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"Warned Off

alua

The warning was backed

ign(:rr:."d it.

by bullets, but Ken King

He was determined to get to the

bottom of the mystery of the Island of Silence

By CHARLES HAMILTON

be found.

> was the trader's bt
veranda of the bt
a hat could be seen,

1owWing

Pinner, the trader of Lalua,
The
of a

ere, watching the keteh.
red on the barrel
held resting or
to_draw out of range g
rifie that King of the Islands
is anchorage.

ader of Lalua so savagely
a man from the Dawn set
5 50 fiercely
teh out of the
King did not know; but he
vas not sailing without his

slipped ashore without
ch a spot of law ane
m when he

a relief to Ken when [
wounced that Danny was (n si
re.

“Where that feller Danny stop, Koko?”
a ('d Kf_“

Stop along palm, along beach”
?ﬂ‘w‘v-‘('red Koko, lifting a brown finger to
point.

The distance was considérable, Bul,
following the direction of the pointing
finger, the skipper and mate of the Dawn
able fo make out the figure under
palms, which Koko's keen eyes had
Picked up at once.

Danny's brown face and fuzzy head
looked out from the palms, and his eyes

e turned watchfully towards the
rader’'s bungalow, When he left the
bilms to come down to the lagoon and
Swim out to the ketch, the cooky-boy had
{.G' pass within sight of the trader of
lalua—and he was hesitating, evidently
in a state of alarm.

The four Hiva-Oa boys on the ketch
E‘il}hered. to stare. They grinned as they
Walched the distant uneasy face of the
cooky-boy,

4 That feller Danny plenty foo much
righf, along white feller,” remarked
omoo.

Him tinkee white feller shoot. along
rgyln belong him,” said Kolulo. *“ White
,“,.1"1' no likee Danny go along shore, see
tiler Tototo, eye belong him.”

Lal anny no see feller Tototo, along
ual” declared Lompo.
DKen looked round at the seamen.
hllml!r' had taken French leave to sec
atpioiative, Tototo, who was house-boy
of SB& trader’s bungalow. All the natives
sig2lua had disappeared to the farther
K“E of the island. and Pinner had told

M}E of the Islands that the house-boy
uuubZone with them. So Ken did not
o { thal Danny had crossed the island

.+0d Totofo on the other side.

Tify ou feller Lompo, what name you
belgy., ANy no see feller Totolo, eye
w002 him?” asked Ken,
maVvy_ too much, sar,” answered
tock o=~ That feller Danny bling tick-
ng - ong give Tototo. Savvy that feller
ncciee Tototo, along tick-tock stop along

B belong him.”
the ’&"2 of the Islands fixed his eyes on
A im{stanl figure under the palms again,
hage b Of the sun shone on the clock
buS,E‘“R on a tapa card round the cooky-
e&;h’t‘“k- ‘That clock, intended as a
anr for his relative, had nccomgnmed
ag po0 all through the Lri{p.
uot 1, ad not parted with it, Danny ha

ound Tototo with the Laluans,

MOJem Boy

Hud-

“Suffering cats!” exclaimed Kit
son. “What the dickens is going on on
this island, Ken? Pinner told us that

there was a strike of the natives, and

that he'd had trouble with them and

they'd cleared off across the island. But

he said that Tototo had gone with them,

and if the house-boy was with the rest,
Danny would have found him.”

“1 can't make it out!” answered Ken

s happened here since old

pulled out and that

ab took his place

Danny 11 kno He must have seen

the natives, even if he hasn't seen

Tototo. He will bring the news when he

gets on board.”
“Plenty too much fright stop along

that feller Danny!” grinned Lufu

The four Hiva-Oa boys seemed amused
by Danny's predicament. I'wice the
cooky-boy stepped out from the palms-—
and scuttled back again. His fear of the
trader at the bungalow was very plain

But the cooky-boy made up his mind at
last, All of a sudden he came scuttling
out of the palms and down the shelving
beach to the lagoon. His bare brown feet
seemed hardly to touch the sand as he
raced for the water.

For some moments it seemed as if
Danny might escape unseen. Ahab
Pinner did not know that he was on the
island—he had refused to believe that
Ken, after pulling out, had come back

for the missing cooky-boy. He was
watching the ketch, and unless he
glanced round he might not see the
cooky-boy he ran from the palms

Dann ke a hare, was half-
way down the beach when the trader
stirred.

“He's seen him!” exclaimed Ken. “If
he dares to pull that trigger——"

For one moment the man stared
blankly at the scuttling figure of the
cooky-boy. Then his rifle swung round
and up to his shoulder.

Bang! The report rolled across Lalua.
echoing like thunder through the palms
Danny gave a sudden bound and dropped
headlong on the sand.

Ken’s face whitened with rage. For
the moment it looked as if the Hiva-Oa
boy had gone down under the rifle-shot.
If that was the case, there was a reckon-
ing in store for the trader of Lalua. From
the Hiva-Oa crew came a startled cackle

“That feller Danny go finish, my
word!” gasped Tomoo.

That impression was shared IJ{ the
trader. He dropped his rifle-butt and

shook a clenched fist at the Dawn and
shouted. The distance was too great for
his words to reach the ketch, but the
shipmates could see that he was shouting
savage deflance.

“Danny no go finish!” It was Koko
who spoke, "That feller makee believe
o finish, along him plenty too much
right.”

“Oh!” gasped Ken.

He watched with anxious intentness.
He detected a_movement of the cooky-
boy's head. Danny was walching the
man in the bungalow veranda. Sud-
denly he leaped up and raced back to
the palms.

The cooky-boy had been shamming, to
delude the man at the bungalow. The
pullet had knocked up the sand at his
feet, but it had not touched the Hiva-Oa
boy. He had shammed dead to avoid a
second shot. Now, as he saw that Pinner
had lowered his rifle, he made a sudden
bolt for cover.

So sudden was Danny's bolt that the
trader was taken quite by surprise, Danny
had almost reached the palms when the
rifle swung up again and another shot
woke the echoes. Even as it rang, the
cooky-boy bounded among the palms and
disappeared.

Bang, bang, bang! roared from the
Winchester. as _the enraged trader
pumped bullets into the palms, But the
shots were random and futile. Danny
was gone, but he was not likely to make
another attempt in a hurry to gel back
to the kelch. Whatéver news Danny
might have brought to his master
remained untold—and the mystery of
Lalua was as deep as ever to the ship-
mates of the Dawn.

[ HOY, Captain

s King!”
Darkness had
Shots fallen on. the

island of Lalua,

i and the voice that
in the called from the dark

lagoon was thal o
Dark the Lalua trader,

Ken, leaning on the
rall, peered into the
gloom, but he could see nothing but the
shadowed waters, Kit Hudson dropped
his hand on the butt of his revolver.
Although he could not be seen, it was
clear that the trader of Lalua had pushed
out in his cance, and was not far from
the ketch, to which he had been guided
by the light that burned for Danny.

“Ahoy!” called back Ken.

“1 guess,” came the harsh, nasal voice,
“I've come out to speak to you. That
nigger 1 fired on——"

“My cooky-boy,” answered Ken. “If
he had been hit, I'd have come ashore to
deal with you.”

“1 guess I'd have been glad if you
had!” jeered the man in the dark. “I've
warned vou off this island, which is in
my charge, as agent for the Pacific Com-
}):uu.'_ shall fire on any man that
ands. You step ashore, Captain King,
and vou won't tread the deck of your
packet again.”

“Is that what you paddied out to tell
me?” asked Ken contemptuously.

“Nope! I seen that nigger now, and I
believe that you come back for a deserter,
like you told me,” answered Ahab Pinner.
“I reckoned you was fooling. and you
pushed in to meddle with another man’s
business—but now I seen the nigger, I
allow it was straight.”

“You would have known that it was
straight at the start if you had not been
a suspicious rascall” snapped King of
the Islands.

“Aw, cut that out!" snarled back the
voice from the velvely kness of the
lagoon, “Talk sense! I allow you came
back for your nigger cook, like you said.
now I scen the swab. I guess a nigger
cook ain't so all-fired valuable that you,
a trader, want to waste time and money
on him. " I guess I'll take that cook off
vour hands—I can sure do with an extra

y, and if you name a figure, I'll pay
anything in reason for the nigger, '3011
can piek up a new cook at your next port
of call I reckon.”

“¥'m not parting with one of my crew,
Pinner,” answered the boy trader, " And
even if 1 thought of leaving Danny on

As Pinner slammed the trap shut, Ken fired . . . and missed !

2.

the island, as he deserves for gof
ashore without leave, I should not pi
out of Lalua now.”

“What vou mean?” demanded the un-
seen trader. “ You allowed that you came
back for vour cock—what else you want
on Lalua?”

“I'll tell you,” answered Ken. “¥You've
fired on my ship, Pinner, you've fired of
my cook, vou've driven every native of
Lalua out of sight—we've not seen a man

on the island. I'm Mlﬁuﬂe a fool,
Pinner. There’s some fo gl;g goin
on, on Lalua, and I'm going to w wha%

it is before I pull out.”

The trader’s voice was heard, mutter-
ing curses.

“But I don't want to waste time here,”
went on Ken. “Time's money to a trader,
Keep clear while my cook gets back to his
ship, and I hear what he has to tell me
of the state of things on the island. If
I'm satisfied with news he brings,
T'll pull out. Whatever is going on here,
he will have picked it up from the

nmatives—"

“There's nothing but a spot of trouble
over pay for gathering nuts!” snarled
Pmilrﬂt:hnt 11, it busin

e 's all, it’s no ess of mi
and I'l pull out—as soon as my cook;br&?
has told me what he knows.*
loAmlg{:d and angry oath was the answe

The shipmates exchanged
Whatever was the strange my:
Lalua, they had no doubt that
had picked up the news from the natives
on the other side of the island, and they
did not doubt that Pinner knew it too.
He dared not let the cooky-boy come on
board to tell what he had learned.

I guess,” came Ahab's snarling voice,
at lm.' you won't L%et your cooky-boy
back. I'm watching the beach, and if he
shows up, the dark won't save him—1'11
fin ‘hlm full of lead at sight. 50 if you
don’t want trouble, pull out!”

You've had my answer]” retorted

eame a4 sa

came the crack

lances
ery of
Danny

“Then here's minel”
roar, and with the ngl'dl
of the Winchester,

The trader could
dim outline of the ’lteeetcxll:nmli;l‘as 31?:&";%
R N AT
LA h{ ¢ wind of the b as it

Sl e
fired af the
crash o & 1

of a rifte falling




WARNED OFF LALUA

fhe yeli showed that Pinoner had been
LGehed by the bullet, ‘There was a sound
ol heavy splashing as the cinoe rocked,
followed by the dash of a paddle,

The trader was flecing,  But
:|.~1 ance his hoarse voice came
yack

from n
shouting

You ecan wait for your nigger,
of the T8lands, 1 guess 'l get him,
'l sure gel you, too, if you
the beach!”

The savage volee,

King
and
&el foot on

and the dash of the

paddle, died away, King of the Islands
stared  through  the darkness with a
knitted  brow, Kit Hudson gave a

\]Hukh-
‘1've nevey sSeen a4 man 8o anxious to
part company with us, Ken!  What the
deuce is it that Danny's found out from
the natives?”
‘Goodness knows! 1 can't muke head
or tadl of it1" confessed Ken, * Bul one
thing's clear—that man's o dangerous
scoundrel, with a guilty secret to keep,
and we're not pulling out till we know
what it is. That swab has chosen to
start the attack—now he's going to get

some of his own medicine.”
Hudson nedded, but his face was
serious,

“Hell fire on the boat. Ken, if we pull
ashore, T'm game, of course, but there's
1o getting out of it that he could pot the
whole boat's crew like rabbits, from

ccver—and I fully believe that he's des-
perate enough.”

‘T've no doubt of that." said Ken. “ But
we're not taking a boat’ s erew for him
to hot with his rifle, Kit."”

“Then how—-"

Ken waved his hand towards the dark
beach.

“He's watching the beach
Danny if he comes. Nobo
palow while he's on the
lagoon. I ean swim.”

Hudson whistled.

En.sy as t‘nlling off the Izoum old
fellow,” said King of the lslands., " The
swab’s as watehful as a cat, but he won't
see a swimmer's head on the lagoan, even
when the moon rises. He'll come back to
his_bungalow, sooner or later, and he'll
find me there, with a gun in my hand.
l‘m going to secure Pinner—and he can

and swear through his nose while we
searchi the island and find out what his
5."

'I'!:e mate of the Dawn chuckled.

“Keep o wem‘. er eye open while I'm
gone,"” ad&ed “There'll be shooting
when the moons up to give him light,”

i & 10
bet!” said Hudson.

Crack! came echoing from the beach.
It was the report of the trader's rifle.
The shipmates started and listened, in
dread oP hearing a cry from a stricken
man follow the shot. But only the roll-
ing echoes of the rifle-shot came to thelr
ears. Likely enough, the trader had fired
But it showed how keenly
he was on the alert to intercept the
cook -boy if he attempted to rejoin the

Ib showed, also, that he was at a distance

Lo stop
y's at his bun-
ecach or the

from his hungalow Either in the canoe.
a.ahom wasWatching the beach for
D z,*‘ﬁedgn it had not occurred

that, ihe spper, of tne Davn

ma! ¥

mnghthlh e h.is ks %ﬂns of the Islands
o!ng to and he lost no more
zune. Pinner mlgbht take it into his head
to return

to th u.ngal
ckled in a water-
by nmgle; nh%es bged round his
of the Islands slip ’Pzd mto
and struck out swiftly and

n‘itently for the beach.

ArH ING OF THE

himaeif drin-
from

give him:as good as he sends, you

at lenst a mile from his bungalow, and
that rm‘u Ken ample time Lo carry out
hig pinn

Ho wrung the water fiom his elothes,
and put on his ghoes. ‘Then he tramped
up the benehh to the steps that led to
the bungnlow, ralsed hlq;h on n masslve
foundation of coral blocks

The bullding was dark; Pinner had
Ieft no light there, Ken tmounted the
steps, erossed the coral platform to the
door, It opened at his touch, and he
stepped in, elosing the door after him

He stood in the densest darkness bul
he knew the interior of the bungnlow.
Pinner had recelved the shipmates on
the verandn when they had landed and

senb them about their business as soon
as he conld, But this was nol Ken's first
cenll at Lalun,  Six months ago he had

touched at the lonely island,
an Bullivan, the' Paclfle Company’s

fer in charge of the station, had
dved him in very different fashion.
Sullivan, lke most traders at lonely
Pacific stations, had heen glad to see a
ship In the lagoon —as willing 1o
weleome novisitor as his successor was
unwilling,

The bungalow was not a large build-
ing. There was a hallway in the centre,
on which the door opened, with n door
at the back facing it. On either side
wils a4 room—one a living-room, the
other a bed-room. Below was the cellar,
in the coral foundation, reached by a
trapdoor in the hallway. Ken remem-
bered quite well what the interior of the
bullding was like, and he was at no loss,

His plan was a simple one. He in-
tended to wait in the hallway till the
trader returned. As soon as Pinner put
on a light he would find himself under
cover of a revolver, and he was going to
be made prisoner while the shipmates
investigated the mystery of Lalua.

Ken groped along the hallway to get
to a distance from the door and leave
the way clear for Pinner when he came.

He stopped suddenly with a sharp cry
of pain. In the middle of the dark half-
way his shin had struck on something
hard and jagged.

He groped before him in the gloom,
and his amazement was beyond words
as he felt the rugged outlines of a huge
block of coral. It was a large and heavy
mass that would have required an
exertion of his strength to roll aside. It
stood in the middie of the hall—for
what reason it was hard to say.

For a long minute Ken King stood
there In the dark, mystified, wondering.
The thing was not only astonishing—it
was Inexplicable. Why, in the name of
all that was Incomprehensible, had
Ahab Pinner rolled thnn huge block of
coral into the bungalow and Tefi it there
—right in his way whenever he moved
nhoul, the building?

Ken wondered for a moment whether
the man was out of his senses. But that
was not it. Ahab Pinner was a trucu-
lent and desperale ruffian, but he was
sane enough. But if he was in his
senses, why had he done this unaccount-
able thing?

Ken had not intended to put on
light. But now, having groped round
the h.nllwn.v nnd shut the doors to make
sure that th g ht would not be spotted
from wir.hout. e took a match from a
waterpmol case and struck it

t§ glimmer showed him the walls of
the hallway, the duur at Iront. and back,
and the ﬁ teni n&ged coral.
It showe also, the outline of the
lmpdotg; dl]n the l;lgort The coral block
was S ng on the

Ken knew, now, that Phe heavy block
was there {o secure the trapdoor. But
that anl deepened the strange puzzle.

The cellar had only one entrance—by
the trap in the hall, below which was a

er. on his last visit to Lalua
h seen the trap open, and Sullivan's
house-boy, Tototo, going down for stores.
Had there been access to it from” with-
out it would have been oomprehenstble

the trap should be secured wlt.h

t above. But there was no such

accem. And from above, the oomi block

was no security—anyone,
PR s
aside, Ty

ted " muttered the per-
plexe 5 match went

o ) as the
oul
e o
—the in

when old

to enter the hunmﬂow. But he could
lwl doubt
e boy n-ader struck another match
E} thl.- light of the first he had noticed
a candle stuck In the neck of a botue
on n shell by !h-- door. He llghud the
candle, gra the mass of coral
exerted his 8 enzlh and rolled it aside
Ken Jifted 1he trap and laid it back,
wide !:]IH n, Below was dense darkness.
He took the bottle holding the candle,
and threw the light into the cavity.
Then he made out the ladder that
down, and the dim ghape of e
kegs in the cellar. But the
sound, no movement from bel
“Ahoy!"” called Ken

ow,

If there was a prisoner in the "'P
dark cellar in the coral found: 1, he
must hear, and he would an Bu
no answer came Lut the echo of his own

volee, Was he mistaken? Yet for wh.'lxt
reason, but to secure @ prisoner, could
the trap have been welghted with the

l'tuu!. black?
he listened with intent ears there
(.um a faint sound from the dgrlfm:ss

below. It might have been made by 2
senltling rat, But the truth flashed ipto
Ken's mind. If it was because he held

a prisoner in that dark den that Pinner
feared a white man’s ship, he would not
leave th‘ll risoner free lo move, free to
cry out, ile white men were at the
isinnd, Whm ver was a prisoner in the
cellar was, in all likelihood, bound and
gagged. That faint rustling sound was
made by a man who was desperately
striving to make himself heard.

Candle in hand, King of the Islands
descended the ladder. The cellar was
large, extending under almost the whole
space of the bungalow. Coral blocks
stocd at intervals, supporting the floor
joists, Among them was dense dark-

ness, Holding yp the fiickering candle,
Ken stared round him

“Where are you?” he called. “It’s a
friend calling—King of the Islands, of
the ketch Dawn!”

He knew that there were living ears
to hear him—and he listened for a
sound. From the extreme end of the
cellar, in darkness, hidden by coral sup-
ports, kegs, and boxes, came the rustling
gound of a bound man stirring.

It was sufficient guide for the bovw
trader, and he moved along the sandy
floor in the direction of the sound. But
he stopped suddenly at another sound—
the throwing open of a door above, and
the tramp of heavy sea-boots in the

hallway over his head! Pinner had
returned!
Ken spun lound v-lnpped uut his

revolver, and made a desperate spring
at the ladder. Even as he rmhed it.

there came a roar rom the hall

above, and he’ knewnt.g:r. Phnner had
seen the open traj

The nex lnstant Pinner appeared at
the trap, closing it. Ken , but the
ghot mitsed, and the tra

Ken leaped up the ladder. His strong

shoulders jammed against the trap,
heaving.

For a moment it gave. But only ror
moment. heavy thud above told
that the coral block had been rolled back

lnlo m:e
h desperate strength, he heaved
and drove at the trapdoor—but not by
a fraction of an inch did il give to his
efforts. Twice or thrice his strength
could not have lifted that encormous
weight. The trap was fast, and King
of the Islands, like the unknown man,
was a prisoner.

“What name white master
comey?” muttered Koko.

Kit Hudson did not answer. He was
asa[;ﬁrplexed and troubled as the boat-
W,

The moon was up, silver light stream-
ing on the fuland d l,he e T'he
beach d

clear and di

no

Lnlua save nm ol the wmd
Wﬂi‘;

had hlmed- to
of the Isla

Hiva-Oa asle

four I ggﬂ N en nn
neither Hudsen nor Koko még?ly
clore tthe‘lr ey%m €0 long as wu
‘s%lence puzzled

IID

dularmedhissmn-

thaeminoﬁ-g:mto

gne' the

ramping
ince Ll

“shot m!

Lalua; and Pinner had bee'n on the reel
M:N:\b.

while Ken was swimming to
He had surely reached the bunga.lr.
and if g0, he had only to wait there till

Ahab rt‘lurn(ﬂ and rry on with his
plan. Under his levelled, revolver, the
trader would have to give in—bat if he
did not, if he set his life on 4 cast |

desperate resistance, there would be ‘

shooting—and there had been no shot!

That Ahab Pinner w
low he was doubly
a glimmer of
veranda.
the

he bunga-
n he cauzht
shadowy

sure
white in
He had no dou
trader's Panama

was growing late: but the
s ing of sl any than the
of the r, bright
m mrmur' he ¢ the ketch—
watching th Ieu..d.

* NO SAVY

feller no

got the upper
Ken must bave
vhead of him—

hand!”
been al the
ne must have been c:a.\(,hl by surprise—

house unl

and yet—" ,
It wnﬁ a hopeless puzzle. Had there

been a shot which he had not heard?

The bungalow was shuttered at all its

windows; if the door had been closed.

100, a shot within would have beem

muffied. But Hudscn shook his head at

'.‘mz thought. He was sure that \

ould have heard a shot fired in the 3
Juudm . It looked as if Ken had never 3
reached the bungalow at all

"It beats me!” grunted Hudson. “This
island seems to be ked with mys-
ries—and this is the deepest of the
Ken must have reached the beach’
shivered a little, glancing at the

wiadh A bt b

lot.
Bz
shining waters, with the thought that
erhaps they rolled over a swimmer who

ad sunk in the dark.
White master no sicp 2
S-.‘ud Kr?c reading tl
o stromg-felle
Hun:o', nodded;
Bu' 1! K ne of

E . simple and easy as it
2 'n(d Hud¢on made up his rind,
To pull ashere in the the
bright moonlight was {0 offer an
for lhe trader's riﬁe_

The mate muttered a few m
Koko,
intu
d the
thc uader could have seen &
when Hudson swam for the £
head chowed as a dark spot en .-
glisteniny twater and he knew that a
com
He had to take his chance of tha
But no shot came, and with long, stcndy
strokes he cleaved through the waler
till he found the sand under his feet
and drew himself from lhe iotm a




