THE FIRST CHAPTER

THE MYSTERIOUS LIGHT |
HROUGH the velvety darkness of
T night on the Pacific a solitary
light glimmered and twinkled
from the black mass of Ka’a Island.
I'rom the deck of the trading ketch
Dawn, Ken King, known as King of
the Islands, glanced
at it curiously. Kit
Hudson, the mate of
the Dawn, followed

his glance.

Kaio-lalulalonga,
the Kanaka boat-
swain, at the helm
of the gliding ketch
threading a passage
between Ka'a and Lu
Islands, turned his
dark eyes on the distant twinkling
light with a gleam of uneasiness in
them. To the boatswain that solitary
glistening speck of light seemed like
the shining eye of an ' aitoo,” a

devil, watching in the darkness.
It was six bells in the first watch,
and Hudson was due for his watch
below. But he remained on deck
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Van Tromp, a bullying Dutch-

man, has his reasons for

making it hot for strangers

who land on Ka’a Island. But

all the reasons in the world

wouldn’t keep away Ken King,
the boy trader!

lrLaNn/

while Ken King was taking the ketch
through the rocky passage between
the two islands. Between Ka’a and
Lu the coral reefs ran far into the
sea, with surf creaming over them,
and few skippers would have cared
to take a vessel through at night.
King of the Islands did not hesitate
to do so; but the
Eassage required all
is care, and the mate
of the Dawn preferred
not to go below till the
ketch was through.

The night was dark.
The Southern Cross
was hidden by banks
of clouds, and a thin
mist veiled the stars.
Little was to be seen
save the white creaming of the surf,
and a hollow booming came from all
directions. The deep channel between
the reefs ran nearer to Ka’a than to
Lu. The latter island was hidden
from sight to the starboard, and to
port Ka’a was only a blacker shadow
against blackness.

“ Somebody’s up late on Ka’a,”
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remarked Hudson as he watched the
hgll‘lt from the unseen shore.
1 Ac?’e. aye.” King of the Islands
lgoke puzzled. “ Looks like a signal.
bUt,I reckon old Van Tromp can’t
e signalling to any man on Lu.”
S ﬁe drapped an order, and Koko
~athe the helm. The Dawn glided a
of chl-gls length from a creamy jut
Eenls €yes turned on the light again.
nlghtgﬁamEd like a beacon in the
not hay ut from the open sea it could
only fr e been seen. It was visible
om the direction of the neigh-

Ouring j i
Channe%, sland and the intervening

142
whag}f lltt S not a signal, 1 don't get
5 = 15,” said the boy trader.
HENRLS - poe e Doy trac
Nallip, € old Dutchman is sig-
changfy cl’l. any man on Lu, he’s
lot‘:n € Ris manners and customs a
o) w }y\}zos Van Tromp 2"
5 I've neyo cr seen him,” said Ken.
W White . landed on Ka’a—very
lpsea"lers o Lmen have. There are
Th the " oo —but the old Dutchman
his ~S8 a biy White man on Ka’a.
}Sl OWn caps, Plantation, and he runs
ﬁreedy sa 0§Oes of copra in a cutter.
s 1. o0 mge the beaches that he has
Toy his ownn- for landing on Ka'a—
got>) on l_e151and, and he'’s mighty
thoy,c3S0ng sPassers, I suppose he’s
are, h g0o Or keeping to himself—
K %lere:s Ness knows what they
a a story of a white woman
S aughter or niece whom
(0w Strict seclusion in the
nlr;tit'" On’t know if there’s any
ar
urnecd at the twinkling light.
OUSbteladlly, a spot in the
M pl tless from a window of
sh »sght beanter’s bungalow.
at g a"}, Signal to his cutter,
Shog), 1 Semarked Hudson.
1S head.
Orage is on the other

{

side of Ka’a. That light can only be
seen from this channel and from Lu.
I don’t make it out. He’s got no
friends on Lu—there are a dozen or
so pearlers there, but he’s on the worst
of terms with them—they’re mnot
allowed on Ka'a.”

‘““ No other white man on Ka’a?”
asked the mate of the Dawn.

“ No. Van Tromp had a brother
once, years ago, but he went down in
a canoe in a storm. Some say that
the girl on the island is the brother’s
orphan daughter, and that old Van
Tromp is her guardian. If she’s really
on Ka’a, Van Tromp keeps her pretty
close—I've never come on anybody
who’s actually seen her. Most likely
only a yarn of the beaches. I
fancy &

Crash |

King of the Islands was interrupted
by the sudden crash under the bows
of the ketch.

“ My sainted Sam | ”

“ Feller canoe along sea, sar
exclaimed Kaio-lalulalonga.

There was an excited cackle from
the Hiva-Oa crew. King of the
Islands shouted a command, and the
ketch was instantly hove to.

A minute more and the whaleboat
splashed into the water. .

King of the Islands leaped into
i

ll’

55

He flashed a lantern into the
darkness on the sea and shouted :

o Ahoy ! ”n

The darkness was baffling.

Evidently a canoe, running across
the channel between the islands, had
run athwart the bows of the ketch,
and had been run down in the
darkness. But the boy trader could
see nothing of swimming natives.

On a surge of the sea a broken
fragment of a small canoe was dashed
against the whaleboat. The tiny
craft had been cut in halves by the
sharp prow in the sudden collision.
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“ Ahoy | ” roared King of the Is-
lands.

But there came no answer from the
blackness of the sea. Ken's face was
tense.

Suddenly, from the darkness, a
glimmer of white caught his eyes.
He reached over from the boat
and grasped a white cotton jacket.

A moment more and he had dragged
the drowning man into the whale-
boat.

“ Feller white man, sarl”
claimed Lompo, one of the crew.

ex-

King of the Islands stared at the
man he had rescued in the lantern-

light. He was completely uncon-
scious, and there was a trickle of
crimson on the pallor of his face.

He was a young man, hardly older
than the boy trader, sunburnt and
handsome, though his white face
looked ghastly in the glimmer of the
lantern.

The Kanakas pulled back to the
Dawn.

The unconscious man was passed
up the side. Lompo and Lufu carried

him down into the cabin, and he was
laid on Ken’s own bunk in the little
state-room amidships.

Evidently he had received a hard
knock when his canoe was run down
by the ketch. The boy trader did
all he could for him, but the man
remained insensible. King of the
Islands rejoined the mate on deck
at last. He was greatly puzzled.
The ketch remained hove-to in the
channel between the two invisible
islands.

‘“It's a white man,” said Ken.

Crash | There came the sound of a

sudden collision as the sharp prow

of the Dawn cut into a small canoe

that had run athwart its bows in
the darkness.

‘“ He must be one of the pearlers of
Lu, going across to Ka'a. Looks as
if that light was a signal, after all.”

He glanced at the light on Ka’a ;
it was still burning steadily through
the night.

‘ Is he badly hurt ? "’ asked Hudson.

‘“ He's had a hard thump on the
head, and he won’t come to yet. 1
fancy he will be all right, though.
But "—the boy trader whistled—
“ we can’t carry the man away with
us, Kit. He must belong either to
Lu or Ka’a, or he wouldn'’t have been
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crossing this channel. This looks
like losing time. We can’t land him
in his present state, unless there'’s
somebody to care for him. If that
light was a signal to him, he must
have been going to Ka’a, though it
beats me why he was running the
channel at night. Still, it looks like
it, and if the Dutchman’s expecting
him, we can hand him over to Van
Trgmp. Only »

* }th’:t '-':‘t" aSIijd Huason.

n't under 1

Tromp never lets aS’;:zralg 1;,'(] onv};lliré
island. Tt looks as I've said, but i

King of the Islands shook his head

& ‘Q’{;}Sla}éopelessly puzzled. :
ashore andab;sitinsen\;hng ’Ighe b%a’ti
suggested the magce (?fn thro%p'
. He must be stil] up, as there's a
light burning in his bp, asl s

King of the Islands wrinkied hi
brows in th ands wrinkled his

Bt ought, but he nodded at
€ I ey
one th?ccﬁoﬂ S0,"” he said. * Ten to
the canOelg I} S a signal to the man in
going over t. -2 the poor fellow was
if that’s léhto see Van Tromp. And
send off a b, 2S® Van Tromp can
him the worzlat for him when I give
€re and Jleqy I'll anchor the ketch
while T rup aep JOU in charge, Kit,
the DéltChman lore and take word to
udson >
ne‘slsg(;f Ka’ztared towards the black-
ou’]
he“asked,l

land safe in the dark?

ay: 1
o my:ylye run this channel
ke a poq }rmes, and I know it
on this side gf here’s a little cove
afely 2'a where a boat can
e s Eh%;lgh there's no
I >Mp—even a ketch
S}c}i? make it all right.”
S t}(il‘ders. The cable
E: Watﬁérket% anchored
v 5 ing of the
Pped Into the whbaleboat,

(

and Kaio-lalulalonga and Tomoo took
the oars and pul%ed away into the
darkness.

Hudson stared after the boat.
In a few moments it vanished into
darkness.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
ON KA'A ISLAND

HE whaleboat grounded on soft,
shelving sand at the head of
a cove ; no doubt the spot for which
the canoe had been making when it
had run under the bows of the Dawn.
The Kanakas dragged the boat up
the sand, and Ken stepped ashore

on the forbidden island of Ka'a.

He had never landed on Ka’'a
before—few white men had—but he
knew the channel and he knew the
shore, and he had steered the whale-
boat safely into the little cove amid
coral reefs and creaming surf. Stand-
ing on the shadowy beach, he stared
round him.

He could not see the light now.

‘“ Feller light he no stop, sar!”
said Kaio-lalulalonga.  Koko was
staring about him uneasily. * Me no
likee that feller light, sar! Me
tinkee he all samee eye belong aitoo.”

Ken laughed. The Dutchman’s
bungalow, he knew, was on the high
ground a good distance from the
beach. Thick palm groves intervened.
Out in the midway channel, and
across at Lu, the light could be seen,
but from where he stood on the
beach of the cove the intervening
woods hid it from sight.

“You stop along boat, Koko,”
he said. * You stop along this place,
along me comey along boat.”

“Yes, sar | ” answered Kaio-lalu-
lalonga.

Tomoo stretched himselt on the
sand to sleep while he waited for the
boy trader’s return. Kaio-lalulalonga
sat on the gunwale of the beached
boat, his eyes following his white
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master as King of the Islands strode
away up the beach. Ken wassoon out
of sight of the Kanaka boatswain.
The mist still veiled the stars, though
it was clearing a little, and the
darkness was thick on the island.

Ken was thinking as he tramped
into the palm grove. He recalled
many strange stories he had heard of
the mystery island, and of the lonely,
surly Dutch planter of Ka'a. For
what reason Van Tromp desired to
keep all other white men away from
the island, nobody knew, but there
was no doubt of the fact. His trade
was carried on in his own cutter, with
a native crew and a native skipper,
Van Tromp himself seldom or never
leaving the island. Shots had been
fired, more than once, to warn off
white men who had landed, and Ken
had heard of intruders who had been
beaten with lawyer-canes for ventur-
ing to set foot on Ka'a.

That made it all the more strange
that a beacon-light had been shown
to guide the man in the canoe. Still,
it seemed that there could be little
doubt of it.

Ken made his way through the
thick palm grove, picking a path
through innumerable slanting trunks,
towards the high ground in the in-
terior of Ka'a, on which the planter’s
bungalow stood.

There was a glimmer of licht now.
The veiling mist was rolling away
from the sky, and the stars glim-
mered faintly down on the mystery
island.

Now that he was clear of the trees
he saw the light again. It was still
burning steadily, as he had seen it
from the ketch.

The bungalow faced the other way,
towards the anchorage on the western
side of Ka’a. But there was a veranda
at the back of the building, with two
rooms opening on it. From one of
these rooms the light gleamed, and

(

from the high position of the bunga-
low it shone over the tops of the palm
trees on the lower ground.

King of the Islands, as he drew
nearer, made out a doorway at the
back of the veranda, closed by a
pandanus screen. This screen was
drawn partly open, and from the
narrow opening the light shone.

He started suddenly, glanced round
him, and listened.

A faint rustle had come to his ears.
 Except for that solitary light, shin-
ing out into the night, the whole
place seemed buried in silence and
slumber.

In the silence the rustling sound
near at hand had a startling effect,
and Ken's eyes swept round him
watchfully.

But the sound died away, and there
was no one to be seen.

He went on his way again and
reached the steps. Quickly he moun-
ted them and stepped on the veranda.

He crossed the wide veranda to the
lighted doorway.

He heard a movement in the lighted
room, and the next instant the light
was blotted out.

Ken halted at the doorway in
astonishment.

He had taken it for granted that
it was the Dutchman who was in the
lighted room. There was no other
white man on Ka’a, and it was
extremely unlikely that a native
house-boy would be sitting up late
burning a light. But it was strange
enough that the Dutchman should
extinguish the light at the sound of a
footstep on the veranda.

Anyhow, the sooner he spoke and
stated his errand the better. After
the first moment of astonishment, as
the light went out, he opened his lips
to speak. Ty

Before a word could pass his lips,
the pandanus screen in the doorway
was pulled aside, a hand was laid on

15 )



his arm, and a voice whispered :

‘“ Silence | "

A thrill of amazement ran through
the boy trader.

It was a soft, clinging hand on his
arm, and the voice that whispered
was low and sweet—a woman'’s voice.

The * white woman "’ of Ka’a was
no myth, after alll Evidently this
was she |

In spite of the warning word, the
amazed boy trader would have spoken
—but a soft palm was pressed over
his lips, and the almost inaudible
voice whispered again :

‘ Silence | "’

He felt himself drawn into the
darkened room.

The pandanus screen fell into place
behind him, shutting him in. The soft
hand still held his arm, the slim fingers
warm through his thin linen jacket.

In utter amazement Ken stood,
wondering whether he was dreaming.
It was the white woman of Ka’a, the
mythical niece or daughter of the
Dutch planter who was talked of on
a hundred beaches, said to be kept in
nun-like seclusion by the gruff, savage-
tempered old planter. There could be
no doubt of that. But what could it
all mean?

He stood silent—feeling, rather than
knowing, that there was danger in
the air. But what danger ?

He could not begin to guess.

But he knew it, felt it ; there was a
quiver of fear in the girl’s whispering
voice that was not to be mistaken.

In the black darkness of the room
he could see nothing, but he could
feel the trembling of the unseen figure
peside him.

¢ Silence | "’ came the faint whisper
again. It is death—death—if you
utter a sound—silence | He will kill
you——he will kill you—oh, heaven, if
he ﬁngs that you are here, he will kill

-ou l
YAnd then, as if the girl divined that,
(

in spite of the whispered warning, he
was about to speak, the hand was
pressed to his lips again, silencing
him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
TRAPPED !
KING of the Islands stood silent,
the soft hand pressing his lips.

He was dumbfounded with amaze-
ment.

It seemed like a dream to the boy
trader of the Dawn. There was
danger about him ; he felt it almost
like a tangible presence. But what
did it all mean?

“ Listen | ”” The quivering whisper
was close to his ear. * Do not speak—
listen! He suspects—my uncle—
suspects—he will kill you! Listen !
He went to bed as usual—at the
usual hour—I burned the light be-
lieving that all was safe, and then—"'

Ken felt the unseen figure trembling.

His lips moved, but the fingers
pressed them to silence. He stood
dumb.

“Listen! Only a few minutes
since, I looked out, and—and Nalasoo
was watching

Ken made a movement.

“ Oh, be silent | Nalasoo was watch-
ing. He did not know that I saw him,
but I caught a glimpse of his face
under the edge of the veranda rail.
He was watching. I think you have
seen him—Nalasoo, the Solomon Is-
Jand boy—my uncle’s servant—he
was watching; he is there—at this
hour | My uncle must have set him to
watch.”

Ken remembered the faint rustle he
had heard as he came up to the
veranda steps.

“ J—J—I would have put out the
light then, but—but I feared you
would stop. They would have killed
you, out there in the darkness e

She shuddered.

‘“ Listen ! Nalasoo must have
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heard you—I heard you. Why
were you so incautious ? I heard
you before you reached the ver-
anda. Nalasoo knows—and he
has gone to tell my uncle. Only
Otto van Tromp can have set
him to watch. Philip, Philip, he
has gone to wake my uncle, to
tell him H

Ken started violently.

A glimmering of the truth
dawned on him now.

He had not seen the girl of
Ka’a in the darkness. She had
not seen him. It was another
whom she was expecting—and
in the blackness she had taken
King of the Islands for ** Philip,”
whoever Philip was.

And it flashed into his mind
that “ Philip ” was the man in
the canoe that had been run
down under the bows of the
Dawn.

“ Listen—not a sound | He will
come—he will kill you ! Once he
suspects, he will guess every-
thing. Follow me—in silence.
Whi%e they are coming here, I
will take you through the house
—you inl escape by a front
window, while they are coming—but
be silent—silent—if they hear you,
you are lost 5 .

The voice broke off with a low,
scared scream as a light flashed into
the room from the cToorway on the
veranda.

The pandanus screen had been

ulled aside from without, and a
arge hurricane lamp shone into the
room, held up by a grinning native boy.

The girl, revealed to Ken'’s eyes
now by the sudden glare of light,
turned from him, facing the man who
entered from the veranda.

He saw a thick-set, thick-bearded
Dutchman, with a hard, grim, heavy
face, burned almost to copper by
tropical suns. Little light-blue eyes

HA (

The
was

)
o
f

h

i //_

andanus screen in the doorway was pulled aside, a hand

E’lld on Ken’s arm, and a voice whispered : * Silence | ”*

littered from the coppery face—little
right eyes that reminded Ken of a
snake’s. There was a sardonic grin
on the face—a grin that was more
cruel and threatening than a scowl.
Ken had never seen the man before,
but he knew that this must be Van
Tromp, the Dutch planter of Ka’a.

The girl stood with clasped hands,
overcome with terror. Her face
was white as chalk.

Behind the Dutchman, as he trod
heavily in, crowded five or six black
boysﬁ grinning with a flashing of white
teeth.

The planter hardly noticed the
terrified girl. His little glittering eyes
were fixed on Ken, and he made a
clumsy, mocking bow.
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‘ Goeden avond, mynheer!” he
said gutturally., ‘‘ But—I see that

ou are English, my young friend.

speak that tongue, though not so
well as my niece, whose mother was
English. I'have never had the pleasure
of seeing you before, and I heard your
name a moment ago for the first
time. Mynheer Philip—I do not know
your other name—you are very wel-
come to my poor house.”
i Ev1dently.the Dutchman had over-
t}c:ard.the girl’s whispering through

e thin pandanus screen at the door-
way.
ha}l‘he Spying Solomon Island boy
e tno’c gone to waken him; the

2nter  was already wakeful, and

mself on the watch.
M nlgy little Stella is alarmed for you,
Wgnt eer Philip—not without cause,”
e on the Dutchman, with the
WD Ii’cll‘domc grin on his harsh face.
o ot approach that door, through
guided my dear niece would have
Siee ch(l).u‘*lt is secured on the other
e h 1d not leave an outlet to this

R When 1 trapped you, mynheer.”

« ¢ girl found her voice.

« gﬁle [ sh? breathed.S .
saj may leave us, Stella!”
ti‘g;}})i Planter. 1 have something
need notohl\gg'rr'l,l}eer Philip which you

ﬁritntli%n:.f the Islands spoke for the

Van T8 2re making a mistake, Mr.
na:rlleT;‘Omp, ' he said quietly. “ My
lady hS not Philip, and this young
eas_ mmade a mistake also.”
of hig g“fl spun round at the sound
saw K Olce. For the first time she
blue o8 Of the Islands, and her
ment, €S opened wide in amaze-

s le; i .
exnc.l"‘iiml: d‘:‘Ot Philip Grahame !’ she
Miss v2I,_sorry for the mistake,

You gaon Tromp,” said Ken. “ But
€ me no chance to speak.”

The colour flushed into the girl’s
face in a wave of crimson.

“Oh!” she exclaimed. ‘I—I
thought—I supposed—I believed—
But you are not Philip! How came
you here, then ? ”’

Without waiting for an answer to
the question, she turned to the
grinning Dutchman.

‘““ This is not Philip.
seen him before, uncle. 1
nothing of him.”

“ Good ! ”” grinned the Dutchman.
“ Clever ! Very good! You do not
expect me to believe you, Stella?
But very good.”

‘T tell you, I have never scen this
man before ! ”

“ You may tell me so a thousand
times, Stella, but I am not a child,”
said the planter. ‘ No doubt Mynheer
Philip Grahame will tell me the same.”

‘“ Ay, ay,” said King of the Islands.
“ My name is King—Ken King.”

“Your name is quite indifferent to
me, my young friend,” said the
Dutch planter.  “ There are many
men in the Pacific who have more
than one name, and perhaps you
are one of them. But, whatever
your name may be, mynheer, let me
tell you one thing : you will never
own this island of Ka'a.”

Ken stared at him.

“ Ach! You do not understand ? ”’
grinned Van Tromp. “ You would
like me to believe—ach !—that you
think only of my niece, and not of
my plantation! Tell me, if you
glease, that you did not know that

tella was the daughter of the elder
brother, that this plantation belonged
to the elder brother, that now she is
of age it belongs to her, and must
be handed over to her husband by
her faithful guardian. You did not
know all this, mynheer ? You did
not think of calling in the English
law of the English Commissioner
to put you in possession of Ka’a,

I have never
know
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once you had secured it by marriage
with my niece ? Ach!”

He chuckled gutturally.

“1 am not the man you take me
for,” said King of the Islands coldly.
* This young lady is a witness 4

“ No doubt ! No doubt!” grinned
the Dutchman. ‘ The young lady
will bear out all you say, to save your
life. Ja, mynheer! But I am not a
child I Stella, you will leave us.”

“1 will not leave you!” panted
the girl. “* I tell you, uncle, this man
is a stranger to me. Let him go.”

‘ Nalasoo | "

A grinning Solomon Island boy
stepped forward. The Dutchman’s
thick, stubby finger pointed to Stella
Van Tromp.

“ You take feller white Mary along
room belong him, Nalasoo.”

King of the Islands made a step
forward as Nalasoo stretched out a
black hand to grasp the girl’s arm.
The heavy Dutchman strode in his
;\'.ay, his hand on a revolver at his
1ip.

g Seize him ! "’ he snarled. “ You
feller boy, you hold along this feller.”

He turned to Ken.

* Lift a hand, mynheer, and—ach !
Gott | ”

The Dutchman suddenly broke off
with an oath and staggered back,
with the boy trader’s fist crashing
in his coppery face.

At the same moment the crowd of
blacks rushed on the boy trader,
and King of the Islands, struggling
desperately, was borne to the floor.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER

IN THE SHADOW OF DEATH !
K e~ King struggled furiously. One

of the blacks was still holding
up the hurricane lamp, shedding
light on the scene. Nalasoo was grasp-
ing the arm of the terrified girl,
but the rest—and there were five of
them—had hurled themselves in a

(

body on the boy trader, grasping
him on all sides with sinewy black
hands. Ken was strong and sturdy,
but in the grasp of so many powerful
hands he had little chance.

Twice he released an arm and struck
with clenched fist, and a black man
rolled, panting and howling, on the
floor. ut the others held on like
bulldogs, dragging him down.

Once he almost succeeded in drag-
ging the revolver from his pocket.
Had his gun reached his hand,
matters might have gone very dif-
ferently that wild night on Ka’a.

But they were too many for him.

Hard he fought, with set teeth and
glinting eyes, but they had him down
and piled on him, and his struggling
died away in breathless exhaustion.

The Dutch planter stood watching,
passing his hand over a mark on his
face where Ken had struck and
muttering oaths in guttural Dutch.
He had his revolver in his hand, and
there was little doubt that he would
have used it had Ken succeeded in
getting loose.

But it was not needed. Strong and
sturdy as he was, King of the Islands
was soon a helpless prisoner in the
hands of the Solomon Island boys.

Meanwhile, Nalasoo was pulling
the girl away to the door on the
veranda. She clung with one hand
to the palm-wood door-post and
shrieked.

“Uncle! Uncle Otto! I tell you
he is not the man! He is a stranger
here—I have never seen him 5

“Of course not!'" grinned Van
Tromp. “ You feller Nalasoo, you
take away white Missy, or me tan
your black hide plenty too much.”

e “Yes, sar!” gasped the house-

oy.
.)A’md exerting his strength, Nalasoo
dragged Stella Van Tromp from the
door, out into the dim starlight of the
veranda.
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King of the Islands heard another
door, farther along the veranda, close.
The girl had been shut in an adjoining
room.

The boy trader lay panting. He
was powerless in the grasp of the
blacks, but his eyes gleamed defiance
at the menacing face of the planter.
¢ Ach Gott [” said Van Tromp.

You are a fighting man, it seems—
ach! It is well that I had force to
deal with you, Mynheer Grahame.”

'I‘{mg of the Islands panted.

. '“Fool!"” he snapped. ‘‘ My name

1s not Grahame—my name is King !

have never set foot on Ka’a
before—”

“Lies will not save your life,
mynheer | ” The Dutchman growled
an order to the panting blacks.

You feller boy, you put feller rope
along foot, along "hand, belong that
feller.”

b Tapa cords were wound round the
Oy trader’s wrists and ankles and
Notted tightly.

Then the blacks released him and

Crowded back to the veranda.

tto Van Tromp rubbed the mark

On his face again, his little, evil, light

Cyes Stfvhnting at King of the Islands.

frio, 50U came to see Stella, my

Tlend,” he said. “ You have seen

ael'“for the last time. The mission-

LY of Lu is waiting—he will wait

r?ng . He grinned savagely. ‘ Idid

t}?t know your name—all I knew was

I at you were one of the pearlers on

inu' and that you crossed the channel

i the dark, when my niece showed a
tht to tell you that all was safel
ound | Do you hope for helF from
our friends on Lu ? They will never
€arn your fate.”

‘I‘{en breathed hard.
fo I tell you that you are mistaken,

ol and scoundrell” he said. “ If
you ]::Isnll li;ten 2 A

nough, m; eer t 1s you
that are ﬁxe foojlr,mtlo dream that grou

can delude me with such lies. You
have walked into the trap that was
prepared for you—and now you would
tell me that you are not the man for

whom it was laid! Ach!”
“1 came A
“Ach! Do I not know why you

came, mynheer ? ’’ grinned the Dutch-
man. ‘" Luister—listen, you! tow
long this has gone on, I know not,
neither do I care. It is only lately
I have discovered it! Stella has
always repined—ach | she did not like
the lonely life on Ka’a—but I was her
guardian, even by your English law.
Now she has reached an age when, by
your English law, I should hand over
to her my brother’s estate, and all Ka’a
belonged to my brother, and now
belongs to the daughter of his English
wife!” Ach! All the more carefully,
mynheer, I have guarded her.”

He grinned down at the scornful
face of the boy trader. :

‘“ How you made acquaintance with
my niece, I know not,” said the
Planter, watching his face keenly.
I am curious to know, if you care to
tell me. More than once, men have
landed on Ka’a, but they have been
driven off. But you, it seems, made
acquaintance with my niece—"'

47 tell you I have never seen her
before—I g ]

“ You may tell me all the lies you
choose, mynheer ; they will not save
your life,’” said the Dutchman coolly.
' But to save your breath, I will tell
you that I know all. I have sus-
pected for some time that there was
something—Stella was less sad—her
eyes were brighter—she seemed to
hope! Ach! I set Nalasoo to watch |
So I learned, mynheer, that after I
slept in my room on the other side of
the bungalow, Stella would set a lamp
sometimes at her door, as a signal
to you that all was safe—and you
would cross the channel from Lu in a
canoe.”
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‘“Scize him 1" snarled Van Tromp.
suddenly staggered back, with Ken King's fist crashing in his coppery face.

Ken thought of the canoe that had
been run down under the bows of the
Dawn, of the insensible man who lay
in the state-room of the ketch.

It was fixed in the Dutchman’s
mind that he was the man who had
come from Lu under cover of darkness.

The mistake was natural ; indeed,
in the strange circumstances, the
Dutchman could hardly have believed
anything else.

And he was not likely to believe
the denials of the man he had trapped
to his death.

Ken would have spoken, but the
planter waved him to silence again.

‘ Three nights ago,” he said, * you
came—and Nalasoo was watching.
He did not see you—but he was watch-
ing, and he heard. All that he heard
was told to me when you had gone.
Now you know why I was aware that
you were coming to-night—that you
were to take Stella away in the canoe

‘“Lift a hand, mynheer, and—ach !

Gott 1 The Dutchman

—to Lu, where the missionary waits !
Once you had made her your wife,
mynheer, she would have been safe
from my pursuit, and the English
law would have taken from me my
brother’s estate—ach |

He swore in Dutch.

“ That is why I let you come to-
night, mynheer—it was easy for you
to come, but—ach ! it will not be so
easy for you to go. From this night,
Stella shall be more closely guarded—
this shall not happen again! Neen !
Neen ! I shall take care, mynheer | ”’

He turned from the bound boy
trader.

The planter growled an order in
béche-de-mer, and Nalasoo and
another black boy entered the room
and lifted the boy trader in their
strong arms. £
1 Van Tromp picked up the hurricane
amp.

He led the way from the room, the
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two blacks following him with King
of the Islands carried between them
like a sack of copra.

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

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

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

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

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

THE FIFTH CHAPTER

ON THE
AlQ- BEACH
K LALULALONGA trembled.

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

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

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

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

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

The Kanaka’s heart
against his brown ribs.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He sat and watched.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

€n panted. A

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

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

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

13

The Dutchman’s threatening voice
growled again. :

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

Ken watched him, silent.

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

Ken drew a deep breath.

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

- chances of the sea ?

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

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

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

a'a.

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

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

speakee along canoe—but leave no
marks

“ Koko! Help!”

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

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

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

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

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

Van Tromp lay motionless where he
had fallen.

‘“ Little white master!” panted
Koko.

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

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

* Suffering cats ! ”

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

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

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

e heard the cable run out, and as the

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END
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