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EN KING swam
wi swift

Flying the
surface of
1 of Kohu.
) nore than a
ble's length from
* beach, opposite
e 0ld pearler’s hut,
chor, so still
won that her

on

' Knives

d in the water

boy trader known
as sWam nearer
an peril—to cer-
tain death if a him as ne

came. Bu

1D,

Va bun was far away with most of
his black crew,” and the three Solomon
Islanders had left on the ketch were
leaning on the rail on the farther side,

a the lagoon in the direction
r master had gone in the
¥ looked round. they must
trader—and a whizzing
sealed his fate. But
did not turn,
sign yet of Van Duck

t. That he had
to attack Barney
ugger, Ken knew; he had
firing and had seen the Tonga
rantic flight from the pursuing
Some of the blacks had fallen
in the fight on the lugger. The rest were
hunting Barney Hall in the bush, and

t was a chance to recapture

trader
blacks.

Yan Duck could not pull back thout
Bis boat's crew. How > Dutchm

Would remain on the lu in the cr
oh the opposite beach, Ken could not
il But he knew that he had time for
What he had to do.
One of the furzy heads stirred, and
e0’s heart missed a beat. He shot on
into the shadow of the ketch. Now, if
ihe blacks looked round, the hull hid Kim
Irom their eyes.
L His hand was on the ketch now. He
Hleadied himself there and listened. his
heart thumping, He dreaded to hear the
Pad of a bare foot crossing the deck
¥é—10 see a black face staring down
Over the rail. He was utterly at the
Mmerey of the blacks if he was seen. -
Lalling idly on the rail, chewing betel-
DUt the blacks were speaking in their
01 dialect of Malaita. King of the
Ilands” was reassured as he listened to
their crackling falsetto voices. They had
flot seen him. No thought of danger was
In their minds,
He 0 reached up to climb on board.
¢ would have given all the pearls of
Kohu, real or fabled, for a firearm. With
ooter in his hand, he would not
eared three blacks or twice as
¥. But he had only a bush-knife,
&nd the blacks were three to one. There
rearms on his ketch if he could
{Fach them. But he knew how desperate
L oy 7. 1€ Was as he climbed up over the
Hfm'board of the Dawn.
y * made no sound, but the water drip-
Irom him as he drew himself from
| dre, 800N made a light splash, and he
“aded that it would reach the ears on
Other side. His eyes were on the
boys now—three black figures in
- loincloths, glistening backs turned
ds him, One of them stirred. and
heart leaped. But the black boy
cached up to his fi mop of hair
renewed supply of betel-nut, which

e
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g

. Thoemmed into his thick-lipped mouth,
Then grunting, he lolled o the rafl

£

With his companions.

It wag a
matter of hardly more than
Lﬁ‘:&“tﬂ, but it seemed an age to him,

Ken drew himself up on to the
{ the Dawn, only the vpvldm of the
tween him and the savage blacks,
hnﬂ:mlld have turned on him like wild
at & sound of alarm.

wag DUsh-knife was in his hand now.
a terrible weapon—nearly two feet

k cavy, keen ed as a razor.
‘ %hx![jy henumocmgbawnrﬁ the open
W ween m an
Solomon " fejanders

52
s

1")‘
on, e
18 ers, but he hoved to

Modern Boy

SURPRISE
" ATTACK

Stealthily King of the Islands swam towards
the Dawn, risking his life in a desperate
attempt to recapture his ketch.

move, and all would be over!

By CHARLES HAMILTON

One false

reach it unheard and unseen,
and slip below. He was only a
few feet from it when one of
the blacks turned his head.

The

astonishment in the
black boy's face he saw the
white man, dr ping  with
water, standing on the deck

behind him, was ludicrous. He
stared at the boy trader as it
he fancied him a ghost—as,
for the moment, perhaps he
did, for he was one of the
boat’s crew that had left King
of the Islands to drown on the
outer reef. He uttered a loud
startled gasp, and his com-
panions turned

Ken made a desperate bound
for the companion. As he
plunged into it a knife stuck
quivering in the wood by the
doorway. It had missed him hardly by
an inch.
Ken stumbled down the ladder, and
fell headlong into the cabin below. But
he was up in a second, and racing across
the cabin to the little state-room forward.
Trampling bare feet ran on the com-
panion behind him, Knife in hand, the
Solomon Islanders rushed below.

King of the Islands leaped into the
state-room and shut the door, As he did
50 & knife crashed-into it. stieking there
and quivering. Even as the knife struck,
Ken secured the door. There was a yell
in the cabin, and a sound of heavy
knives hacking at the state-room door.
But tl door was of teak, and not

soon.

In the room were two bunks, used
by Ken and his mate, Hudson, The
space under each bunk was filled by long
drawers, with strong locks, in one of
which arms ol ammunition were
packed. The keys had been taken by
fan Duck. They were locked now. It
WaS no easy matter to break open a
strong lock, set in hard wood; but the
knife, designed to hack a way through
the hard tendrils of tangled bush, was a
useful weapon. Using it as a hatchet,
King of the Islands hacked at the
drawer, while the Eelling blacks in the
cabin hacked at the teak door of the
state-room.

The lock loosened at last, and Ken
dragged the drawer open. The next
moment a Winchester rifle was in his

asp, and he was grabbing L;g cariridges.

e slung the rifle over his shoulder and
loaded a revolver. As he swam from the
beach and ever since he had boarded the
ketch, he had faced sudden and fearful
death. Now he was master, ready to face
the blacks—and prepared to deal with
Van Duck and the boat’s crew when they
returned. Revolver in hand, he stepped
to the door, unlocked it, and threw it

O

en
p"You feller bay! You run along
deck!” His voice rang sharply.

A black m}"?"n went, upaswnageg k;}]i!e{ }!lzé
i ing o ]
xlllit.mﬁtlf fnd the Solomon Ishndgrrb with
a bullet through his shoulder, pped

the knife am(li sta The D‘heré\gg

red. “You drop
g:r:lgd eﬂoor. you run along deck, or, my
word, you plenty kill-dead along gun
belong me."

lattered on the floor, and

ngcﬁmﬁg cmalunds drove the blacks
back to the deck.
ETER caught his
breath as he
stared from the
narrow  opel
of his coral

Behind
the
Seaweed

since Ken King had
there.

left him .
Looking out in the
sunlight, he watched for King of the

Islands. He had saved the
from death on the reef
but he could not help him
perate enterprise he had now
He waited, and watched. and listened —
dreading' that King of the Islands had
gone to his death—hoping to see him
return.

At the sight of a figure on the reef, he
fancied. for the moment. t it was
Ken King, and his eyes brightened. Bu:
it was only for a moment. The figuse
that burst from the thick bush on the
shore and staggered out on the reef was
not the slim, handsome figure of
Kin It was zl:g form of Barn

o

W
But as he peered from behind a jutting
spur of coral, he realised that that was
not the case.

He did not need teliing why the Tonga
trader had fled out on the reef. Van
were hunting him.
There was death behind him, though his
pursuers were still out of sight. Barney
Hall was at the end of his tether, and
he had to hide like a hunted animal, or
die under the knives of the black crew
that had hunted him across the island.

That he was exhausted, his look and
every movement showed. But he stag-
gered on, scrambling over rough ridges
of coral, stumbling into crevices and
gullies, and scrambling wildly out again.
Hidden in the cave-mouth, Peter waiched
him in fear terror, and yet with a
glimmering of compassion. Brute and
ruffian as Barney Hall was, savagely zs
he had hunted the boy whom he believed
to be the pearler’s son holding the secret

His wild glance turned on the
face of the cliff that jutted from the
reef. It was there that he had tracked
the boy, when the coming of the rival

pmr]-ﬁpmchu- had forced him to give up
g!e unt and think only of own
ety.

who crouched behind a jutting spur of
coral, thick with clin He
halted, and his t breath

The!’n:-‘.t!th!h'sm
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Peter left him lying where he fell
From a fissure in the coral,
armfuls of seaweed and stacked it at the
narrow opening of the cave, until from
without, the opening looked like a fissure
into which the tide had drifted seaweed,
leaving it there in receding.

Behind that frail barrier, useful for
concealment but useless for defence,
Peter crouched, and he trembled at the
sound of footsteps and volces—padding
footsteps of ed feel, high-pitched
voices of black Malaita boys. But the
footsteps and the voices , and

on his pale

Peter, the gersplmtiun thick
face, breathed again.
ING of the
Islands stepped
out on to the
deck at the heels
Massed of the Malaita
R?YS. ﬂlx"xlg face grﬁ?'
5 er on 8
Attack! trizger.
“You feller Malaita

boy.h%'ouh run nloégg
beach!” he sna 5
The blacks hardly waited for the zg'laer.
Three swift splashes sounded under the
rall of the Dawn, and the black boys
were swimming for the beach.

Ken stood at the rail, revolver in hand,
and watched them. Soon they were
scrambling out of the water, and as fast
as they could run they scuttled up the
beach and disappeared into the bush.

King of the Islands looked across the
lagoon. There was still no sign of Van
Duck returning in the boat. The black
boys would carry him the news. And
that, when he heard it, the freehooter
would make a desperate attempt to re-
take the ketch, Ken had no doubt. But
now that he bhad recaplured his craft, he
was prepared to defend it against all
comers,

Sooner or later Kiy Hudson would
arrive from Lu‘uo with his crew. Hudson
could hardly fail to guess the course Van
Duck had set in the stolen ketch, know-
ing that the Dutchman was after the
pearls of Kohu. Until he came, Ken had
to hold the ketch and defend it. Van
Duck, who had left him to drown on the
reel, and who belleved that he was food
for fishes, would find that he was very
much alive. The hostilities between the
rival gangs of pearl-poachers had given
him  this nee, and fortune had
favoured him in making the most of it.

That the attack would come, he was
sure, but he had time to make prepara-
tlons for defence, The black boys, even
if they lost no time, had to make half the
circuit of the lagoon to reach Van Duck;
and even then, most of his crew were
scattered in the bush hunting for Barney
Hall; It was likely that he had several
hours, at-least, but he did not lose a
minute.

Under the burning sun, aching with the
tropical heat, but ess, the boy Lrader
worked.” Long coils barbed wire,

‘the bed wire d t
go?ﬁddﬁ rush of natives from

canoes.
and heavy work
It was hard and vy

heir

Ken levelled the rifle across the rafl
From the boat came the crack of the
Dutchman’s revolver, as he stood and
fired over the heads of the black boys
swealing at the oars The roar of the
rifle answered the rapid crackling of the
Leﬂ;lrer. and a bullet pitehed into the

oat,

There was a yell as the hot lead tore
along a bare black leg. Ken fired again,
and one of the blacks sprawled over, his
oar slipping from the rowlock info the
water. Wild yells rose from the whole
crew.

Van Duck, brandishing his revolver,
roared to them to pull. The rifle rang
again, and a bullet crashed into the stern
seat hardly an inch from the Dutchman.

Another followed it fast, but already
the boat was swerving from its course.
Infuriated as he was, the Dutchman
realised that he was rushing on death,
Over the Dawn’'s rail, only Een's head
and rifle showed—but the whole boat’s
crew were openly exposed to his fire. The
Duichman roared to his crew, and the
boat swerved away, bullets splashing in
the water round it as it went,

King of the Islands swiftly reloaded
the Winchester. watching the boat as it
circled round the anchored ketch at a
safe distance.

If the Dutchman was watching for a
chance to make a sudden rush from a
different quarter, it was hopeless, Ken's
eye was not off him for a second. At
length, spluttering oaths in* Dutch, the
freebooter pulled for the beach and
landed with his crew.

Ken dropped the butt of his rifle to the
deck. He knew that this was not the
end. The sun was dipping behind the
nodding palms on the western side of
Kohu, and when darkness came, the
attack would be renewed.

As the dimness grew, he heard calling
voices on the circling shore of the
lagoon. The Dutchman was gathering
his whole crew. The pursuit of Barney
Hall mattered little or nothing to him
in comparison with regaining possession
of the Dawn.

‘While his crew called to their seattered
comrades in the bush, and on the outer
reef, the Dutchman stood watching the
ketch with savage eyes, till her graceful
outlines faded in the falling night.

But though he could see the ketch no
longer. sounds from her floated to his
ears—the tap-tapping of a hammer
knocking in staples, busy and incessant.
Ken King was finishing adding the
second strand of barbed wire to his de-
fences. and every minute that the attack
held off was useful to him. The second
line of wire was completed when, at last,
Ken ceased his labours, By thai time,
darkness had shut down like a cloak on
the lonely atoll in the P c.

Not o glimmer of a light showed on the
ketch. In dense King of lhe
Islands waited and watched, rifie in
hand.

Peter
Springs a
Surprise

the
and sunk down on a bed of

and moss where, thegvnutu t, King
of the Islands had Por hours he
had hardly stirred. Peter he saw

the dim light,

the; entrance passage through the

-mmw. Amu(mwrchﬂ
In one of those dim no 4
the boy had his 'ﬁu
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News for Stamp Collecrors

POLAR SOUVENIRS

TILL another glowing chapter in
the -story ~of Polar exploration—

the recent Seviet ™ ice-floe” ex-

pedition  under, Papinin—is re-
called for us in Russia’s newest stamps,
Actually the stamps honour the four
flyers who took Papinin and his three
companions to their Polar observation
post.  The flyers hoisted the Soviet
ensign  at the Pole—a fact that two
of the new stamps does not let us forget.
For their symbolic design shows an
immense Soviet flag planted firmly 10 the
Pole and encircled by the four acroplancs.
The two lower values, the 10 and 20
kopecs (the former s illustrated here),
show the route taken by the flyers Pole-
wards. It is a pity that more dirgct
mention of Papinin and his fellow scien-
tists is not made on these stamps, for their
months-long stay on an ice-floe is an

epic of endurance ranking amongst the

greatest Polar exploits of all time.

We already have stamp portraits of two
of the Russian aviators which the new
serics expressly honours. Remember the
series of 1035 featuring the ** Tcheluskia *
rescue of Professor Schmidt from con-
ditions similar to those of Papinin and his
companions recently ? On the 25 kopees
value there's a portrait of Vodopyanov,
and on the 30 kopecs we see the head of
Molokov—heroes both in an adventure
which  narrowly escaped ending 1n
disaster.

Actually, the stamp album has several

other interesting
links with Polar
exploration.
What about the
Amundsen Polar
flight secries
issued by Norway
in 19257 And,
going .back down the years, and turn.

ing the album pages at New Zealand

some of us, maybe, come across stamps
which are dircct links with two of the
greatest names in British Polar work—
Sir Ernest Shackleton and Captiin Scott

Though few people know of the fact,
Sir Ernest was, among other things,
first Postmaster of the British Antarctic,
and when lie set sail at-the close of 1907
from New Zealand, to try to reach the
South Pole, he carried with him a stock
of stamps. These stamps were the then.
current  New Zealanders overprinted
* King Edward VII Land."

Like Shackleton, Scott assumed the
title of Antarctic Postmaster when he
set out on that gallant trek of his for the
South Pole on November 29th, 1910—
the trek from which he never returned.
His ship’s stock of stamps were the then
New Zealand 1d.'s, overprinted ** Victoria
Land."” A short while later, it was decided
to add a {d. value to the stock, and by a
tragic coincidence these were issued on
January 18th, Joxg—thc very day on
which the news of Captain Scott's death
reached the outside world.

with ruffianly ingratitude the saving of
his life by the boy. But for Peter, he
would have been cut to pieces by the
blacks., and to save him the boy had
made his secret hiding-place known to
him. ey was accustomed to take
what he wanted, but there was a limit,
and he would not will.i.m‘;'}y have lifted
his hand against the boy after what had
happened. But he was at Kohu for the
pearls. He had lost his lugger and his
crew, he had to take desperate chances
to escape from the island, and he was not
going without Black Tom Daly’s pearls.
Black Tom, he had no doubt, gone
down in hurricane, and was at the
bottom of the Pacific long ago. The boy
should share.

He rose to his feet at the sound of a
footstep In the cave. From where Peter
appeared he did not discern, in the
shadows beyond the radius of lantern-
light, e wos crossing to the
tunnel that led to the open when Barney
ealled to him. He faced round at ance,
his hand slipping into the pocket of his
linen jacket.

“I reckon those niggers have cleared
long ago,” said Barney.

" ¥es, yes, they have long been gone,”
answered Peter, He backed away as
Barney made a step towards him.

“This is where you hid while I was
hunting you up and down Kohu,” went
on Barney, “and I reckon that this is
where the pearls are I've
combed Kohu for them, and I reckon
Van Duck Is combing Kohu for them,
too. But Black Tom cached them safe
before he pulled out for Lukwe, and I
reckon that this is the place, Vou can
lay your hands on them, if you choose!”

Peler made no answer,
Barncy pointed to the eanoe.

“1 reckon we can get clear in
craft. I'l swear to see you safe on the
next island with half the pearls! Half
R A o

—you'd er pu my
h:::?! I give you my word to stand for

lay.
for iooked at him curiouly. This
a man like

Pe
was

i
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where pearls have never
efore, I reckon theres
Half for you and half

find on Kohub
been found
enough to divvy.

for me. What you got to say to that?”
*Nothing!" — T
“8ee here,” said the

Enmly, “I reckon I'm
eal. But I ain't ing no for an
to hurt you after
u've done, but if you don’t point
out where the pearls are cached, here
and now, I'm taking you by the xkeqk ﬂgd
twisting it till you do. Got that?®.

To his surprise, Peter smiled. Timid
R R gL o

ear alarmed by sa

“What you got to say now?” snarled
Ba‘mmg,'i’i y

“Nothing!*

"By hokey! That does enl” A
&e ruffian made a npuus'tﬁldt wlﬂ

] .
The next moment he stopped. P#’l
hand whi out of his &

Flprdod

i Fonaa- S Ty e o
TG L
was steady. “Stand back or I'll shoot
yqpad:_nd wh?gs ';au mam
i i g e EMA
er the
That faint smile was still on his $
“You see, I did | !m :
%etly. “T have saved your :
wlld‘.' after you ﬂd
e ol

You fellows who are far away—you're
in this great d :

Tonga trader .
ving you ® fair
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