
































two blacks following him with King
of the Islands carried between them
like a sack of copra.

They crossed the veranda to the
steps and descended, the planter
leadmg, the way with the light.

Ken's heart was beating fast. His
tace was white and set. It seemed to
him that the rustle of the wings of
the Angel of Death was in his ears.

Ngthmg could shake the Dutch-
Ilgan§ conviction that it was his
haerfgs lover who had fallen into his
. S. And he had planned the

e%;cfh of the man from Lu.
pass:]cfre l:vere they taking him ? They
e i the yam fields, and entered
Islagd M grove—the way King of the
e uSt had come. The Dutchman,
Sy Wit:honce glapcing back, led the
o the hurricane lamp down the
Sol% rn% grlound. Behind him the two
carryinn tISllanders marched in silence,
St taii e boy trader. Where they
but he kng him Ken did not know—

him tq hirslec\l‘éatt}ﬁa[t they were taking

THE FIFTH CHAPTER

ON THE
AlQ- BEACH
K LALULALONGA trembled.

I
beacheq tcl)le darkness beside the
his breath; at, Tomoo lay fast asleep,
Koko Wag g deep and regular. But
for the rnOt sleeping while he waited
master, U of his little white
To ;i

Hudsop, nt%l of the Islands and to Kit
on Ka’y haéit solitary shining light
Kalo-lalulal been g signal-light, but to
1t Seemeq monga'S superstitious mind
ening. L more like the shining,
devi ‘celye_Of one of the number-
Dess of n?g}lllts that haunted the
all N :
i O;ﬂ;er subjects, the opinion
aithfy, 4 Tader was a law to the
aitogg » na})(aéblllt on the subject of
knew things that
" could nevyer know{g

Koko, as he often said, was no
common Kanaka, but he had his
full share of the superstitions of the
natives of the Islands.

He sat on the gunwale of the boat
and watched and waited, and rather
envied Tomoo sleeping soundl?' in the
sand. Koko could not sleep like the
Hiva-Oa boy because his thoughts
followed his little white master
through the dark woods, towards the
hidden interior of the island where
the mysterious light gleamed.

It was a comfort to Koko that the
light could not be seen from the little
beach at the head of the cove. But
he started and trembled when from
the blackness of the palm grove a light
twinkled.

The Kanaka’s heart
against his brown ribs.

The mist was clearing from the
stars, and there was a glimmer of
faint light on the beach. But in the
grove of thick palms that extended
between the shore and the distant
bungalow all was black—until the
winking light came from the black-
ness. i

It appeared and disappeared {rom
moment to moment, like a light carried
by someone who was winding a way
among the slanting trunks of the
palms.

But to Koko’s startled eyes, 1t was
not a light carried by a human hand.
Who should be carrying a ’hght
through the palm groves of Ka'a at
midnight ?

It twinkled far distant, a mere
speck at first, growing more clear
and steady as it approached. )

It was the gleaming eye of a devil
of the dark night—that devil was
coming through the palms towards
the cove. :

Kaio-lalulalonga, brave as a lion,
trembled. He had faced a horde of
cannibals without a tremor ; he had
fought with a shark in deep waters

thumped
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and never known fear, but he was
shivering now. His black eyes fixed,
as if fascinated, on the lLight that
twinkled, appearing and disappearing,
among the trunks of the palms.

That was the way King of the
Islands had gone; that was the way
he would return, when he came. But
King of the Islands had no lantern ;
it could not be he. Yet as the light
came nearer and nearer, it dawned
even on Koko’s dismayed mind that
it looked like the light of a hurricane
lamp.

It reached the edge of the palm
grove, a hundred yards from the spot
where the Kanaka boatswain sat on
the gunwale of the beached boat.

Then, after glimmering for a few
moments from the trees, it was sud-
denly extinguished.

If it was the eye of an‘‘ aitoo,” that
eye was closed now. But Koko's
superstitious terrors were almost gone
by this time. He realised that the
light was that of a hurricane lamp,
carried to light the way through the
darkness of the palm grove, and that
it had been extinguished as soon as
the bearer reached the beach, where
the stars gave him sufficient light.

Against the darkness of the palms,
the Kanaka’s keen eyes could now
pick out moving shadows. Faintly
to his ears came the sound of heavy
feet tramping on soft sand. The
night wind brought a faint sound of a
guttural voice to his listening ears.

He sat and watched.

The tramping feet in the gloom
were crossing the sand to the sea, but
not in a direct line towards the boat.
Whoever was coming did not know
that the Dawn's boat was there. It
was not King of the Islands returning.
His canvas shoes would not have
caused that heavy tramping sound ;
it was the tramp of thick sea-boots
that came to Koko’s listening ears.
And King of the Islands would have

come direct to the boat, while the
unseen man in the darkness was
heading for the shore at a distance
from it.

Kaio-lalulalonga watched, and won-
dered. Faint as was the glimmer of
the stars, he made out a heavy bulky
figure crossing his line of vision, from
the palm grove towards the water’s
edge.

FFollowing it came two other figures,
carrying something between them
that looked like a%arge sack in the
gloom.

The two followers were natives,
whose bare feet made hardly a sound
on the sand as they followed the
heavily tramping white man.

The three figures, with what they
were carrying, reached the water's
edge, at a distance of twenty yards
or more from the spot where the
Dawn’s whaleboat was beached.

There the object that the two
natives carried was laid down on the
sand. What it was, Koko did not
know.

In the silence that was broken only
by the murmur of the surf in the
channel, a sound of voices reached
his ears.

And then suddenly, as if he had
been electrified, Kaio-lalulalonga
leaped from the gunwale of the boat,
his eyes almost starting from his head
as he stared towards the group on the
shadowy beach. 1

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
KOKO'S K.0. PUNCH !
“ Acul Where did you leave your
canoe, mynheer ? ”

The Dutchman bent over King of
the Islands. His little glittering eyes
scanned the white face of the boy
trader. His harsh, heavy face was
distorted by an evil grin.

King of the Islands looked up at
the evil face, his heart beating hard.

His eyes gleamed with hope.
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In the darkness, flung across the
shoulders of the two Solomon Island
boys, the boy trader had seen nothing,
known only that he was carried away
through the woods, behind the Dutch-
man with the lamp.

When they emerged on the beach
he had little doubt that he was to be
flung into the sea, and when he was
laid on the sand, at the water’s edge,
he realised that his last hour had
come,

But as the Dutchman bent over
him and questioned him he under-
stood. He had been carried back to
the cove where he had landed—where
the man of Lu would have landed,
had not his canoe been run down.
The Dutchman’s question could mean
nothing else.

€n panted. A

Frompthe depths of utter despair,
Tom the instant expectation of cruel
death' he came back to hope—to Ilf:e.

.The Dutchman saw the change in
his face, in the dim gllr;meritof the
stars, without understanding it.
‘“Ach | Youhear me ? *’ he grunted.
ou came from Lu in a canoe,
mynheer, QOn this side you could
only have Janded in this cove—also
I know from Nalasoo that this is
where Yyou are used to lal}d. ACEI | II
do not choose to search in the dark-
ness for your canoe. Where did you
leave it '.},:, oy

en’ beatin
for himstgl esaf;;]f%sr the moment. He
kpew whre T wasno—on the s
ol the re he 5
Somewhg?: ?n“éﬁ: darkness along the
a;il(:h'rwas the Whali)oafta(i)tfhtfl&? Dlg:i)g.’
d the
Bl & in the channel was
th snchecd fevch; bot for s Juthne
en r P
Aiff he couid hav_le)u Stihman 3
hat Ken was the
Man who had come 2lone from Luina
€anoe, he could not know:
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The Dutchman’s threatening voice
growled again. :

‘ Speak, you dog! Your canoe is
beached somewhere along the cove.
You came in a canoe, as you came
before. Did you think that I should
blow out your brains, and bury you
on Ka'a? Ach! Do I not know that
you have friends on Lu—especially
the missionary—and we are not far
enough from the High Commissioner
at F1ji? Neen.” He gave a hoarse
chuckle. ‘‘ Neen, neen! I have only
one neck, my friend, and it is not
destined to be stretched by an English
rope.”

Ken watched him, silent.

“ Neen! Neen !’ said Van Tromp,
chuckling again. ‘“Do you not
understand yet, mynheer ? My black
boys will hold your head below the
water—as long a time as you need—
ach | Then the ropes will be removed
from your limbs, mynheer. The
morning tide will land you on the
beach of Lu—drowned | "Your canoe
will float ashore with you, bottom up !
Do you see, mynheer? This is a
dangerous channel, between Lu and
Ka'a—many a canoe has come to
grief in it, especially at night! Yours
will not be the first. But I must know
where you have left your canoe—you
have beached it somewhere in the
darkness. Speak, before your neck
is twisted to make you spéak.”

Ken drew a deep breath.

Had the man from Lu fallen into
this demon’s hands, as the Dutchman
believed, the fiendish scheme would
have been carried through without a
hitch. When a drowned man, with
no signs of violence, was washed
ashore on Lu, with an overturned
canoe, who was to suspect that any-
thing had happened but one of the

- chances of the sea ?

And the murderer would have been
safe from justice. The Dutchman of
Ka’a had calculated cunningly.
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Ken’s eyes flashed.

“ Speak | ” growled Van Tromp
savagely. ‘“ Where is the canoe ?
I must set it adrift with you, mynheer.
Speak, or: 5

Ken gathered all his strength for a
shout. That he intended to shout the
Dutchman did not dream. So far
as Van Tromp knew there were no
ears to hear. But the shout came out
with all the force of Ken’s lungs,
and it rang and echoed along the
bea,ch, and far across the darkness of

a'a.

“ Koko! Help! Save me, Koko !
Kaio-lalulalonga, ahoy | King of the
Islands calls you! Help!”

‘ Ach Gott | Are you mad, then? "
gasped the astonished Dutchman.
“Do you fancy there are ears on
Ka’a to hear you? Ach! You are
out of your senses with fear | Nalasoo,
twist this feller him neck till he

speakee along canoe—but leave no
marks

“ Koko! Help!”

There was a tramp of rushing feet
on the sand. The two Solomon Island
boys stared round in amazement.

Van Tromp spun round, amazed,
enraged, grasping at the revolver in
his hip-pocket. King of the Islands,
struggling in his bonds, shouted again.
But his call was not needed. Koko,
electrified by the sudden sound of the
voice of his little white master
shouting for help, was racing to the
spot. \;an Tromp had a glimpse of a
towering form in the gloom, of a
fierce brown face from which two
enraged eyes burned like fire—and
then a giant fist crashed on him, and
he went senseless to the sand.

Kaio-lalulalonga, with a yell of
fury, turned on the Solomon Island
boys. But they did not wait for his

Van Tromp had a glimpse of a flerce brawn face from which two enraged eyes burned like fire—and then the
glant fist of Koko crashed on him, and he went senseless to the ground.

{
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attack. Yelling with consternation,
Nalasoo and his companion tore away
up the beach and vanished into the
darkness.

Van Tromp lay motionless where he
had fallen.

‘“ Little white master!” panted
Koko.

He was on his knees beside the
bound boy trader. His knife slashed
through the tapa cords.

King of the Islands leaped to his
feet—a free man! In silence, his
heart too full for words, he grasped
the brown hand of the boatswain and
wrung 1t.

* Suffering cats ! ”

That was Kit Hudson’s ejaculation
when he was told on the deck of the
Dawn. He thumped Kaio-lalulalonga
energetically on the back, and the
brown boatswain chuckled.

Otto Van Tromp, still insensible,
lay in irons in the cabin of the Dawn.
He was booked for Fiji, and trial for
attempted murder. There was a bitter
aW'c,lkemng for the Dutch planter of
Ka’a when he came to his senses.
But he was still lying like a log when
Philip Grahame, in the state-room
of the Dawn, opened his eyes in the
morning light.

e Dawn was under way. King
of the Islands had run the ketch out of
the channel to the anchorage on the
Western side of Ka'a, in sight of the
Van Tromp bungalow. The ketch was
sailing into the anchorage under the
Tising sun when Philip’s eyes opened,
and through a porthole he had a
glimpse of Ka'a and the bungalow
on the high ground. He started u
In the bunk, with throbbing head.

e heard the cable run out, and as the

etch swung to her anchor, King of
the Islands came down.

hour later the man of Lu, with
2 bandaged head and a pale face,
ut a face that was very happy in

spite of its pallor, was going ashore
in the whaleboat. He had told Ken
the simple story—how he had landed
one day on Ka’a, curious to see the
mystery island, and had met Stella
Van Tromp by chance in the palm
woods, and how one meeting had
followed another—kept carefully
secret from the savage old Dutchman.
That Stella was the heiress of Ka’a
Philip did not know ; he only knew
that her surly, savage uncle kept her
practically a prisoner on the island.
Her fear of the brutal planter was so
great that he had arranged to take
her to Lu in the canoe, where they
were to be married by the missionary,
unknown to Otto Van Tromp till it
was too late for him to intervene. He
had not suspected that Van Tromp
had made the discovery, and that he
was going to his death when the ketch
ran his canoe down in the darkness of
the midway channel. That collision
in the dark night had saved his life.

A pale-faced, sad-eyed girl was
looking wearily from the bungalow
as the whaleboat pulled ashore. But
the sadness faded from Stella Van
Tromp'’s face, and her eyes brightened,
as she recognised the bandaged man.
Philip Grahame leaped ashore and
ran up the coral path to the bungalow.

From the deck of the Dawn King
of the Islands watched them with a
smile.

“ That’s the white woman of Ka’a,
Kit,” he said. “ Not a myth, after
all. She is owner of Ka’a—and young
Grahame is a lucky dog. And I
think we’ll run the ketch across to
Lu and fetch the missionary here—
all’s plain sailing now that we've got
that scoundrel Van Tromp safe below
in irons.”

And when King of the Islands put to
sea again, he left happiness behind
him on Ka’a—once, but now no longer,
Mystery Island.

THE END
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