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By SIR ALAN COBHAM and C.

THE CAPTURE OF THE DAWN !

HE Dbeach-comber sat up in the

bottom of the canoe, rubbed

his bleared eyes, and stared
about him dizzily.

He had gone to slecp under the
palm-tree on the beach at Lalinge.
He awakened in the gliding canoce,
with the vast Pacific heaving round
him, and the blazing sky overhead.
He stared at the dusky Ysabel men,
sweating at the paddles, and they
grinned at him. He stared at Bully
Samson, sitting grim with tho wun-
lighted cigar between his teeth,

Samson liad discarded the white
ducks lent him by Joln Chin, in
which lic had landed on Lalinge., Ie
was dressed in theo red sarong and
huge plaited grass-hat to which he
had been accustomed on the

Samson glanced at him.

“You're going back to Falco,” he
said,

The beach-comber- sat bolt upright
in alarm,

“You're sailing with Cap'n Samson
now. Keep where you are, and don’t
eive trouble.”

Donlan shrank back. Evidently hLe
knew the name of the bully of the
Shark.

“Bully Samson?” e muttered
“How did I get info this cance?”

“I chucked you in.”

“By gum! You ain’t taking me to
Faloo, captain?”  The beach-comber
stared round over the sea, and
gshivered at the sieht of the summit
of the volecano far across the curling
waves. “I tell you, I don’t dare to
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zo back to Faloo. It's the cooking-
oven for me if I set foot on the
beach, I tell you, Ta’a’ava was after
me when I got away—1ihey caught me
rooting about after Mafoo's sack of
sovercigni.  If I hLadn't got off to
Lalinge, my hcad wonld be smoking
now under the banyan. You ain't
taking me back to Faloo?”

Bully Samson did not trouble
answer,

“You feller boy, you washy-washy
too much quick ! he rapped out, and
the black paddiers redoubled their
efforts. The long canoe fairly flew
over the waters.

fo

The beach-comber staggered to his
foet.

ST tell youo T ain’t soing back to
Faloo ! he exclaimed huskily. “Even
King of the Islands hasn't

harle | - —M 2 Ao o ol
deck of tho Shark. He more than a dog's chance,
looked a strange and terrible K}I_\’ KING, Lknown as King of the Islands, with the niggers up.”
figurc, his tobaceo-stained frading in the South Scas in his keteh, the Samzon grinned,
teeth, gripping the cigar, Dawn, rescues Kit Hudson, an ."N&'fl‘tl“?l‘l boy, “And you sent him there
showing through his thick {:.'""' “k""’f"""” "."""f”": Mr:"'t Bully ;‘;""‘““i after Mafoo's treasure,
black beard. IIe gave the en sinks Samaon's roat. and maroans him mu, knowing that the niggers
b 1 B o haod: his his cerew on a lonely island. Kit becomes male wore uw wnd Yo }I'i(l. N

each-comber . LEERL S i of the Dawn. .1t Lalinge they learn from Donlan, A Sl T L i ‘
eyes were fixed on a speck a beach-comber, of hidden gold on the island of dog’s chance,” he said.
acrosa the heavine sea—n Fatoo, and go after it, hen, Kit, and Koko, a nafive, " He might have pulled it
speck that grew larger and trapped on the island, are rescued by a seaplane off, and it was a share for
larger as the Ysabel men which offers {o puf them aboard the Daven, which me it hesdid? muitered. the
plied their paddles. It was is standing-by in the lagoon.  But when the plane ititoliod wisok oF & T
: it reaches the lagoon the Dawen has vanished ! Mean- s o .
the summit of the mountain ; 2 £ . “Kine of the Islands knows
f Fal Mioh Sam while, Samson is reseued, and taken to Lalinge, heaie: o : e : ;
0% XL 8I00 BPOL "MINGL oddtls where, learning that King is held up on Faloo, he lis way about. I’]l' s got
80N 8 eyes were fixed. charters a canoe, and with Donlan aboard races nerve,  But T ain’t going
" ga"_ what's 1his feller fo the island. back to Faloo.”
game ?” muttered the beach- {Now read on.) Crash'! .
comber dazedly. - 1 Bully Samson's heavy,
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hairy fist sliot out, and the heach-
comber dropped into the bottom of

}' the canoe again,
e skipper of the Shark glaved
1 at Lim,

l |
-
|

‘hat enough 2’ he snarled.

dhe beach-comber only gasped.
“You're coming to lili(m with me,
said Bully Samson. “1've heard the
yam you spun up and down the beach
at Lalinge. You know where to lay
hands op Mafoo's sack of soverelgns;
auly you let the niggers scare you uff
and sent King of lhr\ Islands after

- The niogers 11.:\( got Iing of “l(‘

« lands and his Australian mate- I

guess  they're  kai-kai  long  ago.

You're goine to show me where

Mafoo hid the tapa sack full of sover-

em“\ .

F The beach-comber groaned.

“It's under the devil-doctor's tree—
wlere they smoke the dead men’s
heads. It's tahoo—it's death' to
there

Samson  laughed uu:mmphl(nluh’

“Yeu're going 1o death,” whined
the beach-comber, “T tell vou, yvou’'ll

i

never get away in this canoe if they
sight - youw.  They’ve got sailing
amocs on Taloo {hat would make

rings round your paddlers.”
"1 guess we shall be on beard o
craff that will show a clean stern to

auy canoe  thev've oot ! pranted
Samson, ) \ '

“Itell you—-"

“Belay it !

Samson’s . Lrawny fist  eclenched
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again, and the wretched man relapsed
into silence.

Samson's eyves searched the wide
sea.  Far in the distance beyond the
mountain of Faloo, Hu:c \up a hazoe
against the DLrilliant sun light. In
tl:v cloudless sky ou:ht.u] ku was
not a speck; but Samson knew the
meaning of that (]llft of lacy mist on
the far hmmm Many a Imur [GRYISHE
distant a sca-fog blotted the Pacific—
a mass of vy apour so clearly defined
that the edge of it rose almost like a
pe rpouduu[m cliff.  Where it lay and
rolled, there was hurning  sunshine
w ‘thm a few vards of dense fog.

But the floating for was still far
dist: mt—f(n ln\ou(l Faloo. It was
rolling up, Samson knew by the faint,
almost 1m|w.upt|blr signs on  the
horizon. _But he had manL time to
reach Faloo before the fogr was near
cnough to blot out the island,

e shoufed again and again to the
sweating paddlers, wrging {hem to
greater efforts \d;ilc the  bLeach-
comber lay vu\-.'(;:'jri;:, Higher and
higher rose the mountain: and the
helt of forest came into mr]li and
the dazzling beacl and the coral reef,
with  the Pacific rollers creamimg
over |t !ﬂ s0On 1(!11.(1 [(Jl Tfll f)]l].-
ine of !.hu. lngoon, and his eyes bluzed
at the =ight of u keteh idle in the
Jrl"ﬂ()il her ¢ ansas recfed,

“The Dawn ! he said,

The canoe glided throuch iut pas-
sage the recfs into the ehining
Ou the beach, Gideon Gu-

H
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was standmn- in the doorway of his
bungalow, sturing across the lagoon.
But~ Samson did not glance b?l()l‘t‘-
wiard. His gleaming eyes were fixed
on King of the Islands’ ship.

There lay the Dawn, guarded only
by the Hiva-Oa erew, if what he had
lreard at Lalinge was true. King of
the lIslands and Kit Hudson, his
mate, were in the hands of fhe canni-
bals—dead or alive, Samson cared
little. If they were still ashore, that
was all he wanted. The Hiva-Oa men

_were nothing to him. Plive l’ulvnu:mn

natives were not worth a thmwht

the eyes of the black- bearded “outh
sea ruffian. Bat had matters changed
since news from the savage island of
FFaloo had been reecived at Ldlmnc?

Samson's face was tense,

If Wing of the Islands was on board
{lie ketch, his attempt was hopeless.
A bullet from a Winchester would
kunock Lim over before he could sct
foot on the Dawn, He had to take
the risk, .With a revolver gripped in
his brawny hand, he watched the
kefeh with savage eyes, as the cease-
less strokes of the paddles drove the
c¢anoc nearer and nearer.

Dark faces stared at the cance over
the teak rail of the Dawn. No whitle
face was to be seen.

" S8amson’s bronzed face broke into a
orin,

~ “Washy-washy too plenty quick!”
e snarled, “You lay canoe along
white feller ship, you savvy.”

The Ysabel men paddled on.

The Hiva-Oa men staved blankly ab
the black-bearded rufan.  They had
last seen him when King of the
Islands had marooned him on Talopa.
Lompo had a rifle in his hand; but he
did not lift it towards Bully Sruuson.
The Hiva-Oa men would have fired on

blacks who had attempted to ap-
proach the ketch. But firing on a
white man wuas a very different

matler—though they could have had
no doubt that Bully Sumson’s inten-
tions were hostile to their master.

The canoe ranged alongside the
Dawn. Over the low teak rail was
searcely more than a stride to the
leng-limbed skipper of the Shark.

His leavy tramp rang on
polished deck

Lompo and Danuy and the others
stared at him wonderingly, uncasily;
but without lifting a hand—without
even  thinking of lifting a  hand.
“Ieller white master ” was sacred in
the eves of the Hiva-Oa crew,

Bully Samson grinned sourly.

e knew what to expeet if King of
the Istands and Kit Hudson were
not on board. He knew that the
mere terror of his look would be
enough for {he mnatives from Hiva-
Oa—without the heavy revolver that
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was gripped in his hand; and which

he was, however, fully prepared to

use at a sign of resistance. Butthere
was no hint of xcsistmm;?ly fear
in the looks of the Hiva-Oa hatives, -

Samson  glanced down. into the
canoc.

“You feller boy, you sling white
feller beachi-comber along ship plenty
guick.”

Donlan, grasped by the Ysabel
men, was tossed like a sack of copra
on the deck of the Dawn. He
sprawled there panting, cyed with
contempt even by the Hiva-Oa men,
“white master” as lhe was, or had
been,  There was little of the white
man left about Donlan wow.,

Bully Samsoun snapped an order {o
the Ysabel men, and the canoe
paddled out of the lagoon, ou its long
return trip to Lalinge. Bully Sam-
son had done with the hired canoe
now—he was on board the Dawn, to
sink or swim wilh her. The Ysabel
men cast fearful glances towards the
beach and the ligh bush of Falog
as they paddled away for the open
sea; and they lost no time in getting
elear of the 1sland. For a radius of a
hundred miles and more it was
known that the blacks on Faloo were
“up 7; and while that state of affairs
obtained, the vicinity of the island
was dangerous. The Ysabel men
paddled swiftly till the cavoe was a
mile out from the reef; after which
they idled their way back to Lalinge
at their leisure.

Bully Samsou breathed hard and
(lcv{: with satisfaction as he trod the
deck of the Dawn. King of the
Islands had sunk his schooner—now
he was master of King of the
Islands' keteh.

He had a sound, swift craft under
]sgs feet—and a crew that would obey
his orders, from fear if not from
love. To stand ont to sea and make
sure of " his caplure was bis first
thought—later, when matters had
calmed down a little on Faloo, to re-
turn and make the attempt to lift
Mafoo’s sack of sovereigns, guided
by the beachi-comber,

Fortune was smiling at last on the
skipper of the Shark. He-could not
take a stolen eraft into a white man's
port—but the Pacific was wide.

“You feller boy!” rapped Samson.

“Yes, sar,” said Lompo.

“Where feller King of the Islands
aud other white feller?”

“Along island, sar.” |

“Kill dead along niggers?™

“Yes, sar, me tinkee.”

Samson laughed grimly.

“You've got a mnew skipper now.
Ravvy? Me captain along Dawn, you
feller boy belong me, you 'bey orders
plenty quick.”

“Yos, sar.” .

And Bully Samson, in undisputed
authority on hoard King of the
Islands’ keteh, rapped cut orders, the
sails were shaken out, and the South
Sea ruthan nt the wheel, steered tle
Dawn through the reefs into the open
£ca.

Away in the west, the wall of sea-
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fog was advancing; clearer now to
tle view, blotting out the horizon.
Samson eyed it; still many miles
distant, but he knew well the dangers
of a fog -at sca—one of the most
terrible dancvers that can fall to the
lot of the men who go down to the
sen in ships. But his attention was
tuken from the distant bank of fog
by a sudden startled howl from
Danny.

“Which way you feller boy sing
out?” demanded Samson angrily.

Danny pointed with a trembling
finger to the sky.

Back towards the island, astern of
the fleeing keteh, there was a deep
drone wafted on the wind, and a
gleaming shape flitted against the
blue. The Hiva-Oa men stared at it
in stupefaction, letting go sheet and
halyard in their amazement. Samson
staved at it, as amazed as the crew;
the beach-comber sat wup, shaded s
bleared eyes with bhis  hands, and
blinked at the seaplane.

“A secaplane!” muttered Samson.
“Here in the islands—by gosh!”

" Feller ship belong sky!” gasped
Lompo.

Bully Samson stared at the plane.

He was amazed to sce a plane so
far from the Ausfralian mainland,
and from the first sight of it, it gave
him a feeling of uncasiness. Tt was
flecting directly from Faloo, as
siraight as an arrow on the track of
the Dawn, as if in pursuit. Samson
had never seen the plane before—he
had not known that there was any
aireraft within six hundred miles;
yet he gazed up at the H\":t})l:m(‘ with
tense disguietude. . The “ship belong
sky " was in pursuit of the keteli he
was sure of 1t. Lake an arrow it flew,
and the deep drone of the cngine
sounded deeper and decper.: It came
from the island—and it was 1n
chiase. Was it possible

It seemed wildly impossible that
King of the Islands could have been
picked up by the seaplane; yet why
was the plane running down the
ketch, a mere speck flecting on the
boundless sea? The conviction was
borne in upon the freebooter’s mind
that he was being run down by an
enemy—by an enemy he conld never
hope to elude, an cnemy that could
speed a hundred knots to the Dawn's
ten. His teeth set hard, biting
through the stump of the cigar.

He dragged at the wheel. THe
velled orders to the Kanakas in so
ferocions a voice that they forgot
even their wonder and fear of the
egleaming plane in the sky.  Right
before the wind, every stiteh of can-
vas set and drawine, the Dawn flew—
and the sea-fog, which Bully Samson
had eved before with uncasy fear,
was now his only hope of refuge and
PSC:I]"I".

The Dawn fled wildly towards the
great bank ol tog that was rolling
up from the west.

HUNTED FROM THE AIlR.
ING of the Islands gritied his
K tecth.
“Bully Samson! The hound !”
“Bully Samson!” reprated Hudson
blankly. .
“Him f{eller Samson no stop along

12

Talofa, him feller Samson stealee ship ©
belong King of the Islands,” mut
tered Kato-lalulalonga, in wonder,

Ken stared dovwn at the Dawn.

There was no mistaking the huge
figure in the red sarong, wilh the
thick black beard, standing at the,
helm, grasping the spokes.

It was Bully Samson, whom King of
the Islands had marconed on the atoll
half way to Tahiti. Bully Samson.
on boird thie Dawn, and in command
of it, Why the ketch had put fo sea
was cxplained now. :

How Bully Samson had come to
Fuloo was a mystery to Ken. But
there e was, fleeing with the vessl
he had seized.

Ken's eyes blazed at the frechooter..

“He's alone, I reckon.” Hudson
Liad the glasses on the Dawn agam,
“His black crew are not with lim— |
they wouldn't be helow, aud they're:
not on deéck. Your men are taking
his orders, Ken. There’s a white
man sprawling under the whalchoay
—by the holy smoke, it’s that beach.

i,

)

comber we left at Lalinge.  Samson
has been to Lalinge, then.”

Ken breathed hard.

“Rhe's moving,” he said. “Bully

Samson ean sail a ship, hang him!
But it's a walk-over for this plane,
all the same.”

“You bet,” chiuekled Hudson.

“8hip along sky he go plenty too
quick, sar,” said Koko. ~ Massa Ken
catchee, spose fog he no come.”

“Fog!"” repeated Ken.

Where the seaplane glided all was
brilliant light, and all cyes had been
Fastened on hie flecine ketel, King

i had not noticed, or

Smae o aa B o o Ul

of the Istands
heeded, the wall of fog that blotted
ol the west,  But he noted it now,

“My sainted Sam! Ie's running
for the fog!” exclaimed Ken. “THe's
seen us, and he guesses "

“1 reckon he can’t know we're on
the plane; but  he's taking no
chances,” said Hudson,

Callender, the airman, stared down
at the keteh, and then looked at
King of the Islands.

“You know that merchant?” he

asked.
. It's Bully Samson, the blackest
riffian in the Pacifie ! said Ken, be-
tween his teeth.  “He's stolen my
ship and taken her out of the lagoon,
You'll run her downr”

" Faey.”

Ken grasped his rifle,

“Uive me a chance at the scoun-
drel, and he will wish he had stayed
marooned on Talopa !” he muttered,

I'ast flew the fleeing keteh, rushing
recklessly at the wall of sea-fog,
licedters of the perils that lurked
among the banks of vapour. It was
Bully Samson’s only chance, and he
was taking the riek. But fast as the
Dawn flew, the plane flew faster, and
the drone of her engine became a
roar in the ears of Bully Sameon.

The black-bearded face was con-
vulsed with rage as it stared npward.
As if he could sec and recognise King
of the Islands in the observer's seat,
Buily Samson stared at him with
gleaming eyes. The plane was flying
low now, huge to the staring cyes
below, and almost over the tapering
masle and bellying canvas of the
ketel,

144/
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o Dawn was overtaken
- now.

" From the rushing plane, Bully
‘Samson’s glance swept lp the west.

+The wall of fog was clese now, and
it was rolling towards the keteh—

rolling slowly like a moving cliff. A

few minuies more—if u few minules
' were granted him
- and——

Bang !

The seaplane had

slowed  down;  the

The bullet struck

the teak deck and
glanced off over the
rail, passing within
a foot of Bully
amson.

It was o warning
to heave to.

Bully Samson did
not heed the warn-
ing. Had the rifle-
ghot struck him, he
would mnot have
heeded it.  His grip
did not relax on the
wheel, which he
could not have
relecased at that
moment without in-
stant disaster to the

ketch and certain
capture in con.
sequence.

“You feller boy {”
he roarerd te Lompo.

“Yes, sar?”
“You takee wheel,

you keepee ketel
along fog, you
savvy.”

Lompo took the
gkipper's  place at

the wheel,

Bang !

A bullet from the
plane narrowly
missed  Bully Sam-
son as he quitted the
wheel and  dodged
into cover of the
rail. ‘

Lompo held on his
eonrse, his eyes roll-

ing from the fog &
ahead to the plane
agbove, Lost in wonder, T.ompo

realised that King of the Islands was
in the “ship belong eky,” and that he
was firing on the freebooter who had
geized his keteh. But Lompo did not
think of disputing Bully Samson’s
orders.  His fuzzy native brain had
room for only one idea at a time:
and he was nnder Ramson’s command
now. And the bully of the Shark,
crouching near him with a revolver
gripped in his hand, and the snarl of
a wild beast on his black-bearded
face, was not to be disobeyed with

impunity. A bullet through the
brain would have been Lompo's
penalty  had he swerved a hair's-

breadth from the course eet him by
Bully Samson.

Bang, bang, bang!

Bullets from the plane were search-
ing out Bully Samson; the fog was
perilously close now,

The ruffian grinned savagely.

Xing of the Islands could have

Modern Boy
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brought the ketch to fast enongh by
dropping the helmsman with a bullet,
but Samson had calceulated on his
unwillineness to shoot down one of
his own men.,

Bang!
A bullet scored along Samson's
shoulder as he cerouwched, and le

gritted his teeth as he felt the warm

blood running down his Dbare arm.
King of the Islands was shouting
now, but his voice was lost in the
wind and the buzz of the ecugine.

But hiad the Hiva-Oa men heard him,
they would not have turned on the
ferocions ruflian. Not unless o baullet
struck down Bully Samson, dead or
disabled, on the deck, would the Poly-
nesian erew have turned on him,

Tt was n matter of seconds now.

Sameon, crouching in cover, knew
that all his huge bulk was not
covered, and King of the Islands
was a «<rack shot with the rifle,
even in such diffieult circumstances.

13

“ You teller boy!
A bullet came whizzing at him as he handed over.

You takee wheel ! '' roared Bamaon.

Another bang—and it was only an
instinctive  movement that saved
Bully Samson from the lead. As it
was, the bullet erazed his head,
tearing away the grass hat.

The next——

A yell of triumph burst hoarsely

from the South Sea ruffian.  The
blue sky, the blne sea, the gleaming
plane vanished like a mirage! Light

aced T)y deep gloom, almost
as, as the keteh rushed head-
long into the fog-bank.
Bully Samson leaped to his feet,
the perspiration pouring down Lis
bronzed, bearded face.

Fog wrapped the keich like a
Llanket.

From somewlhere —he could not tell
where, once the fog had wrapped the
vessel-—cchoed the deep drone of the
seaplane, Sharper rang the rifle,

firing impotently into the fog.
It was the narrowest escape of
(Continued on page 186.)
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Bnllv .\nﬁmona wilde "hfe, i}uf' Ilé
had ewdped
He panted for '[n{"\th dnr{ Bhonk

his” hug.p clenched fist in tlm direction
of .the buzzing plane—so far as his
carg cowld tell shim. the direction.
SLV and sea were blotted out, .He

could 6careely make out Lompo- at-

the wheel. - He could not.sec the t
aaﬂs, of the ketch, still bellying 1n
the wind through the fog: the Hiva-
Oa .ecamen loomed like spectres of
the mmt‘.._ Bully Samson laughed
aloud in glee. Kortune had favoured
him - after all; ‘no ship, no plane
could_scek hlm in the depths of the
sea-fog. The ketch rushed on.

It “was not till an ‘hour later that
Bully Samson remembered the beach-
comber; to whom he had not given a
thought during the wild flight from
the seaplanc. But when he called
to Donlan there was no answer, and
wlen he questioned the black erew
he received an answer that made him
grind his tceth with rage.

“Feller beach-comber he go along
sea,” eaid Danny. _

“What?” roared Samson.

“Him go along sea when him ketch
comey along fog.”

Bully Samson struck the native a
furious blow, sending him recling
along the deck. He raved and cursed
with insensate rage, and the Hiva-Oa
men shrank from him in fear and
trembling. But raving and cursing
could not help; the beach-comber of
Faloo was no longer on board the
Dawn.

—

THE LAST CHANCE!

0’\‘ 1Y
L Inncr of the TIslands mui-
tered the word between his
teeth.

His face was pale with rage.

The fog-bank had swallowed up
the Dawn; the beautiful ketch, the
pride of ‘his heart, had vanished
from his eyes, and further pursuit
was hopeless. For mile op mile the
fog-bank lay like a blanket on the

Pacific, and somewhere within its
deep shadows the ketch was gliding—
unseed, undiscoverable. Bully Sam-
son had beaten him at the finish.
The plane circled back from the
fog -

Like a great wall, it was advanc-
ing over the sea, moving by iuches,
creeping with infimite slowness. It
was usecless to penetrate its dusky
shades, and Ken did not think of
asking 4t of the airmen. He knew
thaf it would be futile.

“White feller he swim along sea,”
said Koko.

Ken did not answer; he did not
heed.  The loss of his ship scemed
almost to have stunned King of the
Islands for the moment.

f‘B_y_'_ ad! We must pick up that
f(-llow," said Callender,

“What fellow?” muttered Ken.
was no longer looking out.
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Fatoo at that mowment.

o I‘(-]!m Heac h-comhm- he jump along

said -Keokor

. ul(m{, shark Spose nd pukc(‘ up aleng

a]nl. belong sky.” :
1t Donlau,”, ﬂaid- Kit Hudson.
Ken did not-heed.  He was little
interested in the  beaeh-comber of
s thoughts

followed the Dawn, fleeting through
the fog, hidden—perhaps forg ever--
from® his -eyes: the graceful keteh,

whose deek he longed to fread again,
now in_ the hands of the South Sea
frechooter. . 1t was difficult for King
of the Islands to drag his thoughts
from his lost ship.

But othér cyes were fixed on the
‘beach-comber, and fthe planc  was
sinking mecarer the Dblue water.
There was fio time to lose if the man
wis to be picked up, for the fog was
creeping om, and if it onee covered
the swimmer he was lost.  Donlan
had taken his chance before the Dawn
plunged into the fog.” With a life-
belt in his grip, he had slipped over
the low rail of the keteh, unscen by
Bully Samson, unheeded by the Hiva-
Oa erew, Taking risks was not the
way of the wretched, nerveless heach-
comber; but the ferocily of Bully
Samzon had terrified him as nothing
clse conld have done, and it was in
the desperation of fear that he had
made this escape from the ketch.
Now, clinging to the lfebelt, he
floated on the sunny waters, five or
six cables” length from the creeping
wall of fog.

e knew that he could not fail to
be seen, and that white men would
not leave him to drown, His only
danger was that the plane might rush
on into the fog-hank in purnm{' of
the vanished keteh, and that was not
likely to happen.

But he was shricking for help, his
voice shrill with fear, as the plane
loomed over him, alighted, and
taxied like a great bird.

A looped rope twirled out.

“Cateh !” shouted the airman,

Donlan caught desperately at the
rope, aud elutched it. With his head
and shoulders and arms through the
loop, he hung a dead weight, trailing
in the sea.

“ More passengers for the old bus!”

grinned Callender, as the beach-
comber was hauled in.
The beach-comber sank down,

drenched and dripping, almost un-
conscious, as the scaplane shot up-
ward and circled away from the roll-
ing fog-bank that threatened to en-
gulf her.

Callender loﬁkod
King of the Islands.

“It was touch and go,” he said.
“I'm sorry we couldn’t put you on
vour ship. If you think there’s any
chance—-"

Ken shook his head.

“Nonc!” he said heavily. “Bully
Samson will change his course once
he’s in the fog—there’s no chance.
Thanks for what you've done—you’ve
saved our lives from the cannibals,
even if you couldn’t save my ship.”

“We'll save it yet!” muttered
Hudson. '

inquiringly at
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“We're not licensed to earry pags
on this - bus,” gri’n o
Callehder, “but welll. run you anﬁ’
where you like.” . i
“Faloo!” said Ken. B
The airman stared. .

“Faloo!  You're not fed up on A
canmbals yet ¥
“Cannibals or no cannib: 11-,—1.1;00 r
.1.11\\\( red King of the Islands quictly. 4
“I know why Bully Samson is liere-—~
the beach-comber Leuw along with =

him makes that clear cnough. He's
for Faloo.” X
“Mafoo's bag of sovereigns!” said &

Hudson, nodding.  The wight of the
heach-comber on the keteh had put.
the  same  thought  inte  the
Australian’s mind.

Ken nodded.

“That's it! He's lost his guide |
now; but I know Bully Samson—ifs]
he's after Mafoo's treasum, he will |
be ltke a dog with his teeth im-a *
bone, and he won’t let go. He may o
give Faloo a wide berth till things
quicten down there; but he will come:
back—and he will come back in the &
Dawn. We're for Faloo—at least, 1
am.

“And I,” said Hudson quietly.

“Kaio-lalulalonga go along white |
master,” said Koko. “Makee kai-kai
along niggers along King of tk,
Islands.” :

S

Ken smiled faintly.

“We shan't make kai-kal in t
hurry, Imko we shall land in a place 8
where Ta'a’ava will not look for us,
We stop along Faleo, bimeby feller 3
Samson comey along feller ketch,” ¢

“And this mercuant?” asked the,
airman, with a glance of disgust at
the beach-comber, sprawling on the §
floor. Donlan had relapsed into uns:
consciousness.  “Not a  frichd eof#
vours, 1 take it?” g

“Nof exaetly; but Jand him with?
us,” said Ken. “You don't want to J
keep him on your bus.”

“No fear!” grinned the airman,

Faloo was out of sight; but' the’!
seaplane soon picked up the mountain 3
acrain.  Behind {the flashin plane,
the wall of fog was dropped in the J
distance, though it was still rolling |
and creeping on  towards Faloo.
Ken's eyes, as he was borne -throughy
the air, turned back incessantly tos
the distant wall of vapour that ]13&’
swallowed the Dawn. Somewhere it
the fog-bank, or beyond, sailed the
keteh, with Bully Samson in coll-
mand. But when the South Sea free-
booter came to Faloo, sceking the
treasure that was hidden in the Placs:
of Dead Men’s Ieads-—— Ken's eyef
gleamed at thé thought. He wonkd
not have long to wait. ,

An hour later, King of the Iuhndl,.
standing under the ]mlm trees by a@
lonely beach on the northern ﬂ:dc of
Faloo, watched the scaplane wingisg
its flight through the falling dusk$
till it vanished into the illimitables
spaces of the Pacific. '

(You'll find mext rweek's instalme
of this thrilling scrial more thrillin
still!  Make sure of reading ft 8
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