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The whaleboat bumped on the sand, and the Kanakas rolled the casks ashorz,

Kit on guard with watchful eyes.

The SECRET MEN of TUNAVIVA/

Of all the islands in the tropic South Seas, Tunaviva—said to be packed with pink coral
werth a big fortune—is the loneliest, yet the most dangerous, as KEN KING, boy skipper

of the ketch Dawn, discovers when
the bullets suddenly start to fly!

Billy’s Swim for Life!

“ O feller stop along this

N island !” declared Koko, the

brown boatswain of Ken

King’s South Seas trading keteh,
Dawn.

King of the Islands, the boy owner
and skipper, made no reply. Stand-
ing by the taffrail of the anchored
keteh, in the solitary lagoon of Tuna-
viva, he looked round at the cireling
beach in the crimson glow of the
setting sun. Many a lonely isle had
Ken King raised in his voyages as a
trader in the South Seas, but none
more lonely than Tunaviva looked.

From the ketch’s deck almost the
whole of the little island could be
seen. It was nothing but a ring of
coral surrounding the lagoon, bearing
tall palm-trees, with feathery fronds
and clusters of nuts. Close by the
veef passage great coral rocks were
piled to a height of sixty or seventy
teet. But most of Tunaviva was low.
All round it the blue Pacific could
be seen, rolling and breaking in
creamy surf on the outer reef.

Over the reef the gulls were call-
ing. On the shelving beach of the
lagoon, land-crabs crawled. Other
sign of life there was none. And yet
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Ken knew there were men on Tuna-
viva—out of sight, hiding from the
ketch that had sailed into the lagoon.
Why? For the hundredth time Ken
King asked himself what was the
secret of Tunaviva, and could find no
answer.

“There must be somebody!” said
King of the Islands, to Kit Hudson,
his Australian mate. “Yesterday we
spotted a boat in the lagoon, from far
out at sea. That boat’s still here!
There were four men in it, so there
must be four men, at least, on Tuna-
viva!

“And it’s pretty certain that the
half-caste pearl-trader, Jam, had
come from Tunaviva when we picked
him off the wrecked lugger, and took
him into Tahiti,” he went on. “He
left somebody here—who, and why,
goodness knows! It’s an island of
mystery, Kit.”

Billy the Beachcomber came
shuffling up. The human derelict,
to whom Ken had given a passage
when he was kicked out of Tahiti,
looked all the better for the days he
had spent on the Dawn. ' Billy: had
not enjoyed the trip. He had had to
shave, wash, and work—none of which
agreed with the bone-idle loafer -of
tropical beaches. But he was at
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Tunaviva, and his face gleamed with
excitement., If the tale told him by
the Kanaka at Apia was true, there
was precious pink coral on Tunaviva,
and Billy was eager to get his hands
on it. It was worth five pounds an
ounce at Sydney, if it was there! And
the outcast of Tahiti believed that it

was !
“You’ll be sending the boat
ashore, skipper!” said Billy. “You

ain’t come here to stand on deck and
stare at the beach, I reckon. I want
to get ashore.”

“The daylight will be gone soon,”
Ken answered. “Leave it till dawn,
We don’t know who may be watching
us this very minute—and we don’t
want to run into danger in the
dark.”

“Who’s here to hurt us?” snapped
the beachecomber. “That nigger Jam
ain’t—we left him days back stranded
in the schooner on the Mangarcva
reef. Who else would be here?”

“1 tell you I picked up a boat with
the hinoculars yesterday, afloat on
this lagoon!” retorted Ken. “Men
arehhere, and they’re keeping out of
sight.”

“Burn my timbers'!” grunted the
beachcomber. “If they’re here, I ain’g
afeard of ’em! T’ve come here to
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The Secret Men of

Tunaviva!

pick up pink coral, and I ain’t losing
any time about it, cither, skipper!”

“You're obeying orders on this
packet, my man, or. you're getting
another dose of lawyer-canc!” said
Ken curtly, “Stand back and belay
‘your jawing-tackle.”

The beachcomber gritted his teeth,
‘and slouclied forward along the rail,
scowling. The sun’s rim had almost
reached the Pacific, and darkness,
when it came, would be sudden. In
such strange and mysterious sur-
roundings, it was only prudent to
deave the landing till daylight. Mcn
who hid themselves, and watched
‘from cover, could scarcely be any-
‘thing but enemies. Indeed, if they
-were associates of Mr. Jam, the
‘trader in false pearls, it was likely
ithey were ready for desperate deeds.

Whatever was the secret of Tuna-
viva, it was one that Mr. Jam had
taken measures to guard, even to the
‘extent of attempting to sink the
Dawn at sea. King of the Islands
would not have been surprised to hear
a rifle ring from the cover of the
palms and to hear a bullet singing
over the ketch. !

shore, the outcast of 'Tahiti
glanced round furtively at the
Shipmates. They were not looking at
him—but some of the Hiva-Oa crew

ﬁ FTER a long look at the loncly

were watching him - euriously. But
for - the Hiva-Oa boys—Lufu and
Lompo, XKolulo and Tomoo, - and

Danny  the cooky-boy —he cared
nothing. : Fo

He slouched farther forward to the
little forecastle of the ketch, stopped
again, and leaned ‘on the low teak
rail. Again he took a furtive look at
the shipmates. Their backs were
turned. Suddenly he grasped the rail
with both hands, swung himself over,
and dropped into the water. The
next moment he was swimming hard
for the beach.

“My word !” shouted Koko. “That
feller Billee go along lagoon !”

King of the Islands stared at the
swimmer making for the beach with
swift strokes.

“My sainted Sam!” exclaimed the
boy trader, his brow darkening. “I’ll
give that mutinous swab a good
dozen with a lawyer-cane.” He ran
to- the side. “You lubber! Come
back aboard!” he roared.

The beachcomber swam on fast.

He had more than two cables’-
length to cover to reach the beach,
sind he put every ounce' of strength
into his strokes, in fear that the
whaleboat might be lowered to pursue
him and take him back. It mattercd
little to King of the Islands person-
ally what the outcast did, or what
9000000006000 060000

PICTURES FREE
FOR YOU
LA 222222222 22222 24
The Modern Boy

.l 5 MORE COLOURED
: ~ Next Saturday ®

became of him, but Ken was not a
man to be disobeyed on his own deck.
“That feller plenty too much fool !”
remarked Koko casually. “Me tinkce
that feller stop along lagoon, sar, no
go ‘along shore!” And he pointed to
a triangular fin that showed over the
sunset-reddened water. “Feller shark
he stop! That feller Billee makee
kai-kai along feller shark, sar!”

And the Kanaka crew watched
coolly, with impersonal interest, as
the triangular fin whirled in the
direction of the swimmer. King of the
Islands made a spring for his rifle,
in the rack at the mizzen, clamped it
to.lhis shoulder, and aimed over the
rail.

Half-way to the beach, the swim-
mer’s head turned, and he looked
back. He did not sec the shark
coming for him under the surface,
but he saw King of the Islands stand-
ing by the rail, rifle to shoulder. He
gave a shout of defiance, and swam
on again for the beach.

A gleam of white showed on the
water, within a fathom of the swim-
mer, as the shark turned over to bite.
Bang ! The rifle roared, and the bullef
ploughed home. The great fish rolled
over, thrashing the water, and from
the beachcomber came a scream of
terror as he realised his danger. The
shark’s rush missed him, but the
brute touched him as he floundercd,
its skin, rough as sand-paper, drawing
blood from the beachcomber’s arm as
it grazed Another wild shriek came
from the swimmer, and for a second
the shipmates dreaded that the shark
had seized him. Then they saw him
swimming on with frantic swiftness,
the wounded shark thrashing the
water behind him. <

Angry as he was with the man, the
boy trader was thankful to sce him
drag himself from the water to the
beach. The wounded shark dived and
disappeared. Billy stumbled up the
beach, dripping, panting for breath,
and staring back at the ketch. Then
he went up the beach towards the
palms.

The sun dipped, and darkness came
with a rush. Billy, and the circling
island of Tunaviva, vanished from
the sight of the shipmates of the
Dawn.

The Burnt-out Camp-fire.

HE Southern Cross hung like a
flaming jewel in a sky of
deepest, darkest blue, and the

lagoon of Tunaviva reflected a myriad
shining stars. Tall, stirring shadows
shoreward marked the waving palms,
shaking their fronds in the breeze
from the sea. Faintly through the
night came the murmur of the surf
on the outer reef

On- the deck of the Dawn the
Kanaka crew slept on their mats.” At
eight bells, midnight, Kit Hudson
took over from King of the Islands,

‘but Ken did not go for his wateh

below, - He remained on deck with the
mate, looking over the starlit lagoon
to . the shadowy shore. Beyond the
beach, -beyond the palms, a ruddy
glow of light flickered through- the

“gloom,- It came from a fire which the
shipmates guessed that thc beach-

comber had lighted.

26.

King of the Islands watched it
thoughtfully. If therc were men on
Tunaviva, and he could not doubt it,
so far they had not molested the man
who had gone ashore.

“Safe so far, Ken,” said Hudson,
reading the thoughts of the boy
trader.

“Ay, but if the men, whoever they
are, are enemies, he is at their merey,”
said Ken. “Who the dickens can they
be, Kit?”

“Ask  me another!” said the
Australian, with a grin. “Something’s
going on, on Tunaviva, but it’s got me
guessing.” s

“It’s not pink coral, as that fool
believes,” remarked Ken,

“Hardly I” agreed Hudson. “That
rascal, Jam, seems to have run to and
fro from Tunaviva in his lugger, and
if there was pink coral Lie would have
shipped it. If we stay here long
enough, Ken, we shall sce Mr. Jam
again. He knows we were making
Tunaviva. But until that half-caste
barges in, I fancy the men on the
island will lie low. Most likely they
think we’ve run in for fresh water,
and expect us to pull out again to-
morrow. They’ve got a secret to keep,
and their game is to keep out of sight,
and let us sail away thinking—as
cverybody thinks—that the island is
uninhabited.”

“I think you're right.” King of the
Islands nodded. “But when we don't
sail they’ll guess that we've comr
here to find out things That swab
Jam tried to keep us away by sinking
the Dawn. Some sort of foul play is
going on, Kit! We came to give that
swab Billy a chance to look for his
precious pink coral—but we’'re staying
till we’ve spotted the game that
villain Jam has been playing hcre.
We’ll know more to-morrow. Mean-
while, keep your weather-eye open.
We don’t know what may happen in
a den of mystery like this, before
sunrise.”

“They won't catch me napping, if
they give us a look-in ! assured the
mate of the Dawn. And King of the
Islands went down to his bunk,
though it was long before he slept.
The strange mystery of Tunaviva
haunted his mind.

On deck, Kit Hudson kept watch,
his rifle under his arm. It seemed to
him that the men of Tunaviva, know-
ing nothing of what had brought the
ketch there, would remain in conceal-
ment, waiting for her to fill her casks
and sail. But it was quite possible,
considering that they were associates
of the ferocious half-caste, that other
measures might be attempted in the
dark hours.

But there was no alarm. The stars
paled towards dawn, and King of the
Islands came on deck again. There
was still a faint, ruddy glow from the
distant fire. Before sunrise, it died
out. Doubtless the beachcomber was -
fast asleep at his camp.

The sun came up. The Hiva-Oa
boys folded their sleeping-mats, and
Danny the cooky-boy brought break-
fast from the galley for his white
masters. Their glances continually
turned shoreward.

“Feller Billee stop along beach!”
said Koko. pointing with a brown
finger. Tr0m the palms, the figure of
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Billy emerged info view. He glanced
towards the ketch, then moved off
along the beach, his head bent, his
eyes scanning the sand and powdered
coral and sca-shells and tangled sea-
weed left by the tide. Kit Hudson
grinned.

“Looking for his precious pink
coral,” he remarked.
at %Jia told him he picked up a lump
on the beach here. T’ll lend him a

thimble to pack away all he finds on-

Tunaviva.”

Ken laughed. Neither of the ship-
mates believed in the tale of pink
coral on Tunaviva, and they had little
doubt that there was a disappoint-
ment in store for the outcast of Tahiti.

Breakfast finished, the whaleboat
was lowered, and the water-casks
taken ashore. The casks needed
replenishing, and Ken had decided to
get the job done before tréuble started
on the island. - 3

. . . . .

T}IE whaleboat  bumped on the
sand, and the Kanakas rolled
the casks ashore. A shallow
stream flowed down the beach into the
lagoon, and it was there that the casks
were landed. Singing at their task,
the Hiva-Oa boys rolled the casks up
the stream to where the water was
deeper, and fresh. Only Danny the
cooky-boy had been left on the ketch,
but the anchored vessel was within
easy rifle shot, and the shipmates had
their rifles under their arms. But
danger scemed like a dream in the
calm sunny niorning.

The brown crew filled the casks and
forried them back to the ketch. They
brought the whaleboat back again for
a load of island produce—coconuts,
bananas, plantains, wild yams. More
than. once their glanees turned on the
two white men, armed and watchful.
To the Hiva-Oa boys, the silence and
solitude of Tunaviva told its own tale.
They did not believe that there was
a human being on the island, outside
the ship’s company of the Dawn.

Ken sent the whaleboat back to the
ketch with its cargo, with orders to
the Kanakas to stay on board. Only
the boatswain remained on shore with
the white masters. At a little
distance from the stream they came
on the burnt-out embers of the beach-
comber’s camp-fire. But nothing was
to be scen of Billy. He had dis-
appeared along the beach, hunting for
his pink ceral. Following the beach,
the shipmates went along the lagoon,
their eyes open for possible enemies,
and for signs of human habitation.
But there was no sign of either. Here
and there, the woods were thick, and
might have concealed huts; but if so,
the shipmates saw nothing of them.
Neither, so far as they could see, was
there cultivation on the island—no
fields of yams, such as might have
been expected if men dwelt there.

“Here’'s the swab!” said Hudson
suddenly.

Stretched in the sand, in the shadow
of a rock, they eame on Billy, resting
in the heat of the tropic day. Coco-
nut shells and banana-skins lay in a
heap beside him. He did not rise as
the shipmates came up, but blinked
at them from under his bushy brows,
half-defiantly. ;
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“That Kanaka P!

“Any luck?” asked Hudson, with a
grin, 2 ;
“A man don’t expect to find a for-

tune lying under his nose,” grunted

the beachcomber.

“T reckon I've got
to look for . it!

There’s pink. coral

here—I tell you that Kanaka at Apia,

picked up a lump of it worth twenty

“Well, you’ve got plenty of time t
look!” said King of the Islands.
“We’re not pulling out till we know
something more about Tunaviva.
You’ve seen nobody ?”

“There’s nobody to see!” grunted
Billy. “We’ve got Tunaviva to our-
selves—till that scum Jam comes
along, and that won’t be yet.”

“T tell you there are men on Tuna-
viva !” snap%:ad Ken. “And as soon
as they see that we’re not pulling out
we shall see something of them. Come
back to the Dawn at sundown.”

“T ain’t stepping off this beach till
I've found pink coral,” answered the
outcast of Tahiti stubbornly. “I'm
at your orders on board your packet,
skipper; but on shore I'm my own
man. AndI ain’t going without what
I've come for—not even if you pull
out and leave me maroonad here.”

- “I’'m speaking for your own sake,
you lubber,” said Ken. “I tell you
ow’ll be in danger when-the men of
unaviva see that we’re not sailing
They won't keep in hiding after they
know we’ve come to stay.”

“There ain’t men

mockingly. “But men or not, I'm
taking my chance.”

_ “You’re your own man ashore, a
you say, and you can take you
chance,” said Ken.
you’ll be sorry for it I

£ o e G B D N M) H B ey

King of the Islands, his heart
beating in great throbs, stared
up after the climbing Koko, and
caught ‘a fleeting glimpse of a
black face glaring down over the
top of the cliff.

ounds !” L

on Tunaviva, :
skipper,” the beachcomber laughed :

“But I reckon:

Billy shriigged his shoulders, and
the shipmates went on their way and
left him. .

2 A Desperate Yell !
IND ruffled the surface of the
W lagoon, and waved the
% fronds of the tall palms on
the circling shore. It came strongly
out of the south—the wind that Ken
King wanted, if he was pulling out of
Tunaviva - and ‘making sail fer his
regular beat in the islands. But the
boy trader was not thinking of pull-
ing out as he paced the deck of his
ketch in" the glowing sunset.  The
mystery of Tunaviva intrigued him
deeply, and he was resolved to solve
it. Before the Dawn spread her
canvas to the winds again, he was
going to know why the half-caste,
Jam, had been ready to sink him at
sea to keep him away from that island
of secrets.

During the long hot day the ship-
mates had explored the island—in
vain. - Not even a footprint had been
picked up on the beach. Almost tho
whole island was open to the eye, yet
not a glimpse had been obtained of

the secret men or their dwelling—and
surely, if men lived on Tunaviva,
they had a dwelline of some kind.
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The Secret Men of’
Tunaviva !

Ken began to wonder whether the
boat he had spotted had pulled out
before the Dawn arrived. Yet if that
was the case, what had the boat’s crew

“been doing there—why had they come,

and why had they gone? There was
no other land, even an atoll, for a
hundred miles, and that was a long
trip for an open boat. And why had
the half-caste pearl-trader been so
desperately determined to keep men
away from Tunaviva if there was
nothing on the island?

“We're losing time and trade,”
said Ken. “But ‘we’re bound to give
that swab a chance of finding his pink
coral. And I reckon we shan’t ﬁave
to wait long, either! If we don’t pull
out before sundown they’ll know we
mean to stay, and then—— Kit, we
shall hear or see something of them
before the next night’s through.”

As the sun went down Xing of the
Islands spotted the beachcomber once
more, rooting along the beach. Before
coming back to the Dawn, Ken had
given the man a revolver—a gift Billy
received with a shrug of the shoulders.
He did not believe for a moment that
there were men on Tunaviva, or the
remotest danger, unless and until Mr.
Jam appeareg in the offing. But Ken,
convinced of danger, would not' leave
the man unarmed.

The boy trader watched him tramp-

ing on the beach till the fall of dark-
ness hid him from sight. A little
later the glow of a camp-fire was seen
through the palms. Billy had camped
back of the beach, as he had done the
night before, ready to turn out again
and resume his quest at the first gleam
of dawn.
- The Kanakas stretched on their
sleeping-mats. ~ But neither the
skipger nor the mate of the Dawn was
thinking of sleep that night. What
might happen, if foes were watching
the ship, they did not know—it might
be a night attack on the ketech. The
man ashore, at all events, was at the
merey of the secret men of Tunaviva,
and many times Ken’s eyes turned un-
casily towards the ruddy glow of the
fire beside which the beachcomber was
sleepinig—defenceless, if an enemy
came on him in the dark hours.

At midnight, Hudson stretched him-
seif in a Madeira chair and half
dozed. But King of the Islands had
never - been wider awake.  All his
nerves were tensed, with the certainty
that the dreamy quiet of the tropical
night was deceptive.

Suddenly—crack! = The ring of a
revolver crashed on the silence of the
night like a cannon shot. Hudson
was out of the Madeira chair with-a
bound.” Koko leaped from his tapa
mat, and the Hiva-Oa boys raised
sleepy heads. :

“What——" gasped Hudson. He

ran to the rail, where King of the

Islands 'stood staring shoreward.
They stared hard through the gloom.
The ruddy glow of the distant camp-
fire was still seen. Suddenly it
vanished into blackness.

“Trodden out !” muttered Hudson.

“Not by Billy !” said Ken. .

They listened intently. If the out-
cast was in the liands of enemies, they

The Modern Boy

could not help him. The struggle, if
he was resisting, would be over long
before they could land and reach his
camp. It seemed to them that sounds
came down the wind from the distance
—sounds of a distant scuffle.  Then,
sharply and unmistakably, came the
yell of a man struggling desperately.
It broke off suddenly, and they coqu
picture a hand clapped over a mouth,
or gripping a throat.

Ken made a stride towards the
whaleboat, but stopped. He knew
that it was useless.  Listening in-
tently, no ear on the anchored ketch
could pick up a sound. There had
been a struggle, but it was over.
Overpowered or dead, the outcast of
Tahiti was in the hands of the secret
men of Tunaviva!

“It’s over!” said Hudson, at last,
in a low voice. “Whatever they’ve
done to him, it’s over.”

Ken nodded without speaking.

The Hiva-Oa boys were all up, star-
ing shoreward with wondering eyes.
They could not doubt now that their
white master had been right, and that
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there were men on Tunaviva. The
silence that followed the sudden,
brief outbreak was oppressive, almost
terrifying.

“Qur turn
Hudson.

“We're readfr if that is so,” said
King of the Islands grimly. “I’d be
glad to see the swabs show up.”

‘No eye was likely to close again on
the ketch that night. Even Danny’s
snore was silent. “The secret men of
Tunaviva had seized, or slain, the
man ashore—that was a certainty.
They had waited for the ship to sail,
and as it had not sailed they had
struck.  All they had wanted was
to see the ketch pull out and leave
them alone on the island. Now that
they knew that the newcomers had
come to stay, they had struck the first
blow.  Obviously, other blows would
follow, now that the gauntlet™ had
been thrown down.

But the night, which seemed endless,
wore away at last, without a sound or
a sign of the enemy. Never had Ken

next, XKen!” said

- King and his crew been so glad to see

the golden gleam of sunrise.
As the shadows lifted, eager eyes

28

Az

scanned the circling -shores of the
lagoon, the modding palms, the
glistening stream, the dark patches
of bush. Crabs and lizards crawled
on the beach, birds of gorgeous
plumage fluttered over the trees, and
the eternal calling of the gulls echoed
from the reef. But of other signs of
life there was none, and King of the
Islands could almost have believed
that what had happened in the night
was only a dream.

A Shark’s-Tooth Knife !
LU LENTY feller stop along this

P place !” said Koko, his keen

eyes scanning the tracks
round and- about the dead embers of
the beachcomber’s camp-fire.

King of the Islands stood, rifle in
hand, watchful and wary. He had
landed with the boatswain, leaving his
mate in charge of the ketch. Now
that the expected trouble had started,
it was necessary for one -of the white
men to remain on the ketch in case
of a sudden attack from the mys-
terious enemy. Hudson had remained
unwillingly, while Ken went ashore to
learn if he could what had happencd
to Billy.

In the daylight. it was easy to find
the spot where Billy had camped.
Ken had dreaded to find the outcast of
Tahiti lifeless there, but Billy was not
to be seen, though there were ample
signs of him and of the men who had
attacked him. The fire had been
stamped out, and footprints showed
among the ashes.

Koko’s keen eyes picked up track
after track.

“Black feller stop, white feller
stop !” said the boatswain. “One
white feller stop, sar, two-three black
feller stop.” 2

Ken nodded. The tracks told him
the same tale. There were the prints
of one pair of booted feet—the feet of
a white man. The rest of the tracks
showed the toes of naked native feet.
Had all the tracks been of native feet
Ken might have concluded that  the
men on Tunaviva were some savage

native crew, and that the beachcomber

had been carried away for “kai-kai.”
But the presence of a white man
showed that that was not the case.
There had been three blacks, led by a
white—and:- Ken remembered the four
figures he had seen in the boat on the
lagoon, from far out at sea, when
Tunaviva was first sighted.

Hitherto, in their search of -the
mysterious ‘island; the shipmates had

found no sign of footprints, and Ken

knew that cvery sign of habitation
must have been carefully”removed
before the ketech sailed into the
lagoon. It was clear that the men
of Tunaviva had believed that the

Jetch came by chance, and would pull

out again; and were content to remain
in hiding till it was gone. But now
that they had struck,. there was no
need for further concealment of their
signs.. . The -men  themselves had
vanished, but now that their presence

.was no longer a secret they had taken

no trouble to hide their traces.
“You feller Koko, you look, eye

belong you, along way that feller go,

along takee feller Billee !” said King
of the Islands. :
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“Me sce closc-up, eye belong me,”
answered Koko confidently. With bis
hiead Dbent, his keen dark eyes
scanning the greund, the boatswain
moved away from the camp. He was
a scaman, but he was at home in the
bush.

Kit Hudson, wafching from the
ketch, glimpsed them as they moved
among the trees. But they were soon
out of his anxious sight, for the trail
of the seceret men led towards the
outer shore of the island—the ring of
coral reefs that fronted the Pacific—
and it scemed that the ememy had
taken no trouble whatever to hide the
way they went.

The sea burst suddenly on Ken's
eyes as they came through the last
of the trees and stood on the outer
rim of Tunaviva—a wilderness of rock
and cliff. Right and left stretched
rocky recfs, with patches of sand and
inlets of sca rumning up inte the

caral. Koko stopped where the water
lapped between two jagged coral
spurs.

“Feller hoat stop along this place,
along night he stop!” said Koko.

Ken stared at the traces in the sand.
Plain to the eye were the marks where
a boat had been dragged from the
water and feet had tramped up from
the seca.

The cnemy had come from the sca
in a boat. There was no land near
Tunaviva, so they could not have come
from another island. The boat must
have put off frem some spot on the
outer shore of the ring of coral that
formed Tunaviva. It was perplexing
and puzzling., But it was clearly im-

possible to follow farther—the reefs
and the sea told no tale even to Koko.
Billy had been carried down to the
boat, and the boat had pub off and
vanished. It was the end of the trail!

Ken drew. a deep breath. -

“Back to the Dawn !” he said. They
turned from the reef and tramped up
the rocky shore again. The outer
shore of Tunaviva was wild and
desolate, a strange contrast to. the
fertile interior. Suddenly, as they
passed by the base of a huge basaltic
rock, towering thirty feet over their
heads, Koko grasped his white master
by the arm and dragged hLim away
from the cliff.

“Black feller stop!” panted Ioko.
Then—crash ! From the summit of
the basaltic cliff, a great lump of
coral eame crashing dowh, smashing
on the shore where XKing of the
Islands had stood a sccond before.

“Black feller stop!” hissed Koko.
“Me see um, eye belong me, along
he threw feller rock! This feller
Koko kill that black feller plenty too
quick!”  Bush-knife - in hand, the
boatswain clambered like a cat up the
rugged face of the cliff. The narrow

-eseape of his white master excited him

to fury, and his eyes blazed as le
climbed.

King of the Islands, his heart beat-
ing in great throbs, stared up after
the clambering Kanaka. He had a
glimpse of a black face and a fuzzy
head glaring over the top of the
bagaltic cliff, then it vanished. The
sight of Koko’s infuriated brown face
had been enough for the black man.

“erash

Ken heard his shout of rage as he
found that the assailant was gone.

For the moment the boy trader was
off his gmard, his eyes fixed on the
rugged cliff over which the brown
boatswain .had  disappeared. Then
sinewy hands suddenly closed on him
from behind, and he was dragged over
on ‘his baeck. He went down with a
before he realised what was
happening, his rifle clattering from
his hand. He made a desperate cluteh
at the revolver in his belt, but he had
no chance of pulling it. Two strong
black arms were round him with a
strength that was twice his own,
sturdy as he was.

He twisted round, his face almost
touching the face of the man in whose
powerful grasp he was held almost
helpless. It was a black face, with
rolling, fierce eyes, and a mop of fuzzy
hair. Coral combs were stuck in the
mop, a brass ring in the broad nose,
and cartridge-clips dangled from the
heavy cars. There was a savage grin
on the black face, showing teeth that
flashed white.

The bear-like grip of the black man
crushed the boy trader down, and the
black released his right hand to grab
a shark’s-tooth knife from his loin-
cloth. Only just in time King of the
Islands caught desperately at tho
brawny wrist, and stopped the blow
that would have ended his life at one
stroke. But so powerful was the
muscular black arm that he could
not hold it back. He succeeded only
in diverting the blow, so that it
missed him by a couple of inches. The

(Continued on next page)

Koko disappeared over the top, and
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The Secret Men cf
Tunaviva!

black di'agged his arm up again for
another blow., The boy trader clung

desperately to the “thick, strong
wrist,
“Koko!” he shouted. He knew

then, as he struggled with death
before his eyes, that the secrct men
of Tunaviva had not all gone in the
boat with their prisoner. Some of
the blacks had been left hidden in-
the rocks to watch for a possible
pursuit, and they had watched Ken
and his boatswain go down to the
sea, and had laid in wait for them as
they returned up the shore !

At the shout, the brown facc of
the boatswain looked over the edge
of the basaltic cliff, thirty feet above
the struggling boy trader and his
enemy. . Koko’s eyes bulged. He
was about to swing himself down
the cliff, but lie could see at a glance
that he would ncver reach his white
master in time.

With a furious wrench, the black
man tore his wrist free from Ken's
wgrasp, and threw up the shark’s-
tooth knife to strike. Leaning from
the rugged top of the basalt, Koko's
hand, with the heavy bush-knife in
it, moved like lightning.

Whiz! It scemed a flash of light
that shot down the cliff. It was the
knife of the Kanaka—thrown with
an aim as unerring, as deadly as any
white man’s aim with rifle or re-
volver.  Even as the black man’s
hand was lifted to strike, the bush-
knife struck him in his broad, barc
back, and drove decp.

King of the Islands felt the black
man above him sink down. The black
hand with the shark’stooth knife
sagged helplessly, and the knife
clattered on the sand. Xoko came
clambering like a cat down the cliff.
But before he reached his white
master, King of the Islands had
thrown aside a dead man, and
scrambled to his feet.

Under Fire!

ING OF THE ISLANDS lcaned
K on the rugged basalt, panting
for breath. Koko dropped at

his side from the cliff, caught up the
rifle, and glared round, finger on
trigger. But no enemy appeared. A
clinking of tumbling stones in the
distance hinted of someone in flight,
but the sound lasted only a few
moments, and then there was silence.
Ken wiped a stream of perspiration
from his brow, and took the rifle
from the Kanaka’s hands. He
shuddered as he looked down at the
inert figurc. The thrown bush-knife

| had saved his life, and only that

could have saved it. Koko recovered

his knife.

o
\N.f

“Black fcller go finish!” he
said.  “Plenty too much glad white
master no— go finish, my word!

Tinkee go finish close-up. along mi
see black feller along knife, eye
belong me!” -

“What island that fo]!(’fbcl(mg, %

Koko?” asked Ken.

“Belong Santa Cruz. sar
answered the boatswain. King of
the Islands had thought so, but there
was no doubt after Koko had spoken.
Koko could have picked out, at a
glance, a man of any of the hundred
races of the Pacific, black or brown.

Evidently the men on Tunaviva
did not belong to that part of the
Pacific, for the Sanfa Cruz Islands
were many hundred miles from fhe
Society Group, to which Tunaviva
belonged. The man who lay dead or
the sand belonged to the Black
Islands, a thousand miles away—the
Society Group. Tahiti, and the rest
were 1slands of the brown race. The
white man of Tunaviva, whoever he
might be, had a Santa Cruz crew—
good seamen and fierce fighting men.
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The beachcomber had been taken -

prisoner, perhaps to question him-—
to learn why the ketch was there.
But the black men who had lurked
in the rocks had not sought to make
King of the Islands a prisoner. They

had ambushed him on. that wild
shore to take his life!
He signed to Koko. and they

turned . away and tramped up the
rocky shore to the interior. The man
who had hurled the coral rock from
the cliff had vanished. But every
rock, every hollow of the -cliffs,
might have' hidden an enemy, and
the skipper and boatswain of the
Dawn were wary as they went on
their way. They followed their own
trail back to the deserted camp of
the beachcomber, and themn to the
beach of the lagoon. Ken waved his
hand te Hudson, looking over the
rail of the anchored ketch.

Hudson shouted to the Hiva-Oa
boys, and Lompo and Tomoo dropped
into the whaléboat to pull to the
beach for the skipper. Hudson came
in the boat with the two Kanakas.

“Any luck:” he called, as the
boat’s nosc grounded on the shelving
sand.

“They’ve got him!” said Ken. “A
prisoner, I reckon. They came and
went in a boat along the outer reef
—a white man and a crew of Santa
Cruz blacks!”  And in a few words
he told his shipmate what had hap-
pened on the outer shore. Hudson
whistled.

“Good old coffce-bean!” he said,
smacking Koko on a brawny slioulder.
“They mean business, Ken, what-
ever their game is on Tunaviva.
But we've won the first round, and
Mr. Jam’s confederate here hag.a man

(Continued on opposite page)
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- and pulled towards the ketch.

the less. We’'ll raise their hiding-
place sooner or later, and get that
swab Billy out of their clutches !”

“We're not sailing without him, at
all events,” replied Ken. He stepped
into the whaleboat. “Washy-washy
along ketch, you feller boy!”

Koko shoved the boat oﬁ" and
Lompo and Tomoo put out the oars
Half-
vay fromr the beaeh to the ketch
there was a sudden splash in the
~water close by the gunwale. Lompo
Jumped and missed lus stroke.

“Suffering cats!” yelled Hudson,
as—a rifle 1epo1t rolling over the
silent island, followed the spl%h of
the bullet.

King of the Islands leaped to lis
fect and stared back at the beach.
It was bare and deserted. The shot
had not come from there. Another
bullet whizzed an ‘ineh from his
shoulder and struck the water boyond
tho boat.

“Pull, you feller boy"’ Ken
shouted to the Kanakas. “Washy-
washy debblish ‘quick along ketch!”

From the ketch came an excited
babble from Lufu, Kolulo, dand
Danny, lining the ‘rail and watching.

Ken and Xit, grasping their rifles,

glared shoreward as the Kanakas
pulled, searching for the enemy.
From the high cliff near the reef

passage, seventyfeet up, Ken's keen
cyes caught - a .glimmer of white
smoke against the rock. It was from
the height of the cliff that the un-
seen enemy was shooting. The range

was long, but the bullets had pitched
terribly close.

Splash came another

bullet, grazing the gunwale before it
dashed into the water.

The Kanakas drove madly at the
oars. A few minutes more, and thef
hoat shot past the Dawn, to pull in
on the sheltered side of thc keteh.

King of the Islands s‘repped on

deck, Followed by his mate, ; Thé
Kanakas scrambled over- thcug
There was a yell from Dauny! ‘the

cooky-boy as a bullet gashed the
teak deck only a yard from his bare
feet.
the fire, so the hidden marksman
had turned his rifle on the keteh
itself !

Ken roared orders to his crew, the
anchor came up, and the ketch
rapidly shifted her anchorage farther
across the wide lagoon. Shot after
shot rang from the towering cliff,
but the lead dropped into the water.
Out of range, the cable ran out
again, and the Dawn anchored.

King of the Islands clenched his
hahds as he stared with
cyes towards the distant clx[f He
could hardly have sailed from Tuna
viva now if he liad wished, for the
reef passage lay under the high cliff,
under the rifle of the hidden marks-
man. But no such thought was in
his mind. It was open war now—
and King of the Islands was not the
man to rctreat!

gxmsxm&x&x&mxx
And now for the Big Bust-Up!
Tunaviva's going to hum all
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The boat's crew had escaped |§
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