale tried to dive again, but
its strength was not equal to it. The
winches rattled wildly to gather in
the slack and haul that almost lifeless
bulk to theside of the ship. Every man
available was on deck, most of them
up in the fo’c’sle head. Even Ah Loo
was there, his face expressionless as
he handled the ropes with deft hands.
A great wave tossed the Pelican
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Knife in hand, Ah Loo leaped

for the still form of Pat

Finnegan, but he was met by

Wally’s fist, which sent him

reeling backwards, to slide into
the rough sea.

e

high, then shot her down in the
trough beside the whale. A spearman
on the foredeck leaned over the
bulwarks and struck downwards with
a great spear, driving the blade in
under the great fin as the whale
rolled listlessly. The steel went into
her heart. The great fluke rose in a
flurry and smote the water with a
report like a cannon, sending the
water in sheets of stinging spray high
over the smoke stack of the Pelican.
The huge body quivered convulsively,
and then went limp. The spermaceti
was dead !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
WALLY'S WIN |
N a flash, the spearmen were swarm-
ing over the corpse. A bight of
cable was passed round the tail
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of the monster. The winches and
windlasses creaked and rattled.

“ Haul in y'r slack | ”’ bellowed the
mate.

“No!” yelled Cap’n Finnegan.
‘* Cut loose, ye spalpeens | We'll pick
her up again later. Cut loose—set her
adrift—t’r yere lives, bhoys!”

The whalers suddenly realised that
the sky was pitch black; that the
storm was upon them. The clouds
seemed to split asunder in a riot of
flame and rolling thunder.

The whalers scrambled from the
body of the whale to the deck of the
ship. They cut the cables that held
the Pelican to her catch, but the
harpoon lines, which they always
endeavoured to salvage, still remained
fast.

The great waves reared up to the
lowering clouds. The ship was tossed
about like a cork. The whale struck
the side of the vessel a shuddering
blow, and the lines on the fo'c’sle
went limp. Then the corpse was flung
away by the waves. The lines were
as quickly pulled taut, and the
sudden jerk shot three dark figures
helpless over the rail into the raging
sea.

Wally was one of them. He lost
his balance, hit the rail, and over he
went. Deep down in the warm sea
he sank before he shot up to the sur-

face, his lungs almost bursting. It
had all occurred so suddenly that
hardly anyone realised what had
happened. The harpoon lines had
snapped, and the Pelican was steam-
ing away from the drifting whale to
save her plates being buckled.

Wally was washed up beside the
whale. He saw a lance sticking out
from the blubber and reached it,
gripped it, and hauled himself up on
the great shoulder, while the storm
raged over his head. The rain came
down in sheets and almost beat the
breath out of him with its violence.

The lightning cracked and flashed like
an arc lamp ; in the light of it he saw
Pat Finnegan’s white face in the water
beside the whale. He slithered down
the slippery surface, digging his spiked
boots well into the blubber, and
managed to grip one of his hands. He
hauled with all his might and reached
the highest point of the whale’s
shoulder, dragging Pat after him. The
skipper’s son lay where Wally had
hauled him, unconscious. His head
must have struck the rail as the taut
line had swept him overboard, for
there was a jagged wound in his
temple.

As Wally studied him a movement
behind made him turn, and as the
lightning lit up the scene, the blood
ran cold in his veins, for Ah Loo was
there, creeping along the body of the
whale, his knife in his hand, his
narrow eyes focused on the still form
of Pat Finnegan.

Suddenly the Chinaman leapt, but
Wally moved equally quickly. He
stood up, dodge?i the sweeping blow
of the knife, and his fist came round
in a fierce blow that landed on
Ah Loo’s ear. The Chinaman went
down, the knife dropping from his
hand, and he slid into the water.

The knife would have followed
him, but Wally grabbed it. Ah Loo
cried out shrilly with fear. He was
swimming and vainly trying to get a
hold on the smooth, rounded body of
the sperm. Lightning lit up the
scene, and Wally saw a wedge-shaped
fin careering through the water.
Sharks !

Wally hastily scrambled his way
down by the fore fin and clawed along
to where Ah Loo was swimming.

Wally reached down and gave Ah
Loo his knife.

“ Jab it in ] ”” he shouted. ‘‘ Get a
hold that way |

Ah Loo understood. He stabbed
the knife into the whale and so got a
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hold to enable him to help Wally,
who had gripped his shirt collar, haul
him clear.

But the shark made a frantic rush
at the last minute, and turned over
to snap at the Chinaman’s feet. Ah
Loo screamed frantically. Pat Finne-
gan, however, had regained con-
sciousness and seen the danger. He
had snatched a spear from the blubber
of the whale, and aided by his spiked
boots, came down to help. He struck
downward viciously, and the shark
slid away in blood-stained water, the
spear sticking from its side.

With one more heave, Wally hauled
Ah Loo well up on the whale. The
Chinaman clutched his knife in his
hand. He sat there a moment, eyeing
Pat while Wally waited for what was
to come. Then with a quick move-
ment, Ah Loo tossed his knife yards
away into the foaming waves.

‘ Ah Loo would have killed. Your
fliend savee you—tly savee Ah Loo.
You killee shark, savee Ah Loo.

Insult all same wiped out. Ah Loo
forget.”
‘“ Bejabbers |’  exclaimed Pat.

“ 'Tis meself as is glad, Ah Loo, for
why should Oi be afther insultin’ any
man? But (Ye’re the hero, Wally,
darlint, for didn’t ye haul me out
first? "

“ Never mind that,” said Wally.
‘“ Grab that lance and hold on, or you’ll
be washed off. We're in a nasty
mess, and may never see land again.”

‘“ Bad cess t'ye for a Jonah | ' cried
Pat. ‘““ My father never loses his
fish | Bejabbers, he'll find us come
dawn, ami a dead whale will float for
weeks.”

All through the night the three
castaways clung grimly to the lances
thrust deep in the blubber, while the
storm raged all around and the waves
ran mountains high, enveloping them
in sheets of stinging spray.

But with the dawn came a respite.

The storm blew itself out—and away
on the horizon was a smudge of smoke
that ultimately resolved itself into a

ship. ]

'PThe Pelican | " cried Pat.

He was right. It was the
Pelican, and Captain Finnegan was
as pleased to see them and the
whale as they were to see him.

“ By rights,” said Pat, when he had
finished explaining to his father what
had happened, ‘‘’tis Wally’s whale.
He descrves it, for wasn’t he afther
savin' me loife, Ah Loo’s as well?”"

“1 don’t want the whale,” said
Wally. “ I want to go to Broome to
rejoin my father.”

‘ Bejabbers, an’ so ye shall, Wally
Burkel‘” exclaimed Captain Finne-
gan. ‘‘'Twas meself as never in-
tinded ye should get to Broome, but
afther all this shenanigan ye deserveit,

‘“ But,” said Wally, “ I'd like to
know just why you shanghaied me at
Condon.” r P

‘ Sure, and Oi“zill,’fsaxd theskipper,
with a twinkle in his eyes. “ Twas
many years ago, whin all of us sea-
men were tough guys. Yere father
was as tough as any, and he shang-
haied me off the waterfront at Penang,
Not that heill-treated me, mind. But
Oi swore Oi'd git even wid the
spalpeen wan day. Only Oi niver got
tﬁe chance ontil ye came walkin’ u
to me at Condon. ‘Glory be,’ 6:
ses to meself, Oi ses. ‘ Since Oi can'’t
make Jim Burke smart fr shanghai-
ing Mike Finnegan, then, bel]ab ers,
I'll make his son lose himself fr a
toime, and Jim Burke'll suffer that
way,’ Oi ses. But ye’ve come through
it with credit, Wally Burke, and ’tis
proud Oi am to have known ye. And
as soon as Qi get the oil in barrels
and under hatches Oi’ll chase yere
father’s schooner, if it takes me
months, and give him his son back.”

And he was as good as his word !

THE END
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