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" The Finest AIR-LAND—-AND-SEA

Story

HELP FROM THE SKIES.

- IM debble comee out sky !”

H Koko, the Kanaka, mumn-

bled in sheer terror, grovel-
line on his knees on the reedy
margin of the great lake that filled
the erater of the extinet volcano of
Faloo.

Of the swarming cannibals at the
foot of the hills, watching and wait-
ing for their victims to fall jnto their
savage handx, Kaio-lalulalonga had
no. fear, But the gleaming shape
from the sky filled him with dread.
The Kanaka knew all the ships that
saled or steamed on the Pacific, from
Hawaii to the Marquesas, but the
ships of the aiv were new and strangye
to his eyes, and the scaplane that had
flashed into view from the fleecy
clouds was to him a “debble *—an
“aitoo ” more terrible than any that
haunted the devil-doctor’s den on the
island of Faloo.

King of the Islands, shading his
eyes with his hand, stared at the
plane. Hudson gripped his arm. To
the white men the sudden apparition
of the seaplune brought not terror
but hope. The deep drone ~of the
engine was music to their ears.

"She's  heading for Faloo!”
breathed Mudson. '

Ken breathed hard.

“It may be a chance for us.” :

Swiftly, like a huge bird, the sea-
plane was heading for the summit of
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the old  voleano- swiftly, growing
larger and larger to the eye with
every fleeting second.

It was Ken's first view of a seca-
plane—rare cnough in the Pacifie—
but he smiled as he glanced at the
terrified Kanaka.

“Koko !”

“Him aitoo !” moaned the Kanaka.
“Aitoo comee out sky. We all deader,
Aie, aie!”

Ken grasped the Kanaka's brawny
shoulder and shook him.

“Stand up, you lubber! XNo aitoo
—sky ship bhelong white man,” he
said. '

The Kanaka blinked up.

“No ship,” he answered. “Shp
belong  water-—no ship belong  air.
Hiwmn attoo debble !”

“You silly swab !” roared Hudson.
“It's a seaplane, with white men on
board. Get up!”

EKoko rose tremblingly to his feet.
He listened to the drone of the
plane, but did not dare to look up-
ward, The confidence of the two
white men did not relieve his fears;
Ire knew that white men never had
any fear of the South Sca “debbles.”

“Sky ship belong Papalagi,” said
Ken. “J.ook at it, you lubber! It's
the engirne you can - hear—not the
voice of an aitoo, you swab !

But the Kanaka 'did uot venturc to
raise his cyes.

Ken and Kit watched anxiously.
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Larger and larger loomed the sepd
plane, and she was over the isldnd
now, and the deep drone was like
buzz of a million mosquitdes in thei
ears. :

High over Faloo sailed the plang
vleaming in the sun; too high fog
shouts to be heard, or even the ringy
of a rifle, in the deep drene of
engine. . .

It could only be, as Ken kuew,
seaplane sent out on survey wo
from Australia among the islands.
Faloo was her present destination

It looked like it, for the plane wa
circling over the jsland mow, instead
of passing on over the wide
bevond. p

Circling lower and lower, and {hg
anxiouns ecyes below could make o
every line of the struts aguinst
deep blue of the sky. >

The long floats and the wid
spread of wing were right above, th
volcano now,

“Are they . looking for a landi

place ?” muttered Keun. b
“You bet! And here,” said H
son - .3

“She can’t land ou the islondk
unless in the lagoon.” . . .+ &

Hudson pointed to the lake in 4%
crater. ) " -

“They're heading for this o
Ken,” he said, *“She can land in &8
Jake casily enough-—if they know 48
place. And they do—if they wamg
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“Face belong white man him look ™
gasped Kaio-lalulalonga, as a cheery,
sun-browned visage looked out over
the fuselage, und o hand was waved
to (he trio standing on the marvgin of
tle mountain lake. L

BULLY SAMSON AT LALINGE.

ULLY HAMSON - muttered  a
curse as the drunken beach-
comber  reeled ™ against  Lim,

awedl shoved the mman vielently away.
The wretehed wreek of a man, whe
had once combed the beach of Faloo,
and now loafed away his days under
the nodding palms of Lalinge, blinked
dizzily -at the burly skipper,” mum-

By SIR ALAN
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be lugoon, it's plain enongh to ho
seen. Lhey're licading for the lake
in the crater.”
b “Good uck 1”

‘ Hudson was evidently right.

The plane was circling in search of,

fa landing-place, and obviously not
seeking the lagoon or the open sca.
“There was ample space for the
Eolane to take the water in the great

Ulake that filled the ancient crater of
the volcano.

¢ Ken's eves lightled.

COBHAM and

HAMILTON.

The droning of the engine had
consed,
“Debble him pgof” asked KNoko,

still without looking up.

S Debble lnim come grinned
Hudson.

“Ade, aic ' moaned the Kanaka.

With a dazzling  volplane  the

messenger from the skics was coming
down.

To the watehing eyes of Ken and
Kit, she scemed to flash ke an arvow
from the hine. Almost before they
knew what was lmlrlw-ning, the leng

bled, and sat down, or .rather col-
lapsed, at the feoot of a palm.” From
his brown skin Samson supposcd, for
a moment, that he was a native, and
he lingered to bestow a kick “upon
a mnative who had dared to reel
againgt him while under the intuence
of kava. But the next glance showed
him that the heach-comber was, or
liad - been, a white man, and that he
was under the influence’of drink more
potent than kave. So Bully Samson

held bacek the intended kick, snd
stared down at the man instead. The
man  was muttering inancly, but a
word on lis Labbling lips caught
Samson’s cars sharply:

“KRing of the Islunds.”

Jolin  Chin'a brig, FPagoda, had

landed Bully Samson at Lalinge. The
maroon of Talopa had been saved by
the Chinaman aund carried to a white
man's port —surly and thankless for

King of the Islands had seldom floats skimmed the crater lake and the serviee rendered, John Chin
cbepn in a tighter | 7 could do no less for
corner in~ all lis - "' the man he sup-
f adventurous  life EN KING. known as King of the Islands, trading in the South posed to be a shiip-
b besicged on the K Seas in his ketch the Dawn, falls foul of Bully Samnson, @ ~wrecked sailorman;
Cpun-scorchied  sum- rascally skipper rwcho is holding Kit MHudson, an Australian boy, and during the run
i mit of the moun- prisoncr, Ken vescues Kit, sinks Samson's boaf and maroons h‘:f‘}“’ the ‘tra{ln
tain by  Ta’a’ava him and his erew on a lonely island. Eit becomes mate of the Daren. wind ij")m :19-‘0!‘3
fand his horde of At Lalinge they learn of a secret hoard of gold on the Island of to Lalinge Samson
i cannibal blacks. Feloo, and IKen qgoes after it.  He lands there at night uccom- had kept his own
¢ Only a  desperate panicd by Koko, a native. Ken is captured by the natives, but counsel, never even
“ attempt  to  break |  Hudson and Koko rescue him. Finding themselves cnt off from mentioning th ¢
‘throngh ¢ he | the Bawn, they seek safety at the top of o huge, weater-filled cvater. name of King of
csavages  had  re- and are preparing to defend their position when a scaplape the Islands. But
¢ mained to him—an ix seen approaching. Meanwhile, Samson is rescued by John on  (he bheach  of
gttempt that could Chin, a Chinese trader. (Now reatd on.) Lalinge they

b scarcely have ended ), ; L parted, John Chin
in anything” but * politely,  suavely,
the scaplanc was taxi-ing along the but unmistakably making it clear

pdeatls in a fierce struggle, or capture
aud the cooking-ovens,
Pbluc sky help and
b coming.

L The savages, deep al the bottom of
S the vocky gully that split the sido of
& the mountain, had not scen the plane
yet. When they should sce if, it was
i probuble that, like Koko, they woutd
take it for a “debble” from the
L regions of the sky. Certainly they
L were not likely to attempt to
- approach it when it dropped iuto the
- 1oke.

From the
ICRCUL Were
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witer under their eyes. Like a swan
ghe landed on the lake and swam,

“Brave ! gasped Hudson.

Koko the Kanaka stood, with his
knees knocking together, staring at
the strange shape that had landed on
the luke.

But his terror was giving way to
amazement now. Ie¢ was beginuing
fo understand that this was not, after
all, a new and strange “debble,” but
a ship that sailed in the aiv instead
of ou the sea.

7

that he wanted nothing to do with
the ruffianly skipper of the sunkcn
Shark. Samsou was on his way to
Esau Hunk's stove when the beach-
comber recled into him.

“Kine of the Istands.”

Bully Samson had come to Lalinge
heeanse that was the destination of
the Chinese tradex’s brig; but
Lalinge scrved his purposc as well as
any other place. His purpose was
to pick up the track of King of the
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King of the
iglands !

(Continued from previous payd.)

fslands, and in Lalinge lie was likely
to hear of lim. And, strangely
enough, it was of the boy trader that
the !in;’:u'-h-cnmhm.' was mutiering as
he sprawled under the feathery shade
of the palm. Bully Samson stared
down at the miserable specimen of a
man and listened.

“@Golden  sovercigus—oodles  and
oodles of ’em! Golden quids! King
of the Tglands is a broth of a boy.”
The »eachcomber blinked up at Sam-
son’s lewering, Dblack-bearded face.
“You feils satlorman, you seen ketch
belong King of the Tslands?”

“#Has the ketch been at Lalinge?”
asked Samson.

But Donlan was too confused with
his potations to heed. He mumbled
on;

“King of the Islands will lift old
Mafoo's quids—King of the Islands
will do it! He’ll come sailing hack
to Lalinge with a tapa-sack full of
golden quids! Oodles of ¥em. Three
shares—and one for me. King of the
Islands is a broth of a boy!” The
heach-comber turned his bleared face
towards the bay and blinked at the
three or four vessels moored along
the coral wharf. “You sailorman,
is the keteh in the bay? Eyo belong
we no sce.”

Bully Samson drew a decp breath.

King of the Islands had been to
Lalinge, he knew now, and was €x-
pocted back theréd. Samson, like
woet of the South Sea skippers, had
heard the rumour of old Mafoo’s
storc of golden sovercigns. The beach-
comber’s mumblings told him where
Ken King wag, and npon what quest
he was engaged.

The beach-gomber mnwmbled on, but
Bully Samson no longer listened. e
tramped along the dotted bungalows
of Lalinge until he came to Lsau
Huuk’s store.

Esau Hunk, the American store-
keeper, sprawled in a hammock under
an awning in front of lia store.
Hec moved his head the merest {rifie
as the burly figure of Bully Samson

. cast a shadow on him; moved it just
sufficiently to bring the newcomer
within his range of vision. For more
exertion than that he was not dis-
posed till the Leat of the tropic day
had passed. .

“Hallo,
yawned.

He spat again.

“Shark at the wharf?”
“You’ll want storesr”

“The Shark's at the Dbottom of the
Pacific.”

“Gee

After that cjacnlation Esan Hunk
lost his interest in Captain Samson.
If the Shark was at the bottom of tho
Pacifie, she could not want stores.

Samson gave him a black look.

“I'm ot on the beach!” he
smarled. “I've got cnough in my
helt to buy you and your store.”

“Glad to hear it, cap’'n. Go inside
and my black boy will fix you up
with a drink.”

“King of the Islands has been
here?” .
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Cap’'n Sawmsoun!” e

he asked.

Esau noddea.

“Where is he now ?”

“In a cooking-oven, I guessi”
grinned Hunk. ‘‘Feller King of the
Islands won’t be seen at Lalinge
again, cap’n.”

Bully Samson stared at the yawn-
ing man in the hammock.

“How do you make that?”

“He's gone to Faloo, after old
Mafoo’s sack of sovereigns,” drawled
Hunk. “A beach-comber came to
Lalinre with the story, after Mafoo
was killed. FHe told it to King of
the Islands first, and then to all
Lalinge when the boys stood him
drinks. O!d Mafeo’s dead, and his
sack of quids is hidden away where
the other niggers can't get a paw
on it. Kiug of the Islands kept muwm,
and sailed for Faloo in his keteh;
hut Donlan told the yarn up and

down the beach next day when he
was full.” Esau clhiuckled. *Three
| |
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eraft went after, and five or six gangs
in eanoes. They all came back.”

YWhy "

“They found Faloo wild,” grinued
Hunk. *“Ta'a’ava, the unew chief,
and his bucks are out for heads, and
not a man put a fool on the shore.
Gideon Gee, the Portugee trader
there, told the boys that King of the
Islands was caught by the niggers.
I guess Gideon was shaking in his
shoes for his copra warchouse now
the niggers are up. King of the
1stands 13 long pig afore this.”

“Qh !” muttered Samson.

“Rorry, teo!” yawned Hubnk, with-
out a trace of emotion, however.
“He was some lad, that King of
the Islands. All. Faloo is raging
now, and not a white man woulsr set,
foot on the heach for twice Mafoo’s
treasure. You'll never sce King of
the Islands agin, cap’n.”

“And that shipmate of his—Corn-
stalk mamed Hudson ¥

8

» ;
“Gideon told a steamer skipper thad®
Budson had gonc ashore to }ook for ¢
Kinri' of the Islands—went to look?
for him in a tahoo place.”
“And the ketch#” 7
“Standing off an’ on in the lagoons
at Faloo when she was last scemy
King’s niggers waiting for him to3
come back,” Hunk grinned. I guess
they'll have a long wait, cap'n.”.
Bully Samson drew a deep breathds
“And  the  beach-comber  whel
brought the tale here——" -
“You'll find him on the Deaeh if
you want  him — screwed, wosh
likely.” '
“I’'ve scen the man.  And he's)
spinning a yarn that he knows where}
old Mafoo hid  his  sack of
goverecigng ?” -
“Bure !” gaid Hunk. *““That's whaks
gent King of the Islands to the)
cooking-ovens on Faloo. I'm sory
for that lad.” :
Bully Samson’s eyes glittered. ;
“You say that a crowd followed
after King of the Islands to Faloo?™
“8ure—and came back in a mighty]
hurry when they found that 184}
niggers were up,” grinned Hungs
“Ialoo ain't healthy when thed
niggers et wild, Gideon Gee willl
find that out some day. I guess his
head will be smoking in a Faleod
canoe-house one of these days.”
“I'm here without a ship or
crew,” said Sumson. “I want a fas
canoe and six good paddlers, asd
stores for a trip. Get a move 6%
Hunk.” ) =
Hunk sat up in the hammock and]
stared, '
“You're Faloo®”
Samson nodded.
“You won't come hock.”
. “That's my business. Get me
what I want, and get it sharp! I's
not staying an hour at Lalinge”3
Hunk rolled unwillingly out of b
hammock. Even business, with @
handsome  profit  attached, woulkd
hardly have wmade him exert hims
self in the tropic heat. But Bullf
Ramson was not a man to be deniedd
“At the wharf in an hour, yoE
savvy ¢ said Bully Samson. 3
* Bure.” .
Within the hour a long canoe, with
six brawny black Ysabel men of 1€
paddles, rocked on the blue wald
under the whurf. Bully Samson can
down from Hunk's store with a b
of dunnage, a revolver in_ his bel
and a rifle on his back. He toss
the bag into the cance and tramps
up the beach. Five minutes laté
he came back with the insensibd
beach-comber  slung  across  HE
shoulder like a sack of yams. TH
Ysabel men stared at him indiffe
ently as he pitched the
comber into the canoc and threw:
rag of canvas over him, o
The canoe rtocked under Dufi
Samson’s heavy tread as he tramp
in. He jerked a brown thumb to#
open sea. 3
“You feller boys washec-wazi
along Faloo plenty quick!”
“Yes, sar” :
The ecance glided out of the
under the flashing paddles, the 6W
rolling down the brawny limbes
the Yeabel men as they paddled
lessly in the burming heat of the
Bully Samson sat in the stern, &8

ol 7/44

for




reen his teetl, and watched the
for the first sight of the mountain
~Faloo, while the beach-comber,
Hi ‘anconscious, snored stertorously
§ the bottom of the cance.

PICKED UP BY THE PLANE!

HOY. the planc!”
_*A King of the Islands put

his ]nmd‘l to. hia mouth
tnmpct shape and shouted.
. A hand waved, and a1 sunburnt

Fface grinned cheerily
g at him from the cock-
pit.

' pl“Hil]lo ¥ oa
e ghouted back.

" The seaplane taxied
ightly along the swr-
face of the lake, Koko
¢ watching it with
Dulging vyes.

» “Papalagi ship Dbe-
o long  air!” muttered
' Ksio-lalulalonga  in
cwonder.  “HMim o sail
~along  sky  and  sadl
- alony water I Me no
.. 3 wTv}' |II
o “Me s

volee

gavvy plenty !

& gaid Ken, Idlhrillng
F "We're saved,” said
'+ Hudson.

. Bang ! came echoinge
©up from the gully as
a trade pun  roarved
~and its load of round
* ballets whizzed over
the platean.  Two or
three whistling arrows
ollowed and dropped
mto the water 1 the

crater.  T'a’a'ava and
bhis horde were still
tgacrant of the

~“

arrival of the plane.
It had not come
within the range of
the vision of the savages crouching
amang the lava rvocks at the bottom
of the steep gully.

: The Australinn  airman staved
curiously at the three.
“You're in a scrape  here,”  he

called out,
- The plane wus near enough for talk
~  BGW.
.. “A bad serape,” answered King of
¢ the Islands.  “ There's a hundred ov
more (-amuba!« besicging us here,
and we were \'..,uimgl: for ni;[lxt to
make a break throngh them —with
- not mueh wore than a ghost of u
chauce of petting through.”
The atrman nodded.
“I reckoned it was like that.,” he
assented. I picked you up with my

glasses, and the niggers, too. That'y
~ why we dropped here, {o sce if we

coeould help, SRhipwrecked 57
“No: my ship’s in the
we conld only get to her,”

. Ken.
fI've seen a ketelr in
standing out by the reef”
CThal's 1t

answered

the Incoon

o FOPRCE

“You want a 1ift 7" evinned the
airna.
“Ay, ay, If you can manage il."”

i \tatlma caster. Wialde out to us,
and 1'll 1ot you in.”
“You've u white man,”

said King

= of the lslands. “Youw've saved our
lives, What  brought  you to

Faloo ®™

modcm Boy

lagoon, f

King of thes
helm of the Dawn

1he islands.
Y the air-
we can take you

work

CRUrvey
Thix 1sn't a passenger plane,

among

man laughed, * hut
i, Any dunuvage?”

“Only our guns?”

“Come on, then!”

Kaio-lalulalonga  caught
the Islunds by the arm.

“Feller King of the Talands
along sky ship ht-loug white muan?”
he asked.

“Yes; follow me.

“Me plenty "Haid,)

ken laughed

“Nothing to lx
swab,

“No wantee
.f-eky : :

“It's the ship beloug sky or the
cooking-ovens of Faloo,” answered
Ken. U Follow me, T tell youl”

King of the Islands and Kit Hud-
son waded out to the plane. Koko
stood among the reeds on the margin,
hesitating. Again  a trade  gun
roared from the pully, telling that
the savawes were =till on the watch.
But the Kanaka's fear of the savages,
and ever of the cooking-oveus, wuas
nol so great as his fear of o voyage
in the skies.  ITe realised that the
plane was not a “debhle ™ hut the
thought of asccuding from the mouun-
tain lake into the clouds made his
sinewy knees knock toecther.  That
maode of transport was quite unknown
to Kaic-lalulalonga, avd to Lis simple

9

King of
oo
Canud Koko

afraid of,  vou

satl along ship Lelong

1slands Etared down at the

e v

man at the
“ Bully Samson ! '’ he c¢ried.

R

native mind the unknown was terrify-
iy,

Ken looked back impatiently.

“Fellor Koko follow on!” Lie called
out.

“Feller Koko plenty
the Kanaka. }‘I
thp 1)1 long sky.

flaid I waited
a wantee go along
Plenty too much

ﬁaul
“My word, I get mad along wou
ﬁl]\ amount you no come !’

“Too much "Haid !
Ken turned back, und reached the
Kanaks and  grasped him by the
arm. The hatch under the fuselage
was already open, and the airman way
walting to admit them. With a jerk

of hLis powerful arm, King of the
Tslands dragged  the  lesitating
Invanaka iuto the lake.

“Now got 1 move on, you swab!”
Le growled. " Do you think I'm going
te leave you on Faloo®”

'\1‘: plenty “flaid ™

Stow itV

Kit Hudson was already in the
plane.  King of the Islands dragged

the Kanaka round the long starboard
float, and Keko submitted to his fate
in tear and trembling,

“Your boy's never seen a plane
before, what ?” chuckled the atrman,
an Ken fairly foreed the Kanaka in.

“Keep your  pecker  up,  darkie
You're safe as houses here.”
“No  believe!”™ mumbled  Koko.
No wantee sail along sky. We uil

deaders, s'pose we sail nlong sky.”
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King of the
Islands!
(Continued from previous page.)

#Sail along sky plenty safe,” said
“the airman, laughing. “ We've done
a’thousand iles in this bus, and
we're not deaders yet.”
*“Aie, aic!” mumbled Koko, as lie
wasg landed in the plane at last,
*<Shut up, you swab!” said Ken.
And  Kaio-lalulalonga obediently
skt up, but he was shaking in all
hig brawny limhs, aund lhisz eyes,
almost bulging from his brown face,
peered round him in terrified uneasi-
ness, He sat down, and the cxpres-
gion on his troubled face told that
he was in moementary expectation of
being dashed to pieces.  All the
canmibals in  Meclanesia  could nol
have inspired Koko with such terror
ag a trip in the “ship belong sky.”
When the engine buzzed again he
shivered from head to foot, as if L
heard the voices of a death-threaten-
ing aitoo buzzing in his cars.
The plane had a erew of three, Tt
was the observer who hadshailed the
castaways. King of the Islands had
never been in a ptanc before, though
Hudson had made ascents in
Australia, and Ken looked about him
with keen interest. Onee inside the

" dereaming wild-fowl. Koko sat with

his eyes tight shut, clasping his
knceg. Bo swift was the motion of
the plane that almost in a moment,
as it scemed, the great lake i the
crater slirank to a hand’s-breadth to
the view behind, and the mountain
beecame a knoll.

“We're moving " grinned Hudson.

“This beats the Dawn!” said Een,
with a smile.

"It does—a little.”

Koko opened his eyes at last. The
plane had climbed a thousand feet;
Faloo was a patch on the ocean below.
Koko peered round him, as yet un-
conscious that the “ship belong sky”
had left the lake at all,

“ Marster Cap'n Ken,” de mumbled.

“Well 7" said Ken.

“Me plenty ‘flaid go along sky.
K’pose you leave me along island—mno
'flaid niggers.”

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Hudson.

“You'd like to step ashore again,
Koko?" asked Ken.

“Yes, sar,” said  the Kanaka
cagerly.  “ Plenty flaid along sky, no
‘Haid along niggers.”

“You'll have to take a plenty long
step to step ashore ! chuckled Ken.

“Look out!”

Kaio-lalulalonga looked out.
The amazement in his brown face
brought a rear of laughter from the
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explained on the opposite page.
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plaine, he could almozt have fancied
hamself in the interior of a yacht.
““Been up befoie?” asked the air-
man. . y

Ken shook his head.

“Neot too much plenty 'flaid, like
your black boy?” .

King of the Islands laughed.

“No. You chn weirh anchor as
soon as, you like. But I suppose you
don't . cail it weighing anchor?”

“ Not ‘guite—"we call it taking off.
Fhere's plenty of room here for this
IHttle bus, luckily.”

. ““Ate, aie!” came from Koko, as the
plane,taxied graccfully along the sur-
face- of the erater lake, wild-fowl
soattering from.its path with eccho-
ing cries. : :

, “Plenty -safo along sky,”
reassuringly. -

‘But Kaio-lalulalonga evidently did
not Dbelieve that he would be plenty
safe along sky. He sat clasping his
knees, and moaned and rockcﬁ as
the “plane glided along. The sca-
plane  had _almost  reached  the
opposite margin of the lake when she
fook off, so lightly and softly that
lier _passengers were scorcely con-
seious of rising in the air,

Ken and Kit locked back at the
shining waters of the lake and the
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white men. For the first time Koko
understood thut the plane was in the
air, and his big black cyes almost
started from their sockets as  he
stared down dizzily through spaece at
the mountain, tiny in the distance,
Stepping ashore was cvidently no
longer practicable.

“We go along sky !” gasped Koko.

The islaind, the bush, the lagoon,
the loug coral reef with the Pucific
rollérs breaking “on it in cloudy of
spray, were spread out like a chart
in the blaze of the sun,

Kaio-lalulalonga  gazed
founded.

But the astounded Kanaka was re-
covering his merve now. The plane
gailed as smoothly as the Dawn, snd
the langhing faces of the white men
convinced Koke at last that there was
nothing to fear in this voyage in the
strange ship that navigated the skies.
But he continued to gaze helow with
undiminished awe and wonder.

The plane was swiftly over the
lagoon. It was the intention of the air-
then to descend there and send their
passengers on board the ketch. But
an gnxious shade came over Ken’s
face as hie scanned the shining lagoon
stretching below the gliding plane.

“The keteh!” he muttm‘cﬁ.
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“Gone ! said Hudson. :
The great lagoon was bare of craft;

not even a native cance was to be
scen. As the plane glided down, the

burnt village on the edge of the .
lageon came in sight, and the bunga-
low of Gideon Gee, the trader, Wide
and deserted rolled the shining waters
of the lagoon; there was no sign of
the Dawn. .

The observer tapped Ken on fhe <3
shoulder, R
“Where's your ship?” he asked.

Ken kunitted his brows.

“The keteh was still there this
morning. They must have given me
up as lost, and sailed.” :

“The niggers—-—" muttered Hud-
sON.

King of the Islands shook his head.

“If the blacks had taken her, she
would he still in the lagoon. We
should sce her on the beach. She's
put 1o sca.”

“Well, if she's gone, we can't put
you aboard her,” said the airman,
puzzled. * But if vou kuow her course,
it won't take us long to run her down
for you.”

“Lompo would make for Lalinge if
he put to sea. But "—King,of the
Islands  frowned—"1 can’t wunder-
stand her putting to sea. Something’s
happenced on beard the keteh. Not
the niggers—Lompo wonld take care
that no canoes got near the keteh.
But—-"

“She was in the lagoon an hour
ago,” said the airman. *“‘She scems
to have vanished while we were pick-
ing you up on the mountain. She
van't he far. Look here, if you like,
we'll snoop around and look tfor her”

“Good man 7 osaid Ken,

The plauwe  flashed  on, past the
lageon, and past the reef. Below,”
Ken and Kit caueht o glimpse of
(#ideon Gee standing in the veranda
of  his  bungalow, gazing upward
with astonished cyes. Bungalow and
lagoon vanished swiftly behind, and
the plane roared on over the open
ocean.

“Good-bye to Faloo!” suid Hudson.
“And good-bye to old Mafoo's sack of -
sovereigns 1”

“Never mind old Mafoo's sack of
sovereigns, if we find the keteh,” said

King of the Islands. *Something’s
happered.  Lompo would not  have 3

saited without me if he could have §
helped it. But what—— " Co
There was a shout from Koko. 3
Feller keteh, sar! Me sec nm cye
helong me 7 '
“The Dawn!'” exclaimed Hudgon.
Far below, racing through the blue ¢
water, with every stitch of canvay seb |
and filled by the trade wind, was the
Dawn. Five hundred feet above the
sca, the plane rushed in  pursuit. §
Ken watelied with knitted brows the
litile keteh that looked tiny below,
hidden under ler bellfing  canvas. |
The man at the helm was u white 3
mau, One glimpse, even at the disd 8
tance, told King of the Islands that;
the steersman was not once of the &
Hiva-Oa crew. He turned the- ob-
server’'s glasses on the keteh, and o
hoarse ery broke from bim. :
“ Bully Samson !” §
(With Bully Samson master of thel
Daren, Ken is in the dickens of amessl s
On no account miss next weel's’
thrilling: chapters. Order yout
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