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The Foes of Tunaviva !

“ HE swabs |2
Billy the
gripped the teak rail of the

" Dawn, and stared across the South
* Seas lagoon at the distant beach. His
L tanned, stubbly face was dark with
. rage,

Bright tropical sunlight streamed
* down on the lonely island of Tuna-
[ viva. A sky of cloudless blue
* gtretched over the shining lagoon, the
* circling island, and the boundless
; Pacific, rolling to infinity. It was yet
* early in the day, but it was hot
" alveady. On board Ken King’s ketch,
the Dawn, Billy the Beachcomber’s
hands were the only ones that were
dle

King of the Islands and his
~ Australian mate, Kit Hudson, and
he Hiva-Oa crew were all busy re-
airing the damage that had been
“done in the attack by the sccret men
of Tunaviva the previous night. The
Dawn had had a narrow escape of
being burned at her anchorage by the
five-ship sent floating down on her by
“Mr. Jam, the half-caste trader in
alse pearls—the mysterious master

The Modern Boy

Beachcomber

with the coconut-shell held before him, ran like the wind.
the whaleboat and held up the other black boys,

of Tunaviva and of the men who
dwelt in secret on that solitary speck
in the Pacifiec. Spars had been
scorched, rigging burnt or charred;
and there was plenty of work for all
hands.

Captain and mate and crew were
busy, as well as the three Easter
Islanders taken on board from the
sunken lugger. And Xit Hudson,
noting the beachcomber standing at
the rail staring beachward, made a
stride towards him with a frowning
brow. When all others were hard at
work there was no reason, so far as
the mate of the Dawn could see, why
Billy the Beachcomber, the outcast of
Tahiti, should remain idle.

“The swabs !” repeated the beach-
comber, his eyes fixed on a number of
moving figures on the shelving beach
that glistened white in the blaze of
the sun. “They’re after it—they—"
Hudson caught him by the shoulder.
With a jerk of his sinewy arm le
gwung the beachcomber from the rail.

“Turn to!” he rapped. “Do you
reckon you're the only man on board
who isn’t going to earn his rations?”

Billy the Beachcomber eyed him

evilly.
23

King of the lIslands leaped ashore from

MYN6~nd BLACK DEATH!

A Horror lies hidden aboard Ken King's ketch—a tiny
thing, black as night, with a single crimson spot.
bite is terrible death. And that death
is meant for KING OF THE ISLANDS!

Its

By CHARLES HAMILTON

“ Hands off I” he muttered savagely.
“I reckon you've got enough niggers
to splice ropes and swab decks——"

“That’s enough from you!” inter-
rupted the mate of the Dawn. “Turn
to, and look lively !”

“S’pose white master likee, this
feller Koko give that feller Billy
plenty too much lawyer-cane ” said
the brown-skinned boatswain of the
Dawn.

“Belay it, you durned nigger!”
growled the beachcomber. * Look
yonder, Mister Mate—look at those
swabs on the beach! What do you
reckon they’re after?”

Hudson glanced at the beach. Five
or six black Santa Cruz boys were
visible there, apparently engaged in
a search along the sands.  One of
them the mate of the Dawn recogs
nised—a brawny black “boy ” named
Ko’oo. He gazed at them rather
puzzled. Why they were scanning
the hot sands, groping along the
beach in the blaze of the tropical
sun, was rather a mystery to him.

He glanced round at the high,
basaltic clif by the reef passage,
where in a cavern on the rock-
terrace the men of Tunaviva had their
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den. Two white—or half-white—men
were visible on the rock-terrace; one,
agnt man—Mr. Jam—in a glaring red
cummerbund, the other a sinewy,
black-browed Filipino, Mr. Jam and
his lieutenant, Pinto, the Filipino,
were too far away for a shot, or 1_1d-
son would have been tempted to pick
up his rifle.

From the distant cliff they were
watching the ketch far out in the
lagoon—plottin% perhaps, some fresh
attack on the boy traders who had
sailed into Tunaviva and found a
hornets’ nest there!

But Ko'oo and the five other
blacks with him were a mile or more
from the cliff, round the circling
margin of the lagoon. Hudson’s
gaze returned to them. The beach-
comber by his side was muttering
savagely :

“I reckon they’re after it—the pink
coral I”

“The pink coral !” repeated Hudson.

“What else?” snarled the beach-
comber. “Think them lazy niggers
are crawling about in this blaze be-
cause they like work?”

The outcast of Tahiti drew from his
pocket a lump of coral-—rose-pink in
colour. It was the lump that King of
the Islands had found in the sea-cave
below the cliff, when the enemy had
cornered. him there, =~ It was proof
that the precious “pink ” coral did
exist on Tunaviva—that lump alone
which the beachcomber held in his
horny hands was worth forty or fifty
pounds in a white man’s port.

It was to give the wretched outcast
a chance to hunt for the pink coral
that King of the Islands had sailed to
that far-flung speck of the Society
Group, set solitary in the midst of
boundless scas. But it was Ken him-
self who had found it by sheer chance
inﬂtho dark den under the basaltic
cliff.

“Look at it!” snarled the beach-
comber. “Where there’s one lump,
there’s more, and you can lay to
that! That Kanaka at Apia told me
he picked up a lump on the beach
here—years ago, that was! Long
before that crew raised Tunaviva, or
he’d mever have got away alive, 1
reckon. But they know it’s here—
and they're after it—and we're let-
ting them !” Billy shook a clenched
fist at the distant figures on the
beach.

“What is it, Kit?” asked King of
ﬂlgl Islands, stepping across to the
rail.

“Some of Pinto’s niggers on the
beach,” Hudson laughed, “and this
swab fancies they’re after his precious
pink coral.”

“What else are they after ?” snarled
Billy. “And us standing idle here!
Look here, skipper, they’re out of
range from the ketch—but you could
oet them with a rifle from the whale-
boat——"

Ken looked at the blacks on the
beach. It was evident they were
making a search for something;
though what, it was difficult to guess.
But he shook his head.

“They’re not after your coral, my

The Modern Boy

man !” he said. “We’'ve been over
the beach a score of times and mnever
picked up a sign of it. What there is
of it on Tunaviva is in that rift in
the seca-cave—and Jam and Pinto
know nothing of it !”

“What are they on the island for,
then ?” snarled the beachcomber.
“What do they want to sink us to
the bottom of the lagoon for, skip-
per?”

Ken shrugged his shoulders.

“No good asking me that!” he
answered. “I know no more than you
do what their game is here—though
I reckon I'm going to know before we
up-hook and make sail ! But—"

“Get them from the boat ! It's war
to the knife with that gang—their
lives or ours! Every man down is
another chance for us!” urged the
beachcomber.

. - . ¥ .

HE outcast of Tahiti was not to
be convinced.  His thoughts
ran incessantly on the precious

pink coral of Tunaviva; and he held
in his hands proof of its existence on
the island. He could imagine no
other reason why Mr. Jam and his
men had taken possession of that
lonely, uninhabited atoll, hundreds
of miles from any other island, and
shown such ruthless ferocity to the
new arrivals.

Every hour on the ketch added to
his bitter impatience; yet it was im-
possible to land and search for the
fortune he had come to find with
savage enemies watchinF and wait-
ing. He laid a horny hand on the

‘boy trader’s-arm, and with the other

pointed to the blacks groping and
searching on the blazing beach.

“We've got to come to a finish,
King of the Islands! They’ve got us
trapped in the lagoon—I reckon if
you tried to pull out by the reef
passage, they’d drop dynamite on you
from the cliff! They don’t mean to
let you sail and report to the French
at Tahiti that there’s a gang on Tuna-
viva picking up a fortune!  We've
got to beat that gang, or they’ll get
us—as they nearly did last night!
Get them niggers while you've got
the chance!”

King of the Islands shook off the
grimy hand. But there was a thought-
ful expression on his face, and he
nodded slowly. Billy was right—it
had to come to a death-grapple be-
tween the boy traders and the men
of Tunaviva. Some of the black crew
had fallen in the fighting already;
how many were left the shipmates did
not know; but there was little doubt
that the odds were still against them,

A swift pull in the whaleboat, and
the blacks on the beach would be
under fire—it was a chance of cutting
off half a dozen of the enemy. Ken’s
eyes met Hudson’s—and the mate of
the Dawn gave a nod.

“They're after something—though
I reckon it’s not pink coral,” said
Hudson. “They’re not even giving
us a look! I reckon they’ll run fast
enough when they see us coming, but
—it’s a chance, Ken !”

Tor a minute King of the Islands
remained silent, his eyes fixed on the
groping figures on the distant beach.
Engrossed in their search, whatever
it was for, the blacks did not cast a
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single glance fowards the
seemed, indeed, to have
its existence. That was
Kanakas, in whose fuzzy
there was room for only on
a time.

“A quick pull in the b
they're within range, and
EOt them like so many wi
he bush,” Billy the Be
was muttering, unheeded by
trader. “Running won't save
if you get them under rifl
You'll get every black thief |
bunch, and that’ll give us a
with the rest—-" i

Without answering the
Tahiti, or even seemin;
heard him, Xing of the
turned away and rapped oub
his crew. The whaleboat
into the lagoon, and Kolulo,
Lompo, and Lufu took th
Koko sat in the stern to s
King of the Islands sat besid
his rifle on his knees. '

The oars dashed into th
and the whaleboat shot away |
beach almost like an arro
Hudson and Billy the Beas
watching it eagerly over the
the anchored Dawn, -

The Fight on the Bea

ING OF THE ISLAN
K up in the whaleboat,
hand, as it raced to the b
his eyes fixed on the group of bl
He was aiming to reach the shor
a point between them and
basaltic cliff, so as to cut off:
retreat, if they ran—as he full;
pected them to do at the ‘sigl
the approaching boat. But I
and his companions did not |
look towards the boat. And if
heard the sweep of the oars il
water, they did not heed it#
The half-dozen blacks had
scattered up and down the
when Ken had watched from
ketch. Now they had gathered i
group, kneeling on the sand i
circle and intently regarding so
thing—Ken could not even ¢
what—that was in the centre ¢
circle. Apparently t;he{l had f
whatever it was they had beer
gsearch of, and their attention
concentrated on it. Not an
turned towards the boat.

“That feller no see this feller
eye belong him!” murmured
“He no hear, ear belong him!
catchee that feller Santa Cruz'
altogether too much.” i

“Looks like it!” muttere
He was puzzled.

Taintly the report of a rifle ro
over the lagoon from the direct
the distant cliff at the reef passs
Ken glanced round. He had
glimpse of crimson in the be
sunshine on the rock-terrace
knew that it was Mr. i
bund that he saw.
was watching, and he had seen™
boat making for the beach. i

The distance was too great
ghooting; but Ken guessed
either Mr. Jam or the Filipino'
loosed off a rifle as a warning
blacks on the beach of danger




i the faint report from the distance
either did not reach the Santa Cruz
boys, or they were too keen on what

~ they had discovered to heed it. Not
a head was turned.
.~ The whaleboat rushed on, driven
~ by four oars in sinewy hands. Ken
¢ gtood watching the men on the
~ beach.

One of them-——the black boy named
Tokoloo—detached himself from the
¢ group. Ken was near enough now
. to sce that he held a coconut-shell in
¢ his hand. Carrying it with great

care, Tokoloo sturtcg along the beach
round the curve of the lagoon in the
direction of the cliff. He went at
. @ trot. The other blacks stood in a

' chattering, grinning group for a
~ minute or so, and then started at a
~ walk in the same direction.

. “Washy-washy too quick,
~ feller boy!” breathed Ken.
. The four Kanakas strained at the
~ oars, and the whaleboat fairly flew.
. There was a sudden startled howl
 from the Santa Cruz boys as they
. sighted it, now that their attention
. was no longer fixed on their strange
~ search in the sand. Tokoloo, already
~ at a little distance from the rest,
gnve the boat a startled glance and
. broke into a desperate rum, his bare
. black feet hardly touching the sand
L as he flew. Yet even as he raced at
~ a dgsperate speed, he was still hold-
* ing” the coconut-shell with cave in
his black hand.
. The whaleboat bumped into the
" ghelving sand.  But Tokoloo, run-
. ning liﬁc the wind, was already past,
~and he tore on without a pausc.
¢ Ko’oo and his companions were
. following; but King of the Islands
. leaped ashore in time to intercept
- them.
~ He ran into the path of the Santa

Cruz boys, his rifle to his shoulder,
his eye gleaming along the barrel.

. “You stop, you feller boy!” he
ghouted. “You mno stop, you go
~ finish, along rifle belong me!”

. The five black boys came to a
¢ sudden halt., Koko jumped ashove
" after his white master, his long
" bush-knife gleaming in his brown
~ hand, the light of battle in his eyes.
Ko’oo and his companions backed
. away from the levelled rifle, grasp-
ing their knives. King of the
. Islands cut them off from retreat to
- the cliff, in which direction Tokoloo
- was speeding like a hunted harve.
* Tokoloo had escaped, but the rest
_ were at the mercy of the boy trader’s
= rifle.

. Ken’s voice rapped out sharply.

¢ “You feller boy! You hear me,
ear belong you? You drop that feller
knife along beach, you no wantee
=~¥o finish along rifle belong me. You

you

' feller prisoner along this white
- master I”

~ The Santa Cruz boys eyed him
‘like wolves. The blacks of Santa

‘Cruz were fighting-men, fierce and
gavage. For a moment or two they
“hung in doubt, and then, with a
fierce howl, they came on at a savage
. Crack! rang the boy trader’s rifle.
" He had given them the chance to
surrender, and now he had to pull
frigger to save his own life. One of

=
=

the blacks rolled over on the sand
like a rabbit. Crack! again, and
another black man went spinning
with a fearful yell.. At the same
moment Koko leaped on Ko’oo with
brandished bush-knife. Ko’oo caught
his wrist and stopped the blow, and
they closed in a desperate struggle.

The other two blacks, swerving in
their rush, dashed up the beach into
the palm-trees.

“You stop, you feller boy!” roared
Ken.

He could have shot them both
down as they ran. It was a fight to
the death on Tunaviva, and the odds
were heavy against the shipmates of
the Dawn. But King of the Islands
could not shoot them down like wild
pig in the bush as Billy the Beach-
comber expressed it. The two blacks
ran on among the palms, heedless of
his shout, and Ken lowered his rifle.
He could not do it, and that was
that !

In a few moments more they were
gone. Somewhere among the palms
and flowering hibiscus they hunted

Koko beat the cushion with a cane.

cover to lie low, till the terrible!
white master had gone back to his
ship.

Ken, with a knitted brow, turned
to Koko and Ko’oo, who were rolling
over on the sand, kicking it up in
clouds in a fierce and desperate hand-
to-hand struggle. Koko had dropped
his bush-knife, and Ko’oo also had
lost his weapon; they gripped at one
another with fierce hands and fought
like tigers.

Black man and brown rolled over
and over like fighting cats, changing
their position every instant, and
Ken could not have fired without
equal risk of hitting the boatswain
of the Dawn. But Koko did not
need aid.

Ko'oo was a powerful Santa Cruz
boy, but he was not nearly so power-

ful as the giant brown man. The
struggle cecased suddenly as Koko

came uppermost, and his bare brown
knee was planted like iron on a bare
black chest. Ko’oo, struggling and
panting, tore and clutched and
wrenched, but Koko had him pinued,

In silence the shipmates watched.

Suddenly, from a crevice where it had lain hidden, a tiny thing scuttied,
and with gasps of alarm the Hiva-Oa boys crowded baog.
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and he grinned down a ruthless
rin at the black man as he reached
for the fallen bush-knife.

“My word, you go finish altogether
too quick, you feller black boy!”
grinned Koko. “This feller Koko
tinkee you go finish close-up!”

The bush-knife was grasped in the
sinewy brown hand, and flashed in
the sun as Koko threw it up to
strike. Another second, and XKo’oo
would have been pinned to the beach
with a two-foot blade, keen as a
razor, through his black body. King
of the Islands sprang forward and
grasped the descending brown arm.

Koko stared up at him in amaze-
ment.

“What name you catchee arm be-
long me, sar?” he panted. “This
feller Koko killy that black feller
along knife, sar!”

“Belay it!” said Ken.

The boy trader’s word was law to
the faithful Koko. But he gave an
indignant snort.

“Me no savvy, sar! What name
me no killy that black feller, sar?”

“Makee that feller prisoner along
us feller, Koko,” answered King of
the Islands, with a smile.

“Feller prisoner no good, sar—
plenty much bétter dead feller!”

ﬁruntcd Koko discontentedly. But
e obediently returned the bush-
knife to his belt.

Lompo and Lufu, Kolulo and

Tomoo had scrambled out of the boat

too late to take part in the brief con-
flict. They gathered round the
prisoner and grasped him; and Ko’oo,
still struggling, was dragged down to
the whaleboat and tossed in like a
sack of yams by the grinning Hiva-Oa
boys. .
A length of rope was knotted round
his black wrists, and he ceased to
struggle and lay huddled in the boat,
scowling savagely and showing his
teeth like an untamed dog, as the
whaleboat pulled back to the Dawn.

The White Flag!

IT HUDSON grinned cheerily as
his shipmate stepped on the
Dawn.

“Qur win!” he remarked,

Ken nodded.

“I had to burn powder,” he said.
“I’'d rather have bagged them as
prisoners—savage brutes as they are!
We've got one man.”

There was an angry growl from
Billy the Beachcomber.

i lemt do you want with prisoners?
It's our lives or theirs before we get
off this island! I reckon it

“That's enough from you!” said
King of the Islands curtly.

“T tell you—" snarled the beach-
comber,

“Belay your jawing-tackle!”
snapped Ken. *“ We raised this island
to help you find your pink coral, but
you're a deck-hand while you're on
this packet, and you’'d better re-
member that.”

The outcast of Tahiti muttered
under his breath, but he said no more,

491 14 [o B T

Ask for No. 216 of

The Modern Boy

THE WIZARD OF T
ST. FRANK'S! W

By Edwy /2
Searles (/|
Brookes /

Meet him
school yarn of thrills that are different !

e

What is the mystery of Ezra Quirke, the new junior
at St. Frank’s? He’s a magician, and startles the
whole school by his knowledge of the Black Art.
Quirke, with his sinister owl, and the cellar of

in this long complete

A Book-length Yarn
for 4d. Only!

SCHOOLBOYS OWN
Library 4d.

Now on Sale at all
Newsagents and Bookstalls

26

. coral they were

only casting a malevolent look af
black prisoner in the boat. The E
Oa boys passed Ko’oo up the si
Danny the cooky-boy came to h
him on board, grasping Ko'oo’s fi
mop of hair with a brown hand, a
grinuing from ear to ear as the bl
oy landed on the deck with a
howl. o

“I’ve scen that swab before,” s
Hudson. “He’s the black boy w
was keeping - watch the night
tackled them on the cliff. N
belong you Ko’oo?” he adde
addressing the prisoner. :

“Yes, sar!” growled the Santa C
boy.

He stood on the deck in a eci
grinning brown men, his fierce
darting glances from side to side. .
was clear that he would have made
desperate attempt to jump overbe
but for the fact that his wrists
bound together. Ken fixed his ey
the sullen, savage, black face. 4

“You hear me, ear belong you, ¥
feller Ko'oo!” he said quietly. “¥
stop ?risoncr along this ship,
savvy? 8’pose you makee run
lagoon, you go finish along b
along gun, you savvy?” b

“Me savvy, sar !” muttered Ko'oo.

“8’pose you good boy along me, y
no kill-dead, %ou stop along ship
same brown boy belong me,” sal
King of the Islands N

“This feller Ko’oo plenty good
along you, sar!” said the pris
though his restless, savage
belied his words.

“Ask him what they were hun
for on the beach, skipper !” said
the Beachcomber. “One of them
away, and I saw something in h
hand! I reckon you’ll find it was
unting.” §

“May as well question him, Ke
said the mate of the Dawn. “Jt
me what they were hunting for.”

“Pink coral !” muttered the ou
of Tahiti. The fortune he was
ing on Tunaviva was something
an obsession in his mind. §

Ko’oo’s black eyes gleamed strangel
as he heard what was said. But h
sullen, black face gave no clue to I
thoughts. b

“You speak mouth belon
Ko’00,” said King of the Isl
“This feller wantee savvy what
you look-see along beach.”

The black boy did not speak.

“You hear, ear belong you,
plenty bad feller black boy!
claimed Koko angrily.
you no speakee, along white m
belong me give order a on%)youi’"

Ko’oo gave the brown boatswai
look of hate, but he kept silent.
knitted his brows. .

“A couple of dozen with a lawyer
cane, Ken!” said the mate of th
Dawn. ~%

Koko took the stout lawyer-cane
which he frequently used on the b
of Danny for the cooky-boy’s good. H
looked at his white master, and
gave him a nod.

There was a yell from Ko'oo as
thick cane lashed across his back,

“Now you speakee !” grinned
“Plenty too much lawyer-cane sto
aloni back belong you, along you ni
speakee along white master belol
me |” :
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Ko'oo showed his gleaming white
. teeth in a snarl,

. “Me speakee!” he panted. “This
. feller look-seo along beach, along
. findeo feller pearl, sar! Big feller
. white master Mister Jam lose big
- feller pearl along beach. This feller
~ look findee.”

. “He’s lying!” growled Billy the
. Beachcomber. “Give him the lawyer-
- cane till the skin comes off his back
- and you’'ll get the truth out of him.”’

- “Mo talk good talk along you, sar!”
. said Ko’oo. “Feller Tokoloo takee
- that feller pearl along white master
- Mister Jam, along us feller findee.”

. Ken cyed the black boy’s face in-
- tently. The tale was plausible enough,
- and accounted for all that the ship-
. mates had seen on the beach. Yet he
~had an impression that the Santa Cruz
- boy was lying—though why he should
lie about such a matter was difficult

- to determine.
P

. “Cuf the skin off his back |” snarled
- the beachcomber.

& “Oh, belay it!” snapped Ken.
" “Whatever they were after, it was not
. your precious pink coral. You’'ve got
. that on the brain! Koko, put that
- man forward—and if he tries to get
. away, knock him on the head.”

8 “Yes, sar!” said Koko.

. The prisoucr was hustled away, and
ft with his hands bound. Then the
work on the Dawn was resumed.
illy the Beachcomber, leaning on the
il, stared towards the beach at the
- 8pot where the Santa Cruz boys had
“ been making their strange search.
- There, the outcast was convinced, they
had found pink coral, and he had
‘10 doubt that it was a lump of pink
- coral that Tokoloo had carried in his
“hand as he fled. But the idler of
ahiti beach was not left long in
leness. Kit Hudson swung him
way from the rail.

urn to!” said the mate of the
awn briefly.

For a moment the beachcomber’s
hand slid towards his belt, where he
“carried a revolver. Every man on the
' Dawn went armed night and day. Kit
- Hudson’s eyes gleamed, and the dere-
ct of the Tahiti beach thought better
it. With a sullen scowl he joined
the Kanaka erew in their work, and
the mate of the Dawn, who had mno
ity to waste on idlers, saw to it that
‘Billy did his fair share.

It was a couple of hours later that a
noe slipped out from the seca-cave
nder the cliff. Koko’s watchful eye
ottcd it the moment it appeared on
the lagoon.

. “Feller canoe stop along lagoon,
gar!” called out the boatswain of the
Dawn. “Fat feller Jam stop along
canoe |

. “Suffering cats!” exclaimed Hud-
son, in astonishment, as he fixed his
eyes on the canoe. “What’s this
game, Ken ¢

King of the Islands watched the
“%oe in equal surprise.

. There was only one man in it, and
jhat man was Mr. Jam, the fat trader
n false pearls. He wielded a double-
bladed paddle with considerable skill
ind activity for so unwieldy a man.
the canoe shot out from the bulgin
saltic cliff, and headed direct for
he Dawn across the shining waters of

he Modern Boy

the lagoon. Under the shady brim of
his hat Mr. Jam’s fat olive-skinned
face could be seen, bedewed with
perspiration from his exertions.

The bitter, ruthless enemy of the
captain and crew of the Dawn was
coming out to the anchored ketch—
alone! But in the stern of the canoe
a tall bamboo had been fixed npright,
and from the top of it floated a white
strip of tapa! Mr. Jam was coming
under a flag of truce.

“Flag of truce!” said King of the
Islands as the white strip blew out in
the wind.

“Treachery !” said Kit Hudson.

“I reckon so!”

Work ceased on the ketch. Every
eye was turned on the approaching
cance. Slowly the fat Eurasian
paddled out to the Dawn. The ship-
mates watched him grimly. It was
possible that defeat after defeat had
tived the master of Tunaviva of the
contest, and that he was coming to
make terms. But neither Ken nor Kit
believed so for a moment.

Whatever was the secret of Tuna-
viva it was the one that Mr. Jam was
desperately determined to keep from
the knowledge of the outside world, as
his actions, both at Tahiti and on
Tunaviva itself, had plainly shown.
Neither of the shipmates doubted that
the white flag covered some attempt at
treachery, and they were prepared for
it, and prepared to drive lead through
Mr. Jam’s podgy carcass at the first
sign of it.

ET, coward as they knew the fat
Y man to be, he paddled com-
posedly under the rifles of the
Dawn, covered by the white flag which
white men were bound to respect.

The Hiva-Oa boys stood grinning
at the fat man labouring in the
canoe. Mr. Jam’s exertions were
telling on him—he streamed with
perspiration, and he puffed and blew
like a grampus.

Ko'oo, the black prisoner, stared
over the rail at the approaching Mr.
Jam, with a strange gleam in his
eyes. Ko'oo, perhaps, had some idea
of Mr. Jam’s objects and intentions
in taking the risk of coming out
alone to the ketch. But his black
face expressed nothing, even if an
eye had been turned on him. And
all eyes were fixed on the fat man
panting as he paddled the canoe
under the rail of the Dawn.

King of the Islands picked up his
rifle and rested the barrel on the teak
rail. . The muzzle bore full on Mr.
Jam. The fat man was only a few
fathoms distant now.

His trust in the good faith of the
shipmates was evidently complete, or
he would not have been there at all,
under the white flag. Yet at the

sight of the rifle the black eyes
dilated with alarm, and Mr. Jam
ceased paddling, and waved his

paddle in the air, shouting frantic-
ally :

“ Admirable and respectable Mister
Captain, please to abstract obnoxious
and unnecessary firearm with imme-
diate velocity! Please to observe
flag of truce in manner of honourahle
dealing !”

(Continued on’ next page)
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White Flag—and
Black Death!

The absurd English contrasted
strangely with the fat man’s scared
excitement, Ken could not help
grinning over the rifle.

Hudson chuckled at his side.

“Mister Jam must be fearfully
anxious for a ‘ gam ’ with us,” he re-
marked. “I reckon he knows we
shouldn’t fire on the white flag, un-
less he shows the cloven hoof. But
he’s afraid of his own shadow!
What does he want ?”

“Trickery of some kind!” said
Ken, “I can’t guess what—but he
means treachery !”

“You can bank on that!” agreed
the Australian.

‘“Honourable and
mister !” panted the fat trader.
“Please to allow this Mr. Jam to
approximate to estimable ketch, in
peace and with excessive and wun-
limited friendly intentions.”

“You can come alongside!”
answered King of the Islands. “I
warn you that if any trickery is
attempted, I shall shoot you dead,
white flag or no white flag !”

“Trickery is removed to immense
distance from the thoughts and in-
tentions of yours truly!” panted Mr.
Jam. “I come alone and without
arms, to indulge in amicable and
urgent discussion of peace.”

“If that’s the truth, you mneed not
fear my rifle I” said Ken dryly. And
the canoe slipped under the rail, the
fat man caught a line thrown by
Koko, and made fast—and then,
panting with exertion, he clambered
over the low rail, and stood gasping
for breath on the deck of the Dawn.

respectable

Mr. Jam Makes Terms !

R. JAM' panted and wiped
M streams of perspiration from
his fat brow. With his podgy
figure almost bursting from his white
ducks, and the crimson cummerbund
wound round his immense waist, Mr.
Jam’s aspect was calculated to excite
a'smile rather than any feeling of
alarm. But the shipmates well knew
the ruthless and murderous ferocity
that was hidden under the absurd
exterior.

The Kanakas were grinning, even
Koko showing his white teeth in a
grin. But King of the Islands and
his mate kept their eyes keenly on
the fat trader; and Billy the Beach-
comber watched him like a cat, his
hand very near his revolver. Yet all

three of the white men were p
Mr. Jam had come alone, trus
the white flag—he was eviden
armed, and if he was medi
treachery, it was difficult to see
form it was intended to take,
“Excessive exertion in
canoe has deprived this Mister
of necessary breath !” gasped the
man. “Please to excuse momen
and essential rest before commel
ment of pleasurable conversal
with respectable captain.”
King of the Islands pointed
Madeira chair, placed near
binnacle, for his own use. Mr
eye was already on it.
“You can sit down !” said t
trader.
“Thanks for extreme kindne
excessive !” said Mr., Jam, a
waddled to the chair. k
It was a large and comfort
chair, with a cushion of tapa ¢
stuffed with kapoc. Mr. Jam,
evident relief, sank into it; an
big chair, strong as it was, cn
and groaned as if in protest.
“Tinkee that feller chair go fi
along too much fat feller sit
that chair!” murmured Danny;
the Kanakas cackled. i
Sitting in the Madeira chair, |
Jam mopped his brow again, and "
away the silk handkerchief, =
laboured breathing grew ez
Ken and Kit stood waiting for |
speak, with very lkeen curiosil
hear what he had to say.
The fat man took a cigarette
from his pocket. He extended it
the shipmates, who shook their
Then he extracted a cigarette
and placed it in his mouth. §
the cigarette case back info™
pocket, he took out a silver maf
box. o
At that moment . Ken'’s gla
chanced to fall on Ko'oo, the bl
prisoner. Ko’oo. was starin
Jam, who had taken no notice
over of his presence on the
Except that his hands rem
bound, the black boy was left I
he was not likely to jump ove
without a chance of being
swim; and he had been warned
he would be fired on if he atte
to escape.
Ko’'oo stood at a little distance,
eyes on the fat trader; and now,
Ken chanced to notice him, he
gazing at the silver matchbox i
Jam’s hand with an intent ai
seemed to Ken, a startled
What that change in the black
expression meant was a m
to Ken, if he had given i
heed. ;
But Ko'oo, as he found Ken's
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on him, moved back and dropped his
own gaze to the deck. The next
moment, Mr, Jam was speaking, and
King of the Islands forgot the black

prisoner,

“You will not smoke?” said Mr.
Jam.  “You distrust peaceful and
amiable intentions of this Mr, Jam!
Yess ! Nevertheless, intentions of
this humble person are of benevolent
description,”

“Get on with it |” grunted Hudson.

“Come to the point, my man!”
said King of the Islands. “We do
not trust you an inch, and you know
it; but we're ready to hear what you
"have to say. Heave ahead! And cut
it short.”

“Such is businesslike custom of
respectable English!” assented Mr.
Jam. “This Mr. Jam has absorbed
instruction of businesslike dealing,

from constant approximation to
venerated English! Yess! I will

proceed to talk business with exces-
sive brevity. ' Unhappy conflict
which has arisen has turned out to
disadvantage of yours truly. This
Mr. Jam is what you call fed-up, in
honourable English language. Let
there be termination, on terms to be
named by honourable Captain King !”

“Suffering cats !” murmured
Hudson, staring at him,

“If you mean that—" said Ken.

“Meaning is explicit, and in
deaddy earnest,” said Mr. Jam, with
a wave of the fat hand holding the
silver matchbox. He had not opened
the box; the cigarette in his mouth
was still unlighted, and now, as he

2

talked, it dropped unheeded to the
deck. “This Mr. Jam is person of
some intelligence, and knows when he
is beaten! The game, as you would
say, is upward! Yess!

“If you please to depart from
Tunaviva, not a hand will be elevated
to restrain you. In proof of good
faith, all my men shall approximate
to other side of island, leaving no
person within great distance of reef

passage,”
“You swab!”. broke in Billy the
Beachcomber, before either of the

shipmates could speak. “And leave
you and your gang to pick up the
pink coral !”

Mr. Jam turned his gaze from Ken
to the beachcomber. There was sheer
astonishment in his face. Cunning
actor as he was, it was easy for the
shipmates to see that that astonish-
ment was genuine, and it confirmed
them in their belief that the secret
men of Tunaviva knew nothing of the
pink coral.

“What do you say?” ejaculated
Mr. Jam blankly. “Of pink coral I
have no knowledge! So far as this
person is aware, no such thing has
existence on island.”

“You lying swab!” growled the
beachcomber. “What else are you
on Tunaviva for?”

Mr. Jam turned his gaze on King
of the Islands again. There was
amusement as well as surprise in his
look.

“Pstimable captain, does possi-
bility exist that you arrive at Tuna-
viva in belief that there is existence

of precious coral?” he exclaimed.
“During sojourn of many years, no
such thing fms come to knowledge of
this Mr. Jam! Tt is egregious mis-
take and baseless dream. You run
into nest of hornets without, as you
say in English, a rhyme or a reason.”

“We're aware of that,” answered
Ken quietly.” “You know, now, that
we came to hunt for pink coral. You
did not know that, but you tried to
keep us away from the island. And
when we raised Tunaviva, we found
your gang here, in possession of the
1sland, and they started the trouble.
I don’t know what your game is on
Tunaviva, and you'll tell me nothing
but lies if I ask.

“But whatever it is, you dare not
let it be reported at Tahiti that
you’ve got the island—and your offer
to give me a free passage out of the
lagoon is a trick. You dare not let
me sail, if you can help it, and report
to the French governor at Papeete
what has been going on here!”

“But in present posture of affairs,
this Mr. Jam acknowledges defeat!”
said the fat man, with another wave

of the podgy hand holding the
matchbox. “You shall take all

measures that seem to you in accor-
dance with dictates of prudence, and
I will agree to everything. All is
fair play and above hoard !”

“T speak plainly,” said King of the
Islands. “Even if I trusted you, I
should not sail from Tunaviva till
I’ve learned what is going on here.
Neither should I sail without hunt-
ing for the pink coral. I'll make my

(Continued on next page)
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| White Flag—and
Black Death!

own terms with you—if you mean
business, pack your crew into your
boats and quit the island, leaving me
in possession.”

“Done !” said Mr. Jam.

“Wha-a-t?” ejaculated the boy
trader.

“This Mr. Jam agrees profoundly
to terms as dictated by Ilonoumblu

captain. Island shall be left in pos-
session of respected sir. You will not
molest us in departing, and to-
morrow we shall make exit in boats,
under your watching eye.” Mr. Jam
rose from the Madeira chair. As he
did so the silver matchbox slipped
from his hand and dropped into the
chair,

The shipmates stared at him in
blank astonishment. Mr. Jam smiled
and waved his fat hands.

“All is agreed,” he said. “ Within
measurable distance of time, you will
acknowledge good faith of this Mr.
Jam! Now I will return to my men
to give orders for packing up of per-
sonal belongings.”

“My sainted Sam!”

Mr. Jam turned to the Madeira
chair and groped over the cushion
for the fallen matchbox. His podgy
back was turned to the shipmates.
He remained stooping over the chair
for a few moments and then rose
again, with the matchbox in his hand,
and slipped ‘it into his  pocket.
Taking off his hat, he made a bow
to the astonished shipmates, so low

| that his fat nose almost tapped on his

cummerbund, and then stepped to the
side.

The canoe rocked as it received Mr.
Jam’s weight. The paddle flashed in
the sun, and the fat trader glided

away towards the cliff,
K blankly after the fat man as he
went. Hudson staréd after
him in equal astonishment. Billy
the Beachcomber wrinkled his brows
in perplexity, Mr. Jam, paddling
back to the sea cave under the cliff,
left the three in a state of utter aston-
ishment. That the desperate rascal
really intended to give up the con-
flict, and in doing so to give up
possession of Tunaviva, they could
not believe.

Yet if he was not in earnest, it was
difficult to imagine why he had come
out to the ketch at all.

“Suffering cats!” said Hudson, at
last. “What does it mean, Ken?
We've beaten them so far, but—that
scoundrel is not the man to throw
up his hand like that!”

Ken shook his head.

“I don’t get it!” he confessed.
“We shall know to-morrow—if we see
them man their boats and pull out of
Tunaviva. I shall believe it when I
see it, not before!”

“Is another night attack coming,
and is this a trick to throw us off
our guard?” said Hudson. “He’s not
fool enough to think that we shall
have the wool pulled over our eyes
so easily as all that.”

The Death Trap !
ING OF THE ISLANDS stared

PLEASE MENTION ¢ MODERN BOY.”
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Ken shook his head again

30

"**No!” he said. “He kn
enough that he will not caf
napping, at the cost of a fe

SThen why the suffering
he come at all? He was sea
the time for his fat skin, in §
the white flag.”

“I can’t make it out!” @
Ken. “I suppose it’s possible
they're fed up with the tus
they’ve had the worst of it, &0
Kit! Unless the rascal’s in ea
I can’t make out his game.
we shall know to-morrow—and i
meantime we shall not elos
eyes.” !

“No fear!” agreed the mate
Dawn. g

“I reckon it's a trick, but I
get it!” muttered the beachet
“That half-caste is a fiend,
full of treachery as a turtle’s
of meat. But——" Billy sho
head. No more than the shi
could he guess the pearl
motive in agrecing to aban
struggle and quit the island,
he was in earnest. Certainly My
could not have hoped to thre
shipmates off their guard
promise of peace.

They were doubly ‘on the
now, and Mr. Jam could not
failed to be aware of it., In
their doubts, the shipmates
wonder whether, after all, the
tradet’s resolution had failed |
and he meant to leave them in
able possession of Tunaviva,
events, they would know o
MOTTOW,

Meanwhile, the work of maki
Dawn ship-shape -again wen
through the hot hours. The b
prisoner, with his hands still
lay slumped in the shade
mizzén-mast, unregarded by th
captain and crew. Ko’oo lay w
face resting on his bound |
apparently asleep. King o
Islands and his mate were too
to give him any heed, and the K
kas  had almost forgotten
existence. But Billy the Beacheo
turned a suspicions eye on him
time to time. 3

The ruffianly outcast of Tahi
“no use” for prisoners, and
his own devices he would have
the black man into the lagoon
out compunction. That he dan
do, against the orders of King of
Islands, but he would not have |
sorry to see Ko'oo attempt to ese
as an excuse for “pulling a gun
him.

And as it happened the
comber’s was the only eye on
when the black man raised his h
at last, from his apparvent slum
One quick, vigilant glance
gave, then he leaped to his feet
bounded to the rail, His hands
free mow! Unnoticed by the
crew as he lay with his black fae
resting on’ his bound hands, the eu
ning black had gnawed through
tapa cord.

With a single bound he reached
rail.  In another instant he wo
have leaped into the lagoon
dived (leoﬁ. to swim under water
safoty. ut in that instant
sharp orack of a revolver rang o
the deck of the Dawn, ke

There was a shrill yell as Ko'oo:
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crashed back on e deek, with a bul-
let through his hody.
Billy the Beachcomber
huskily as he ran towards him, a
smoking revolver in his hand.
“I reckon I got him!” he grinned.
King of the Islands strode up. The

chuckled

blag* boy lay groaning on the deck,
with @ splash of erimson on his black
skin.

“Stetge  back, you swab Ken
snapped, pushing back the beach-
comber. “Put up your gun, and jump

+ fo it "

“Your own orders, skipper!”

rinned the beachcomber. “He's

itten his hands loose. He would
have been gone in another tick!”

Ken knelt beside the wounded black
man.  The bullet had passed clean
through the brawny shoulder. It was
a severe wound, but not a fatal one
if the man was cared for.

“Bear a hand here, Kit!” said the
boy trader. *Put him in the Madeira
chair. You feller Koko, you fetch
box belong = medicine, stop along
locker along cabin!” ;

“Yés, sar!”

The long Madeira chair, with the
leg-rest pulled out, and its soft
cushion stuffed with downy kapoc,
was close by. Taking the wounded
man up in their strong arms, the
shipmates lifted him to the long cane
chair to lay him down there, to attend
to his wound.

%o’o0, wounded as he was, with the
blood running down his black skin,
attempted to struggle. His black
eyes rolled and dilated.

“You plenty fool I”” exclaimed King
of the Islands. “You no wantee this
feller makee bandage along wound
stop along you?”

“No go along chair ! panted Ko’oo,
his eyes starting with terror. *This
feller no wantee go along chair, sar!
This feller stop along deck.”

“What's the matter with the
man ?”’ exclaimed Hudson,

“CGoodness knows ! Put him in the
chair.”

The black boy, still feebly resist-
ing, was laid at full length on the
long cushion in the long cane chair.
But as the shipmates released him,
after laying him there, he struggled
up, and rolled off the Madeira chair,
and they had barely time to catch
him before he crashed on the hard
teak deck.

122

“Suffering cats! What——"" gasped
Hudson. ‘‘He's not delirious., But
what A

“No stop along chair!” sercamed
Ko’00. “Oh, sar, you killy this black
boy along gum, s'pose you likee; you
no makee this poor Kanaka stop along
chair, along hig feller Mr. Jam he
stop 1

“What?” gasped Ken.

Koko came back to the deck with
the medicine-chest, in which there
was lint for bandages. But there was
no bandaging to be done for IKo’oo.
With all his remaining strength, the
wounded black man resisted the
offorts of the shipmates to lay him in
the chair.

“No stop—no stop along chair,
sar !’ screamed Ko'oo, his black face
almost grey with fear. “Stop along

The Modern Boy

deck, sar! Stop along lagoon, s'pose
you likce !~ No stop along felley chair,
sar, along sand spider he stop!”

Ken’s face went white.

“Sand spider I”” he xrepeated. Once
in lis adventurous life King of the
Islands had had a narrow escape from
the sand spider—the tiny creature
found hidden in the sand on Pacifie
beaches, whose bite is a terrible death.

“Sand spider stop along matchbox
belong Mister Jam!” panted Ko’oo,
yammering with fear. “Us feller
findee sand spider along heach, feller
Tokoloo takee that feller spider along
Mister Jam, along matchbox belong
him, sar, along inside coconut-shell!
You not put this poor Kanaka along
feller chair, sar.  Feller spidey bite
this feller along he go finish !

“My sainted Sam !” breathed Ken.

The wounded Santa Cruz boy
slumped on the deck, unheeded now.
The shipmates fixed their cyes on the
Madeira chair where Mr. Jam had sat
as he talked, and where, they re-
membered now, he had dropped the
silver matechbox. What had that box
contained, which the treacherous half-
caste had let loose in picking up the
metal box? Almost sick with horror,
they gazed at the fatal kapoe cushion,
knowing now what it hid! Iudson
found his voice.

“That’s why !”” he said huskily.

“That's why !” repeated King of
the Islands. “ We never knew why the

villain came—except that it was
treachery! And — this was the
treachery ! The sand spider——" Te

broke off with a shudder.

where it had lain hidden, a tiny thing
scuttled—a hideous thing as black as
night, with a single crimsen spot.
With a gasp of alarm, the Hiva-Oa
boys crowded back at the sight of the
death-spider.

The lawyer-cane crashed down, and
the tiny, horrible thing disappeared
from existence ! v

“That feller spider go finish I’ said
Koko, between chattéring teeth. “My
word ! That feller Mister Jam plenty
too much bad fellér altogether ! S'pose
me findee him, me cut off head be}rmg
him, all samee Solomon Island
feller!”

He picked up the cushion from the
chair at -a sign from King of the
Islands, and dropped it over the rail
into the lagoon, Ken turned his eyes
on the rock-terrace of the distant
cliff,

A glimmer of red in the sunlight
canght his eyes. _Mr. Jam was there,
watching | Watching, waiting, for a
sign that the boy trader had fallen
into the deadly trap! W King of the
Islands eclenched his hands almost
convulsively.

“We've got to get him, Kit!” he
muttered. “We've got to finish this,
and. get that murderous villain! Kit,
this night that’s coming is going te
gee the finish on Tunaviva—for them
or for us!” °
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Thyiller is one of the Best
Stovies ever written about Ken
King! DON'T YOU MISS IT! 2
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He would have

T x

caten his next meal
on deck, sitting in
the Madeira chair.
But for 'this
sudden and unex-
pected  discovery,
the hidden sand
spider would have
crawled upon him,
and—one bite from
the hideous thing,

and death in de-
livium !
That was what

the blacks had been
hunting on the

beach that morn-
ing; that was

what Tokoloo had
carried so care-
fully in the coco-
nut-shell ; that was
why Mr. Jam had
visited the Dawn,
with falsehoods on
his lips! He had
left death behind
him - when he
went !

Koko took a long
lawyer-cane, and
in silence stirred
the kapoc cushion,
and then beat it
with the cane. In
silence, the ship-
mates watched.
Forseveral minutes
nothing was seen.
Then from a cre-
vice in the tapa,
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