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Air, Land, and Sea! Start reading it NOW!

FHE BEACHCOMBER FROM
FALOO !

TEE Dbeachcomber® would never

bave set foot on Lalinge had
not King of the islauda
chanced to_be strolling back to the
coral wharf from John Chin’s copra
warehouse,

Yor Lalinge, for a South .Sca
island, was a pacticular, place.

It was not, for instance, like Faloo
or Falusuta or Lukwe, where no man
cared what -lie looked like or what
anybody “else looked like, and where
a white man was satisfied with a rag
of tapa and a floppy grass hat by way
of costume.

Lalinge had an unusually large
white population—nearly a dozen
white- men, all told. It had been

. yigited by the district commissioher

and his Jady, and though the district
commissioner’s official residence was
three hundred miles away, and the
D.C. had . probably, fo en the ex-
istence of Lalinge, still, that visit

- had left behind it an influence of

respectability that was unforgotten.
On that gréat occasion the district
commissioner had worn mnot only
trousers and a shirt, but socks, shoes,
and coat—an accumu'ation of cloth-
ing upon which all Lalinge had gazed
in awe and admiration.

From that date, if not from
-an -earlicr one, there had been an
unwritten law on Lalinge. Black
men and brown men conld dress, or
uot, as they liked; between the black
men-and civilised respectability there
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was fixed a great gmlf, which-no man
thought of bridging. But on the
beach of Lalinge no while man was
permitted to tread unless clad in the
garments of civilisation.

The beachcomber was a white
mdn, thongh burnt nearly as ‘brown
as o Polynesian by tropic suns.
From his veranda, where he was sip-
ping his seventh cocktail, Manager
Belnap spotted the fact, and in the
samc  glance the fact that the mew-
comer was lightly clad in a hat and
a nativo loineloth, A few words in
beche-de-mer ‘English from Mr. Bel-
nap, and two brawny, grinning black
servauts raced down to the beach,
reaching it before the canoe from
Faloo nosed into the sand and
powdered coral. The beachcomber,
about to step ashore, was waved back
into the canoe, amid a falsetto cackle
of merriment < from the Faloo
paddlers. -

The beachcomber was not a hefty
man. But if years of alcohol had
robbed Lim of {lie strength he still
had the pride of a white man left,
in dealing with niggers, ab least.
With a burst of language that was
wicommon on so res})cctah!e an island
as Lalinge, and which was punish-
able by a fise of £5 if reported to
the district. commissioner—three hun-
dred miles away—the beachcomber
strove to force his way ashore.
Whereupon Mr, Belnap’s black ser-
vants collared him without ceremony
and pitched him back into the eanoce
in & gasping, uplntterin%; heap, and
yelled with langhter as

e sprawled

T laigy

i 2
among the brown fe‘ga of the
paddlers. o e
The beacheomber stood up again 5
the canoc, red with rage, and talk
o the black servants in a voice thab
was heard over most of Lalinge, and
with a selection~of language that
drew Esau Hunk, the American store
kecper, out of his etore;, to listen i
admiring awe, ‘Esau was a master.ol
language ' that could make even
a Kanaka wince, but he admitted
that in that -particular line the
stranger from Faloo had him beat. &
It was at this exciting moment that
King of the Islands camé sauntering
back » from' John Chin’s warehouse:
where he had spent a busy hour chals
fering over copra with Chin'e wily
Eurasian clerk. 1
The ketell Dawn -lay along the cotil
wharf, moored, and black men bat
been busy all day unloading - the
cargoe that Een King had brought i
from the islands. :
Kit Hudson was swinging in
hammock aft; Koko, the Kanaka,
singing softly in a crooning voice i
he sat on the coaming of the cabil
ekylight and_extracted. sweet mus
from a Hawaiian ukulele. The Hivas
Oa crew—five men with golden-brom
sking—their work done, lolled on t
wharf and _chattered. and e
betel-nnt. Three other vessels. 1]
along the coral wharf—Lalinge wa
buﬁ place. .
ree -or four houses with
verandas stood within easy #f
the placid bay, as well aa o stos
and two or three offices, and a ki




: of warchouses. Farthicr of were the
g8 houses of the natives of Lalinge,

rown men 1n  fapa kilts, brown
irls in the neat and graceful” lava-
va, moved on the shining beach,

~or under the feathery palm-trées,
~ with bright, careless faces.

+ The whole scene was penceful,
- almost idyllic, eave for that one spot
where ‘the beachcomber stood in the
‘canoe, a blotch op the bright land-
Beape, o 4

i Ken. - King:  slackened . his already
Jeisurely, stroll .as he.came nearér,
L aud 'utnmlsled at - last -on the' beach
opposite the cance, looking on.
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Joafer of the Pacific beaches realised
that one drive from the sturdy youn
sailorman’s arm would  have -lifte
him out of the canoe and dropped
him -into the-ba¥,; Ken’s kcen, cool
glance, at all ‘events, quélled the
man, and blessed silence descended on
the beach of Lalinge. -- -
“Now, you feller' boy!”  Ken
turned to the black servants, Ysabel
men with kinky hair and brawny

limbs. “You fellér boy, what namé
you lay feller "hand on ‘white
master ?” TR

“Feler master Belnap, him say no
comey-shore féller island,” explained

his voice,-‘ffp{'addﬁa?g‘ pg Eing of the
Islands. ‘““I've comé p‘hgre from
Faloo to see John Chin on. business.
You tell them niggers to let a man

come ashore.”

.K.enewlm;;dand shook his head.

- “Not! oing;”- he explained.
“Ho white st B ditowed 5 tad
here dressed” as_ a ‘ndtive.”

“What?” yelled the beachcomber.

“That goes, on Lalinge,” said Ken.
“You made a mistake, friend, in
leaving your trousers at home.”

The beachcomber stared at Him
speechlessly for some moments before
he burst out again: *

“Trousis, is it? What will o man
be wanting with thim in this climate?
Sure there ain’t a pair on all Faloo
f.hatI !2 man~ could beg, borrow, or
8 ) ; _

“You’re from Faloo?” asked Ken,
oyeing the beachcomber with i .

“Name of “Donlan, from Faloo,”
answered . the beachcomber, - *with
business for John Chin, and-a-bag of _
golden sovereigns-at: the end of it..
‘And themr black*vermin keeping s
man “afloat, and T d;ing of ‘thirst,
by ‘the howly sninte’l
vt Ii;cnn Aix it for -you,” said Kem
soothingly.. “You see that ketch
yonder, along the wharf?”

“Yis, sorr.”

Tell your

)Ia:;dd exs to take you to
It's my ship, gand if you'll

it.
aboard I'll fix you with a shirt an
colico’ bags. o can’t land in-

Lalinge without. -
“If T wad tin years younger, with
tin years less dhrink in fie, I'd piteh
them niggers to-the ground sl &s Lo
growled the beachcomber, * 're
plenty too much particular on. this
island, sorr. But I'll take ye're offer
_ and thank you kindly for that same,
sOTT. Here, you_ feller. boy, yon
washy-washy um ketch plenty ‘quick,

of I knock seven bells outer you.™
The grinning Faloo paddlers tosled
the canoce round towards the Dawn.

" 'The “flow of langunge from™ the one of the Ysabel men,: grinning. Ken, smiling, walked ‘along to ‘the
‘bedclicomber did: not IR R VT + wharf, an i!('.eplpod 7
please” him. —-But &= e T ST ; * “over the low rail of
the man was a white EN KING, known os: King of the Islands, trading in the the ketch as Donlan
man, and locked k South Seas in’ his ketch; the Dawn, rescues o Konuka of Faloo reached it
sober at the ealled Koko, who tells him that he was' bo'sun on board the on the otheér side
moment; though his Shark, a “schooner belonging - to a Caplain . Samson, and that 3
Jooks - showed that Samson has ordered him to be killed. for. trying to rescue Kit _—

his sober hours were Huwdson, a prisoner on board the Shark. Kit is to be calen by %id3
few. Evena beach- land-crabs unless he the 1oher ts of John Chin’s THE TREASUR;
comber in-a tapa rag secret pearl island. Ken rescues Hudson, and takes him on - OF MAFOO! -
and n battered - hat board the -Daion. They are pursued by Bully Samson, but Ken T HUDSON
was & white man, lures the Shark on to o sunken reef and sinks her. He them makes K eyed the
and mnot to be Samason and his crcic prisoners, maroons them on a lonely istand. wreek - of a
handled . by black ond - sails for Lalinge to see John Chin. (Now read or ) man with strong dis-
men unless for SR e * s 2 < i favonr on the deck

ood reasons indeed.

King of the Islands looked into the
matter as he passed, little dreaming
to what it was to lead.

“Belay that !” he called out to
man from Faloo.
. won't catch you any fish, you kiow P
" "The man transferred his attention
from Mr. Belnap’s black servamts
- o King of the Islands, and his mouth

opened again for a mnew volley of

‘profanity addressed to Ken.

Something in the boy trader’s ‘lopk

checked him, and the volley remained
“unuttered.  Possibly the wretched

i o

the

“That kind of talk -

+Lalin;
But

_about#”

"“White feller um canoe no can—you
look eye belong you, sar, you see
white ~ feller him no got feller
trousers, sar.” &

Ken stared for a moment, and then
grinmed.

He had forgottén, but now he
remembered that particular law om
, of which the beachcomber
from Faloo seemed unaware, ;

“Me see %]ent ," agreed Een.

“What the {huuder ‘is the row

roaréd the Beachcomber,
moderating his langnage, though not
<41

1 of ‘thie Dawn. He
had all‘'a “White Australian’s " eons
tempt for a white man who' had
“gone mative.” Koko the Kanaka
grinned a broad grin at the tattered
beachcomber, and ducked his dusky
head. To the Kanaka a white master -
was o white master, even in ‘such a
guise. The mai looked like a wabive,
and squatted on - the deck like @
native, indifferent to the stares of
the crew:and Hudson's disfaronzing

gl ;K explained the matter

g s e

into a grin. ' He had ieud of the
v oo 10328



King of the
Islands!
(Continued from previous page.)

particularity as to costume ihat
obtained on Lalinge and distin-
ished ' that - island - from other
acific islands that were not so par-
ticular. s
“A man’s thirsty, sorr,” said Don-
lan, with the accent of an island far
from the Pacific.
. :“Lime or lemon:” asked Ken.
#Nothing stronger on this craft!”
. The bheachcomber made a grimace.
His thirst was not, apparently, of
the kind that could be quenched by
limejuice or lemonade, and he let
the subject drop. Koko, at a word
from King of the Islands, fetched
up the calico shorts and shirt with-
out which the man from Faloo could
not land. Donlan was in no hurry
to encase his limbs in them, however,
For many =a long  year he had clad !
himself like & mative, and garments
irked him as they irked an islander.
“You 'came nlong to Lalinge to see
John Chin, the Chink?” asked Ken.
“Yis, sorr!”
" He’s away down at Papeete; T've
ust been daiuﬁ busipess  with  his
an; yowll ave “to- wait’ some:

Donlan _opened liis wmouth for: a
. gurge, which scemed to come to him
- mote naturally than breathing. But
e checkod: it:  snder Ken's quiet
I%&' harrd luck, ‘sorr, and so it
is,” lie 3aid, "and I down ct;: my last

hit- of shell - money, whi ave

 tliem o paddle me aloug
from Fa “And s bag of golden
soveréis iting to be picked up.”

~ And . the  bBeachcomber sighed a
p, long -sigh, inspired by the
“th Eht."of the amount of strong
drink that could.be obtained for a
h% of golden sovereigns.
* King of the Islands eyed him
euriously. :
~ *Qolden_eovereigns ?” he repeated.
" #That" same, sorr!”
:“You've, been dreaming on the
Geach of Faleo,” said Ken, laughing.
“Golden aove_mig;g’_a ‘haven't /been
seon in the jslands for a lotg time.
It’s paper money mow.,” - 7
““Pon’t I know it, sorr!” grunted
~ the beachcomber. “But " it was
goolden sovereigns before the War,
and many’s the chief in the islands
who Bags of ‘them stored away
in sdgret places. "The Govinming can
say what. it likes,. but th' niggers’ll

mever -bring® out - their ~golden
Tei to chango for paper.

~ Qodles and oodlés of ‘em raekn owa;
in_tapa mats in these islands, soxr.”
King of the Islarids nodded.-

* He was aware of that; in the way
of trade, he had found, like other
traders, the difficulty of indticang, the
natives to take paper money in pay-
ment for copra and pearl-shell.

. To’'the native mind, a golden coin
was_ o golden’ coin; and a paper
pound was a_piece of paper which
they regarded with uneasiness and
suspicion. ‘They could buy the white
men's goods at the- white men's
store with timdpaper _money, but the

umne an P
Chiefs who stored up treasure wrapped
- The Modern Bo,

in tapa mats, in_secret !nm.agre-
#é the solid coin, wgich h a
fixed value that they understood.
No doubt they were wise, in a way;
for, although the paper pound bore
the same face value as a sovereign,
the rise in prices which always
accompanies the issue of paper money
gave 1t o different buying value.

“And you’ve got on to some chief’s
stagk of sovereigns?” asked Kit Hud-
som.
““That’s tcllin%, sorr,” said the
beachcomber. “I'm’ telling that to
the man who'll hear the story and
find o ship to' lift the sovereigns
and go sharcs with Patrick Donlan
fair and square. I've heard that John
Chin's a square man, though he's a
Chink.”

“Square as a die,”” said Ken. “The
whitest Chinaman in the South Seas.”

“But he's %;mc to Papecte, and I
down to the beach?!’ groaned Don-
lan. “It’s harrd luck intirely. And
the momint T set me foot ashore,
and a man stands me a drink, and
sure somc kind soul will do that
same, the whole story will come out
as fast as the drink goes in, and
there’ll be a crowd after old Mafoo's
quids, and where'll T be then?”  °
“Keep -off the liguor,” suggested

Hudson. - \
The beachcomber gave a contempt
ouns snort.  Evidently he regarded

the Cornstalk as having sugges an
impossibility. Sl vip

He sat disconsolate, blinking about
him in the strong sunlight. Ige gave
a sndden start as his eyes fell on
the whaleboat, and he read the name
Dawn_ painted in white letters. His
glance came back eagerly to the boy
trader.,

“Is it the Dawn, this ketch®” he
exclaimed.

Ken nodded,
£ HoleMm! Then one of you
will bo King of the Islands!™ “ex-

claimed the beachcomber.

“You've heard of me?”

“Is there & man between the
Paumotus and Hawaii that hasn’t?
You’re King of the’ s and &
squarc man.”  The geunt, bearded
face of the'man from Faloo was eager
and tense. “You'll serve my turn as
well as John Chin, and better.
You're a white man, and he’s after
all ouly a Chink. You'll go half
shares in Mafoo's bag of sovereigns #”

“You can spin the yarn if you
like,”” answered King of the Islands.
“We’re weighing anchor in the morn-
ing for the Marquesas, but we can
take in Faloo on‘the way, if there’s
anything doing.”

The tale came out with sputtering
cagerncss. g

afoo, chief of one of the tribes
that lived on Faloo, was dead. He
was well-known, according to Don-
lan, to have accumulated a treasure
from his trade in copra and pearl-
shell with the white skippers. In his
own tribe Mafoo used the shell-money
of the natives, and no man on Faloo
knew what became of the gold money
he drew from the traders, year after

r. Tribesmen and - inguisitive
Telatives, who had been too curious
on the subject, had gone to the
cooking-pot; and the same fate had,
at long last, overtaken the amcient
chief, and he bhad furnished “kai-
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kai " in his own turn. But on thl
island of - Faloo, ~though many
sought, none had found the secret
hoard of the old chief; and.Donlan @
had, or believed that he had, a clue.
In his years of beachcombing on &
Faloo, Donlan had kept his ‘eyes, as
well as his mouth, opeu. Maz
times, he declared, while sleeping off &
a “soak ** in the shade, he had seen
old Mafoo stealing nway in the high
bush, towards a.cel spot which
was called in the native dialect the
Place of Skulls—taboo to the
islanders. There, he was assured,
Mafoo had hidden his store of golden
coin; there, now that Mafoo had
gone to the cooking-pot, it still lay;
hidden, waiting to be lifted. But
the man who lifted it would take his
life in his hand. The tribesmgn wero §
ficree and watchful; and he who!
had killed Mafoo, and was now chief’
in ' his ?lace, wag “sedrching for}
Mafoo’s hoard; nnd Faloo was a
cannibal island, and-— The beach-
comber ran on at great length, whil
the comrades of the Dawn listencd.?
It was casy enough to guess why
the wreck of a man had not under
taken the quest himself. Strong
drink had sapped his nerve, and hel
dared 1ot face the peril of the canni
bals, he dared not penctrate into thel
depths of the high bush where head:
hunters lurked watchful for 32
He had combed the beach at Falooy
but he had always been gareful fo
keep out of {rouble with the.natives
And the mere suspicion in the native
mindyg that a ihan was huat
Mafoo’s treasure would have me:
the worst of tromble—sudden death
in the high bush, or the cooking
ovens in the native village.
“Youw'lt thry it on, morr,”” w
the beachcomber. “King of
Islands is the man for the job.
be waiting here on Lalinge till ¥
come back, and I'll trust ye entirely)
on your word. Ye'll stop at Faloo i
the way of trade, as I've mo do
ye've done before—"" 4 i
o nodded. "
““And ye'll go into: tho high b
nnbeknownst to the maygurs,”
Donlan, “and ye'il R
“And we'll leave our heads to

oked in the ¢s of Faloo
said Kit Hudson grih_'ll{. {
“It's a risk, sorr, but ye won!

pick up oodles and oodles of gool
sovereigns without a risk anyw
in the South Seas.”

“That’s true,” said Ken, with'sa
laugh. “If you've got it righty
Donlan, the treasure belongs to th
man who lifts it. The chief whi
murdered old-Mafoo can't be entitle
to take it as a reward for killin
him.” . 3

Donlan stared at him. The mo
aspect of the matter, which King g
the Islands desired to settle first,
not appeal to the bheachcomber.
the human wreck realised that B
was dealing with a man very di
from himself, and he nodded. :

“The r!;,rooltl belongs to nohody,”
said. Old Mafoo’s family—thia
that he hadn’t killed himsel
lowed him to ‘the cooking-o
Ta’a’ava, the new chief, is not of
blood. The goold’s jpobody’s t!
lifted, and it belongs to the man

< 10




lifte_it.. You'll litt it, ansh-ht the
Islands—you’re the man for the job.”
P11 think it over,” said Ken.
“And .ye’ll lind me tin pounds,
maybe, o see me tlzmll%h till you
epme sn'ih'ns home with tho goolden
sovereigms ? :
“Tf 1 take it on—yes.”
And with that the beachcomber of
Faloo had to be content.

THE ISLAND OF TERROR.
IGHT oi the Pacifio.
N Under' the eclustering stars
3§ % the Dawn glided out of the
ay of

Lalinge.
ing of the Islands had thought it
over and consulted with his comrade,
and they had decided. .
It ‘was possible that the tale of

b treasure, - hidden in the
“taboo” spot in the high bush of
Paloo, was o figment of the drunken
beachoomber’s imagination. But Ken

had %nettiomd the man closely, and
he did not_ think so.

In hig trading through the islands
he bad heard many a time of Mafoo
and his supposed treasure; it was the
talk -of the island men. For half a
century Mafoo had and
traded in Faloo, and it was woll
knowa ‘that of all the gold he had

- received for his copra, mone had left
the island again. * Somewhere on
Faloo there was a stagk of Australian
sovereigns—thit wag as sure as any-
thing conld be.
Phe question was; whether Dorlan
was tight in his belief that he had
“the hidden place. That ques-
tioh conld only be answered on the
spof by wearching. - R
The treas a8 ‘the beachcomber
liad said, belonged to the man who
eould lift it." Mafoo, had he beenr able
to express any further wish, certainly
would not have wished his hoard to
go to' Ta'a’ava, the ‘ehief who had
sent him to the -0 -

mnhng vén. ¢ d
¢ Having made up bis mind, Rinfhef .
¢ at

the Islands lost no time; he k
. there was no time to lose. -
: Ashore in Lalinge the beachcomber
| _provided with the indispendable
3 ﬁmeﬂtﬁ which the soeidl eode’ of
; linge exacted—was provided also
with cash to sec him through while
. the Dawn sailed to Faloo. e beach-

comber’s refreshments were lﬁeli 1o
whick

be. more liquid than solid;
meant that by the next day all
; Lalinge would bt in possession of the
: story. It wns a case, as Ken told his
comrade, with a grin, of going carly
to avoid the crush. More than one
craft, white .and mative, wonld be
licading for Faloo when the tale of
mr«: had been told alomg -the

And ten minutes after Donlan had
gone ashore the ketch was unmoored,
the sails shaken out, and King of the
Islands headed for the open sea.
Long before the sun rose on- the
Pacific the ketch was many a long
mile from Lalinge. With the trade
wind filling mainsail, topsail, and
“*foresail, the graeeful little craft sped
ncross the blue waters of the Pacific.

“How many guids, Ken?” asked Kit
2 Hudson, with a laugh, as King of the
- Islands stood watching the sea for
the tall palm-trees of Faloo, in the
blazing sun of the southern morning.

e Tl Modern Boy

*Who knows? = Qld Mafoo must
have liandled thousands in lig time,”
said Ken. '_I'hug say he neyer parted
with ome, but that' may he gammon.
But somewhere on Faleo there miis
be ‘a stack of them, dnd if we lift a
thousand pounds to share with Donlan
that will pay better than drumming
round the islands for copra.”

“And if the blacks ¢atch us drum-
ming round after Mafoo’s' treasure
we——""

Ken’s face was grave.

“We're taking the chance,” ho said.
“There's a big risk. I'm not denying
that we're taking a big chance of
leaving our heads to be smoked by
the devil-doctors of Faloo.”

“Life’s full of chances like that in
the Pacific,” said Hudson carelessly.
“Wa'll pull it off.”

Koko’s voice ran

“Him feller lan

The island of Faloo was rising from
the Pacific ahead. First the cone of
a voleanic hill, the sides crusted with
lava that glistened in the sun; then
the palm-trecs at a lowér level; then
thie dazsling hénch, the lagoon, and
the coral reef on which the surf broke

out.

1"

t seen the trader’s house—t!

in clouds of spray. It was an isl

of the Pacific similar t¢ hundiéds-
others, and familiar to_the eyes, of
Ken King. By the lagoon tonld 'be

WB8
white man now that l:lonla'.n.h R: b

beachcomber, had gone to Lalinge, -
But Kmr of the Islands did not head
for' the lagoon and the house of the
trader, as he would have done had he
been drumming for copra, as whén he
had’ last visited Mafoo’s kingdor:
The Dawn swerved to the northward,
and a jutting headland shut out the
lagoon and - the trader’s house-fron
view, and the grass houses of the

jslatiders “that clustered -along ‘the
shining water. ;
Within- & mile of a sandy beach,
backed bz Im-trees, without a sign
abi coasted

only one trader on Faloo—only

of an inl tant, the Dawn

along,

More tham one tribe dnhabited
Faloo, and warfare was frequent,

especially near the datea.of the native
feasts, when vietims were wanted for
the cooking-ovens. Between the native
settlements, therefore, were wide;
(Oontinued on page ‘167)

Ohh;lnb I'r?m the blackness was what leoked like a human face,
* rom

he earth. © Him altoo!
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a dozen
Him debble 1" babbled the K-,ndﬂ.':‘ ®
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m of the silencé of the deepe darkness, Kato-lalnl%lﬁngh was, ‘as he tnﬂ }

that - even King— of~ -the Islands said, ao; mon Kanaka, s&‘
Islands! starht[ed and hc(t;a Tt }]“hhmnht.tared ‘lﬂ -tlie o éyoshnf mtoo- b: :1
inued fF 21 * y eain m [ e mu ) oolm h fiim the shadows
s £ it sl Tredthol Hard. 2 beaaa rnrd W‘amtifam Ony
ik -~ n breathed hard oy ife or_death. y his
, g:ah, ‘,’,‘ﬁ:‘:ﬁtrz"h‘:ﬁp;z:h:: t?u,'iﬂ © “T¢'e like—like—" - ‘ ditated  eyes rolled ? leaming; and he
the heads of victims, caring . Aitdo " - muttered Roko, with bra&ﬂmi Tard and fast.

little to wlu-t tribe they bélon chattering teeth. “Himi aitoo-debble = «“you eﬂé‘r ‘Koko follow on und :

King of t drew the little ‘howl alongbush, sart” . Ken
kntehgnt fas, e, and glided _ ,,3},;';?:“‘ e k. Y camar.” 7
IRE T e Ty TR AR g e R Phas st e et
%nm the land sid e g ety rang from the high bush, ]m,e iiic bueh st P&' “::n(l!alm;—n
RE % wiord. Hiya0a men ©°C oing and lmFermg among: thio w_ 1 ‘bu:“ ot
awarmed aloft the’ salls wate faken 100ks of the inlet for long,” loag I Tribes "inat. dwelt th ;
in, and tlm D.mm rodle st anchor a moments before it died SRy into’ ng hm;;'il “ribos =
ot silence. o o - triban - on.
from a ghore . that more northern side -of -Faloo. - B

dom
g:opped steepi: t¢ & hottom sixty feet deg = d“‘:‘*e;'g‘l? again. | Silence.” followed _in -his

island -ass the last rays of tho fun . e
By iy 27y ;.";"’"ed dnd- bisckness  wrapped ‘30 00k ek abve
' mmmeum r;h:i&h;f:‘tggﬂto:fr:‘: ;::: aloo from- sighit. = _ thele heads, shntar;z off- ‘;’:‘? sky, in 4
¥ s 4 which I were s
lilfe‘t bu‘t. ofd other‘ life re !;‘as : FOES OF THE DARK. - com‘:nrr -out. o iy
ploaty_—lizheds crawling on'tho tocks, 77 HUDSON was 43 fie lo _Sinee de bl heand that gry, whiek
o s’ cmhl‘i nmm;n t'!"ll;c :?1';:' berk -t eiionge. Fimed ?m Mok b demons, if
e ph Jotin, ot et fn. tha A night bird, perhiaps——" 0t aitdos. were ab - Buelud
Ho did not finish: “He knew that Ken did mot venture to show a light

nafrow inlet lay the high' bush— ;. dosih ththdeehnedl?mnam ¥et ho: was af "
already deepening in shadow as the l[mw“tha dﬂ m—oryf t?z h‘ b bosh lmle loss to find his ‘way 1

sun sank lower into the besom of the ‘g‘alo:. hRE, Y e S :eguﬁh He had taken ]lg
m, Werve not | sa Ken gave an impatient shrug of the “d “ML’MC"B ;:‘"‘:.“E-m:“; ot

Ken in
a 1ow voice. “ Every nhib that comes -
t Fa!uu v hatler “for “Eradd 6r T8 “Some dmal'a work of "til?:"bhnk “':el*};l }:':: l:lﬂ;;:lon of the lh‘

erll!.bi:m:horrh tmhmfy"m{ now, at any rate. You feller boy _ Suddenly his arm was grasped, uﬂ_
Soliiate. Bﬂmut. oo sball Eave 30 strike lower him whaleboat.”™ Eoko pauted in his ear:
s the ialond.to et to the Placo e ey il Dt i g Little mastgr | You Took ayy -
cluster, listening with bent hs ’0‘. you sce aitoo.”
nll:d gnni:l faces i‘orB.n. repetition g ' '
the terrible cr; ut th
tmu the at Keu's voice, aud the boat dipped M€
Srom this o the eslm water of the inlet. :a:n:e‘: Yoot o
e) abo ¥
: White hrfw{;‘:g’::‘ ﬂ':nm“ lay » oand nose and mouth wm m.rkul by
to.gde the place ~ wyiiia ‘fkite ‘mastor, him debble 5720 fluctuating  phosphorese
, OX- yoct along busl o go shore.” lgllk, and the sudden vision, staring’
Yotk Tockich mouth belong 4o the blackness of'the huslh, ' wa§

5

e &-gaﬂgm:;;%: sha ::;y lmw fe'?gaxau Km‘g of thc Tstands - mwﬁ
bang- Him debble along bush—-" "Iu fool! Tws u brickersomg
wF P S gy, A Sl S
:ﬂd“m mar King of the g% habbled the Kanaka. 4

chodge'{o- hide his ~ Koko shook his hesd. R -y Ber i g o

Beachoomber: = Me plenty flaid debbls o along bush; path towards the floating,

mev,.'hd but me
- to tll'o o said. M nomnn nub" m?lnn:i:?ﬁ:wauo longer & a8

ph"@ i!m bmh' lt'bﬂg: dat in “Got a !nom on, ‘then I” said Ken, was, shaking from head hw

with a £ the Islands strode
Aund tie bu; Knll.nka his terrors King of tho Islands = T
“T'm coming with _you, Kon.” o8 the aftoo.in. th bush. gibdued by oy St aud his-eyes :

* King of tho Tslends ?ﬁmkhs ‘head. his devotion to Kitg of the Tolsude sad choes: fo :},’: ]‘J’l‘f!“;m X
“Must ‘leave a white man on the g into the whaleboat. ‘S'as il o o hﬂﬁm‘ -

“thm.- gﬂfm 2 ;;m’ 1 "m’ld'ilf s cop, 8, sharp look-out, Kit [ et i
and 1: ¥ :ip;y ;@’d ‘m_'- Y 20 “d Eufa pnlled the' whale- t even as he turned invisible hands

¢ un eye w1 ) opon na Q%mcheutel l‘.he ‘marrow strip of beach at m‘;dnim: r::::! the dnfx;::ul; .

ﬂlﬁ f &
fm' ﬁl‘-» T?JD Dmm adakair peo &%&m:”cy{:d The hands, and more hands, innumerab

: il eator parb as it seemed, grasped and clutol
':m ln”.hfa m ,w’ from. the sea '°' amid a mutlterzn of str?:: e:m

7 #m» ages sluce. the ~ beach, like voices—and King of t oldy
,:t;kmw owderéd  coral and ‘singd; Ken's feet s¢rnooting d toly, i
&.meg, e erupticne. SrSE L, Sl 0 carrg
‘-]&“h white milster,” ‘said the " The whaleboat slipped to the yuord onward through the - black
1 ¥l ketch, Mmh sud Roko on the neas fo the Place of Skalls, to
u‘emu‘d _' g i, —,'I .“.“m?m% big Ea "IP' hidden den of darkness and death. eath, .
i s_side. -

atm the supersti- What ", P
aMora o! !hg L‘h bush, Zof - the islander tha u:..‘u, pﬂ:,b:, m‘;‘“z -

II
ecghg i sg~was peopled by aitoce_of aecount miss mext week's off
strsngo uﬂ wiﬂ, from th wn and !e ble: powers. But choplers! Order. your copy &
EeA o By 6 : i

g



