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The Chart!
OHN CHIN’S slanting Mengolian
J eyes lifted and fixed on Bully
Samson as the frecbooter
tramped in.

He sat with his hands on the ivory
handle of his umbrella motionless;
only his cyes moved.

Bu amson regarded him with a
gloating stare of triumph.

“The time's come to talk, John
Chin,” he said.

*No wantee talkee.”

Samson g,rmnml

b | guess you ‘11 want to talk plenty
quick,” he said. He drew the re-
volver from his belt and levelled it
at the ivory face. Three fect away
the Dblack muzzle looked John C
in the eyes. “I recken you'll t
before I pull trigger!”

The Chinaman looked at the r

alk

volver with a steady, unwinking
gaze.- Not a trace of emotion showed
ia his face.

The slightest pressure of Bully
Samson's finger was needed to send
the hullet through the

Chinese mercha Still John
Chin did net speak, and he sat and

stared composedly, his slim hands
clasped on the ivory handle of the
umbrella.

Samson glared at him over the re-
volver, baffled.

The: Tonga man grinned.

With an exclamation, Bully Sam-
son shoved the revolver back into his
belt. It had been but an empty
$hreat: the life of the Chinaman
was worth half a million to him in
pearls.

“I gu you've gobt a nerve for a
Chink,” said Samson, in a low voice
of deadly.menace. “T ain’t driving &
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a bullet vou, Jolm Chin!
Not so easy as all that!”

“Me savvee |” assented the China-
man calmly.

“Will you set a course for the

pe
John

of
th

arl island
Chin shook his head.

Bully Samson spread out a chart
the Pacific on the cabin table, and
¢ Chinaman’s cyes turned upon it

indifferently.

in

island,
on the
The Chinaman did not stir,
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“There’s Lalinge.”
with a
Lukwe—there's

DR

Samson dabhed
forefinger. “There's
Taliti. Somewhere
the seas between is your pearl
John Chin., Put your finger
ﬁ]})ﬂl,"

rough

“You won’t?”

John Chin shook his head.

" said Samson.
rrrmum! the TD]I""] man.

Y

KING, known as King of
the Islands, sails the South
Seas in his keteh, the Dawn, in S
search of trade, With him is
Kit Hudson, on Australian ¢
woungster, who acts as mate,
They fall foul of a rascally
skipper named Samson who
knows that John Chin, a Chinese
trader on the Island of Lalinge
for whom Kit once worked, has
discovered a wich pearling
ground. He plans to kidnap
Chin and wrest the secret from
him. To this end Samson joins @
Jorces with a Dutch skipper,
Van Tromp of the OQom Pieter.
They run down Chin's boat, &
take him and his crew aboard,
and run for it! Ken goes in ©
chase. Chin is imprisoned in a €
cabin aboard the Oom Pieter,
and Samson is frying to extract g
from him the whereabouts of ;)
the pem-! island. (\om read on. ) 2
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round feller Chink’s ueck and twist
till I give the word.”

“Yessar I”

John Chin’s almond eyes dilated
as the brawny Tonga man hl(ppul

towards lim, the looped rope in.his
sinewy black hands.

The Tonga man had no hesitation
in carrying out the savage order, and
Bully Samson’s fierce face showed no
sign of relenting. There was no
change in the impassive calmness of
the Chinaman, but his breath came
faster, His hands closed almost
convulsively on the ivory handle of
the dragon-painted umbrella.

"pmkm" he said, as the Tonga
man’s grasp was almost upon him.

“That's scnse! gunm‘d Bully

Samson. “I reckoned you'd speak
when your squint eyes were popping
out—and you may as well speak first
as last.  Put your. finger on
&pat.”

He placed the chart closer to ihe
Chinaman.

For one moment Jolim Chin hesi-
tated, a strange glitter in his slant-

ing cyes ns if he meditated resist-
ance.  But the brawny Toenga man
was (imwmg over lim, lc..\dv {o

grasp him in a grasp that the little
Chinaman could never have unloosed
He stirred at last, and a slim finger
moved over the chart and came to a

stop.

Samson stared at him savagely
and suspiciously.

“There's mo land, not cven an
atoll, marked within twenty miles

of that!” he snarvled.

“Pearl island no malkee on chart,”
eaid John Chin.

Samson nodded slowly.

So well had the sccret of John
Chin'e pearl island been kept hither-
to that Samson had suspected that
it was one of the thousand isles of
the Pacific not- marked on any chart.
It was likely enough—it was more
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than likely; but Samson, who trusted
no man, suspected trickery.

“If youw're tricking me—" he
began,

“John Chin tellee. tluth.”

Bully Samson stared at the chart
again and made a rapid caleulation.

“That's a hundred miles cast of
Lalinge,” he said.

Joln Chin nodded

“And the same latitude, with a
quarter of a -

Another nod.

“I guess we ehall raise it to-
morrow even in this durned Dutch
fub, ¥ you've tricked me, look out
for squalls. I ehall savvy to-
morrow."

“Chinee tellee tluth.”

“I guess it will be better for your
yellow hide if you have. But we'll
see,” grunted Bully Samson. “ Who's
on the island?”

“8ix Chinee,”

‘' Pearl fishers®"”

'l‘ie C]hinnumn nndded.l

“Likely to put up a fight*”

John Cyhin 3milec[l) fuin%ly,

“No tinkee,” he said.

“Let them if they like. There's
enough niggers on this echooner to
kar-kai them if they give trouble.
And T guess I can handie six Chinks
on my own!” jeered Bully Samson.
“Talifao, you keepee cye along
Chink; you no keepee eye along
Chinl;, me knock seven bells outer
you.

" “Yeesar!” grinned Talifao.

Bully Samson, with the chart in
Lis hands, tramped up the companion
ladder to the deck. Captain van
Tromp cyed liim anxiously, and the
Duteh  mate, Jensen, drew mnear.
Samson held out theé chart,

He grinned over it at the Dutch-
man. !

“There's the island—east of
Lalinge.  That's where John Chin
sends his cutter for pearls, That's
where Kit Hudson sailed in his brig.
That's where we're going to pick up

.;I»earls to the tune of half-a-million.
guess you can set a cowrse from
that.”

The Dutchman nodded, his little
eyes glistening.  He bellowed an
order to his erew and yapped at the
steersman.  The schooner, which had
been running north-east before the
wind, swang eastward with the. wind
on her quarter, with a billowing of
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canvas and a creaking of ropes and
spars. Bully S8amson paced the deck,
his eyes turning ever eastward as the
sun sank lower to the Pacific. His
rugged face was alight with triumph
now as he chewed on an unlighted
cheroot, lis sinewy fingers iwitched
as if already grasping at the pearls.
A fortune was in his grasp if the
Chinaman had told the truth. And
if he had net, he should yet tell it,
if there was power in ruthless tor-
ture to make him speak. A fortune
to be shared with Van Tromp and
the Dutch mate—but still a fortune.
Aud vengeance upon King of the
Islands could wait until he was the
richest man in the Pacific.

The Chase!
LU Y Sam! We're moving
King of the Islands
spoke with justifiable
pride in his craft.

“She's a clipper I said Hudson,

The wind had stiffened, much to
Ken’s satisfaction. Every rag of
canvas was out en the Dawn, and
her prow cut like a knife through
the long rollers of the Pacific. The
sun, a round red ball, was sinking
to the lorizon astern. The ketch—
which Bully Samson had contemptu-
ously described as a ten-cent yawl—
was tearing through the water, leav-
ing a long white wake behind.
There was not much of tho yawl
about the Dawn. Her mizzen was
large cven for a ketch. Covered
with canvas, she flew like a sea-bird
—like some gigantic albatross swoop-
ing over the ocean.

King of the Islands had lost no
time in getting out of Lalinge. He
was losing no time now. Kit Hudson
had set the course for Eoko at the
helm, and the big Kanaka stood
there like a statue of bronze, tire-
less. Almost due cast from Lalinge
lay the secret island where John
Chin had discovered long ago the
richest  pearl-bed in “the Pacific.
Many ‘a lawless skipper in the South
Seas had sought for the secret island
and never found it. Many a seeker,
probably, lad passed it without
knowing that it was John Chin’s
island — without guessing that it
mattered more than any other un-
charted speck in the boundless ocean.
Yet there were men whom John Chin

i3

trusted who ecould have steered a
straight course for the island; and
Kit Hudson was one of them.

“If we don’t sail two knots to the
Dutchman’s one, I'll eat the Dawn !”
said King of the Islands, with a
laugh. “We may beat them to it,
Kit, If ‘they’re stecring for the
pearl island we may beat them to it
and sight the Ocm Pieter before
they raise the island.”

* “There's a chatce * said the Corn-

stalk.  “Van Tremp's craft sails
like a barge on the Zuider Zee,
But—" . .

“Bui what?”

The Cornstalk laughed.

“We're after Van Tromp, and I'm
with you all the way. But he's got
two or three white men in his crew,
and not less than a dozen niggers.
We're two white men—and Koko,
When it comes to a scrap, we're
taking on a fullsized man's job,
Ken.” 5

“I know.” King of the Tslands
nodded. “But I reckon Bully Sam-
son is the only man on the Oom
Picter with & real punch in him.

But, odds or no odds, we're handling

the schooner .when we lay her
aboard.”

Ken  knitted his brows thought-
fully.

“We shall have the wind of her.
I'd undertake to ‘sail the Dawn

round and round that Dutch tub and
leave her standing. T wish we had
the long gun on board that you used
to pound Ta's’ava’s grass houses on

Faloo! But the Winchesters will
talk loud emough when we - come up
with the Oom Pieter.”

Hudson glanced at the sky.

“We're getting all the wind we
want,” he remarked, I fancy we're
going to get a capful more than we
want."”

“Not before dark,”
the Islands.

The ketch tore on—at a pace that
would have made Bully Samson wish,
had he seen ler, that he was on
board a “ten-cent yawl” rather
thag a heavy Dutch schooner with a
bow like a Duteh cheese. The wind
was stiffening every minute, and the
Hiva-Oa men looked anxiously at the
graceful cedar masts that were bend-
ing like whips under their load of
canvas.  But King of the Islands
had = sailed the Yacific in every
weather—he had been through hurri-
canes in the reef-ridged scas of the
Solomons, through heavy gales among
the shoals of the Paumotus, through a
roaring typhoon in the Chiua Sea.
He knew fo an inch what sail his
craft would carry in any wind, he
kunew to an ounce what his sticks
would bear.  There was more than
half a gale blowing when the sun
dipped out of sight and darkness fell
like a cloak on the Pacific.

It was mot till the Polynesian
crew were chattering with uneasiness,
and Kit Hudson's face was grave,
that King of the Islands gave orders
to shorten sail. Koko, a figure of
brenze, held on his course with one
eye on the binnacle—not a slant of
either c¢ye at the mountains of canvas
overhead. His faith in King of the
Islands would not have been shaken
had Ken epread out his spinnaker in

(Continued on page 16.)

said King of




King of the. . .. -
Islands!
(Continued from page 13.) .

the teeth of a typhoon—not that King
of the Islands was.likely to do so.

Uunder short sail, the ketch still
tore through the water, with a bone
in her teeth. =

Not a star gleamed in the sky;
blackness, like a pall, lay on the
Pacific. Red and green, the lights of
the Dawn shone through the darkness
as she tore on, with greal billows
heaving round her, and the spindrift
lashing like whips ‘at the faces of

the men on deck.
“She’s a  gale now!” Tludson
shouted in Ken's ear. In the roar

of the wind it was difficult to make
his voice heard. .
“Yes. I faney Captain van Tromp
will have reefed down every rag on
- the Oom Pieter. That Dutchman
isn't a pukka sailorman.  Let lher
blow ! "We shall raise the Oom
Picter by morning if she’s making
the pearl island.”
Hudson grinned through the dark-
ess. .

He had no doubt that Captain van
Tromp was riding out the gale under
bare poles, in uneasy anxiety for the
sofety of his tub of a schooner,

Bully Samson, if he was heading
for the pearl island, wounld have
carried -on under sail had it been
blowing twice a gale; but the Dutch-
man was in command: ef the Oom
Pieter. And the Dutchman would
never carry sail in the gale that was
now churning the Pacific into foam.

Neither Ken nor his shipmate
thought of sleep that wild night. In
turns they relieved EKoko at the
wheel. Neither did the Hiva-Oa men
think of sleep. The ketch fled before
the roaring wind like a frightened
bird, wet fore and aft from the seas
that broke over the rail, The deck
was incessantly awash; the bare feet
of the Hiva-Oa men pattered in tepid
water.

‘With the approach of dawn the gale
slackened.

The wind was still strong and
fierce, but the force of the gale was
expended when the first gsieam of
light showed over the turbid seca.

“Up mainsail I'" ghouted Ken. “ You
feller boy, you look lively along
you !

The big mainsail was swung up.
IKoko was at the helm again; Ken,
in the rising light, swept the sea with
his binoculars. .

“Nothing—yet !” he said,

Danny, the cook, struggled aft with
lhot coffee and biscuits for the white
masters. Higher rose the sun over
the Pacific, showing masses of foam-
crested, tumbling waters as far as the
eye could reach.

From Lompo, at the masthead,
came a shout at last:

“Feller sail!”

King of the Islands threw down
Iris coffee-cup.

“What rig?" he shouted.

“Feller schooner !” \

Ken's eyes danced. <

“A ton of w&:‘a to a fathom of
shell-money it's the Qom Pieter(”

He raised his glasses and searched
the sea. Far away, rolling under
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- fierce.

bare poles on the heavy swell of the
Pacific, was a bluffi-bowed, héayily-
built schooner—the schooner that
King of the Islands had watched
towing out of the bay of Lalinge.
King of the Islands handed the
glasses to Kit Hudson, with a grin
of satisfaction.

“It's the Oom Pieter! We're at
the heels of Bully Samson nowi”

Hard Pressed!

RAGGING a deep-sea anchor, the
Dutch schooner had ridden out
that wild night on the Pacific

with canvas close-reefed. Through
the long . hours, while the
roared and the ocean foamed round
the Oom Pieter, Bally Sameon
tramped the slanting deck and gritted
his teeth behind his thick black
beard. In command of the schooner,
Samson would have carried on under
head-saile at least; but it was Van
Tromp who was in command, and
safety first was the Dutchman’s
motto. All the Dutchman thought
of wae to ride out the gale without
damage to his ship or to his spars or
to his precious self. And he gave
secarcely a thought to the Chinaman
in the cabin below or to the pearl
island while the blow lasted.
Samson, in his rage at the wasle
of precieus hours, raved at the
native crew, at the Nutch bo’sun and
mate, and even at the Dufch skipper
himself. It was not that he antici-
pated pursuit from Lalinge; but he
was feverishly eager to eet foot on

the island of pearls—eager to ascer- ~

tain whether John Chin had given
him the correct bearings of the sceret
island.

The more phlegmatic Dutehman
was in no such hurry, and he did
not share the reckless hardihood of
the bully of the Shark. Not for a
dozen pearl islands would he have
run the risks that Bully Samson
would have faced without a moment’s
hesitation.

Through the long might Bully
Samson paced the rocking deck,
drenched with spray and heedless of
it. Had he been aware that the
Dawn was in hot pursuit, his rage
would probably have broken a%[
bounds, and he might have attempted
to force the Dutchman to make sail
at the pistol’s point. But he did not
even dream that King of the Islands
was on his track.

Day came at last on a wild and
tumbling sea. The gale had spent
its force, but the wind wae still
The fat Dutchman rolled up
from his watch below and blinked
round over the sea.

“No see feller sail?” he asked.

Samson gave him a glare.

“Are you still in a blue funk,
you Dutch beer-barrel? Are you
going to drag a eea anchor until we
get a dead calm?”

The savage contempt of the South
Sea freebooter brought a flush to the
Dutchman’s fat face.

“Feller Samson talk too plenty
much,” he said. “&pose feller Sam-
son he talk too plenty much, me
tell black boys knockee seven bells
outer feller Samson.”

Bully Samson clenched his great
hands.

16

wind -

The fat Dutch skipper came very }
near at that moment to being
knocked across his own deck into the

SCUppeTs. o o

But the freebooter controlled his
rage. .

“Belay chinwag,” = he snarled.
“Make sail. Are you afraid to carry

a topsail in half a capful of wind?”
“Feller ship belong me,” answered
“an Tromp stolidly, *Feller Samson
sail him own ship, no sail ship belong
e ”
And the Dutchman turned away
from Bully Samson and ordered the
bo'sun -into the cross-trees to look
out for a sail. The fear of pursuif .
was still strong upon Van Tromp,
though -it° mever entered Bully Sam-
son’s mind for a moment.

There was a call from the man in 3
the cross-trees as the sun vose higher ™
over the tumbling Pacifie.

He called in Duteh, of which Bully
Samson understood not a word; but
he knew what the man meant. 5

“Feller sail he eee,” said Van |
Tromyp, interpreting into beche-de-
mer English, 2

“And what of it?” snarled Bully
Samson. “Is this rotten old tub the
only craft on the Pacifie?” i

“Feller John Chin he man
along islands,” said Van Tromp.
“Plenty too much feller he look for
John Chin, p'r'aps.”

“I tell you nobody knows what's
happened to John Chin. They'll 3
believe at Lalinge that he was lost
at sea in his whaleboat.”
But the Dutchman did not heed,
The wealthiest merchant in the
islands was a kidnapped prisoner on™
board the schooner, and to Van
Tromp’s uneasy mind the sen” was
covered with the eails of vessels seck-
ing him. Bully Samson, beggared |
and desperate, might be ready to take
any risks; but gaptuiu van Tromp
had no desire to]be haled before the
high court of Fiji and sent to a con- §
vict settlement for seven years. The |
mere sight of a topsail on the sca |
was sufficient to make him tremble 3
for himself and his ship, and to
repent that he had entered into the |
freebooter’s desperate scheme.

He swatched the man in the cros-
trees anxiously. g

bi,

They exchanged question and
answer in Dutch, and the fat
skipper’s face grew more uneasy and |
perturbed.

“What doce he say?” snarled Bully |

Samson.
“Feller ketch he see.”
Samson started.
“A ketch! You fat swab, thers
are ten thousand ketches and yawl
plying among the islands. Whats
does a keteh matter? Do you think’
that King of the Islands has dropp
from the clouds upon us?”

The freebooter clambered upon
ratlines and up to the cross-trees i
savage haste. In spite of his word
to the Dutch skipper, the thought
King of the Islands was in his o
mind. After all, King of the Island
had been moored at the coral wh
at Lalinge when the schooner saile
He might have seen somethin
suspected something. i

Samson shoved the Duteh bo
savagely out of his way, and jam
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himself in the croes-trecs fo scan the
8a.

Hig eyes fixed on the
Dutchman had picked up far across
the heaving waters.

It was but a distant glimpse, but
it was enough for the hawk-cyes of
the freebooter.

“The Dawn!
Dawn!"

He rubbed the salt sea-spray from
his eyes and stared again. o a
landsman's eyes one deep-sca kefch is
much like another. But not to the
¢yes of a sailorman. There were,
perhaps, twenty ketches among the
sslapds with the unusual spread of
gail of the Dawn; but, among them
all, Bully Samson would not have
eitated & moment to pick up the
tip of Ken King. He knew that it

i King of the Islands who was
Learing down upon the rolling Dutch
schooner.

He released his right hand to shake
it elenched in savage defiance at the
distant keteh and then clambered
down the ratlines and dropped to the
deck.

Van Tromp eyed him anxiously

“Feller Samson savvy um keteh?”
ke asked, reading the answer in the
enraged face of the frecbooter.

#It’s the Dawn !” hiseed Samson.

“King of the Islands®”

Make sail and run him

hokey, the

‘ down. This old tub is heavy enough
o cut that ten-cent yawl in two !
“Feller Sumson talk plenty fool

d the Dutchman,

il that the,

“ There's no land, not
even an atoll, marked
within twenty miles of
that !’ Samson snarfed.

“No
angrily.

And again Bully Samson controlled
his rage. Captain van Tromp cast an
anxious glance at the sky and another
at the rolling se he gale had
almost blown itself out, but of his
own accord the Dutchman would not
yet have made sail, With a pursuer
like King of the Islands close on his
track, he had omly a choice of evils,
and lhe reluctantly gave orders for
sail to be shaken out. He nourished
a faint lope that it was by chance
that the Dawn was in the offing, and
lie changed his course a few points
twice or thrice, in the hope of secing
the Dawn pass on her way and drop
below the sea-line.  But the keteh
hung on his track like a blood-
hound, coming on under bellying can-
vas, gaining on the heavy Duleh
schooner hand-over-fiet, and Van
Tromp's uncasy fat face grew almost
haggard.
cller King of the Islands he

" he muttered.

i : got twice the crew of that
ketch!” Samson snarled.  “If they
dare to run us aboard, we'll send the
whole erowd to Davy Jones.”

“Plenty fool talk!” snarled the
Dutch smuggler. * Evidently he was
not prepared for such desperate
measures. Kidnapping John  Chin,
lifting the pearls from the secret
island, sinking the Chinese merchant
in the sea with a pig of lead at his
feet on a dark night—of these things
the Dutchman was quite capable; but
a  desperate fight was another
matter,

talk!” reared Van Tromp

17

More and maore canvas was crowded
on the schoonecr, and she drove fast
through the tumbling waters.

But faster and closer came the pur-
suing keteh, visible now tfo every
eye on the schooner's deck. The
black cerew watched her with indiffer-

ence—the three  Dutchmen  with
uneasy faces—Bully Samson with
glittering eyes, Far away to the

eastward a speck rose from the sca-
a speck tliat was growing larger and
larger It fold of the pres : of
: ‘and Bully Samson knew what

and it was, if the Chinaman had told
ruth. The seerct island, the
i V'\ML\" was in sight; but
up hardly looked at it. His
little piggy eyes turned constantly on
the ketch, Every line of the Dawn's
graceful shape was now visible to the
Duteh smuggler; he could make out
the tall figure of Koko at the helm,
and cateh glimpses of King of the
slands and Kit Hudson and the
Hiva-Oa créw. Tt was not of stolen
pearls that the Dutchman was think-
ing, but of a court of justice and the
itence for kidnapping on the high

23

B\-ﬂly Samson gripped him by the
NIl

w's the pearl island ! he said,
between his teeth. “Serve out the
rifles to your crew; yow've got twice
the men King of the Islands has, and
we're four white men to two—" -

“Plenty foo} talk ¥

Van Tromp shook off his hand.

“Yowve gobt the law of the sea on
your side,” mutter “N

Samson. No
man can search your ship without an
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King of the
Islands ! ; ; -
{Continued from previous page.)

‘Admiralty warrant. If they run us
aboard you've a right to shoot.”

“Feller King of the lslands he
sovvy John Chin along schooner,”
spid Van Tromp. “S'pose we beat
him off, he go back along Lalinge,
all the islands savvy we kidnap John
*hin.” .

“How .can he know?” snarled
Samson: *“ He can only guess.”

Van, Tromp .did npt heed him.
Jenson, the mate, called out in Dutch
and pointed to a signal run up on
honrr} the ketoh. It was the signal
for the Duichman to heave to.

The Dutch smuggler’s fat face was
in an agony of indecision. As Bully
Samson had said, the law of the sea
gave him the right to resist an un-
warranted search. But he knew that
King of the Islands,” if he was
assured that John Chin was on the
Oom Pieter, would not. hesitate, and
the discovery of the kidnapped China-
man on the schooner would justify
him. Only a desperate struggle, and
victory, and the sinking of the ketch
with all hands, could cover up the
Dutch smuggler’s gnilt, and for such
measures the fat skipper was not at
all prepared.
- Samson’s savage eyes
render in the fat face.

read sur-

Van Tromp made a step towards
the companion. The bully of the
Shark strode after him.

“What are you going to do?” he
hissed.

“Talk along John Chin!” snapped
the Dutchman. “S'pose he say he no
make trouble along me, me send him
in boat along ketch.”

Bully Samson drew a deep, deep
breath.

The pearl island was in sight,
rising clearer into view every
moment, graceful palms showing now
against the blue of the sky, swaying
in the stiff wind. Success was in his
grasp; and.  all>his hopes, all his
plans, were defeated by the pusil-
lanimity of  his associnte.  King of
the Islands-had:beaten him in the
quest of the treasure of Faloo; King
of the Islands was beating him again
in his quest of the pearl island. The
Dutchman tramped heavily below.

All  was lost. But desperate
thoughts were in the mind of the
South Sea frechooter mow. And
Bully Samson was never so desperate
and dangerous as when driven into
a corner, as he now was,

Desperate Measures !
APTAIN VAN TROMP came
waddling: up the companion
again. Jemsen, the mate, was
staring back at the Dawn, now close
on the Dutchman’s starboard quarter,

o
The New Stamp Colleoting.

SPORTSs ox POSTAGE STAMPS.

By F. J. MELVILLE,
President of the Junior Philatelic Society.

SPLENDID set of stamps has

A just been issued by Holland,

to remind us that the Olympic

Games are to be held in Amsterdam

this year. There arc eight stamps

in the set, and each value illustrates
a different form of sport.

The 1} cent printed in dark green
shows a sculler on the river. The
2 cent magenta shows a fencer. The
giant on the 3 cent yellow-green is

ying Soccer, and the light blue

cent stamp shows a rac-
ing yacht. Putting the
weight is seen on the 7}
cent orange, and an Olym-
pic runner on the 10 cent
red. Horse - jumping on
the 15 cent dark blue |
shows a mounted horse- &
man taking a hurdle. The :
highest value in the ;
series is the 30 cent choco- ¥
late, which depicts a boxer. Horse-}

As you probably know, the 1
the name * Nederland ”
on the stamps is the de-
acription of Holland, the Kingdom of
the Netherlands. Eachstampalso bears
the inseription “ IX® Olympiade,”
this year’s being the ninth repetition
of the celebrated games since they
were revived in Greece in 1896,

The stamp collector who is fond of
sport—and who isn't ?—can form
quite a colleetion of sporting stamps,
and fortunately most of the sports

H
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-jumping on
5 cent dark
blue Neo

sta
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stamps aro still
quite cheap, 50 a
collection of them
canbegottogether
without much
difficulty. The
most important
issues are :
Greece, 1896 :
Throwing the
discus, chariot racing, and a contest
between gladiators. -Greece, 1906 :
pollo throwing the discus
£ (he looks like a fast bowler
of ancient time just about
to deliver the ball), jump-
ing, and the pancration,
which was a combination of
boxing and wrestling. Bel-
gium, 1920: Olympic Games
series, France, 1924 : Olym-
pic Games series. Hungary,
1925 : This is a particularly
fine set illustrating modern
sports like scouting, foot-
ball, hurdlj_n?. ski-ing, skat-
ing, diving, fencing, ete.
Newfoundland is an “ angler's
paradise,” and a number of stamps
remind us of the fact, and also that
there is good shooting for game.
But if your thoughts run to * big
ame,” you will find plenty of scope
or bagging lions, tigers, rhinos, and
other big fellows in the jungle scenes
on stamps of Liberia, Abyssinia, the
Malay States,and other wild countries.

nt choco-

highest
value in the new
Olympic Games

The 30 ce
late, the

series issued by
Holland.
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the tumbling sea rolling and foaming
between. e boatswain was at the
fielm. Bully Samson fixed his eyes pn
the Dutch smuggler’s 'face as Ym
emerged from the companion. . He
had no doubt that John Chin would
agree to make no trouble Tor his kid-
napper, on condition that he was sent
sately on board King of the Islands’
slu& But he still” hoped that the
Dutchman might fight it out. The
desperate scheme that had formed ia
his lawlegs mind was a last resource,
But the expression on Van Tromp's
face was enough for him. He knew
that it was surrender, j
E
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“Yon're going to heave to?”
asked-huakilgy. 5 =

Van Tromp nodded.

“And give up the Chink??

“Ja, jal1”

Bully Samson, trembling with sup-
pressed rage, lifted his hand and
pointed to the palms that nodded .
above the waves to the east. Thei
little island, with its ring of coral |
reefs, was in full view of both the
schooner and the ketch now. ]

“You're throwing away a fortune,

hV;:m']i’romgl!; I:aid _tlilng freebooter

A alf a i

on tluﬂ.y islﬂ.m‘l—-"m . 6 B
For a moment the Dutchman

wavered. But his greed was not s
strong as his fear. From the keteh
rang the crack of a rifle, and the
bullet whizzed over the deck of the
schooner and out through the main.
sail. It was only a warning shot;
but it told that King of the Islands
was in deadly earnest. It settled the
matter for Ghisbrecht van Tromp.
All the courage in his fat body oozed
away at the thought of ‘the fearful |
affiray that must follow if le acted
on the desperate counsels of his con-
federate,

“Plenty fool talk!” he snapped,
and turned away from the freebooter,

Bully Samson’s teeth came together
hard.

The. Duteh skipper called an order
to the man at the wheel, and shouted’
to the black crew to shorten sail.

Bully Samson’s hand gripped the
revolver in his belt. 4

It was neck or nothing now for'
the freebooter.

. His powerful voice roared, drown.
ing the fat tones of the Dutchman:

“You feller boy, you stand back!
You touch along rope, me shoot’
plenty quick I”

The black crew, pattering to obey:
their skipper’s order, stared in blank.
astonishment at the ruffian and the
revolver that had leaped into hig
hand.

Crack ! % 3

Bully Samson fired a shot over théir
heads. Tt was enough for the erew of
the Oom Pieter. They scuttled ba
like rabbits.

Samson’s fierce ¢
helmsman.

“Keep her steady !”

The Duteh boatswain
him

“Skipper he say——" 4

“Belay jaw and keep her stefidy!
Keep her steady, or, by hokey, I
ghoot yom !

The hoatswain obeyed !

1 piles on
Sir Alan Cobham’s breathless
in next week’'s MODERN BOY.)
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