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Bottled up in a dark, water-

logged cavern, KING OF THE

ISLANDS is fighting for his life—
without weapons or hope !

Charles ﬁamilton

The Fat Man’s Terror.

IT HUDSON stood on the little
half-deck of the lugger beating
slowly and unhandily down to

the island of Tunaviva. It was a
banana boat from Mangareva—a
heavy, clumsy craft, and a contrast to
the swift and graceful ketch, the
Dawn, to which Hudson, as Ken
King’s mate, was accustomed. Slowly
the great basaltic cliff of Tunaviva
was drawing nearer, but to Hudson it
seemed that the lugger was crawling
by inches.

The three Easter Island boys who
manned the lugger stood at his orders,
prompt to obey the grim-faced white
man and unheeding the other man who
an hour ago had been in command of
them, and who now lay, bound hand
and foot, writhing and muttering
with rage—the half-caste Mr. Jam,
trader in false pearls.

Fortune had favoured the mate of
the Dawn, and it had dealt hardly
with Mr. Jam, the half-caste. The fat
man lay bound, his white drill clothes,
from which his podgy figure seemed to
be on the point of bursting, stained
with bilge and cockroaches crawling
over him.

His olive face was a mask of im-
potent fury; his black eyes rolled and
glittered from folds of fat. The tiger
of his native India was not more
savage and ferocious than fat Mr.
Jam, but his ferocity did not affect
Hudson, who gave all his attention to
the sailing of the lugger, and be-
stowed hardly a glance on the
Eurasian.

Lo, the boat-steerer, stood at the
tiller, the other two boys at the sheets,
and they obeyed Hudson’s sharply
rapped orders with a prompt activity
seldom displayed by Easter Islanders.
A fist and a revolver were ready to
hack up his orders.

Hudson, watching the island now
close at hand, scanned the reef
passage that lay at the foot of the
great basaltic cliff. In a cavern high
up that cliff was his shipmate, King
of the Islands—dead or alive, Kit did
not know which.

If Ken was living, he would save
him: If he was dead, he would avenge
him with a terrible vengeance on the
secret men of Tunaviva. The young
Australian’s face, usually cheery and
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good-natured, was hard as rock, his
cyes like flint. And Mr. Jam, savage
and ferocious as he was, trembled if
those grim eyes turned on him for a
moment.

“You dog!” said the mate of the
Dawn, coming across to Mr. Jam, his
cyes glinting down at the fat trader.
“You've signalled the island, and
they’ve answered your signal. They
are expecting you—know you’re on
this lugger—but once we run in under
the cliff we shall be under their fire.”

. .

R. JAM's black eyes glittered.

M It was easy to read his

thoughts—he was counting on

a bullet from the cliff striking down

the mate of the Dawn as soon as the

lugger ran the reef. Hudson smiled
grimly.

“We’re running into the lagoon,”
he said, “under the fire of your gang
on Tunaviva!”

“Sudden death will approximate,
with immediate dispateh!” muttered
the pearl trader in his peculiar
English. “You will pay expensively
for seizure of this ship and violent
usage of this Mr. Jam.”

“ Possibly,” said Hudson. “But you
will not live to sece me pay, Mr. Jam.
Listen to me, you scum! Your men
on Tunaviva have taken my shipmate,
King of the Islands. Whether they've
taken the ketch I don’t yet know.
They flung me into the sea from the
cliff, and 1 should have been food for
fishes long ago if I had not struck
your tow-rope, got into your dinghy,
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Koko : »* shouted
the boy trader, up to his chin in the

‘*Koko: Here;

water. The giant Kanaka, heedlesa

of the bullet that splashed by his

brawny shoulder, swam and groped

on in the darkness in the directiom
of the voice.
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and then got the upper hand of you,
you scum! They recﬁon me dead ; the
last thing they’ll be looking for is my
coming back to Tunaviva on your
lugger!”

“One small lapse of time, and they
will see you on this deck!” snarled
Mr. Jam. “Running of reef unob-
scrved is impossibility. Bullet from
above will terminate existence !”

“They will not see me,” said Hudson
coolly. “I shall be in that hole.” He
made a gesture towards the tiny, evil-
smelling, cockroach-crawling ‘cuddy.
“Do you understand, you swab?”

“They will see me, incarcerated in
rope,” said Mr Jam, grinning
savagely. “It will be sufficient for
enlightenment as to state of affairs!”

“They will see you standing free
and giving orders to the crew!” re-
torted Hudson. Mr. Jam’s eyes
bulged with astonishment. “My eye
will be upon you—and my revolver,”
went on Hudson grimly. “You will
sail the lugger into the lagoon, Mr.
Jam, and if youn fail me, I will blow
your brains out at the first sign of
trouble from the men on the cliff. Do
you get me now, you scoundrel 2

The half-caste gave a gasp of rage
as he comprehended. His black eyes
blazed with fury.
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“Never!” he screamed. “Never in
existence shall such state of affair
eventuate. So soon as hearing is
possibility, this Mr. Jam will bawl
with excessive loudness and perti-
nacity to persons on Tunaviva, and
sudden fire from rifle will terminate
your obnoxious life.”

Hudson did not answer. He had
neither time nor patience to waste on
Mr. Jam.

“You feller boy!” he rapped to the
crew. “You look find lawyer-cane,
plenty too quick !”

One of the boys found a lawyer-cane
in a very few secconds. Hudson
pointed to the fat trader.

“You beat that feller Jam, along
lawyer-cane, plenty strong-feller beat-
ing !” he snapped.

The Easter boy promptly grasped
the fat trader and rolled him over,
yelling and shrieking in anticipation

Down came the thick, flexible
lawyer-cane on the fat carcass of Mr.
Jam, with a lash that rahg like a
shot. The Easter boy’s arm was
strong and sinewy, and he laid it on
strong as Hudson directed.

Hudson looked on grimly. The fat
man wriggled like a worm, and howled
for mercy. But blow after blow

"descended with all the force of a

strong brown arm. Not till twenty
lashes had been given did the mate
of the Dawn sign to the Easter boy
to cease. Mr. Jam, gasping and
panting for breath, wriggled at his
feet. :

“Now, you scum!” said Hudson.
“Is that lesson emough, or do you
swant another?”

“More than sufficiency of in-
struction has been imparted to this
Mir. Jam !” groaned the fat trader, all
resistance thrashed out of him.

“Chew on this!” said Hudson
savagely. “My shipmate’s in  the
hands of your gang on Tunaviva. I'm
going to save him if I can. But if
T've lost him, I'll leave not a man
alive on Tunaviva. And you, you
scum, will go first. If you put any
value on your life, plai up, and hope
that I shall get through!”

“Obedience to order will be prompt
and efficacious !” moaned the fat man.
“This Mr. Jam will be humble and
obedient servant and yours truly.”
He lay groaning, while the lugger
beat on her way down to the reef
passage.

And when the time came for Hud-
sou to earry out his plan—the only
way by which he could run the reef
of Tunaviva and live—the ropes were

cast off the limbs of Mr. Jam, and he-

rose to his feet, still groaning.

He was free—free to bring sudden
death on the man who had mastered
bhim, But no such thought was in the
fat man’s mind. Deadly fear was in
the very marrow of his hones, and he
took his orders from the mate of the
Dawn like a lamb !

Escape Cut Off !

OKO, the Kanaka boatswain of
Ken King’s trading ketch, the
.Dawn, drew a deep breath as he
stood on deck staring towards a ledge
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Ligh up on the cliff guarding the reef
passage of Tunaviva. Strange things
had been happening on the ledge.
Koko had seen his white master, King
of the Islands, his hands bound, led
out on to the ledge from a cavern, and
knew that Pinto, the Filipino in
charge of Mr. Jam’s Santa Cruz
blacks, was about to carry out his
threat and kill Ken King unless he,
Koko, surrendered the Dawn.

Suddenly, a black boy had shouted
excitedly from the top of the cliff,
and Pinto had climbed up to him and
started signalling. Looking seawards,
Koko had spotted a lugger beating
down to the island. Turning his eyes
to the ledge again, he was just in time
to see Ken King make a desperate
rush towards the cavern, the blacks
yelling after him.

To the five Hiva-Oa boys who
formed the crew of the Dawn, Ken’s
action was incomprehensible. He was
rushing back to the cavern which was
his prison ! Why, they did not know.
But Koko recalled that when Pinto
had sent off a messenger to the Dawn,
the boat had come from, and dis-
appeared into, a water-channel under
the cliff.

« And later the messenger had
appeared on the ledge. Obviously,

there must be some interior way up

the cliff—some natural fissure that
communicated with the cavern high
above—and Koko guessed that Ken
meant to escape that way when he
dashed to the cavern.

For a time the brown boatswain
stood deep in thought, then his mind
was made up, his plans laid. He
secured his bush-knife to his belt, and
turned to the Hiva-Oa boys.

“You feller bhoy, you stop along
ketch,” he ordered.  “S’pose feller
belong Tunaviva comey, you shoot
along gun, plenty too much alto-
gether. S’pose Tunaviva feller comey
on board this feller ketch, me comey
back, cut off head belong you, all
same Solomon Island boy!” -

Without waiting for an answer, Koko
dropped over the rail into the lagoon
and swam. The Hiva-Oa boys watched
him curiously as he struck out with
long, powerful strokes for the beach
at the foot of the cliff.

“Tinkee brain belong him no walk
about any more.” remarked Lompo.
“That feller go finish !”

“He go finish, along gun belong
Tunaviva feller !” said Danny the
cooky-boy.  Tomoo and Kolulo and
Lufu nedded assent. To the Kanaka
crew it scemed assured that Koko
had gone deliberately to share the
fate of his white master.

Little cared the faithful Koko if
death awaited him. He asked nothing
better than to share the fate of his
white master. But the chance he was
taking was not so desperate as the
Hiva-Oa boys decmed. Pinto had
finished his signalling, and was
clamberine down from the summit of
the cliff to the rock-terrace. He had
no eyes for the ketch for the moment,
and the blacks had all rushed into
the cavern after the fleeing boy
trader.

Not one hostile eye was on Koko as
he cleft the shining surface of the
lagoon with swift strokes.

And his swiftness was almost that
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of the lightuing flash. A tiger-shark
darting on a school of mullet was
hardly so rapid as the boatswain of
the Dawn. Like every South Sea
Tslander, Koko was as much at home
in the water as on the land, and his
strength was immense. Every ounce
of it was put into that desperate
swim, and it seemed as if only
moments had elapsed when Koko
vanished from the watching eyes on
the ketch into the water-channel that
ran under the cliff. ¥

On the rock-terrace, Pinto, sur-
prised and enraged
prisoner and crew gone, went shout-
ing into the cavern in quest of them.

Meanwhile, Koko found himself in
the channel into which the mes-
senger’s canoe had gone. In the sud-
den change from bright sunshine to

deep dusk, the boatswain of the Dawn .

peered round him. What he would
find there he neither knew nor cared—
he was there to seek his white master,
and no peril would stop him !

The hollow of the cliff echoed with
shouting voices, and dim forms
started up in the dark on all sides. A
swimmer touched Koko’s arm, and
his hand went to his bush-knife. But
he did not draw the weapon, as the
half-seen black boy panted in his ear :

“You see that white feller, eye
belong you?”

Koko’s heart throbbed. The “white
feller ” for whom the blacks were
searching could only be King of the
Islands. Koko had guessed correctly
—it was for this dark den that Ken
had been making when he fled to the
cavern. And the black boy’s question
told that the fugitive boy trader had
reached the water-channel under the
cliff and had not been recaptured.

Koko did not answer. The Santa
Cruz boy, in the deep dusk, took him
for one of the Tunaviva crew; but his
voice might have betrayed him. He
swam on up the dark channel. The
Santa Cruz boy followed, and caught
at his arm again. All he could sce of
Koko in the shadows was that he was
a native, but some suspicion seemed
to have flashed into his mind. His
grasp closed hard on Koke's brown
arm.

“You feller, you speak, mouth
belong you!” he panted. “Me no
savvy——"

He said no more. XKoko'’s fist,
clenched like a lump of iron, struck
in the darkness. The sudden blow
crashed into the black face, and the
Santa Cruz boy, with a gurgle, went
under the water. Whether Le came
up again mattered little to Koko. He
did not see or hear him again, and
guve him ne further thought.

Teeth set, Koko swam on into dark-
ness. Dimly he made out the flitting
ficures of the blacks, and the shapes
of boats and canoes drawn up on the
rocky bank of the subterranean
chaunel.
blacks told of whom they were in
search, and told also that they had
not yet found him.

Somewhere in that den of darkness
and death was Koko’s white master,
and Koko was there to find him. Six
or seven of the blacks were behind
him as he swam, cutting off his

(Continued on page 24)
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(Continued from page 22)
escape to the lagoon. But Koko was
not thinking of escape.

Suddenly, from the darkness came
the ruddy glare of a lighted torch,
and the voice of the white man of
Tunaviva. Pinto, torch in hand, was
descending the rock stairway in the
interior of the cliff. His voice, boom-
ing cchoes in the honeycombed cliff.
came to the ears of the boatswain of
the Dawn :

“You feller boy! You catd.3c that
white feller King of the Islands
plenty too quick! 8’pose that white
feller no stop, me killy you plenty
too much, along lawyer-cane—along
tail belong sting-ray!”

The voice of the man from
Mindanao rang with savage rage.
The Santa Cruz boys shouted back,
and the Filipino yelled again, the
light of his torch flaring nearer.

“You feller takee boat, you stop

along boat, you see that  white feller
King of the Islands no makee along
lagoon, you savvy!”
" Koko heard a boat slide into the
channel from the rocks. The fuzzy
minds of the blacks had not thought
of guarding the outlet to the lagoon,
‘but they were prompt to obey the
order of the man from Mindanao.
The boat, with three or four blacks
in it, almost blocked the outlet of
the water-channel, which was scarcely
more than wide enough for a boat to
pass.

Escape was doubly cut off now;
but what dismayed Koko was the
nearer approach of the torch in the
hand of the man descending into the
lower cavern. If he did not find his
white master before the flare of the
torch revealed him——

To call aloud was to betray his
own presence. But there was no

other resource left, and Koko
shouted :
“White master! King of the

Tslands ! S’pose you hear this feller
Koko, ear belong you, you sing out
along this feller!”

A startled cry answered from the
darkness, followed by a roar of rage
from the white man of Tunaviva and
the ring of a revolver. A bullet
splashed into the water hardly a foot
from Koko’s head.

Koko to the Rescue !
ING OF THE ISLANDS could
K scarcely believe his ears as he
heard the shout from the boat-
swain of the Dawn. There had kcen
a hope—a faint hope—in his heart
that Koko might, somehow, contrive
to help him if he eluded immediate
vecapture. But that hope had beeu
very faint indeed.

In the darkness of the water-cave
the boy trader was standing close
under a bulging rock, sunk to the
neck—escaping, so far, the searching
eyes of the blacks, but with little
chance of ultimate escape. As 1e
caugh' the ruddy danecing glare of
the torch from the rock stairway
there was despair in his heart. TVith
Lis haunds free he might have swum
under water. and taken a desperate
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chance of getting out of that den of
death. But with his wrists bound
behind him ke had no chance.

Crouching there in the blackness,
he was thivking of Koko, who would
have died to save him. And then,
ringing through the gloom, came the
deecp voice of the boatswain of the
Dawn, bringing hope and joy to his
heart. Koko was there in the dark
waters under the towering cliff—not
a dozen feet from him, though wun-
scen! The boy trader called back as
th% shot from Pinto’s revolver rang
out.

“Koko! Here! Kcko!” shouted
King of the Islands. “You hear, you
feller Koko, ear belong you!”

“Me hear, sar!” came back Koko’s
joyous shout; and the giant Kanaka,
heedless of the bullet that-splashed
by his; brawny shoulder, swam and
groped on in the darkness in the
direction of the voice.

“This way!” panted Xen, as he
caught a gleam of Koko’s eyes in
the gloom. “Quick! A knife—I'm
bound

“Big feller knife stop along tnis
feller, sar!” Koko reached him, and
his browa hands groped over the boy
trader until they found the bound
wrists under the water. A moment
more and the razor-edge of the bush-
knife was drawn across the cords,
freeing King of the Islands.

Ken panted with relief as he felt
his hands loose. Now he could strike
for life and liberty!

The glare of the torch danced red
on the subterranean water. Pinto
was on the rocky bank now, tramp-
ing along the water-cave to the out-
let. His chief thought was to cut
off Ken’s cscape to the lagoon. in
the glare of the torch they could sec
him, though he could not see them.
He passed the torch to Ko'oo in the
boat, and the black boy held it up
while Pinto scanned the channcl, re-
volver in hand. .

He knew now that a Kanaka from
the ketch had joined King of the
Islands, and he had no doubt that it
was Koko, the brown-skinned giant
who had defeated his attack on the
Dawn. No other native in the crew
was likely to have made so desperate
a venture. He searched the shadows
for the dark head of Koko, ready to
send a bullet crashing through his
brain at sight of him. But Koko and
his master were far up the channel
in the darkness, and he could not see
them.

“Two feller stop along this place!”
snarled the man from Mindanao.
“S’pose you see that feller, eye be-
long you, you kill-dead that feller
along spear, all same fish along
lagoon.”

“Kill um plenty too much, sar!”
answered Ko’oo. “No see that feller,
sar, eye belong me!”

“Watch for them!” snarled Pinto.
“You keep eye belong you plenty too
much wide open. S’pose that feller
run along lagoon, back belong you
plenty kill along tail belong sting-
ray!”

The blacks in the boat shrank
from his savage looks. Probably
Pinto’s native crew had already ex-
perienced a taste of the sting-ray
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tail on their backs. There was no
doubt that they would watch keenly
for the escaping prisoner and the
Kanaka who had come to his aid, and
spear them like fishes if they ap-
proached the outlet. -

Three or four brawny hands held
the broad-bladed spears ready, while
Ko’oo held up the torch. Pinto
shouted to Tokoloo to fetch another
torch from the  upper  cavern, and
the black boy went pattering up the
rock stairs.

King of the Islands shut his teetl
hard.  Five or ten minutes, perhaps.
before Tokoloo came back with light,
and then the water-cave would be
searched from end to end! Escape
was cut off. To approach the boat
where the torch glared was instant
death-or capture. To clamber out of
the water was to run into the enemy
scattered along the rocky bank—two
men against a dozen—Koko’s bush-
knife against a crowd of spears,
knives, and a white man’s revolver.

. . . . 3

UT Ken's mind was working
B actively. He surmised that the
water-channel had other out-
lets besides the one on the lagoon—
perhaps on the reef passage—perhaps
on the seaward side of the basalt cliff.
If that surmise was well founded,
there was a chance yet. He could
swim now his limbs were free. He
breathed a whisper to the Kanaka at
his side. '
“Come, Xoko!” And he swam
deeper into the blackness. Without
even thinking of questioning his
white master, Koko swam with him.
Faint as was the sound they made,
it reached a keen ear, and there was
a shout from a Santa Cruz boy,
somewhere in the darkness.

Something whizzed in-the shadows
and splashed in the water. It was a
spear, and it dropped hardly a yard
from the swimmers.

A minute later, hard rock barred
the way of the swimmers. They had
reached the end of the water-channel
in the base of the cliff !

Ken gritted his teeth. If there
was another channel—another outlet
—it branched off somewhere in the
darkness. Groping desperately round.
he felt only hard rock. Already a
glimmer on the rock stairway told
that Tokoloo was returning with a
light. And some of the blacks, know
ing now where they were, were swim-
ming after them, others pattering on
the bank. )

The bush-knife was in Koko’s
hand, a deadly light in his eyes. At
close quarters, the life of the giant
Kanaka would be sold very dearly.

To remain in the water now was
to be surrounded—to be picked off by,
Pinto’s revolver as soon as the torch
gleaiaed on their heads. The last
desperate chance had to be taken, and
Ken clambered on the rocky bank,
followed by the boatswain.

By a miracle of luck, they might
yet escape up -the rock stairway to
the upper cavern. But erly too well
King of the Islands knew that it
needed little short of a miracle. Tt
was the only chance left.

(Continued on page 26)
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(Continued from page 24)

- There was a thud in the darkmess
as the boy trader ran into a groping
black man. Hands fastened on him
instantly, and he was thrown down
before he could resist, a brawny
Santa Cruz hoy on .to» of him, yell-
ing to the rvest. There was a flash
of steel in the dark—a choking cry
from the black. Xoko had been
swift with the bush-knife, and a
dead man rolled on the rocks as Ken
staggered up.

Next moment five or six shadowy
forms started up in the darkness, and
the bush-knife swept in a cirele.
Wit yells and screams, the Santa
Cruz boys leaped baek from the slash-
ing steel. Tokoloo was at hand now
with his torch. Ruddy light
glimmered on the scene, and the
crack of the Filipino’s revolver rang
through the hollows of the cliff. Ken
telt the sting of a bullet grazing his
neck. :

Swinging the heavy bush-knife,
Koko rushed on, the boy trader at
his hcels. The blacks broke before
them, but closed behind, and Pinto
was with them now, his six-shooter
spitting fire. Then, with a sudden-

uess that was like the shifting of a
scene in a dream, the giant Kanaka
vanished from King of the Islands’
sight as if the floor of the cavern had
opened and swallowed him!

There was a breathless ery—a thud
deep down.

Ken King halted on the

““ THE
HOUSE
CN THE
DOWNS”

What was the secret of the
mysterious house ? What
was the cause of the fiendish
laughter which rang through
its grounds at night? Bill
and Terry, two schoolboys on
a walking tour, are deter-
mined to find out—join up
with them in their gripping
adventures on the trail of
mystery by reading this stir-
ring yarn by Jdohn Hunter,

Buy N?. 419.of ‘ )
BOYS’' FRIEND
Now on Sale

3 2 D;
wheen: Library 4

The Modern Boy

very cdge of a deep fissure in the
rugged rock floor—a chasm that the
blacks knew, and avoided even in the
dark-—into which Koko had stepped
unknowingly. Crack!. came again
from the TFilipino’s revolver, the
bullet humming by Ken’s car as he
stopped on the rocky verge.

“Koko!"” panted King of the
Islands.

A cry from below answered him.

“This feller Koko stop!  White
”" 'The brave

master run along cave!
Kanaka was thinking only of his

master.
Ken gave a desperate glance
round. The outstretched hands of

the blacks were hardly a yard behind
him, and the torchlight danced on
him, revealing him to the Filipino, who
was taking aim again; but he conld
leap the fissure—it was barely six feet
across. But he did not think of doing
it, -

Koko had c¢ome to his rescue,
counting his life as nothing, and Ken
could not think of deserting him in
that fearful extremity. It was sink
or swim together for the skipper and
boatswain of the Dawn.

For a split second King of the
Islands hesitated, while the blacks
rushed on him. and the man from
Mindanao pulled the trigger again.
Then he swung down into the un-
known depths, holding by his hands
for a fraction of a second, then fall-
ing into the darkness. The Filipino’s
bullet whizzed past the spot where he
had stood.

A dozen feet below the level of the
rugged floor of the cave Ken struck
the bottem of the fissure with his
fect, and rolled over. In the black-
ness, he felt the Kanaka at his side,
and heard his voice:

“Oh, sar, too much good you run
along cave—no good you stop along
this feller Koko! You go finish along
this feller!”

“Sink or swim together!” panted
King of the Islands.

The flare of torchlight above struck
his cyes as Tckoloo held the torch
over the chasm and black faces and
rolling eyes peered down. The dusky
face of the Pilipino looked down at
them, his revolver glinting in the
light. Koko grasped the dazed boy
trader by the arm and dragged him
under the cover of the bulging side
of the fissure, where the rock over-
hung and sheltered them. Twice the
revelver spat, and the lead crashed
a foot from them as they hngged
the rock.

“Fellow us, you scum!” shouted
King of the Islands. He would have
given much to get his hands on the
dusky scouundrel from the Philippines.
But the Filipino was not likely to
follow; mncither were the blacks.
It was not necessary. There was no
escape from the pit of darkness into
which the skipper and boatswain of
the Dawn had fallen—they were
trapped ! In answer to Ken’s chal-
lenge” there’ came "a mocking laugh
from the man of Tunaviva.

“You are safe there, senor—you
and your nigger! Remain there till
you perish of hunger! Your ketch 1s
at my mercy now—I need your aid no
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longer, senor ! Tn an hour from now
[ shall have taken your keteh -or
sunk her to the bottom of the
lagoon !

King of the Islands clenched his
hands with rage. It was true. With-
ont Koko on board, the ketehh was at
the merey of the secret men of Tuna-
viva. If the Hiva-Oa boys resisted,
their resistance would not troubkle
the Filipino long. He heard Pinto’s
voice again, rapping out orders to
the blacks.

“You feller Ko'oo, you feller Toko-
loo, you stop along this place, spear
along hand belong you! You see that
white feller, that black feller, you
kill-dead that feller altogether! You
other feller boy, you follow feller
white master along boat!”  And
there was a trampling and pattering
of feet on the rocks as the Santa Cruz
crew followed Pinto.

King of the Islands leaned on the
rugged rock; despair in ‘his heart.
Overhead danced the torchlight as
Ko’oo and Tokoloo watched, spear it
hand, for any desperate attempt to
climb out of the chasm. King of the
Islands and his boatswain were
trapped like wild pigs in a bush-pit—
trapped to their death—and the man
of Tunaviva and his black crew werc
already pulling out to capture the
ketch.

Koko scnsed his white master’s
despair, and determined to make a
last attempt to save him. Death had
no terrors for him, but the thought
that soon his beloved white master
would he dead drove him fighting
mad.

With a snarl, he sprang up at the
lip of the pit, sceking to gain a hold
with his fingers and clamber out.
But, high as he sprang, his clutching
fingers fell short of the lip. Even had
they gained a hold, Koko would never
have been able to draw himself out
of the pit—the guards would have
speared him before that could happen.
As it was, Ko 0o and Tokoloo jabbed
at his leaping figure, just missing
him in the wavering torchlight.

“You black feller, you go finish
along you mno stop along that place !”
warned Ko'oo.  “White master say
kill dead along you no stop. Me kill
dead along he say!”

Ken King laid a restraining hand
on Koko's heaving shoulders.

“It's no good, old coffee-bean,” he
said, a note of despair in his voice.
“They've got the whip-hand of us—
there’s no' escape from this death-
trap !”

It was the end of all things for the
boy trader of the Pacific. The secret
men of Tunaviva had won!

And yet, could he but have known
it, in those very moments the lugger,
with Kit Hudson in command of her.
was running down to the reef passage.
The mate of the Dawa was coming !

There’s a high old time on

Tunaviva when Hudson DOES
reach that Island of Mysiery!
Will he be in time to sare King

of the Islands and the ta:thiul
Koke ? Next Saturday’s story
will keep you On the Jump!



