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,DICK MERRIWELL'S DEXTERITY;.
OR..

Hot WQrkto- the Finish.

By B\JRT L. STANDISH.

'CHAPTERL

NAGGING A HUSTLER.

"It was supper hour in the mess hall at Farda1e. The
i ·four long tables were surrounded by the members of

the four classes~ There was a more or'lesS subdued '
murmur of conversation' and laughter. Discipline at

mess was much harped upon at the academy. It was

not always mainta.i~ed. '
, IISay, pard," said Brad Buckhart, leaning toward

Dick, "whatever is that bunch of plebes doing to the
hustIer? .. They seem to be having ,dead loads of fun

with hun." ,
"Hustle!" was the name applied by the cadets al Far

dale to any student helper about the school, and there

were a number of these, who were sons of poor par
ents. and were helping themselves through the acad
emy CQu,rse,by .,performing certain services about the

buildings, being employed In various capacities, one

of which was waiting on the tables.

By the. faculty, and by all others under certain cir
cumstances, these boys were called "helpers," but or
dinarily the cadets preferred to sPeak of them as 44hus_
tiers," as they were compelled to hustle in order to get

along.
At the mess table the watters for each class were

hustlers selected from that particular class. There
fore, it was that those who waited on the senior class

were, u a rule, the most expert, having had three years
of experience; while those who looked after the plebes

were oftentimes blundering and awkward.

It was also a noteworthy fact that the first class men

treated all hustlers with far more consideration and

respect than was granted them by the plebes.
13etween the plebes and' the first class were the
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yearlings and the second class, and it was noteworthy
that their treatment of the hustlers progressed in mod
eration as tl:ey progrellsed towar.d graduation.

Pardale was a democratic school, where a boy was
110t gauged by his ancestors or the wealth of his par
ents, but by what he proved himself to be.

This was the reason why Chester Arlington had
failed to make a great impression, although it was his
boast that his father was the great railroad magnate,
D. Roscoe Arlington, one of the astonishingly wealthy
men of Anlerica.

Chester had impressed the plebes to some extent,
but his boasting had caused other classes to laugh, and
certain it is that many of the cadets failed entirely to
ll;ace confidence in him simply because he boasted.

On this particular evening it w~s:p:lain that some
thing was h:lppening.among the plebes.. Dick ha~ no
ticed it before Buckhart spoke. There was conslder
ahle laughter, and there was much glancing toward one
of th~ waiters, a red-haired, freckle-faced. awkward
lad, whose left cheek was marred by an ugly scar..

Dick had noticed this particular plebe before. for, al·
though the fellow wa!! very quiet and unassuming. the
8car upon his cheek was sufficient to attract attention.

"They are doing something to him," said Dick.
"It's Ariillgton's crowd."

."Sure as shooting, and Chet ,is right in it, you pet
your chaps! He's always ready to pester anyone he
can." .

"There is something on the fellow's back." .
"I see it."·
"Do you know him?"
</\Vell, no. none whatever t(fspeak of; partneri You

see, he's a plebe. and this here class cifplebes don't hold
many galoots I care to mingle ''lith to any great extent.
But I've heard his name."

"'Vhat is it?"
"Stone~ Iron-no, Flint, that's it. His handle is

Flint."
"That's a hard name." said Dick.. "\Vhat's that on

his back?"
"He has something on his back. That's what

they're laughing at."
"He knows they are making fun of him," said Dick.

USee how red his face is." .
"See how red his hair is...• grinned Brad.
In a few moments, on his way to the kitchen, the

plebe in question passed the end of the table !lear which
Dick and Brad sat. Then the)' sa~v that some joker

had styly pinned on the fellow's back a large square
card that looked like this:

I AM AN

"Thi, explains their great amusement at his ex-
pense," said Dick. .

"It is one of Chester Arlington's bright tricks."
. "That om.ry critter ought to be compelled to wear

that decoration himself as long as h~ stays here at
Fardale!" exclaimed Buckhart. "He had, I know!"

Fellows at other tables saw the card on Flint's back
and cailed the attention of friends to it. There was
considerable suppressed laughter, and then somebody
broke forth:

"Hee-haw! hee-haw I"
It was a braying sound like that made by a jackass.
Flint hastened on. his face crim$on. He knew they

were laughing at him, yet h~ did not know the cause
of it all. • . . ... •

In a fe\'/ moments the plebe returned to wait on the
laughing fellows at hi$ table. . Arlington motioned to
~m . . . .

"Come hence. good Bottom!" he called.
Flint looked at him. but did not stir...
"Bottor11, . step· hither." .commanded .Chester. . "I

wish you to wait upon me." ..
"11y name is not Bottom," said Flint, a strange look'

in his eyes. . .
"Now,'is that· so?" silid Chester, ·1ifting his eye

brows. "The mime seems to fit, for. like Shakes
peare's Bottom. you have upon you the hea!i of an ass."

l'lainly the plebe was taking this jesting- hard, for
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the color left his face and he tnrned pale, while he still
looked at the laughing jester in a queer way that
showed his heart was throbbing hot and fierce in his
bosom.

The plebes laughed heartily at Chester's joke, and
Arlington, quite satisfied with his own wit, inquired:

"Have you e\'er read Shakespeare's 'Midsummer
1'\ight's Dream,' my good fellow?"

"No, sir."
"How unfortunate! Had you read it, you would

know how you look when I call you Bottom. \:Vhat
have yon read?"

"1 have red hair," answered Flint.
This brought about an unusual explosion of mirth.
Arlington was puzzled, for he could not tell whether

the plebe was jesting himself or whether he was really
stupid.

"Quite true," he said. "It is a lovely nlslet hue.
If I were you I'd go dye."

Flint seemed to have great difficulty in repressing a
sancy answer.

"\Vell," said Buckhart, to Dick, "I'd just like to see
that felIo,,, jump straddle of Chet Arlington and drive
the spurs to him. And I wouldn't wonder if he might
be able to do it. He lookS like a right able-bodied
chap."

"And he doesn't look to me like a fellow with a mild
and gentle temper," observed Dick. "Just now he gave
Chester a look as if he wanted to eat him up."

Brad was quivering with the desire to see a racket.
Now he called, in a low tone:

"Sic him, Flint! Put your brand on the critter!"
Chester turned instantly and looked toward the

yearlings' table.

"\\110 said it?" he asked of Hector Marsh, who sat
near him. \Vas it one of the Merriwell crowd?"

l\hrsh n9dded.
"They are not worth noticing," declared Chester,

with supreme disdain. "Here, sir"-to Flint-"a
glass of \vater."

The hustler hastened to pour the water, but in hand
ing .it over Chester's shoulder he seemed to make a
misstep and empty the entire contents down the fellow's
neck.

Arlington uttered an exclamation of anger and
started up, while Dick and his friends laughed out
right.

"You blundering duffer!" grated the drenched plebe,
glaring at Flint.

The hustler begged his pardon, but the joke was
now 6n Arlington, and he did not take it well.

"You ought to have yonr spotted face punched!" he
declared.

"Sic him, Flint I'"~ called Buckhart, again.
But Flint made no move to resent the words of

Chester.
Arlington used his handkerchief to wipe off the

water, resuming his seat at the table in no pleasant
humor.

CHAPTER II.

THE MESS HALL RIOT.

\Vhizz I-something flew past B~ckhart's head and
struck Chip Jolliby on the nose. It was a piece of
breau, and Chip uttered an exclamation of surprise.
clapping his hand to his nose.

"Gug-gug-gug-great Scott!'~ he chattered.
The plebes seemed busy eating, and it was impossible

to tell who had thrown the bread.
Hmvever, in· a moment, Chip sent it flying back,

and his aim was true, for he hit Arlington on the ear.
Chester was furious.
"This is an outrage!" he grated, glaririg round.
Jolliby did not seem to know .anything had hap

pened.
In a moment Billy Bradley was struck by something

from the plebes' table.
"'Old hon 1" exclaimed the Cockney youth. "Hi

am no target, don't y' 'now!"
"You're a mark," sneered Arlington, in a low tone.
"You're hanother I" retorted Billy, warmly.
"There's trouble brewing, Brad," murmured Dick,

who knew well enough what this business would lead
to. "There will be something doing directly."

"Let it come." said Brad. "I ha\'e been looking for
it ever since the day the plebes tried to hold the stairs.
I reckon we can make it right lively for them."

In a few moments articles of food were flying about
promiscuously.

Obediah Tubbs, the fat boy, being now "out cf
training," was permitted to eat pie. Somehow he had
bribed a hustIe~ to bring him a custard pie. which he
tried to guard as the tumult grew.

"Dern my picter!" he squeaked. "1 wanted to keep
that pie to top off with, and I'm afeared s9rnebody
will rupture it with a cruller or a hunk or somerhin'.
.~op throvdn' things this way 1 I ain't done northing I"~

•



4 TIP TOP WEEKLY.

"Order I order I" commanded a stem voice.
But the point had passed when the outbreak could

be easily repressed.
HSoak them, fellows I" grated. Chester Arlington,

urging on the plebes.
He caught up a glass and sent it flying a.t Dick's

head, but Merriwell dodged, and the glass was smashed
against the wall.

In another moment there was a great uproar. Th~

members of the two classes rose and missiles of all
kinds began to fill the air.

It happened that the head professor had been noti
fied shortly before that trouble was brewing in the
mess haU, and he came hastening to the scene of tumult.
As he came in at the great double doors and beheld the
conflict he threw up his hands in horror, thunder
struck for the moment.

"This is dreadfull" he gasped. "It is scandalous I
It is a disgrace '"

He started. down the hall between the two tables,
shaking his cane over his head and cr,ying:

"Young gentlemen I Young gentlemen I This must
atop I This must stop I"

The mis~iles continued to fly, however, whistling
about his ears. As he realized this he began to duck
and dodge in a most laughable manner, but he per
sisted in shouting for them to stop.

Something struck his hat and knocked it from his
head.

"\Vhy, this is a riot I" he cried, waving his cane and
his empty hand in the air. "It shall be investigated'
I'll have the ringleaders expelled I"

But that did not stop them, and, finding himself still
in peril of being hit, the professor made a dash to reach
the lower end of the hall and get out of the way of the
fusilade.

As he dashed forward he was just in time to meet
with disaster.

Obediah Tubbs had been pelted until his anger was
fully aroused, and at last he resented. it.

"Dern my pieter I" he squeaked, getting up. "They
don't nobody slam it to me like this without gittin' it
back f Take that, consarn ye I" .

He hurled the whole of his custard pie at a yearling
who was laughing at him.

The pie flew through the air and struck Professor
Gunn squarely in the face!

•
It spattered out over the professor's face in a per-

fect shower.

When the boys saw that, there was a great roar of
laughter. and the fusillade stopped.

Obediah nearly collapsed. He turned pale and stag
gered.

"Oh, Lerdyl" he g'ergled. "Now I have done it! '
Now I'm in for it 1"

The professor gasped for breath and seemed to be
clutching at the 'empty air for support.

Then he dug someof the custard pie out of his eyes
and looked round for the' one who had thrown it.

"\\There is he!" he rasped, furiously, waving his
cane. "\Vho did it? \\There is he? I'll have his life!"

He seemed to start straight for Obediah, whout
tered a squeal of terror and sought to crawl under the
table.

"Let me get hold of him I" came fUriously from the
enraged professor. "Let me place my hands on the
wretch I"

"Save me I" palpitated the fat boy. ,
"Git I" advised Earl Gardner. "Skip out of this I

I don't believe he has recognized you I"
Obed scrambled along on his hands and lmees.
The·professor's spectacles were befogged by the cus

tard pie, but he realized that somebody was trying to
get away, and he set after Tubbs, commanding him·
to stop.

The boys were screaming with laughter. Discipline
was routed in the mess hall for the time being. Never
before in the history of Fardale had there been such
a scene in that great hall.

Tubbs was terrified beyond measure. His desperate
desire was to get away somewhere, anywhere, but to
escape from the furious head professor.

Obediah stumbled to his feet and fell over a bench.
He got up again and went crashing over his own
feet, seeming to shake the whole building with the im
pact of his fall. Groaning, panting, he .managed to
get up and rush from the room in a blind manner. He
heard clattering feet. close behind him, and he sought
to get out by the back way. Jerking open a door, he
went slam! bang! crash I down 'a flight of stairs into
the basement. .

, .
"Dern my picter I"~ he gasped. ."I'm ill the suIler I

I'm ketched now!"
The light was dim down there. He looked around'

for some way of escape, but could see none.
"He's comingl" whispCred the desperate fellow, u

he heard a noise at the head of the stairs. "He'll have
me in a minute I Then the jig'll be up I Back I'll gO
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to that darned old ranch out in the Pan Handle
country, an' I'd ruther be shot I"

He saw a door and opened it. Then he plunged into
the great co~l bin, pulling the door shut behind him.

"Ain't this jest my luck!" he muttered, as he crawled
over the coal on his hands and knees and began to
burrow in a corner. "Obediah Tubbs, you was a fool
to throw a good pie away anyhow!"

He heard a noise outside and kept quite still. His
heart jumped when a piece of coal went rolling and rat
tling down the heap.

"Somebody's out there huntin' fer me," he thought.
"If I ever git outer this scrape you bet I'll take kecr
not tcr git inter another. S~mehow it's alwus pie that
gits me inter trouble."

After a time the noise ceased•. but still he did not
dare leave the coal bin. He was certain a persistent
search was being made for him, and he believed some
one would finally come looking for him in the coal bin.
\Vith this idea fixed firmly in his mind. he burrowed

. still deeper in the coal, seeking to pile it over him
so he would not be seen.

It was a most uncomfortable position. The hard
pieces 6f coal hurt him, but still he remairied quiet.
Several times he heard steps and his heart ceased
temporarily to beat. He heard the steady tr~d of
marching boys, and knew the cadets were leaving the
mess naIl by classes.

Then again there were steps on the stairs. Some
body walked about in the basement. It was the jani
tor, and he finally came to the coal bin for coal. He
had a light, and Obeqiah was filled with fresh alarm,
for the janitor would surely betray him to Professor
Gunn, being a crabbed, ill-natured old fello,! who de
tested the cadets in general. .

The janitor muttered something about the coal bin
being unfastened. Then he shoveled up some coal and
placed it outside in a scuttle. After this, he took the

. light and went out, closing the door.
Obediah listened, his heart sinking, for he heard the

janitor locking the door of the coal bin.
Then the man moved away, and soon he could be

heard no longer.
Obediah was a prisoner in the coal bin.

CHAPTER IIL
IN THE COAL BIN.

After a time Obediah rose up, the coal rattling off
him. It was dark down there in the bin.

"This is a dinged fine place to sleep for the night!"
he observed, in a disgusted squeak. "I've gotter git
out."

He crept over the coal and slid down to the front 01
the bin, with. a great rattling that seemed loud as
thunder in his ears. For some time he sat iistening,
wondering if all that racket had not been heard. Evi
dently it had not. Coal dust filled his nose and set him
to sneezing.

"Dear me!" he gasped. "That's wuss than takin'
snuff! It near snapped my' head off."

Then he felt for the door and found it, but, as he
had feared, it 'was securely locked.

l'\VeU, by Jim!" he muttered, dolefully. "This is
a pritty kittle of fish! How be I goin' to git out? I
never was in such. a ding fix before."

Obediah was disgusted with himself and everything
else.

l'Pie will be the ruination of me yitl" he snapped.
"If I could do it, I'd swear off on pie an' never have
northing more to do with it. I wish there was a
Keely cure for pie-eatin'. I'd take it."

He worked at the door a long time, bu~ it would not
budge. He was a prisoner.

The suffering of Obediah cannot be adequately de
scribed. He longed to shout, yet feared to do so.
lf there was one thing in the world he dreaded more
than all others it was expulsion from Fardale, wltich
meant that he wOltld certainly have to return to the
Texas ranch. of

To confess the truth, Obediah did not love Texas.
To make a still more.complete confession, he almost
hated it. Brought up in New England. amid the hills
;a,nd the woods, the long level reaches of Texas land
were monotonous and appalling to him. As he ex
pressed it, "there wam't no hills fer a feller to rest his
eyes aginst." He had longed to get away to school
He had dreamed of Fardale, and his greatest happi
ness had come on the day when his father ir.iormed
him that he was to be sent East to school and was
to start very soon in company with Bar Z. Jim, the
foreman of the Buckhart ranch, who was going on to
Fardale.

Obediah bad heard of the sports and games at Far
Qale, he had heard about Dick Merriwell and Frank
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l\Ierriwell, and he had resolved that he would show
the cadets a thing or two when he got there. And,
strange to say, he had "made good" at both baseball
and football, to the astonishment of almost everybody.

How did he do it? The secret was not much of a
secret. As a much younger boy Obediah had not been
so extremely fleshy, and he had learned baseball be
fore going onto a ranch. He had never forgotten it.
And when he carne to Fardale he was resolved with a
mighty resolution to get into the game and play for all
there was in him. He went at it in deadly earnest,
and no failure discouraged him. "I will do it!" was
his motto. The boy or man who has ~uch a motto
and sticks to it persistently is bound to succeed. For
him there is no such thing as failure.

But Obediah's abnormal taste for pie, acquired be
fore he left the "Great Pie Belt of New England," had
caused him no end of trouble. He had tried to train,
but training diet excluded pie, and he never could seem
to do his best without a diet of pie. Dick Merriwell
discovered this, and therefore an exception was made
in favor of the fat boy, who was permitted to have
plenty of pie.

But what would have been an overabundance for
others prov~d an insufficiency for Obediah, and he re
sorted to many questionable methods in order to ob
tain plenty of pie and allay his desire for it. As a
result, he was forever getting into serapes on account
of pie, and his present predicament seemed the most
desperate.

If he were to remain in the basement until morn
ing he would be reported as missing from his room,
and he would pass a most wretched night. Even in
the morning, after the janitor came down to the base
ment, he might not escape without di:covery.

If he set up a great racket and attracted attention
it was almost certain to bring4ihim up before the fac
ulty.

So Obediah sat down on the coal and groaned, and
the minutes seemed hours as they dragged past with
leaden feet.

It seemed to him that he had been locked in there
for years when he was startled by sounds outside.
His heart jumped and pounded. He kept perfectly still
and listened.

Somebody was descending the stairs. There seemed
to be more than one.

Who were they?
What were they doingr

Why had they come to the cellar?
Obediah heard them moving about and speaking in

low tones. Through cracks in the bin a'light shone
in, but he dared not move, to peer out, fearing to set
the coal to rattling and thus betray himself. • '

After a time, however, the searc4ers came to the coal
bin and tried the door.

"He can't be in there," said one. "The door is
'locked, and he could not get in."

They were hunting for him I
Obediah held his breath.
"I declare, partner, I was right sure he ran down

here into the basement. He may have hinked mil by
this time, though."

Obediah's heart began to thump wildly...
"Well, we have searched the place all over, Brad."
"Then come on, pard; we'll have to look elsewhere

for him."
"Not by a jugful you won't I" squeaked Obediah,

joyously, as he scrambled to his feet. "I'm right in
here! Open the door an' let me out!"

Dick Merriwell'and Brad Buckhart were outside that
door, and they uttered exclamations of surprise on'
hearing Tubbs' excited voice coming from within the
coal bin.

"Well, may I be shot for 'a hoss thief I" ~claimed

the Texan.
Dick laughed. ,
"Well, we've found him," he said; "but how did he

get in there and lock himself in?"

"I'll tell you all about that arter you git me out,"
spluttered the fat boy. "How long have I been in
here? Dern my picter if it don't seem more'n four:
teen thousand years!"

"Where is the key to the door?" asked Brad.
"Dinged if I know," answered the captive.'
"Then how are we going to get you out?"
"You B"0tter do it somehow, or I'll hev fits purty

soon."

"We'll have to find a" way to unlock the door," said
Diels:. "Or to--"

He stopped, looking closely at the lock, and Brad
asked:

"Or to what?"
"Take off this lock."
"Can it be done, pard?"
"Yes, easily. I don't see why the lock wasn't placed

on the inside of the door. It's fastened on the out
side here, and we can take it off with a screwdriver.
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All we need is a screwdriver. \Yhere is your combi
nation knife, Brad?"

"Right here," said Buckhart, producing the knife.
, Dick quickly opened the screwdriver portion of the

knife and went at the lock. ' ,
"\Ve'll have you out of your cage in less than five

mint~tes. Obed," he promised.
"You bet your punkins I'm glad of that!" was the

joyous answer of the fat boy. "Did the periesser find
out who it was that hit him with the pie?"

"I don't think so. No one told him. But we've
been searching for you, for we knew suspicion "'\'ouId
fall on you if yoti did not get to your room to-night."

In a few minutes Dick removed the screws that held
the lock on the door and swung the dooF open as the
lock dropped off.

Then the fat boy came out, and when they saw him
they staggered and gasped.

Obediah was a spectacle.
His face and hands were almost as black as those of

a negro, while his clothing was also black and covered
with "coal dust.

"\.Vell, for heaven's sake I'" exploded Buckhart,
neady ,"dioppingthe ' fluttering 'candle he carried.
"\Vhat is t11is?"

"What's the matter with ye?" demanded Tubbs, who
did not realiie at that moment just how' he looked.

They fell to laughing at him.
"'Yo'ell, now, it may be a big joke," he squeaked;

t1but you wouldn't think so' if you was -in lny place!"
Dick suddenly made a gesture for silence.
They heard sounds at the:'head of the stairs. •"Somebody is coming!" hissed Merriwell.' "Qut

with that ,light I"
Brad gave a puff, extinguishing:the candle,'and they

were plunged into sudden darkness. '

CHAPTER IV.
THE FIGH1' IN THE BASEMENT.

The door was opened above, a light gl~med down
the stairs, and then came heavy footsteps descending.

There was more than one person-there were sev
eral.

The one in advance bore a dark lantern, which threw
a bright light ahead of them.

"We're caughtl" whispered Buckhart. '~Ve're in
for it, sure as shooting !"
" Dick was trying to make out who was cominir down

into the basement. Tl:.is was 110 easy matter uncer
the circumstances, but he was determined to make the
discO\·ery. 'Vith all the strength of his will he de
manded mentally' that one of them should speak a!id
betray himself. He concentrated a mighty effort in
this mental d~l1and, at the same time fully believing
that what he wished would happen.
, Almost immediately one of the fellows ~aid, in a low
tone:

liDo you see anything of them, Chet?"
Chester Arlington was there, and Dick rCLOgnized

the voice of the speaker as that o. Hector Marsh,
Arlington's latest confidant and tool.

But there were more than Arlington and ~Iarsh.

Others were following, There were at least five of
them.-'-

Dick grasped Buckhart'sarm andwhispcred in his
ear:

"Arlington and his gang1 They have followed us
here I We are in for a fight I"

"Let it come!" returned the Texan, without hesi
'tation. "We'll brand the whole bunch!" -

Now at this hout, when the mesS hall above was de
serted, when the kitchen might be deserted also, when,

, in fact, there might, not be a solitary person on the
lower floor of the Barracks Bui1ding, a great racket
in the basement might pass without notice. At another
season of the year, with the narrow basement windows
open to ventilate the place, and with cadets outside in
the open ~tir, such' a racket would surefy be heard. '

The five crowded onto the stairs, and the boys' be
low heard the last one close the door behind him, .

Then they (:atrte' 'ott- again, one in advance with -the
datktantetrt;:'~ ,-' , ,,' , ,

. ,~ -,'. .

As theY reached the foot of the stairs the light of
the lantern was"flashedabout tqe place.,
, It f~l on Tubbs and his res~uers.
'They -were' discovered I
"There they arel" exdaimed one of Arlington's

gang.
The gang halted again.

, Then, in a hoarse voice of command, Chester cried =

"You are our prisoners! Throw up your hands !"
They were armed! Four of them carried rifles, such

as the cadets used in drilling. The one with the lan
tern was in the middle, with h'lO fellows on each side
of him. They formed a line, and the four rifles were
lifted and leveled at the three boys who had been
caught in the basement.
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'I\Vell, dog my cats I" muttered Buckhart. «'What
do you think of that?"

"Ready I" breathed Dick.
"All ready I" assured Brad.
"Then--<:harge I"
If Arlington and his friends had thought to frighten

Merriwell and Buckhart they quickly discovered they
bad made a great mistake, for those two indomitablrl
'spirits ·did not hesitate to dash straight toward the
leveled rifles, feeling fully satisfied that the ones who
held the rifles had no thought of firing.

They were right. The rifles were not even loaded.
But Chester Arlington had made the mistake of fancy
ing they would serve to cow Dick and Brad so that
th~ yearlings could easily be made captives.

Right at those leveled rifleS sprang the two lads,
and the surprised plebes quickly lowered their weapons.

The next moment the two yearlings were swinging
into Arlington's crowd in earnest; using their fists
effectively.

""·hoop!" roared Buckhart, in the joyous delight
of 'battle. "Put your fives to 'em good and plenty,
pard! We'll show this here bunch that they are up
against a pair of rampaging grizzlies!"

The plebes uttered cries and were compelled to drop
their rifles and defend themselves. In doing this they
quickly found they had their hands full.

Not all of them dropped the rifles. ,One of them
reversed his and, struck Buckhart a blow with the
butt, sending the sturdy Texan reeling' and dazed.

This gave the others an opportunity to concentrate
themselves on Dick, and in the semi-darkness, for the
light of the lantern was not directed on them con
stantly, there was eyery prospect that DiCk might soon'
find himself outmatched.

But there was yet another person to take a hand in
the encounter.

OlJediah Tubbs was not a lad to desert his friends
at'such a moment. They had come to his rescue, and
now he rushed forward to giYe them what aid he
could.

As Obediah came rushing into the midst' of the fray
he uttered a shrill yell.

The light of the lantern was thrown full upon him,
and it revealed a m<?st terrible-looking object. Ap
pareritlyObediah was a huge, fierce'-appearing negro,
and the sight of him completely unnerved the lantern
holder, who dropped the light in his terror and con
sternation.

Obediah struck against one of the Arlington ~owd

and sent the fellow flying.
'The lantern lay on its side on the cement floor of

the ,basement, smoking and giving out a very' dim
li~t , "

Round about the dropped lantern the battle raged
furiously, but Obadiah proved a terror that struck dis
may to the souls of the enemy. Not one of them rec
ognized the fat boy, and all seemed to think him a
veritable black demon.

Arlington and his warriors were routed. They ut
tered cries of fear and fled stumbling up the stairs.,

Not all of them.
Hector Marsh had been hurled against the wall with

such violence that he was stunned and lay still.
Dick and Obediah pursued the flying plebes, giving

them a few parting ulove taps." But, at the head
of the stairs, Dick realized Buckhart was not with
them, and he stopped the fat boy.

uBrad I" he called. '
From down in the basement came an answering

groan.
uJimminy Cr.ickets I" piped Obediah.' uHe must be

down there now I" , ,
«Let's go back and see," said Dick.,
So once more they descended' the stairs.
The lantern was still smoking, and Dick picked it

up. The glass, however, was so covered with smoke
that it permitted only wretched light to escape.

lCHe! he 1 he!" snickered the fat boy. «Didn't we
jest r.ouse it to them feliers! Vv'e did give 'em gowdy,
an' that's a fact f' '

The dim light showed a figure huddled against the
wall. They bent over the form, and Dick held the lan
tern close to the fellow's face.

"Hector Marsh !" he exclaimed.
"pern my picter if 'tain't I" said Obediah. uGuess

I must have butted him inter the wallhereo an' it kinder
knocked him out"

aBut where is'Brad ?"
They stepped upon the rifles, which "had been

dropped, and then they found Buckhart, who was sit
ting up, holding onto his head with both hands and

,staring at them in a dazed way.

"Hello, old man I" exclaimed Dick, relieved.
llWhat's the matter?"

lll-~usthave been struck by lightning!" said Brad,
rather thickly; .uAnyhow, I saw more than four mil-
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Dick led them toward the back of the building. In
that portion of the basement was a huge cistern, with
a high wall all around it. .\t the rear this wall was
within three ieet of the basement wall, and there they

lion sky rockets! . V/here is little Chettie and his gang
of rustlers?""s d' FURTHER TROUBLE FOR OBEDIAH.

tampe ed,' laughed Dick. "They broke away
and dug out." Clang !dang! clang!

."And I didn't have half a show with them!" ex- The alarm bell was making a great racket.
claimed Brad, in great disappointment. "I was just "Great Scott I"~ said Dick. "Everybody around the

.getting interested some. It's a howling shame the academy will be routed out in no time. And we're
fun lasted so quick!" locked down here!"

"Perhaps we had better be getting out of this," said "\Vhat if this buildin' is on fire!" squeaked Obe-
Dick. "The racket down here may have been heard." diah, in great agitation. "We'll git roasted, by Jim!"

Brad was pulled to his feet. He still seemed dazed Again Dick tried the door, but it was locked fast.
and unsteady, while he complained that his head was He tried to force it, but quickly realized that the at-
splitting open. tempt was useless. The door was massive, and plainly

"Somebody gave yOlt a choice crack!" said Dick the lock was suitable for such a door. But when he
Buckhart saw the body of Marsh lying close to the had flung himself against it he fancied he heard a tri-

wall. umphant laugh .on,the other side.
"\Vhat's that?" he exclaimed, in astonishment. "Boys," he said, "this is some of Arlington's work!"
"It's one of them." "Sure as shooting!" agreed Brad.
"What happened to him?" "He has trapped us!"
"He got a worse bump than you did," chuckled "The onery horse thief!" came from the ,Texan.

Obedia:h, . "'What be we going to do?" asked Obediah.
"He, may be hurt seriously," said Dick, givulg the "The ringing of that bell is to turn e~erybody out,

Innternto the. fat boy and kneeling beside the uncon- and then he'll. manage to have us found down here.
scious. fellow. "If he is, it will not be right to .leave The joke will be on us for fair." .
him here. Let me see." "Let me try that hanged door I" squealed Obediah.

Tubbs held the lantern close to the face of Marsh. ~ut, although the fat boy hurled his great weight
and just then the fellow looked at them with the light agamst the door several times it did not even seem
of returni:cg consciousness in his eyes. . to tremble in the .least.

"Hello, Marsh 1" Dick said, cheerfully: "Are you "Can't be done 1" he fi.n;a.lly. admitted.
all right?" Then the boys retreated down the stairs, where they

l\Iarsh's lips mo\"ed~ found Hector Marsh sitting up with his back against
"Where am I?" he faintly asked. the wall.. The fellow still seemed strangely dazed, but

tlley·.~ve .ll.illl. v..e..rx..little attention.
Before they could answer the question the.y were ."Theresh6illd .be some other way to get out of

startled by the sudden harsh clanging of a bell, which hen~," said Dick. "I don't fanc)" letting Chester Ar-
rang out on the night air. lington triumph over me now." .
.."\Vhat in time is that?" gasped Obediah. "Well yOll bet your boots I don't!" exclaimed Buck-

.But both Dick al'1d Brad knew what it was and what· . hart.
it meant. It was the alarm bell of the acadernv,'which "\Ve must find a window by which we can (Tet out"oJ • b'

\vas rung in case of fire or some other seriotls trouble said Dick.
Qf an l111tlSUal and extraordinary character. Clang! clang! clang!-rang the alarm bell, the sound

. "Get out of here in a hurry, fell~ws!" exclaimed being plainly heard in the basement.
Dick. To their ears also came the tread of many hurrying

They hustled up the stairs, but at the top they halted. feet, telling that the cadets were rushing down the
stairs.

For the door ,up there was closed. __

And fastened!
, "By Jove!" exclaimed Dick, after trying it. "It's

locked, 'fellows r 'We're all in a trap!"
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j,)u:iti a window. Dick climbed upon the cistern wall
:l::J was able to reach the window.

Buckhart held the smoky lantern, directing what
poor light it gave toward the window, in order that
Dick might see to work.

Obediah had squeezed along between the cistern
:md the basement wall, and he waited anxiously the
n~sult of Dick's efforts.

"Can )'OU get it (Ipen, pard?" breathed the Texan.
"I thinl-: so," ,,,as the answer. "Wait a minute.. I

knnw it is fastened· (l]] this :,ide:'
.\ fh,:r a few seconds, Dick announced that he had·

il)l\lid the catch, a:'.J then he soon jerked the window
1,'CI1.

~\ breath of cooi ircsh air came in from th~ outside.
TIlt' bell had ceased its racket, but they could hear

vokes shouting and calling to one another. . .

Brad stood close to the wall beneath the window
and Dick. c1imbCd npon his shoulders. .But just as he
was about to creep forth some cadets came hurrying
round the building and. paused there.

They proved to be several plebes, and one of them
said:

"The door is· fastened; they can't get out of the
basement. They are trapped,. and' they'll ~ foUnd
down the:oe now the whole school is astir."

. "I know you, Clint Shaw 1" thought Dick.
('How did Chet work the bell ringing?" asked one

of the group outside. '

"He had a cord hitched to the bell-clapper," ex
plained Shaw. "A small stone was tied t6 the end
oi the· cord, \\'hich· was tpssed down over the roof
irom the belfry. He had a plan to turn ·outthe whOie
school to-night at midnignt just for a lark; but he
decided to stir 'em up right away so that Merriwe11
and that loud-mouthed Texan'will be found in the
basement. I did the bell ringing myself. He told me
to after he had'fastened the door to keep Merriwell in
the b.:1.sement. I just hustled out and got hold of that
cord. Then I was able to stand behind the corner
of the gym. and ripg the-alarm bell by pulling on the
cord;"

"You should have seen old Gooch," chuckled an
other of the group. "He went tearing into the acad
emy, sure that he was going to catch somebody pulling
at the bell rope. \ Vhen he got inside and found· no
body there and heard the bell keeping up its banging
just the same, he had fits." . '

The)' alllau&,hed at thla.

. "Come an, fellowstsaid Shaw.. "I wanttobe: on
hand when they go down into the basement. , ·1 want
to see them pull Merriwell out. Arlington will 1,lave
them down there pretty soon."

Dick had decided that this was right, for already he
heard sounds which inclicate.d that· the searchers had
opened the door leading into the basement and were
descending the stairs.,

The plebes outside moyed off, <1.l1d then Dick cra\vled
through the narrow window, wiggling forth with. no
small amount of difficulty. .

"Come on, Brad 1" he ,vhispered, crouching outside
the window. "Climb on the. cistern and give me your
hand." '

.Buckhart did as directed, and Dick dragged·· his
friend through into the open air. . ...

Tubbs was close behind. .He had mounted th~ nar
row wall of the cistern, but when. he tried to force
his huge body through that small window he ~tuck

fast.
"Pull, fellers I" he wheezed. "I .don't want to .,be

ketched, dem my picter if I do I" . ..
They did their best, but it was no use, anqthey

soon saw ,that he could not be dragged throqghthat
window. '. . .

However, by that time he had been pulled into .it
-so far that he stuCk fast and could not get back..
, "Well, this is the.consamedest scrape I ever did
git inter I" confes~ Obediah. "If I ever, git outer
this I'll swear off on pie fer the rest of my natteral
life I" -

"Can't you get back?" asked 'Dick.
t'Dinged if I canI". .

. There wassomethlng 'laughabl~ about the affair to
Dick and Brad, but Obediah could see nothing. funny
~a . . _ ... . . .

t'Got holt an' push 1" he gasped. t'I£ you kin -push
me back, perhaps I'll be able to hide somewhere'in'the
oldsuller." .. .

So they pushed, and finally the fat boy slipped back .
a little. Just then another party of cadets came round
the comer, and Dick and Brad were compelled fo,:take
to their heels. .

"This is my busy evenin' I" muttered Obediah·· as·.,
he struggled to back into the basement, his eyes bul-·
ging as the cadets came hurrying in· that direction..

'His efforts were tather, frantic, and he finaJlysuc
ceeded in his purpose. But his feet were not planted.
irmlY. OD the cdiC of the ci5ternl and thus it occurred
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that, as he withdrew from the window, he suddenly
slipped and was precipitated into the cistern with a
great splashing.

CHAPTER VI.
SEARCH FOR THE FAT BOY. '

Dick and Brad regretted leaving Obediah, but th~re
was 110 other way" As it was, they were seen, and
some of the fellows started after them; but they darted
round the building and joined some of the wondering
cadets, who could not understand the cause of the
alarm.

By this time, however, it was thought that the ring
ing of the bell was a joke, as the same prank had been
played before on various occasions, and more than one
offender had been caught at it. One fellow had been
pursued into the belfry and captured there.

On this occasion, however, the ringing of the bell
had seemed most mysterious. The bell rope was
hanging in place, and the investigation of Professor
Gooch had revealed that there was no one in the
belfry.

While Gooch was trying to find out who was ring
ing the bell Chester Arlington had turned the atten
tion of a party of searchers toward the basement of
the Barracks, declaring he had seen some fellows
running through the mess hall and was sure they had
taken refuge in the basement. He had unlocked the
door before this.

In thus trying to get Merriwell into a scrape Ar
lington showed thoughtlessness or disregard for
Marsh, .if he knew Marsh was still down there. In
his excitement he may have overlooked this. He was
confident that Merriwell was down there and would
be captured, and he did not pause to consider that
Marsh, if taken also and forceJ to confess, might im
plicate his companions.

Several of the cadets followed the watchman down
into the basement. The watchman carried a light, and
Marsh was found standing in th"e darkness and star
ing dully at the searchers. Four rifles were also dis
~overed on the basement floor.

When questioned Marsh stared and muttered. He
appeared to be completely befogged, and no satisfac
tory answer could be obtained from him.

It was while Marsh was being questioned that Dick
and Brad descended the stairs and joined those be
low.

Arlington saw them comecooUy down the stairs, and
he was dumbfounded.

"It's Merriwell's luck '" he mentally exclaimed.
"Confowld him! he always gets out of anything I"

Dick looked straight at Chester, and in his eyes there
seemed a twinkling smile.

Arlington longed to hit him. But Chester had no
particular relish for a personal encounter with Dick.
Experience had taught him that young Merriwell was
more than his match in such an affair.

As soon as he realized that Merriwell had escaped
Arlington seemed to take no further interest in the
search.

For the search was continued, the watchman think
ing it probable that there were others in the cellar be
sides Marsh.

Once or twice Marsh uttered strange cries, appar
ently of fear. Once when first found he had done
so, setting up a great racket and trying to break away.
'When they flung themselves on him and held him he
quieted down.

The watchman believed he was "faking," and was
very angry.

"We'll find the rest of your crowd," he.said, "and I
ruther guess some of them will be made to talk."

"It's all up with Obediah, pard '" whispered Brad,
in Dick's ear, as the searchers turned toward the old
cistern.

Dick was afraid so, but he said nothing. They kept
with the party that crowded along beside the old cis

.. tern.
Marsh had been marched up the stilirs in custody of

a cadet corporal an<i a squad.
The watchman found the dark lantern, which had

gone out and been abandoned by Brad before the
Texan followed Dick out of the cellar. Then the
open window was discovered.

"Ah-ha!" e.xclaimed the watchman. "This is where
they got out. They're gone. It's no use to look
further for them."

Indeed, it seemed that every hiding place in the cel
lar had been peered into. The lock of the coal bin had
been discovered on the floor, and they had peered into
the coal bill, only to find nothing there that was not
natural.

Dick and Brad were mystified.
\\'hat had become of Obediah?
Dick saw the question in Buckhart's eyes and shook
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his head. indicating in that manner that he could not
answer it

The search was abandoned, and they all left the
basement, the door being closed and locked.

"\Vell," thought Dick. Ieif he:s down there now he's
locked in again, ior he can't get out through any of
the windows."

~Iarsh continued to act queerly, and nothing satis
factory could be learned from him. The doctor was
called to attend him and stated that the fellow had
been injured by a shock of some sort.

III their room Dick and Brad discussed the ad
venture through which they had passed.

''It sure W'IS a bcomerang for Chet Arlington," said
the Texan. "He succeeded in getting one of his friends
into a scrape, and that's all. Do you allow Marsh was
faking ?"

..I cottldn't teil," atlmitte(~ Dick. "Ii so, he did it
prdty well, but it WOI1't do him any good, for he
can't keep it up, anel he'll have to answer questions

. . ~,

~ometlme.

Buckhart saw Dick was troubled, and he knew the
re~SOI1.

.,\rhat do you allow became of Obed?" he asked.
"That's what I can't understand," admitted Dick.
"He wasn't in the cellar."
"\Yell, at any rate, he wasn't found there."
"He couldn't have been there."
<iYou think so."
"I'm dead sure of it, pard. I looked rotind right

close myself, and he wasn't there. He'd certain been
found if he had been."

"Yet there was no way for him to get out without
being caught after we crept through that window."

"The window--"
"He couldn't get out that way. You know it, Brad."
"I reckon you're right, but I don't opine he dis-

solved into thin air."
HThen," said Dick, "1 know where he i....'
"You do?"
HSure thing."
«\Vhere ?"
"In the basement"
"\Vhat-now?"
"Yes."
'<Pard, where do you opine he could hide? Usually

you're pretty near right about things, but this time
you must be mistaken."

ttl am not." declared Dick. ttHe is down there some
where, and we must get him out"

"Well, you know I'm with you. How are we going
to do it?"

"We'll wait till everything settles down and is still,
and then we'll go down again. This time we'll take
care Chester Arlington does not see us."

This plan was carried out It must have been nearly
two hours later when, in their stocking feet, they stole
down the stairs and through the dark and deserted
mess hall to the basement doar. They carried a. supply
of matches, and one was lighted at the door.

The key was found in the lock, and· they unlocked
the door and descended into the dense darkness below.

The door was closedbehll1d them.
"Obediah!" called Dick, in a suppressed voice.
They listened.
There was no answer.
"Obediah I" called Dick again. IIWhere are you?

Answer me."
Then came the answer that made Buckhart start and

utter an exclamation of surprise and satisfaction.
From the far end of the cellar sounded the squeaky
voice of the fat boy.

"Here I be, dern my picter I An' I purty nigh done
fer. too I Fer goodness' sakes come an' git me out I"

"Pard," said Buckhart, "you've got a level head;
but dem my hoofs if I can conceive where he can be 1"

The answer had come from the direction of the cis
tern, and toward this they moved, Dick striking an":
other match. Then he thought of the candle they had
brought down there in the first place and looked for
it. It was found where it had been dropped, and with
the aid of the lighted candle they were able to get about
easily.

"Where are yO'U, Obediah?JI Dick again called.
"Right here." was the answer. "An' if I hain't taken

n1Y everlastin' soakin' bath I'm a woodchuck!
Dick whistled softly in amazement

, "Great Scott I" he half chuckled. "He;. in the cis
ternl"

CHAPTER· VIL
THE :aESCUE.

They hastened to mOWlt the wall of the cistern, and
from that point they saw the head of Obediah Tubbs
rising above the surface of the water in the cistern.
rIhe flickering candlelight gave a rather iCewsome aQ-
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pearance to the fat boy's none too clean features, and
yet there was something rather amusing about it.

"How in the name of all that is wonderful--" be
gan Dick.

"Say, ding blast it 1" squawked Obediah; "don't
waste your breath in askin' questions now, but git to
gether an' haul me outer this hole. I'm consarned
nigh dead. This watter ain't none too warm."

As proof of this Obediah's teeth were chattering.
Still Buckhart did not cease to wonder, and his in~

quisitiveness could not be restrained. .
"How did you get in there, Tubbs?" he asked.
"Oh, I dove right in for fun!" squealed the exas~

perated fat boy. "I jest wanted a swim, an' I plunged
in an' took it 1 I ,vas dry, an' I jumped in to git a
drink! I never took a bath before, an' I· thought it
was a fust-rate time to swipe one! Are you satisfied
now you've found out all about it? Then find some
way to git me out, an' do it in a hurry, or I'll jest
back right down under this dirty watter an' try
drownding for a change!"

Brad grinned, and that seemed to enrage Obediah
more than anything else.

"Larf!" he squawked. "But if you'd been standin'
here in this wet watter' up to your collar button for
forty-eight hours, same as I have, you'd larf outer
the other side of your mouth 1 You may think it's
thundering funny, but I don't see northing funny about
it !"

"\Vait a little," said Dick. "and we'll get you out."
"Oh, take your time!" flung back Tubbs. "Don't

hurry a bit! I'm havin' a lovely time, I be!"
"Can't you get out ?" asked Buckhart, somewhat

.foolishly. .
"Oh, yes I" exploded the utterly exasperated fat boy;

"I can waJk right out if I want to 1 I'm stayin' here
for fun! I can fly out any time! I can take myself
by the nape of the neck an' lift myself out! I can jest
step inter the elevator an' be hoisted right out 1 Say,
you give me a cramp 1 \Vhy don't you do somethin'?
I'll bet I've absorbed more'n seven hogsheads of wat
ter ! I'll bet I'll ooze watter' for a week I I'll hate
watter the rest of my natteral life!"

"You'll have to wait· until we can get something to
help you ou~ with," said Dick. "Be patient a little.
time .longer."

"Patient!" snarled Tubbs. "I've bin patient long
enough 1 I've hed to be. There wasn't northin' else
fer me to do. rye got more patience than a doctor.

Go ahead an' git somethin', but do," he added, "do for
the love of goodness hurry up a little bit I"

They found a coil of stout rope in the cellar, and
with this they returned to the cistern. One end of the
rope was attached to an upright pillar, and the other
end was dropped into the cistern for Obediah.

"Now," said Dick, "get hold of that and climb right
out."

The fat boy got hold at once and started to climb;
but he was weak and numb, and he had 110t drawn him
self halfway to the top of the cistern wall before he
lost his hold and went backward with a fearful splash,
spattering water in all directions, some of which struck
the boys above.

"Great horn spoun I" exclaimed Buckhart, as TlIhbs
disappeared beneath the surface of the water.

"Poor Obediah l"' came from Dick.
Obediah came up~ spouting like a whale. He stran

gled and couglied and had a most distressing time. .t~s

soon as he could get his breath, he glared at the bo)'s
above.

"Consarn ye!" he rasped, chokingl)'. "You done
it 1 I saw ye when you done it!"

"\Vhy, Obediah!" exclaimed Dick."We didn't do
anything." .

"I saw ye I" squeaked the wretched iGlow.
IfWhat did we do?"
"You pushed I" dedared Obedia.h.
It was useless for them to deny. it. for he was in

such a state of mind that he wotftd not listen to rea
son.

"You jest wait!" he threatened. "Sometime I'll
have my chance to push I".

"'VeIl, you have an opportunity now to get hold of
that rope and pull yourself out," said Dick, sternly.
"and I advise you to do so in a hurry."

But when the fat boy attempted it again he did not
succeed in drawing himself up as far as before ere he:
fell back.

"That's all right!" he said, fiercely. "I won't fer
git I"

Dick was beginning to become exasperated.
"Look here," he said, "we're in danger of being" dis

covered down here. Every minute we rell1ai:l in
creases the danger, If the watchman shol1ld see this
light we'd be in a bad fix. Now you must n1:lkc up
your mind that you are going to take hold of that
rope and pull yourself out in a hurr)·. Do you under
stand."
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Obediah did not answer.
"Do you understand?" repeated Dick.

. "I-I'm afraid I can't," confessed the fat boy. "I
don't seem to have much strength in my hands. You'll
have to find some other way" to git me out."

"\Ve haven't time to fool with you," said Merriwell.
"If you want to get out you will hustle. If you don't
hustle, we'll leave you to soak a while longer."

"Don't!" entreated Tubbs, in sudden alarm. "Don't
k-ave me here! Oh, Lordy! if you jest knowed what
I've suffered stamlin' here in the \Vatter in the dark
an' ,,,aitin' fer you to come help me out,"

"Then yon thought ,we wOltld come ?"
"\VetI, I kincler thought so. Still, if I hadn't been

skeered of bein' cxpdled an' havin' ter go back to
that dinged 01 d ranch r d ielled fer help long ergo."

"\Yell, you \you't be expelled if you freeze onto that
rope and climb out; but you may be if you don't climb
-and that in a hurry. We're going to leave you
right away, so set your teeth and get into gear. Look
me in the e)'es."

Dick heM the candle so that light would shine on
his eyes, and he gazed down fi.xedly at the eyes of
the boy below, at the same time willing that Obediah
should have strength and determination to. climb the
rope and get out of the cistern. For a few moments
they looked at each other, and then Dick spoke calmly,
commandingly, with an air of absolute confidence:

"You can climb odt now, Obediah. Do so,"
The fat boy'lay hold of the rope and climbed. He

kept at it until Dick and Brad were able to reach down
and grasp him, and in a few ,seconds they had landed
him on the cistern wall, from which he'rolled off to
the cellar bottom with a groan of relief and joy.

They got him up and led him out into the part near
the stairs. He ,vas soaking wet, and his legs wobbled
beneath him.

"Weil, that was a hard one on you, Obediah," said
Dick; "but it washed some of the coal dust off you.
You seem quite clean now.",

"Dern my picter 1" piped the fat boy. "I've bin
through enough to-n:ght to turn my hair snow white!
Is it white?"

He seemed almost to doubt them when they assu;ed
him that it was not.

"I thought I'd have tcr holler fer help when I fust
fell in there." said Tubbs. "It was a wonder to me
that them tellers didn't hear me, for I made an awful

splash; but jest about then somebody set up a great
hollerin'."

"That was Marsh," said Dick. "The fellow seemed
completely daffy. You knocked him out, Obediah."

"\Vell, if he's any wuss used up than I be I'm sorry
fer him! I don't believe I'll eyer git warm ag'in'
Fellers, I'm mighty glad you corne back fer· me I It
was all-thutterin' good of ye, an' I won't fergit it.
If I did kinder raise a fuss, don't you mind it. I
was all outer sorts from standin' in that watter so
long."

"That's all right, Obediah," assured Merriwell,
cheerfully. "You will laugh over it to-morrow."

But Tubbs shook his head.
"Not by a ding sight I" he declared. "I won't never

lad over it 1 It'll make me shiver ev'ry time I think
of it."· .

They pulled off his shoes, so, he would not make a
noise and attract the attention of the watchman if,
that ,,,orthy should happen to be around. . Then they
blew out the candle and crept up the stairs. Tubbs held
onto Buckhart's coat tail, his teeth still chatteri~g, for
it was a cold night,

Fortunately they were able. to leave the basement
.and make their way up the stairs to their rooms with
out being detected.

But surely the night had been a wild one at Far
dale, and one that they would not be liable to forget
very soon.

CHAPTER VIII.
FLINT.

Dick Merriwell had organized a bowling team, and
~or some time this team had been practicing whenever
~t could find an opportunity. As there were' no alleys
111 the Fardale gym., these opportunities came only
when it was possible for the five members of the team
to get off and' visit the village,bowling alley together.

The members of the team were: Merriwell, captain,
Buckhart, Bradley, Jolliby and Smart, ..

In bowling, as at other things he attempted, Dick
was rather dever. The reason for this was that he
went into it in earnest. When he bowled he put his'
n~ind ?n it and did his level best, just as if the destiny
ot nations depended on his efforts', This was the very
reason ~"hy he advanced much more rapidly than his
companIOns and soon became their instructor.

But this was not the only reason. Immediately upon
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starting to p~ctice,Dick had sent for a book on bowl- doesn't own the earth, and 1 don't believe he's much
ing,and thi~he studied attentively whenever he found of a bowler anyhow!'
an opportunity to do so and was thus inclined. Dick made no retort ,to this remark, which he knew

Shortly. after becoming· interested in bowling Dick was intended to aggravate. him.
decided that he preferred candlepins to tenpins. He Not so Buckhart.
decided that there was far more science in knocking HI opine he can put it all over you any old time!"
down the small, slender pins with small handballs than growled the Tex:m. "He could make :you look lii-c
in knocking down the larg~ pins with the huge finger- thirt); cents, and UfJ\1't you forget it! You he;i!" mc
balls.· gently whisper 1"

It did not take him long to impress this upon the IOBah!" returt1ed Chester. "That's talk, anti you arc
others of his team, and they began bowling the cnn- a big bag of wind, Buckhart. You--"
dlepin game, although Bradley growled at it a great Brad took a step toward the fellow, but Dick's hmd
deal. {ell 0\1 his arm.

Dick did not try to make them all learn one style "Fifty to five," said Dick, in a low tone. "It looks
of bowling and stick to it. He urged each man to like a put-up job. Be careful."
discover just' what sort of ball he could get the best, Not that Merri\\'ellwas in the l(~ast afraid, IJut his
results from and then stick to it, whether it was a good sense told him 'that, if there was a plot to draw
curve, straight ball, cross-alley ball, or something pe- them into an encounter and do them up, they could
culiar to himself. . not expect to prove equal to fifty plebes who were pre-

For him~lf he soon learned that his success varied. pared and waiting for them.
Sometimes he was compelled to make a slight change But even as he spoke, he noted Earl Gardner and
in the ki~dof ball used in order to obtain the best Obediah Tubbs among the plebes, the latter having
re/>ults. But he was confident that the bowler who his coat off. It was not possible that Obetliah had
wished to become expert should persist in the use of a joined in· a plot to jump Dick and his friends. And
.certain ball, and he varied his style as little as possible. Gardner had been friendly toward MerriwcU, who

There was a half holiday two days following the save him aft opportunity on the eleven, much to the
mess hall riot, and Dick and his bowlers hurried away ~elight of the lad· from Calais. Maine.
to the village to get in some practice. Immediately Dick decided that something else was

Imagine their surpr~se on entering the alley to find in the wind, and he was not long in discovering \\'bat
at least fifty plebes there, while Chester Arlington and th3.,t something was.,
several of his friends were bowling on the alleys. "If yOt, fellows think you know hQW to bowl," said

Arlington, still with that unpleasant sneer on his
As there were only two alleys, this seemed to pre- haughty face, "we'll tackle )'OU a go and convince yOll

veqt Dick and his party from using them. that you ar~ mi!;taken." .
They were about to' turnaVjlY and leave in disap- Now Dick did not fancy bowling with Arlingwt1

pointment when the plebes raised a great outcry. and his crowd. He bowled for ple3sure, and he rlio]
"Here's Merriwell's crowd I" they cried. "Here not like Chester and his set.

they are I, Here they arel" "vVe prefer to pick our company," hesaid, pci::~ediy,

"\Vell, i t'8 right plain they were expecting us," said and turned away.
Buckhatt.· "I'll bet my shooting irons they got in There was a hush, and then shouts of app!at~se lW1ll

here ahead of us to keep us off the alleys and raise a the plebes.
ruction," "That's the talk!" they cried. "He doesn't clare

"If that is what they are after," said Dick,ttthey will take you up, Arlington! :Make him howl-or scpeal r'
be disappointed, for we'll take part in no ruction." "I challenge you!" said Arlington to Dic:~-"I c:l:11-

Some of the plebes who were looking on called to lenge you and your team to meet my team r'
Ar~ington again: Buckhart was bristling. He was eager ior ti;e C_',l-

t'Here's Merriwell and his team of wonderful bowl~ test, and Dick saw it.
ers. -Get off the eaith for them." . Dick felt that he had every reason til l;e..:li::e to

4tHardly," said Chester, with a. sneer. "Merriwe1l bowl with Arlington if he \vislied, but lio\,; i::~ t2:.:;od
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was stirred somewhat by the insolence of the chal
lenge. He turned to his companions.

"What do you say?" he asked.
"Let's buck 'em, pard I" eagerly exclaimed the

Texan. "¥le're with you, hoof ~d horns."

"You bub-bub-bub-bet we are I" nodded Jolliby, his
Adam's apple bobbing as it always did when he was
excited.

"What do you say, Bradley?" demanded Dick.
"Hi think we can show the blooming plebes 'ow to

bowl a little, don't y' 'now," said the Cockney youth.
"And you, Smart?"
"Dear me! I'm so nervous!" chirped Ted. "I'm

afraid they'll bury us upl Let's go right away quick
and not bowl with them 1"

As Ted almost always spoke just opposite what he
meant, Dick knew his team was unanimous for the
contest. Therefore he turned quietly to Chet Arling
ton, saying:

"All right, we'll go you,"
There was a shout of satisfaction from the watch

ing plebes.

Arlington smiled in a manner that seemed to say
the contest was as good as won.

"Very well," he said. "\Ve'll snow you under. Five
strings for the championship. What say?"

"Agreed." .. '

"Dern my picter I" squeaked Ob~diah Tubbs. "I
",ant to git up ag'inst that beanpole. I'l1:fix him."

"'Nho are you cuc-cuc-euc-calIing a bub-bub-bub-·
beanpole?" cried Jolliby, in resentment. "You can't
bub-bub-bub-beat me, you lumbering elephant 1"

Arlington turned to Clinton Shaw. who was a mem-
ber of his team. .

";Who will fill Marsh's place?" he asked, in a loW'
tone. "Marsh is out of form. He can't boyd to
night."

Hector )'larsh was there. sitting in a corner. Ap
parently he had not recovered from the accident that
had befallen him, for his face wore a somewhat blank
expression.

In vain Hector had been questioned by the faculty.
He declared that he could not remember how he caIne
to be in the cellar or who had been with him, and 'he
stuck to it. :\s the doctor admitted something was the
matter with him, it was thought best not to worry him.
The doctor said he might come round all right any
day, adyising that 110 unusual restraint should be put

upon him and that he should. not .be watched too
closely.

Marsh had been one of Arlington's bowlers, but his
efforts this afternoon before the arrival of Merriwell
and his friends had demonstrated that he was out of
condition, so Chester decided not to use him.

"I've heard that Flint can bowl," said Shaw, in an
swer to Chester's question. "Harwood, who knew
him before they came here to school, told me that Flint
was one of the best bowlers in the Y. M. C.A to
which they both belonged."

"Then Flint is the fellow," decided Chester.
"Flint," he called, turning toward the red-headed

plebe, who had been looking on. "Come here."

Flint seemed to hesitate, but in a moment he walked
slowly over to Arlington.

"I hear you are a good bowler," said Chester, "and I
want you to take the place of Marsh, who is out of
form, Get your coat off."

I
This was said commandingly, as if ArUngton had

not the least idea that Flint would decline.

"I'm sorry," was the answer of the lad with the
scarred face; "you'll have to excuse me."

"'What?" exclaimed Chester. "Can't you bowl?"
""VeIl, I have bowled some."
"Candlepins?"
"Yes."
"What's your record for five strings?"
"Four hundred and twenty-one."
"And for a single string?"
"One hundred and eleven."
"You'll do. Take your coat off."
"No; I' cannot bowl."

. Chester was angry ~ think ·the fellow dared de
cline.

"I say take your coat off!" he exclaimed. . "We
. need you."

"But I can't bowl here," said Flint, in a low voice, .
his face very red.

"\Vhy not?"
• The boy with the scar seemed to hesitate, apparently

not wishing to answer that question.

"Why not?" repeated Chester, impatiently.
"\Yhat's the matter with you?"

"1-1 can't afford it," faltered Flint, speaking in a
still lower tone. .

"\Vhat? Get out I Can't afford it?"
"No, sir."
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CHAPTER IX.

A. BOWLING MATCH.

Dick Merriwell had heard the most of this, and it is
needless to say that his sympathy was entirely with
Flint. This seemed natural enough, as he entertained
a powerful feeling Of dislike for Chester Arlington.

But Dick was somewhat puzzled to understand the
boy with the scar. He had imagined that the fellow
had a quick temper which he could not easily hold in
check, yet Flint ha.i taken the insults of Arlington
without open resenlrnent and had seemed to fear an
encounter.

Was Flint a coward?
Dick longed to step in and take the fellow's part,

but refrained fro111 interfering.
However, he said:
"It seems that you have no team, Arlington, so why

do you talk about a match?"
"Oh, I have a team all right 1" was the quick re4

tort. "Don't try to squeal! Stand up and take your
medicine like a man. You'll know how it feels to
be beaten when we are through with you."

Then he called Fred Preston, who was only too
willing to take the place of Marsh and· get into the
match.

"Pard," said Brad Buckhart, "that there Flint hasn't
the courage of a prairie dog. I wanted to see him
smash Chet Arlington, but he swallowed ail that fe1-.
low's guff and never did a thing)'

"Perhaps there is a reason," said Dick.
"\'"hat reason can there be, except that he's chicken-

hearted ?" .
"1 don't know; but there may be one."
"There may be, but I doubt it. He had a right to

refuse to bow1."
"Of course he did. He is working his way through

school, [md 1 suppose he feels that he really cannot
afford to get stuck for se\'enty-five ceGts."

"Come on, :Merriwell," called Arlington. "\\,,, are
all ready for you fellows. Put down Jour n;c;:.:~ in
order."

He was wri:ing the names of his team down on tho
score sheet.

Dick took the pencil and started to write down his
players. His first thought \ya:s to write them dO\m in
the natural order, \yith himseli at the he.vl, ";he:-e the
captain usually stood: bat, happening to look oyer at .
Chester's sheet, he saw that Arlington had placed hiI
name last.
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"What rot! It will co~t only seventy-five cents to
you if we are beaten."

"But seventy-five cents is more than I can afford to
spend in such a way."

. The idea struck Chester as extremely ridiculous and
he laughed heartily. '

"Seventy-five cents won't hurt you," he said. "I'd
be ashamed to be so stingy!" .

Flint's face became redder ~an ever.
"You don't have to be," he said.

. Arlington could not understand that anyone had to
be So careful about such a little money, and he re
garded Flint with still greater disdain and contempt.

"You're. the limit!" he said.· "Bitt we won't get
beaten. "Ve'll trim those fellows easily, and it won't
cost you anything, so come on."

But still the boy with the scar shook· his head.
"I can't afford to take chances," he said, resolutely.

"If we should happen to be beaten--"
."V.lell, of all the penurious fellows I ever saw you

are the champion!" declared Chester. "I wouldn't be
as narrow-contracted as you for anything! \Vhy, I've
spent seventy-five dollars without giving it a thought
many· a time. Come on, now; if you're too mean to
pay if we are beaten, I'll settle for you."

Th~re was an intense glow in the depths of Flint's
eyes, and his voice trembled a little as he retorted:

"No, sir; I'll not perniit you to pay! I can't afford
it, and so I will not bowl, and that settles it I"

Arlington lool-ed him all over with the greatest
scorn.

"You're the limit I" he sneered. "I see I made no
mistake when I pinned the head of a jackass on your
back."

"So you weie the one who· did that?"· breathed

Flint, his hands closing and something about his voice
and· manner indicating intense feeling. "You are the
fellow who made me the laughingstock of the mess,
are you?"

"Well, what about it-what if I did?"
"Nothing-now."
Flint'turned a,,·ay.

"Oh, I· didn't know but you were looking for a
scrap!" laughed Chester, cetisively. "It would give
me great satisfaction to punch you a few times."

Flint walked off ,..ithout retorting.
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"He is the fellow I'D go against." decided Dick.;
and he put the names down 10 that Jo1liby was matched
against Tubbs. Smart against Preston, Bradley against
Walker. Buckhart against Shaw, and Merriwell against
Arlington.

This fixed it so the tall, lean boy and the roly-poly
fat boy started the contest. . ,

tlDem my picter!" squealed Obediah. as he selected
a ball ul'll jest lay right down an' kerflummu if
you beat me I" .

"If you bub-bub-bub-beat me rttut-tut-tut-take rat
poiSon 1" retorted Jolliby.

Chip had stripped off his coat, and he was ready
to bowl on the aliey opposite Obediah.

Realizing they were closely watched and feeling
great anxiety at the start, they got into position. To
&ether they ran to the mark and threw their balls.

Chip's ball went flying off the right-hand side of the
alley before reaching the pins. and Tubbs' went off
the left-hand side.

Neither one knocked down a pin with their first ball.
I'A pair of poodles I" was the laughing cry.
"My bub-hub-ball slipped," declared Chip.
I'I hung onter mine too long," squeaked Obediah.
"Get into gear I Get into gear I" exclaimed Arling-

ton. sharply. "This match is for blood I"
Jolliby actually trembled as he selected another ball
t'I'n rake 'em all down this time," said Tubbs.
He ran a bit ahead of Chip, and it seemed that he

sent a fine baIl straight down the alley. The ball.
,however. struck the head pin in such a manner that it
was jumped from the spot and knocked out clean be
tween the others without knocking anpther pin down.
At the same time the ball glance<1off through the pins,
doing no good at all beyond the getting of that one pin.

Chip's ball went straight down one side of the head
pin and cut out two pins, making a very poor break.

"Bub-bub-bub-beat yc that time I" cried the lank
boy, triumphantly.

"Well, if that hain't jest my luck I" piped Tubbs, in
the deepest disgust. "Wouldn't that jarye·a little ttl

"What do you think this is?" asked Arlington. an~

grily. "Are you aware that this is a match?"
"Wait till I git my third ball inter them pins 1" mut~

tered Tubbs.

Obediah's third ball took one pin off the corner,
while }olliby's went through the hole already made.

"Two pins eaCh," said the scorer, puttmg down the
aumbcn..

. , . . . . -

"Well, yoti are a fine paid" sneered Chester, Sitting
down in disgust." "What is the matter with .:you~

Tubbs?"'
"Dero my picter if I know I" confessed Obediah.
Dick said nothing to Jolliby, believing Chip woula

steady down far better if not talked to just. then.
The plebes were laughing and enjoying the sport.

They had been called theie by Arlington, who fancied
Dick and his team would:w.ppear, and who promised to
give'the yearlings a handsome drubbing.

Jolliby continued to betray that he was rattled. He
got a corner pin with his· first ball on the· second box,
then rolled another off the alley, but with his third ·he
knocked· down five, making eight in two boxes.

It seemed for a while that Tubbs would not do as
well. He lost both of his first two balls off the alley.
With the third balt he made a run and fell down with
a mighty crash just as he threw it. The ball rolled
slowly down the alley on a curve, struck the pins well
down on the side and set. them falling. The pins fell
in a most remarkable manner, for, taking into consid
eration where the ball struck, but three should have
dropped. As it was, one after another they fell over,
slowly knockingdown others.in falling, or else rolling
against others and knocking them down until every pin
fell

A great shout went up at this.
Lying aat on his stomach, Obediah squealed:
"Well, dern my picter I"
The spectators shouted with laughter.
Jolliby stared and tried to say something, but all

he could do was to make a choking sound. while his
Adam's apple bobbed wildly up and down in his throat.

"Fall down every time, Obediah I" advised the
plebes.

"Well, that's luck I" said Arlington, in relief.
The plebes had a lead of four pins.
Smart and Preston were the next two up.
"I hope you get a lot I" said Ted, to Preston. "I

expect to get two strikes."
Preston was a fellow who imitated Arlington, and

now he sneered :
"You never got a strike in your life."
"True--too truel" sighed the little fellow, with a

queer twist of his face. "I don't know what a spare
looks like, even-much less a strike."

Then he rolled a handsome curve· and struck· .the.
head pin on the side, dropping nine of then1 veryp,ret':'
illy. .
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"How sorry I ani I" he observed. "I didn't mean to There was a hush as Merriwell and Arlington rose
do it!" to bowl. Chester gave Dick a look of disdain. When

"Oh, you'll never touch the other one I" declared they stooped to pick the balis out of the run, he mut~

Preston, who had knocked down three with the first tered:
ball.· "I'm going to show you up to-night. At last I have

. "I'm not going to try," declared Ted, and straight- you where I can make you look like a mark."
way he picked off the corner pin. Dick made no retort. He had learned the lesson

"A sparel" exclaimed the watching plebes, in no that the bowler who talks a great deal seldom makes
small surprise. a great success. So he ignored Chester, which angered

"Accident I" saftlPreston, with curling lips. "I don't Arlington a little.
believe he will get anything on it." Now, Chester Arlington was really a most skillful

But Preston was disturbed by the success of Smart, bowler, and he had reasons to feel confideflt that at
and he secured only six pins. . last he had discovered something at which he could

"Pretty work, Ted," said Dick; with a confident defeat l\Ierriwell.
smile. Chester always rolled for a "head pin break," that is,

"Oh, it was a shame I" declared the little fellow, but • he always tried to hit the head pin on the side with
there was a merry twinkle in his eyes. his first ball. This is not the safest place to hit the

'When the pins were up everybody wat~hed breath- pins,as it often results in cutting out the pins from
lessly to see how many Ted would secure on his first the middle and leaving "two families;" but it is pro
ball. He rolled a handsome slow one, and five pins ductive of brilliant results when a bowler has periect
fell. control and can place the ball where he wishes.

"Fifteen on his spare," said the scorer. Arlington's first ball went hard, striking the head
"Well, that is what I call sloppy!" remarked Pres~ pin fairly and leaving three pins standing on each side

ton. "But I'll make that up in a hurry." of the alley.

He got seven with his first ball, but two more balls On the other hand Dick seemed to have aspart
gave him but one more pi~. or fourteen in an. break with. his first b;ll.

Ted rolled seven on hIS second box, which made . . .
. • 11 d th th tabl tu d f Arlmgton paused to note the result of DIck s sec-twenty-two m a , an us e es were rne, or d I

. 1" had I d f f' '.' on SlOt.the year mgs now a ea a our pm8. ... .
Bradley and WalKer came up. .Merrnvell hIt the. pms handso?lely Just ,,"here he
vValker rolled first and clipped three off a comer, tned,. and a fallen pm rolled agamst the last.one le~t

with his second ball he took three -off the other corner. standmg on the corner. Instead of knockmg tlllS

.Then he got one pin. down, however, even t~oug~ it seemed to strike it
Bradle ·rolled seven also and they were tied in hard enough, the fallen pm tWIsted about the bottom of

th ' fi tYbo' the other pin and finally held it up, pre\-ellting theelr rs x.
Then \Valker rolled another seven, and Bradley got spare.

~ six, so the plebes were but three pins behind. "Hard luck J" said Obediah Tubbs. "You oughter
Buckhart threw a very speedy ball when it came had it, by Jim!"

his turn. He gave it a'twisting motion as it left his "He got two more pins than he should have had
. hand, and it threw the pins in all directions when it with that ball," sneered Chester.
hit them. He got eight with his first ball, then picked Then he cleaned off one side of his alley with his
off the remaining ones. second ball anu swept down. e\'ery p:n on the otl.er

Dick was relieved, for he knew Brad was erratic and side with his third, getting ten after having made a
could not control that swift ball. difficult break.

Shaw had a hard break, taking out the center pins. In the meantime.. Dick pid,ed off the last pin st3nd-
but by clever work he also secured ten. :t ing, and they were tied in their first box.

Then came the fall, for Buckhart got only five 011 his "It's no use," grinned Arlir:gton. "You're up
next box, while Shaw made seven, and the lead of against it, )'Ierriwell. Y.J1.~r £klp~y luck '.\"O:1·t alw~:rs

the yearlings had been narrowed down to a single pin. make you a winner."
•
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Still Dick ignored him, although his blood was be:
ginning to leap in his veins.

Buckhart was ready to thump Chester.
Merriwe11 rolled first on the second box. He tgok

off two pins with his first ball, and got five more with
his second, leaving a triangle on one corner.

f'About one of those," said Arlington.
Dick rolled carefully, hoping to get them all. He

knocked down two, one of which struck against the
last one standing; but that pin refused to fall, al~

though it swayed from side to·side.
Arlington laughed and easily cleaned up ten pins,

thus making a gain of one all Dick.
And the game was tied!
This was hot work -enough to amuse tne spectators.
When Dick sat down he heard Arlington telling

Shaw that he would have a lead of fifty pins when the
game was over.

"Pard, I hope you're not going to stand a lot of
that galoot's blowing?" growled Buckhart. uIf yon
do, I can't! I'll have to hit him! I want to hit him
just for fun! I'd like to hit him the way Flint should
have soaked him 1"

"You'll be foolish if you bring on a fight," said
Dick. "You will not pay any attention to anything
he says to me or about me."

The Texan growled, for he knew it would not do to
disre~rd this command from Dick.

The bowling went on. Jolliby and Tubbs came up
again, and this time Chip turned the tables on Obediah
by securing fifteen pins, while the fat boy got but
twelve.

Fortune continued to fluctuate, however, and it was
hard to tell which side would lead at the end of the
string. \Vhen the eighth box was reached the year~

lings had a lead of nine pins. In that box, however,
both Arlington and Shaw got spares. On his spare
Shaw secured six pins, while Arlington raked down
seven on his.

How the plebe:; cheered!
dut on the ninth box Buckhart secured a spare and

made seven on it, which put him well up and enabled
him to finish high man in that string. having secured
ninety pins.

Arlington was second with eighty-nine, while Shaw
had eighty eight.

To the disappointment of'many, Dick ~lerriwell was
fourth on the list. ha~'ing made but eig:lty-six.

However, he had made the eighty-six without a
spare, which was clever work at candlepins.

For the reader must understand that it is far more
difficult to get a large string of candlepins than it is
of tenpins.

There vvas a hush as the scorer announced:
"Captain Merriwell's team has fQur hundred and

four, while Captain Arlington's makes four hundred
and eleven, which is a gain of seven pins 011 the string."

~

CHAPTER X,
HAPPY PLEBES.

When the cheering died down, Chester Arlington
was heard saying:
. HI knew we'd do it. The only thing I am disap
pointed about is that we did not beat them about forty
pins. I expected it."

"Oh, we'll get into them fifty pins this time I" said
Preston.

"That's the talk I" nodded Chester. "They are all
easy, and Merriwell is a snap. He can't always be the
cock-of-the-walk, as he will find out to--day."

Brad Buckhart ground his teeth, but said nothing.
Dick knew better than. to be' disturbed by the talk

of the fellow. He knew that the person who loses
his temper \\'hne engaged in any contest requiring
dexterity and skill is almost certain to be defeated.

"Never mind, fellows," he laughed, cheerfully:
"Seven·pins is no lead. If they had forty or fifty it
would look bad, but they'll never get so many."

"But that bu1J..bub-bub-big fat sus-sus-sus-slob beat
me .out I" moaned Jol~iby. "He got eighty pup-pup
pup-pins after startin' off the way he did." .

"But you got seventy-nine yourself," said Dick, and
),ou started worse than he did. I think you both did
remarkably well."

"It delighted me to be beaten I" piped Smart, with
a cheerful smile. "My man b~at me two pins, to the
intense satisfaction of my soull"

Bradley looked disgusted with himself· and every~

thing else. •. .
"Hi should be shot, don't y' 'now I" he said. "Hi

tumbled down and honly got sixty':height! Wasn't it
113\\'full"

"Well, your..man beat you only three pins. You
will turn the tables 011 him next time."

HI-Ii 'ope so 1" exclaimed Billy. "Haf Hi don't,
Ili'n eo hoff hand commit suicide I"
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IIBuckhart is the king pin," smiled Dick. uHe led
his man two pins.". _

"He'll never do it again I" exclaimed Shaw.
"Bet you anything you want 1 dol':' roared Brad,

jumping up. HI'llgo you the whole limit of my pile
that 1 beat you three out of the five.-You hear mel
Or I'll bet you a new hat I lead you ten pins at the
finish."

I'No betting in this alley, gentlemen," said the pro-
prietor. .

"That's a good thing' for you, Mr. Buckhart,"
laughed Shaw. "It saves you the price of a new hat."

Dick saw that Brad was becoming altogether'too
irritated to do his best, and he tipped him a warning
to stop bandying words with Shaw.

The second string began. Tubbs and Jolliby both
started off well in the first box, getting nine each.. In
the second they dropped to six and five, Tubbs taking
the lead. . ,

"One pin 1" cried the watching plebes. "Everybody
keep it up 1 Here is where they go to the wall"

IIThat .w1ll be' perfectly lovely 1" said Smart·. 'We .
enjoy being crowded to the wall 1 Nothing gives .us
such great pleasure 1" .

But Ted went after the pins in earnest, and he made
them fly. His actions were a direct contradiction of.
his words.

\

Preston sneered.at the little fellow.
til presume you think you are pretty clever?" he said.

"You think you are smart I"
1'1 know it," said Ted. UThat's my name."
tlBright boy I You ought to have a penny 1"
"Don't bankrupt yourself 1 I fear it would ruin

you to give anyone a penny I"
Smart was keeping hjs temper handsome1y~ but he

was provoking Preston. who could not bear to have
!lny one answer him flippantly.

Bradley could not· seem to get down to business,
though he tried his level best. Fortunately Walker
was not doing much better.

'IHi ham hawful rotten, don't y' 'now 1" muttered
:he Cockney lad. 'IHif you hare beaten hit will be hon
ny haccount."

Buckhart started off badly, but Dick talked to him
l little, and he soon steadied down, although he was

lot at his best.
Dick had learned the lesson of governing his tern

ler, but not so the Texan.
The second stfini was not a walk-oyer, but near the

end it was seen that the plebes had a mar~n, and the
cheering began.

The scorer called:
uJolliby sixty"£our; Preston seventy-one."
uSeven pins I" roared the plebes, in delight.
Then the' next two finished, and tqe scorer an

nounced:
uSmart eig'hty-three; Preston eighty-four."
"Another pin I" howled the plebes. "That makes

ten I"
In a few moments the next two were called:
"Bradley seventy-four; \Valker seventy-seven."
"Three pins 1 Eleven in all I" shouted the delighted

plebes.
"Buckhart eighty-t\vo; Shaw eighty-five."
"Three more! That's fourteen."
There was a hush, for Merriwell and Arlington

were bowling their final boxes, and all knew ~he score
was close.

What would it be?
The question was soon answered, for the voice of

the scorer declared:
uMerriwell eighty-eight; Arlington eighty-nine."

The roar from the lusty-lunged plebes seemed
enough to crack the roof. ,

Everyone of Arlington's team had beaten his man
in that string, which was great work.

tI\Ve'll bury them all right I" sang the delig:lted
plebes. IITh.is time Merriwell surely has ~truck the real
thing!"

. Arlington laughed ina conceited manner.

·"You fellows are doing' better than I," he said: "imt
I'm holding down the captain of .the great bowlers
all right, all right."

IIThat's what you are, old man!" ,...as the cry.

Buckhart frowned and chewed his lips. but Dick W:b

perfectly calm and undisturbed.
ltThere is an old saying, fellows:' he said, ., 'that ~e

laughs best who laughs last: Let's stkk together .md
see if we can't be the ones to laugh kst."

There were no yearlings on h~t:d to c:ttcr ior Dick
and his team, which seemed to pl:;ce them at a tlisa(l
vantage.

The third string started (5 hatl :, ,;. rh:k'~ t('a~n,

which now seemed ba.l1y b:·oken up. }uiELy "..~s th~

only one who continued to hold his man aiter the st:~rt.

and Chip finally ended with eighty-one l'ins. W11::'::
Tubbs secured eight)'.
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Smart had seventy-eight, but Preston closed with
eighty-two..

As the string advanced and the results were an
nounced the plebes grew hilarious. The final result
showed that Merriwell's team had three h)..mdred and
eighty-six, while Arlington's had four hundred and
eleven, a; clean gain of twenty-five pins.

I'There is a hoodoo on us!" growled Buckhart.
"Those galoots have gained steadily from the very
start."

Dick realized that the situation was growing des
perate. He spoke to each one of his players separately
and told them to make no further talk with Arlington
and his men, to pay no attention to chaffing, but to keep
strictly at their work. He spoke in particular to
Buckhart, all the while looking the Texan straight in
the eyes with a calm look.

Many times before this Dick had quieted down his
hot-blooded friend with the power of his eyes, and he
succeeded this time. He willed that Brad should
forget his anger and nervousness and pay strict at
tention to business.

The fourth string began with the plebes forty-seven
pins in the lead.

Could the yearlings overcome that lead and winout ?
It seemed doubtful J

CHAPTER XI.
A SENSATIONAL FINISH.

At this point Dick Merriwell set about the task of
concentrating his mind upon every man of his team as
that man came up to bowl. He mentally commanded
that man to be carm, deliberate, confident and deter
mined. He directed them without a spoken word, and
yet his sway over them was almost absolute.

Dick possessed a remarkable power of command,
and yet he was not a fellow' who delighted in giving
orders. His sway over his friends, and often his in
fluence on his enemies, was most astonishing. He had
discovered he could influence others by fixing his
mind firmly upon them and mentally directing them,
and this was the mysterious power he now exercised
over the four bowlers who were with him. At the
same time he itl"wardly determined that he would
bowl as if his own life depended on the result.

The effect on Bradley was most pronounced. rp
t,) that time the English lad's highest string was sev
enty-four, but now he started off with a spare, and

his work literally amazed· 'Walker, who was pitted
against him.

Buckhart, although a determined fellow, set in his
ways and forceful in his conduct, was another subject .
over whom Dick exerted surprising control. Although
Buck had rolled but seventy-nine on the third string,
he closed the fourth with ninety-one. At that, Billy
Bradley beat him eight pins, falling but one short of a
hundred. .

It seemed, however, that Dick spurred himself on
more than his companions, for he rolled nothing
smaller than eight, and, with the aid of three hand
some spares, he carried his string up to one hundred
and four.'

But, eyen at that, the yearlings did not have every
thing their own way. Arlington and his team fought
to hold the lead obtained. Chester worked like a tiger,
and he managed to rake down ninety-six pins. He
w~s disgusted (fter getting so many to have Dick beat
him eight pins on thE: string.

"But I'll make. that up next time," he declared.
Shaw also had a fine string, getting ninety-two,

while Preston had ninety.'
The total showed that Arlington's team had rolled

four hundred . and forty, while Merriwell and his
friends had made four hundred and fifty-nine.

Both of these strings were handsom~.

The yearlings had cut down the lead of their oppo
nents nineteen pins, which left the plebes twenty-six
ahead.

\Vhile this string was being figured up Dick saw
Uric Scudder step into the alley. Immediately Merri
well went oyer to Uric and slfid, in a low tone:

"There is going to be trouble here if we happen to
beat these felIo,vs out. They may make it rather warm
for us, and they have the advantage of numbers. I
want you to hustle and bring every fellow of our class
you can get hold of, and you must be back with them
inhaIf an hour at most. Will you?"

"Depend on me," said Scudder, and he slipped out
of the door as quietly as he had entered.

Dick believed .there was a good chance to win, and
he meant to do it if it lay in his power. But he real
ized .;.\rlington would be furious if such a thing took
place, and so he sought to prepare for any rough-house
business that might be started by Chester and his
friends.

The s~ectator" ,,,ere greatly excited when the final
string began. Dick and his friends were calm and
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resolute.- Still Dick concentrated his will power on
each one,o£ "his team when they'. were bowling, and
the result satisfied him.'

Smait opened with a ten and a seven; but Preston
secured two nines.

Bradley" led off with a spare,' and raked down six
pins to add' to those obtained with the first two balls..
A nine in his next box aroused Arlington, who mut
tered something beneath his breath;

"'Ow do. Hi do it?". muttered the Cockney youth,
wonderingly. '\Hit just seems as hif Hi can't miss hif
Hi want to." .

He did 110t know of the control Dick :\lerriwell held
over him. ,He did not dream it was the steadying,
corilmanding poy,rer of his captain that made him feel
that he could .not miss, and enabled him to place the
ball just where he wished.

Buckhart opened with a nine and a ten. Then Dick
and Chester came up,and Arlington led, off with a
strike that made the plebes shout for joy.

Dick got a nine in the first box.
.Chester obtained seven pins with· his. two spare balls,

making seventeen in all in his first box, and, he got
eight in the se<:ond, thus tying Bradley's twenty-five.

Dick got a spare in the second box.

The string seemed to grow hotter and hotter as it
. advanced, but when Dick followed a spare with a strike

the plebes groaned and Chester said something. that
sounded like an oath..

Never in' all his life had, Chester Arlington worked
so hard for aviciory. Beads of perspiration stood out'
on his fac~

And not one of Arlington"s team quit; all kept at
it, doing their very best.

This made Dick and his friends fight to the very
last. The lead of the plebes was cut down slowly.

As Merriwell and Arlington came up for the finish
all present seemed to restrain their breathing.

Already Dick had ninety-one pins in his' eighth box,
while Arlington, had eighty-one. Still the lead was
not enough to win for Dick's team.

Chester rolled ten in his ninth box, ,,,hile Dick got
but nine.

"All over I" cried the delighted plebes. "We\'e got
them I You ha\'e done the trick, Arlington I"

Dick said not a word. Inwardly he thought: H.:\
game is never over' until it is finished." He was calm
and. confident still in his appearance.

Arlington rolled nine in his last box, making an
even hundred.

"It takes eighteen pins to tie and nineteen to win."
said the scorer.

<tAil over I" cried the plebes again.
Dick took his time. He balanced himself squarely

on his feet, his eyes fixed upon the spot where he
wished his hall to go, his belief that he could place
it there was the bellef that knows no doubt. Then
he sent the ball down the alley, and it struck the pir~5

exactly us he wish~(l, sweeping down eight of thetll.
Two pins were left standing, bu~ a short distance

in front of them lay a deach\'ood in such a position
that it would deflect the ball it struck and prevent
Dick from getti~lg' the pins.

Brad Buckhart had trouble in restraining a groan.
"I-fard luck, Dick!" he said. "The deadwood will

rob you sure as shooting 1 If you hit it on the side
you can't get the pins, for it will fly past them; if
you hit it on the end it will shoot off on the other
side."

Dick said nothing. He did not seem to hear Brad.
He was studying the position of the deadwood and
the pins behind it. At last, he prepared to roll.

"Oh, give up, Merriwell!" cried a mocking plebe.

Dick made a few quick steps and the ball left his
hand. It seemed bound to go off the rig'ht-hand side
of the alley, toward which it seemed aimed. But just
when it seemed about to leave the alley it took a re
markable shoot round the deadwood and swept down
the standing pins.

Brad Buckhart jumped up and let out a yell tb.t
might have been heard a mile in the open air. It
was a shrill, sharp, Texan shout of joy.

"\veIl, of all things!" gasped Arlington. "B,lt
that's all right. He has to get eight to tie the score
and nine to win. He'll never do it in a thOUS~,:H:

years I"
Dick showed no emotion.' He "'aited until t1J,~ ;:11:

boy had placed the pins on the, f:pot. He had en; i>
ful:y chosen a ball. He stood rigid and nK)tionl,~"'~.

looking at the place where he wished the baH to f;"l.

In his mind he saw it striking tile pins and sweepinG'
them down.

In spite of his pret~nsc ot ca;;incss. Chc5ter ,:~,r1j:1g

ton waited with some suspense.
\Yhen Dick bowled he uscli a Cfl155-a!h:y ball. ;,::,;

he struck the head pin q:1arteringiy. T:,e spc'Ctl,;.:
the ball was ju~t right, and it hit the pillS periecLij'..
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The result was what Dick had desired, for nine pins
iell, and Dick's team had won by a single pin!

The complete score f011ov{s:

,tURUNGS.

]oUlby•••••••••....•.. 79 64 81 8.2 85-391
Smart. : .............. 81 83 7S 83 86--411
Brad!'.')" •••••••.••.. , • 68 74 7° 99 ¢--407
~uckhnrt.•••••.•••... 90 g,2 79 91 93-435
Merriwell..••••......• 36 88 i8 1°4 II9--475

404 391 386 459 479 2,120

l'L£B£~.

Tubbs................. 80 71 80 83 82-396
Preston. .............. 83 84 82 90 8g--428
Walker............... 71 77 79 79 87-393
Shaw................ 88 85 87 92 92-444
Arlington............ 8g 89 83 ¢ 100-457

4II 406 4II 440 452 .2,IIg

It was not a victory to crow over, but it was a
defeat to make Arlingion furious. \Vhen he walked
over to pay the keeper of the alley he came face. to
face with Flint, who had declh1ed to roll.

"Beaten out by one pin!" he grated. . "And all on
your account! If you had rolled, you' might have
saved 11S, you penurious dog!"

Then be lifted his fist to strike Flint in the "face.
Dick Merri\vell was near enough to grasp Chester's

wrist, and in the fellow's ear Dick quietly said:
"I wouldn't do that!"
V/ith a cry oi rage, Chester whirled and aimed a

blow at Dick.

That blow did not fall, for just then the hard fist
of Brad Buckhart hit him behind the ear.

In a moment there was a terrible uproar in the alley.
The plebes surrounded Dick and his friends and'
started to hustle them.,

Then came the cheer of the yearlings outside the
door, through which they came pouring, led by Uric
Scudder. They could not get in fast enough by one
door, and so they burst open the side door 'of the alley
and surged in that way. They were armed with sticks
and clubs hastily gathered. and the:y fell on the plebes,
striking right and left.

(I'hc plebes were not prepared to withstand that as-

sault. They hurriedly opened the windows and'began
to pile out as fast as they could. They did anything
and everything to escape, and i~ a very few moments
they were utterly routed and put to flight.

"\Vell, Scudder," laughed Dick, "you did first rate,
and you were just in time."

"\'Vho won?" panted Uric.
"Why, how can you ask that foolish question!" cr!ed

Buckhart. "\Ve won, of course!· But just about as
much satisfaction as I got out of the whole thing I
found in handing Chet Arlington a pretty bunch of
fives on the ear. You hear me murmurl"

THE END.

The Next Number (353) Will Centaln

DICK MERRIWELLPU.'ZZLED;
OR,

The Mystery of Flint.

FliNT WeULD NOT FIUIIT-ifARDALE DlSftUsTED.

Cadets Call Him a Craven Coward-There
. ". '. ,

Seems to Be Great Mystery. About

This Flinty ~haracter.

FARDALE SPECIAL, January I5;-People nowadays
must "make good." They must always "deliver the
goods" or they are counted down and ~)Ut. . Just so
with Flint, the hustler at Fardale Academy. There
canie a time ,,-hen it ,vas up to him to "make good."
But he didn't or couldn't do it. So he \vas counted
dO\',-n and out. But that's the peculiar part of it. \i\'as
he really down and out. or was the moment SOOI1 com
ing that wodd show who was the real Craven Coward?
Dick ::.\Jerriwell solved this mystery before it' solved
itself. F.ead No. 3.S.~ and see if you can solve it also.
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APPLAUSE. NOTICE.

It has been truly.said that the Applause Column is read
the world over. The first reason for this vast popularity
is' because the column appears in· what is' universally ad-
mitted to be. the king of all published weeklies.

The Winner of the Orand Prize at the Paris World's Fair,
\

But. the second reason is just as important and cogent,
namely. the high excellence of the letters written by our
readers, which appear in this' column. Indeed. these let
ters have been so highly praised that Street & Smith,
always anxious to serve and benefit their great public,
have decided to offer twelve valuable prizes for the twelve
best letters received from Tip Top readers in the next six
months.. These twelve prizes wjll be

TWELVE GOLD FOUNTAJN PENS

of the highest grade.
Now, then. all our ambitious young letter writers will

.bf! anxious to win one of these fine prizes. All you have
· to do is to follow these- directions:

Write a letter to Tip Top Weekly, discussing any fea-
· ture of· the famous publication, its characters, plots, ath
letics, contests, tournaments 01" anything that impresses
you especially; then write across the top ot it "Prize Let
ter.'" and send itto Street & Smith. So that the contest

· may be absolutely fair, the readers of Tip Top are to act
as judges, and the letters which receive the greatest num
ber of votes will be awarded the prizes. Come on now,
boys and girls! Show us which one of all our young
Shakcspeares are the best letter writers.

APPLAUSE.

PRIZE LETl'ER NO. .j6.

I have been a constant reader of your best of weeklies, the Tip
Top, for ovtr four years. I have read every weekly pub1i~hed
b;y your firm at the present time, and also many--published by a
rIval firm, but can truthfully state that the Tip Top affords me
the greatest pleasure of all. There was a time when I had
to read the books secretly, for fear of the consequences of my
fathe~ catching m~. Now all is different. I pluc;ked up courage,
knOWing the sterhng worth of the books, to Itnnl one into the
house. When my father saw it he started for me: but I begged
him to suspend judgment until he had read the book and was
capable of ;ud~ng correctly. He did so, and his judgment was
that if I would follow the precepts laid down by the author,
Mr. BUlt L. Standish (may he long continue to write them),
he .would buy the b?oks and .pay for any gymnastic parapher
naha I needed. Hopmg you WIll excuse the lenath of this letter,
I remain, JAS. B. JONES.

Baltimore, :Md.
One more contestant singing the praises of Tip Top. How

many votes will this letter draw, readera1

PRIZE LETrD KG. 47a
It is no task to applaud Tip Top Weekly-what I say I mean

and is born of the utmost admiration for your paper. There is a
quality and distinction in its very atmosphere which places it at
once as far above its competitors as the moon is above the earth.
The new reader quickly discovers this fact and wonders why
in the world he has tolerated and meekly submitted to the insane
attempts of other "authors" to write something interesting,. The
wide range of the stories, written in a convincing manner, with
none of the glaring grammatical and phraseological errors com
mitted by these other writers, account for the large army or
rather armies of young people who sit in anxious seats awaiting
the appearance of the llext number of Tip Top Weekly. The
stories open with a rush. the action never lelsemng or the inter
est dying out, and so well is. the interest lustained that the reader
is carried from ch:1pter to chapter and number to number with
an attention that n~er lags, and when finally the last word has
been read, he drops the paper with a sigh of mingled content and
discontent-discontent that there is no more. But here is a point
which has astonished many unacquainted entirel~with the tme
facts of the case: Why is it that people who hlrtte reached the
prime of life are held and swayed by the pen of Burt L.
Standish? Every "Applause" tells of fathers and mothers and
business men and clergymen who cannot find words enough to
express their unuounded approbation and dt4ight. \Ve, too, young
men and women, will in years to come take down our bound
....olumes of "The Merriwe115," placed side bl' side with Optic and
Ellis, and recall the days when we idolized Tip Top Weekly-and.
perhaps, who knows, that same Tip Top 'Weekly wiII still be
living and casting its sunbeams in~o the shadows of the :!-'oung
hearts.

Live fore'er, 0 Tip Top \Veekly,
D glorious Tip TGp Weekly!

E. B. BRED!:N.
Brookb'n. ~. Y. .
A letter which should stand well up on the prize list. It was

evidently written by one who understands and can welt dilate on
the subject at hand-in other words. it is the work of a clever
writer. Your opinions are liberal ones, and you seem to l!a':e
viewed Tip Top from all sides with the eyes of beth young and old
and with the one result that y,)u could say nothing too good in
its praise.

l'ItIZI: LE'l"!Eft NO. 48.
I am not writing just to tn' for a premium. I mean ~,'ery

word that I say. I Eke Dick and F'r:mk and all the boys tl:at are
their friends. I can nr.d no fanlt with any of them and I ~.hh~~~

they are just about right. F. N. D.
Dallas. Tex.
Only a few words, but just as expressive as many 1n re!Z2~d to

the writer's feelings toward Frank and D!ck, the :,.. ::11;;, b,,; :'ed
beroes.
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nIm Ln"I'R KO. 49.
I have read Tip Top from No. ! to the present date and I. want

to express ml opinion of this high-class, up-to-date weekly.
That Burt'L. Standish is the premier writer of this dass of book
no one who has read one number will deI!Y. The way he. s~t
Frank Merriwell beiore the eyes of readers IS very good. HIS I~
a fine example for the American youth of the present 'day as
well as the future to follow. I may add I try to follow his ex
ample. as I don't think anyone can quite come up to his standard.
The climax wa!l reached when Dick Merriwe11 was broulfht out to
take Frank's place, and it has been filled ...ery satisfactorIly to the
readers. Taken all in all the book is tbe best by far that is now
published. Besides Dick and Frank my fa...orites are Bart, Brad
and the girls. CHARLES EULER.

Brooklyn, N. Y. .
Another prize letter and a good one, too. Do not all hold thIS

boy'. view of Tip Top i or who can give better ones?

Have just Ani,lIed Tip Top No. 343. and it WIS simply tine,
,except one little thin~, and,. that was June Arlington. I don't like
her at all. I want Dick to get Doris, Brad to have June, and
Hal to gt't Feleda, Of cour5C I'in not writing the book. Among
the Tip 'r')ppt~rs I like Dick first, tht-n Bt"dd, Bob, Ted, and hOP6
in time thnt Hnl wiil he one of 'em. As I said before, I think
that June would suit Brad b('tler than she would Dick. Hurrah
for Dick and })(,ris and thtir friends. ,

ANOTHER. DoaIS ADxIUL
Columbus, Ga.
Dori. has friends galore, but how could it be otherwise when

.... i••ueh a tood friend of Dick's? You .etin to be a .troni
4lfte, too. .

HavIng read, carefully, nearly every number of Tip Top, I
feel competent to gh'e my opinion of the ItOries. I believe that
they a.re the best, because they tell of clean, honest sport, and
.chooJ..life, and are interesting and helpful. I don't know how
I could fiet along without my Tip Top, the only trouble is thnt
they don t come often enough. I think the baseball stories are
tille, and the football stories, now. running, can't be beaten. They
are excellent. It seems to me that every one I read is better
that the one before. if it could be possible. Dick and Frank are
cxcelleflt characters, and any young man ~'ho follows in their
footsteps cannot go far wrong. Obediah is 3 very amusing lind
entertaining character, and makes a splendid center for the Far
dale eleven. I think. I don't believe in making a fuss over the
love affairs itflthe story, but I think that you will attend to that
matter quite. as well :til one of us could, I am going to !peak up
for good old Bart, Frank's truest and nob.lest friend, as I hear
that some "anon:rrr;ous" iellows are running him down. I like
all of Dick's fricnds-and Frank's, too. I think that the Fardale
stories are excellent, though 1 miss Frank. I wish you might
publish a map of Fardale and vicinity sometime in Tip" Top,
showing "The Oid School," the ballground, etc. I am sure it
would be warmly welcomed by a host of readers. Begginlr your
pardon for writing so much, I remain, you~s sincerely,

' CLAIENCE TENx&y.
Not a word too much, but an interesting letter with your vicws

on the eharactera which fonn the stories for Tip Top. Your in
west on aU sidea makes you a far-seeing :md able judge, and we
lire· delighted to hear from you.

Permit "me to c:xpr~ss my' .incerest thanks and gratitude to
hath Vim and 1\1r. Burt 1.. Standish for what you have done for
'lIlt'!. Bd()re I became aware of what Tip. Top W'dS I used to read
numelW,,:, ol!tt;r weekiies1 which did me more harm than good,
until Urle d:w a f~iend or mine asked me, as a favor, to re:ld ,
C('IlV ',f Til' 'Tq), I did so at hia request. and at present I UOIl':
b",;:>,,' :tn:: '.l:le ('(:lId prevent me from reading them. Tip TOil
i~ ,l:' ;.;,,,1 w ...dd:,- for the American youth, and as for Dick anJ
:Fr,!~I:;, :h'j' ;)(>th deserve to be heroes of such a fine weeki,.
The"ir I:'''> s ~"" honest, fearless and above all. fair, always ready
to Ie,,!" a 1,e:ping h::nd and to forgive their enemies. As for :'Ifr.
Stlln<j; ~h. his clesc~i;;t;ons are.o vhid and realistic that you
in':;t~ine )'"urs::1f or: the spot wa.tchin~ what i. taking place, YOll
als(. des~r...e a gre<lt deal of credit for the way you place Tip Tc.t!-en UlC m,;.ket. It:$ no wonder. it ~kes 10 wonderfully. Now

then, let us give three cheers and hearty,onesJ too, for )"o,u, Burt
L. Standish, Frank and Dick, and the rest. 1 am eve%' a reader,
'. LAWllENCE DXNKELSl'IEL.

New York City. ., ,
. Your enthusiasm over Tip Top, is "great, ,and thatyo~ hold it as

a soutc~ of good, is ~o smaJI prals~ f?r, the .efforts ~hlch.are ex
pended In that dIrectIOn. \Ve all wtll Jom wl~h you In thclon~est
Rnd heartiest kind of a cheer for the l\fernwell boys and theIr

. friends.

,1 have been reading your Tip Top for the, past fouryenrs, and
r think there is no better weekly tJrmted. Smce I started to rc.1d
Tip Top I haven't tasted a drop of liquor. At first my ~athcr
would not l~t me read them, bul I read them on t~e 51;' .un~~l one
time he saw me but not to be stopped from readmg rIp lop, r
wid my father t~ "read one, and Sell if he- didn't like them." He
did and now he ,vnnt5 to read them first 'of the !amily when we

fet'them every Sarturday. Of the charncters, WhlC!l are all good,
like Frank Bart Dick, and Brad. Of course, Ihke the rest "f

both flocks' but Frank and Dick show how ncarly correct :m
American l;,'v C'Ln be, if he on}y will take care of himself.. If all
boys follow the COurs! Tip Top gives, the United Sta~es ,will be
noted for men of strength who can take eare of their country,
and this 1111 through the great influence of Tip Top, thr~u&,h. it\
Irr:tt a'bthol' lind p~lb!ishe~s, Mr. Burt ~" ~.nd Street ~ Smlth. ,

Hopirig to see thIS In pnnt, I dose, WIth three rous:ng chters
for Tip Top,· Burt L., lind Street & Smith, and· loni life· to all.

Yours as ali everlasting reader, CAm. STERN.
San Francisco, Cal. . . ,
Your letter contains the-most that you could say In ,fav?r, of TIp

Top-that it has been a source of good to you. Its lUrn IS to pro
mote th<: best inspiratio~s am~mg its readers, !ind, when they can
trace the downfall of evtl habIts and the formlng"of good ones to
it" then all ,our efforts are more than repaid. We" join :in those,
three big cheers, and add one for our .reader..

---'. .

I have been thinking" for some time I would, write for. t~e "Af?
plause Column," but have !Iot gotte": ar0':lnd t? I~ before. ,1 herelS
a cadet in Fardalewho, In my estnnatlon, IS way ahead of any
other cadet in school, with the exception of Brad Buckhart, a!lrl,
of course, Dick, in morals, charact~r, loyalty, and eve!'>' other. thtnlj,
worth having. It is to speak of 111m that I have wntten thIS Ic!
ter, If I ,am not mistaI.:en, Mr. Standi~h, the author o.f tIllS
weekly, is a native of Maine, and, for tillS reason also, thls.boy
should be given a show. Perhap's sbme of the readers l..-now: of
whom I am spt;aking now., Fo~ theb~nefitof those who;don()t.
I will make hIm known here. He Is-Mr. Earl Gardmer, of
Maine. Why can't \ye have a man who is a boon. companion of
Dick that comes from the good old 5t:1te of Mame? I see no
rcason whatever, if Mr. Standish will only'b~ing him around, :tn~.
as I said before, gi,:e him a show. Let bl~ have !l chance m
Darrell's 'place. He 15 'wa)' ahead of Darrell; If we dId but know
it, and by. a little practice h~ will show himself worth something
in football. Come, now. Mame men, and let them hear from~'ou
so strongly that Earl Gardiner will soon be one ,?f Dick's most
liked friends, And,' now, just a word before closmg. June Ar
iine,'1:on is bo;:nd to make a place for herself in Dick's. affections,
if she has not already. She is the coming queen. "You hear me
shout til Please publish this 'letter, and let us ·see what tbe ver-
dict on it will be. Yours truly, ]UAMPEGA;N'.

South Berwick, Maine.' . .
You are a loral son of Maine, and have spoken well of &tl

Gardiner. He IS all that you say, and a good type of the New
Enp;land boy. Your letter wi!! be read with interest, not only in
~faine, but ever)" St<tle :ts wrlI.

The Tip Top Weekly is the best book I ever read, and e...ery
~"oung boy and girl should read it. The character.s. arc splendid,.
I a!!'rec with Marjorie Wentworth, and think she named her club
well. and I wish. her good luck. Doris is the girl for· Dick;
Felicia is very sweet, and just the girl for. Hal.. Zona is ,too
stuck up;. stHl, she haa her charm, June Arlington is a very
nice girl, but can't be· compared with our Doris. I w.ish Dick
and Chester would become friend.. I think Brad ill a fine lad.
I must close, hoping to hear more of Doris. Your friend,· ,

St. Paul, Minn.' .. E. W.
Thank }'ou for your !toad words for Tip, Top. . .
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GREATESTTHE

tl'tl'tl' 6'he FOLLOWING ARE T'HE
Boys of America (Ogdensburg, N. Y.), 16; B. B. Pards (Ogdens

burg, N. Y.), o.
Boys of America-(Regular team.) B. B. Pard~S. Fay, r e;

A. Lampsell, r t; E. Boyinski, r g;G. Krutz, c'; O. Frymire, I g;
J. Swartwood, It; N. McGraw. Ie; S. Greene, q: M. TattersaIl,
r h b; G. Breese, I h b; J. Krutz, f b. Manager-Dart Keenan.
Boys of America (Oidensburg, N. Y.), 21; Giants (Ogdensbut'g,

N. Y.), o. .
Boys of America-(Regular team.) Giants-G. Fedder, r e;

S. Myers, r t; L Billingsley, r g; E. Voorhees, Cj L Brummer,
1 g; G. Verth, I t j D. Gleason, Ie; R Loughridge, q; H. Russ,
r h b; M. Ramsdell, I h b j Schnibbe, f b. Manager-Dart
Keenan. •
Boys of America (Ogdensburg, N. Y.), 48; Wild West Univer

sity (Ogdensburg, N. Y.), o.
Boys of America-(Regular team.) - Wild West Universit}·-

J. McHugh, r e; T. Ballard, r t; M. St. John, r g; W. Howell
cooper, c; B. Melon, I gj G. Grainor. I t; H. Glavin, I e; G. Ham
ilton, q; G. Maltby, r h b; B. Shores; I h b; N. Paddock, f b.
Manager-Dart Keenan.

Centrals (Waltham, Mass.), 12; Scrubs (Waltham, M~ss.), 0
Ce~trals..-F. Belleview, r e; W. Mannion, _r t; C. O'Toole, r ~;

C. MItchell, c; A.. Molanson.'1 g; T. Costello, It; A. Chandonalt,
Ie; F. Robinshaw, qt' P. Geoffrion, r h b; C. Canee-r, I h b; F.
Lyden, f b. Scrubs---., . Rogers, r e; T. Parkinson, r t; J. Peters,
-r g; F. Daly, c; A. Alders, I g j W. McMasters, I t j J. McCormick,
Ie; P. Simpson, q; R. Taylor, r h b j G. Sheldon, I h b j H. Har
vey, f b. Manager-Ernest Berrio.
Centrals (Waltham, Mass.), 10; Terrors (Somen-i1le, Mass.), 5-

Centrals-(Regular team.) Ten·ors-T. Callahan, r e; L. Cash,
r t; E. Riley, r g; A. Cooper, c; F. Washburn, I g; G. Snow, 1 t;
H. Perkills. Ie; S. Brown, q; O. Russell, r h b; E. Dwyer, I h b;
W. Richards, f b. Manager-Ernest Berrio.
Centrals (Waltham, Mass.), IS; Crescents (Newton, Mass.), 6.
Centrals-(Regular team.) Crescents-Cox, I' e; Collins, I' t;

Martin, r g; Long, c; Bums, I g; Edwards, It; Russell, Ie;
Mason, q; Moore, r h b; Walsh, I h b; Carney, f b. l\Ianager
Ernest Berrio.
Centrals. (Waltham. Mass.), 6; St. Josephs (Roxbury, Mass.), 0.

Centrals-(Regular team.) St. Josephs-Johnson, I' e; Perry,
t t; Smith, f g; CasweIl, c; Conners, I g; Baker, It; Wilson, Ie;
Hodge, q; Billings, r h b; Green, I h b; Marshall, f b. l\-!anager
Ernest Berrio
Centrals (Waltham, Mass.), 2; Terrors (Somerville, Mass.), o.
Cent.rals-(Regular team.) Terrors-Cail~han, r e; L. Cash,

r t; Riley, r i'; Cooper, c; Brown, I gj Perkins, I t; Russell, I e;

SCORES FOR THE WEEK. 'l'tl''l'
Dwyer, q: Snow, r h b; WasJaburn, 1 h b; Richards, f b. Man
ager-Emest Berrio.
Ballard Tigers (Ballard, Wash.), 12; Minor School (Seattle,

Wash.),5.
Ballard Tigers-A. McDermott, r e; 1:>. Mackie, r t; 1. ]ohnscm,

r g; F. Best, c; J. Thurst<ln, I g; R Stone, It; A. Fair.anks, Ie;
G. Cayo, q; T. Donald, r h b; E. Tullar, I h b; A. Houtz, f b..
:Minor School-G. Ford. r e; W. Jones, r t; A. 'Thorndyke, r g;
Wm. Coyle, Cj T. Clancy, 1 g; M. :Rafferty, I t; John Horgson,
Ie; R. Dugan, ~; J. Katiat, r h b j H. Ruffne1", I Ii b; A. Katiat,
f b. Manager-Thomas Donald.
Ballard Tigers (Ballard, Wash.), 24: Central School, Irs. (Bal-

lard, \Vash.), o. .
Ballard Tigers-(Regular team.) Central School, Jrs.-W.

Knapp, r e; J. Height, r t; R Morrison, r g; F. Belker, c; A..
Keeble, I g: ]. Johnson, It; A. Dufrain, Ie: W. Kastner. q; C.
Emery, r h b; T. Reed, I h b; N. Culver, f b. Manager-Thomas
Donald.
Ballard Tigers (Ballard. Wash.), IS; B. High School, second

team (Ballard, Wash.). o.
Ballard Tigers-(Regular team.) B. High School-G. Trafton,

r e; H. Harkness, r t j C. Green, r g j K. Herwood, c; J. Aggers,
1g; J. :McCracken, It: Eo 1\1anson, Ie; S. Hadlon, q; C. Davies,
r h b; RSettles, I h b; D. Mackie, f b. Manager-Thomas Don-
ald. -
Ballard Tigers (Ballard. v,tash.), 52; Bnllard Tigers, Jr. (Bal-

lard. ""ash.), o. '
BaIlard Tigers-(Regular team.) Ballard Ti~rs, Jr.-R

Olsen, r e; A. Connelly. I' t; J. Sigsworth, r g; R. Pull~n, c; 'V.
Spei~el1, I g; P. ~otlls~)O, I t j A. C1~i1berg, 1 e; \V. Sch....ab. q;
T. Kmg, I' h b; N. Telsen. I h b; T. HOl1ston. f b. Man::'Fer-
Thomas Donald. ...
Bailard Tigers (Ballard, Wash.), -18; Scrubs (B;lilard. \\'ash.). 0.

Bal1ard Tigers-(R,~gt11ar team.) SC!'\1bs-\\'. K::stncr. r e;
A. Gr:Jllnagan, I' t; C. H:.:ckett. r g: J. _McCormick. c: R Didier
I g; J. Weekes, It; C. :\IcCallister. Ie; ]. Domld. (j: E. Smith,
r h b; J. Kastner, 1 h b; R. ~lorrison, f b. l\Ianoger-Thc1mas
Donald.
Ballard Tigers (Bal1ard, \Yash.), 12; -~Iercer School (S/'.attle,

Was!l.). 0.
BaI!ard Tigcrs-( Regular team.) ~Iercer School-R. Delse

more. r c; T. Tice, r t: J. Conirady. r g: P. Ingalis. c; B. Bcthe,
1 g; ~I. Teller, It; F. Gallagher. I e; A. Tr.cker, q: ]. McD':lrtald.
r h b: C. Swanson, i h b; D. D00d, f b. :Manager-Thomu
Donald.
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Ballard Tigers (Ballard, Wash.) , I2; Shamrocla (Seattle, Gager, 1 .; T. France, It; R France, 1 e; H. Lobden, q; H.
Wam). s. Johnson. r h b; M. Williams. I h b; N. Helm, f b. Manager-

Ballard Tigera-(Regular team.) Shamrocks-To RaffcrtyL r 0; 13en Burns. . ,
C. Ollon, r t; A Filkc, r g' J. Hogan, c; H. Wh.ite, I B'i H. urn· Young Sports (Ithaca, N. Y.), 6; First Ward Tigers (Ithaca,
bert. 1!l c. Boyer,l c; 1. Coffee, qi A. Jocken.l h h; M. Kerns, N. Y.). s·
1 h b; T. Sayers t b. Manager-Tnomas Donald. Young Sports-(Regular team.) First Ward Tigers-T. Hen-
Ballard Tigers (Ballard, Wa~h.).-; Oriol~s (Seattle, Wash).-. nighen (capt.), r e; C. Barren, r t; J. Sammons. r g; H. Sher-

Ballard Tigers-( Regular team.) Orioles-I'. McFarland, r e; man, c; F. Illston, I g; C. Herson, It; O. Davenport, Ie; Y.
R. H~nt, r't; A. Shields, r If; G. Harmon, c; C Stovell. I ~.iPheYlan, q; J. Hennighcn, r h b; :M. McCarthy,1 h b; A. Moore,
F. WIggs, I t; C. Boyle, Ie; A. Ro~s,q; M. Ani\1s, r h b; 1. f b. Manager-Ben Bums. .
Laplace, 1 h bi S. Smythe, f b. Manager-Thomas Donald. Young Sports (Ithaca. N. Y.), 6; First Ward Tigers (Ithaca.
Shennans (St. Louh. ~10.). :26: World's Fair (St. Loui!!, 1\10.), O. N. Y.), o.

Shermans-Emcst Krutsch, r e; Ewalt Wimmin, r t; Edward Young Sports-(Regular tcanl.) First Ward Tigers-T. Hen-
Glll. r g; Oliver SW3tl'7.ch. c; Er~kilt Pitzinl, I g; \Y. !vlephan, nighen (capt.), r c; C. Barren, r t; J~ Sammons, r g; H. Sher
It; W. Gill, I e; Tad Rit'kard, q; F. Sernmely, r h b;J.. Gra)', man, c;F. Jllston, I g; C. Herson, I t; O. Davenport, I e; Y.
) h b: Oliver Heckel, i b. Word's Fait-A. Dray, r e; \i • Doud, Pheylall, q; J. Hennighen, r h bj 1\1. :\IcCarthy. I h b; A. Moore,
r t; P. WangonJ,r g; B. Gra}·. c; P. Little. I g: P. Brow.!ll 1 t; f h. l\1:magcr-Ben Burns.
Robson, I e; A. u:mk, (I: K. Cl,r\'t'v, r h b; Rickert,! h b: Morri- Young Sports (Ithaca, N. Y.), 79; Messers (Ithaca, N. Y.), 5..
fon. f b. ~lanaier-Oli\'el" Heekll. Young Sports-(Regular team.) l\Iessers-B. Messer (capt.)r

,Shemlans (St. Louis. Mo.), 10; Flash Ligllts (St. Louis, ~{o,), 0. r c;]. CI)'nl's, r t: B. Clynes, r g; R Ste",ens, c; G. Dixon, I g;
Shermans-(Regttlar tcam.) Fl:tsh Lights-Paul Cort, f e: J. LYnch, I t; D. Crowley, I e; M. Thompson, q; C. Williamson,

,iJohn Pc~y, rt; Emi~(ln, r ~; J:lmes ~cL:~~tl:;hlin, ('; F. J.!arold. 1g; r h b; N. lllStOll. I h b; M. J. Terrill, f b. Manager-Ben Bums.

l
'teorgc Gebler, I I; \,,:11)' Ro'!t', Ie; l .. \\ Jibe. £I.; M, OI1\'cr, r h b; Young Spt;rts (Ithaca, No Y.), 10; Messers (Ithaca, N. Y.), o.
l~' Dcn. I h b; R.. \\ alte~, t h.• l\l;mag~r-OlJyer He~kel. Youns.. SlJorts':-(Reg~lar team.) ~Icssers-B. :r,fesse~ (capt.),
,Shermans (St. LOUIS, :\ro.) , .p: Straw LIghts (St. LOUIS, Mo.), 0. r e; ]. Ch·l1~s. r t; B. Clyncs, r g; R Stevens, c; G. Dixon, I g;
. Shermans-(Re~lar team.) Straw Lights-Eo Gannon. r e; ,T. Lynch, It; D. Crowley, Ie; ),1. Thompson, q; C. Williamson,
~:P. Hoke, : t;.C. ~~;il~iam8, ~ ~; F.: Prisl~r, ~; ~" Prisler. I g.; A. r h b; N. lIlston, 1h IJ; M. ]. Terrill, f b. Manager-Ben Bums.
, ~erto. It, \\. KImble, Ie, l~ Cole, q, \\. "Irter. r h b, H. Cornell, Jr8. (Gloucester, Mass.), 23; Scrubs (Gloucester,
:~eier, I h h; W . .Tahu, f b. !,ianager-OH,et' H.:ckel. Mass.), o. ..
:Brltnswicks (Brunswick, Me.), 28; Tabors (Brunswick. Me.), 0. Comell, Jts.-A. Dakin, r c; ] ..Flaherty. r t; C. Murphy. r g;

Brunswicks-Fesslcr, l' c; &eylor, r t; Shidl'ler, r g; Krull, c: T. Newell, c; W. Butler, I g; J. Jefferies, I t; E. Oakes, I e; V.
:Woodhridge, I g; Cooper, It; Steele, 1 e j McCrea. q; Olin, r h b: Carr, q; G. Goldthwaite, r h b; F. Sargent, I h b; ]. Mclnnis, f b.
Kittle, 1 h b; Bonham. f b. Ta!;ors-Sturte,ant, r e; Fleshman, Scrubs-Coluy, r e; J. Cole, r t; F. Cole, r g; Murray, c; Quinn,

:I' t; Max~eld, r g;. Cooper, c; :McNeil, I g; Curfman, I ~; Miller, I g; Arabian, It; Noble, Ie; George, q; McQuinn, r h b; C.
,I e; Babbltt, q; GTlffith, r h b; Jackson, 1 h b; True, DIbble. f b. GOldthwaite, I h b; C. Cole, f b. Manager-George Goldthwaite.
:Manager-Peck. . . Cornell, Jrs. (Gloucester,l\iass.), II; Lanesville A A (Lanes-
'Brunswick. (Brunswick,Jd:e.), 72; Brunswick SeConds (Brons· . yille~ Mass.), 8. . . .
'. wick. Me.), o. Cornell, Jra.-(Regular team.) Lanesville A A.-campbe11,
, :Bnmswlcks-(Regular team.) Bdunswfck Seconds-MeUmen, r c; Schintz, r t,i Warde, rg; ]. Peters. ci.~. Hayl , 19LLeiinox,
'I' e; Bucklin, r't; R\mge, r g; Phillips, c; Britton, ] g; Bilter, ] t: It; Dodd, Ie; :,harpe, q; Peters, r h b;' J:Stggs, 1 n b; J:'-oll, Me
I Jordan, 1 e; Carroli, q; Kidd, Treadwell, r h b ; Chisholm. I h b: Innis, f b. Manager-George Goldthwaite.
rStaib, f b. Mana~er-Peck. " Crackerjacks (Erie, 'Pa.), 48; Stars (Silver Creek, N. Y.), o.•
Sterling A. C. (San Francisco, Cal.) , 47; :Mission .~ C. (San Crackerjacks-H. McCall, r e; Eo Austin, r t; R. Hart, r g: C.

Francisco, Cal.), o. Finneran, c; ]. Murra}', 1 g; \V. Sterling, 1 t; J. Ferguson. Ie;
, Sterling A C.-Duncan, r e; Gallagher, r t; Kt'bbish, Bradley, ]. Klein (caJ.)t.), q; E. Hayes, rlt b; C. ~Ioser, I h b l' M. Rick
r g; Bieler, c; Burns, I g; Ewing, 1 t: Thompson. 1 e; Elder, q; road, f b. Stars-G. Snider, r e; 1.. Hogan, r t; R" Sullivan, r g;
Butterworth, r h b; Teich1;ler (capt.), I h b; Boyd, f b. Mission J, Mayon, c; H. Patt~rson, I gi ~. Burr, I t; Eo Pearson, I e;
A. C.-Clinton, r e; A. Spencer, r t; Smith, r g; Parleer, c; :Mc- '1'. Emerson, q; S. Kmsey (capt.), r h b; E. Earle, I h b; H.
Donald, I g; Ma)'I1ard, I t; F. Jones, 1 e; D. Jones, q; Englebert. Clark. f b. Manager-Harry Johnson.
r h b; "Chief" Johnston (capt.),! h h; G. Spencer, f b. Manager " Crackerjacks (Eric, Pa.), 38; Girard A. C. (Girard, Pa.), o.
-Earl C. Carter. Crackerjacks-(Regular team.) Girard A. C.-H. Sparks, r e;
Sterling A. C. (San Francisco, Ca~), 18; Star A. C. (South San '1.. Downs, r t; T.Wright, r g; ]. Richards, c; P. Williams, I g;

Francisco. UJ.)/., 0. H. Adams, I t;]. Polson (capt.). I e; F. Coleman, q; W. Mitchell,
Sterling A. C.-(Regular tC"dm.) :;,tar A C.-Marsh. r e; r h b; B. Gordon, I h bj E. Lamberton. f b. Manager-Harry

Bloss, r t; Case, r g; Bacon, c; Fraser, 1 g; Blumenthal, I t; Johnson. ,
Murphy,] e; Sanchez, q;McGuirc. r h b; Duffey, I h b; Bradbury Centrals (Buena Park), 5; Young Pirates (Lake View), o.
(capt.), f b. :-'Ianager-Earl C. Carter. Centrals-R. Modica, r e: A. Anderson, D. Fox, r t; A. Buck-
Sterling A C. (San Francisco. Cal.), 32; Seminoles (Butcher- ingham. r -B; H. Haderin, c; 1\1. Strasburger, I g; E. Stem, It;

town, S. F. County, Ca!.), ci . linl,1 ej B. Eliel. q; T. Graham.' r h b; T. Strasburger, I h b;
Sterling A. C.-(Regular team.) Seminoles-A. Mason. r e:' . Anderson, f b. Young Pirates-Coney, r e; Phil, r t; Daly, r g:

Woods-, r t; Birtch (capt.), r g; Wilson, c; Carson, I g; \Ventzel,. Harry, c; -- I g; Sharkcy, ! t; Cardin, I e; Howe, q; ]ohn
1 t; Allison. Ie; Cummings, q; J. Mason, r hb; Letcher, I h b; son, r h b; Pukel, I h b; Garrety, f b. l\lanager-T. Graham.
Ca~e)'. f. b. :'Ilallagcr-Earl C. Carter; Centrals (Buena Park), 10; Roger Parks (Roger Park), o.
Yeung Sports (lthaL~a. N. Y.), 7; ,South Hills (Ithaca, N. Y.), o. Centrals-( Regu1:lr team.) Roger Parks-Marshall, rei Gus-

YOllUg SPOTt:i-B, Dunham. l' c; B. Bums. r t·, C. Champagne t t' S' r' Bt n' C' C '1 1 J £fo d 1 t G
J 'I B ' unson, r ; Immons, g, tr s, , en, g; e r s, ; .

r g; . '\,al.15.:11, c; '. :'IIamell. I g,;, ]. Crowley, 1 t·, A. Crowle--, F h I II P h R 'd h b B h 11 1h b J 1
I J \\1 J ( J uc.s, e;·'. 'uc s,'1; aI !ler,r ; us wa, ; omson,
. e; . ' lltt Y. q; . O,mltln <'apt.), r 11 h; C. S:nnmons, I h b' f b. Mmwger-T. Graham.

G. B;~bcock. fL. ~oulh HiJl;:-H. :Morris (capt.), r e; G. White: ' Centrals (Buena Park), 6; Alpines (L,ke View), o.
r t; W. Smith. r 1;; G. Tompkins, c; O. Gager, I g; T. France' CClltrals-(Regular team.) Alpines-Forfeited. Manager-T.
1 t; R France. 1 c; H. Lobdell. q; H. Johmon, r h b; 11. Wil~ Graham. '
Iiams. 1 h b; ~. Hc;n~, f b. Manager-Ben Bums. ' Centrals (Buena Park), 20; Kenmores (Buena Park), o.
\',,;.mg Sp~rls tItht:c::, N. Y.), 39; Grimag'ers (Ithaca, N. Y.), o. Centrals-(Regularteam.) Kenmores,-D.Reid,re; RFox,rt;

): (lung :sports-i Regular team.) Grtmagers-Ed. Burns, r c;· H. Alger, l' (; P. Lower, e; .Beebe, I g; V. Graham,.! t; T. Mic~
D. Klint:, r t; .M. £o;]way, r g; G. Grim!l~er (capt.), c.; R. Pert)·, ael, I e; 1.. Green, q; H. HIne, r h b; M. Green, I h b; C. Wd
I g; J. Perry, I t; !. Conway, I e; G. ShIels, q; B. Sullwan. r h b; Iiams. f b. Manager-T. Graham.
C. :\kHale, 1 b h: J. ~fatthews, f b. Manager-Ben Bums. S. M. Wonders .(Alexandria. Ind.), 34; Scrubs (St. Mary's
'!ioor:&, S!'om (Ith:lc<\. X. Y.), II; South Hills (Ithaca, N. Y.),~. . . Schoo!), o.

• Ynung SpcrlS-(Reguiar team.) South innS-H. MOrriS S..:M. Wond.er.-J. Kelly, r.c;G. Boyle, : t; W: Mc~~ r If;
,(capt.). r ej c. Y;hite, r tj W. Smith. t' ii T. Tompkins, Ci O. F. DIl:kman, c. E. Branch, II', It Qqe,lt, F. Dcil.l c,]~ (ircc:n,
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q; W. Mountain, r h b; p, Miller, 1 h b; ]. F1tzgerald, f b. Scrubs'
-R Smith, l' e; C. Dardy, l' tj E. Fitzgerald, l' g; H. Hayes. c;
G. Fern, I g; D. MilIeri..1 t; S. Frisk, Ie; B. Hejel, qJ J. Branch,
l' h b; Minot, I b b; F. ynch, f b. Manager-lames Fitzgerald.
S. lvI. Wonder. (Alexandria, Ind.), 30; .M. Church (Alexandria.

. Ind.), o.
S. M. Wonders-(Regular team.) M. Churcb-Claude Gilt

crissl r e; C. Coffee, r t; John Johnson, r g; Cecil Hall, c; H.
BlaCK, I' g; H. Bratian, It; R Sullivan, Ie; Harry Bussin, q; R.
Morris, r h b; Thurman Hall, I h b; Homer Boyles, f b. Manager
-James Fitzgerald.
S.M. Wonders (Alexandria. Ind.). 36; West Sides (Alexandria.

Ind.), o.
S. M. Wonders-(Regular te;lm.) West Sides-Emil Scherer,

r e; Tom Connolly, r t; Earl Egler, r gi Lafayette Troyer, c;
Emtl Hennessey. I g; Augustine· Laney, It; Charles Schleter, lei'
Ben Schleler, q; Harry Tetsel, l' h b: Frank Magers, 1 b bi Ear
Forney, f b. Manager-James Fitzgerald.
S. M. Wonders (Alexandria

j
Ind.), 60; Riverview. (Alexandria.
nd.),o. .

S. M.Wonders-(Regular team.) Riverviews-J. Carter, r e:
C. Jones. l' t; R. Downey, l' g; E. Boyle, c; P. Downey, I gi ].
Bayer. I t; J. Redbought, Ie; C. Darby, q; F. Lynch. l' h b; A.
Minot, I h b; H. Miller, f b. Man'lger-James Fitzgerald.
S. M. Wonders (Alexandria, Ind.), 16; Bunker Hill. (Bunker

Hill, Ind.). 0. .
S. M. Wonders-(Regular team.) Bunker Hills-F. Liskey, r

e; R Groves, r !; F. Lynch, r g\ J. Byer, c; J. Eder, I g; B.
lones. I t; V.Flbler, I e; W. MIller. q; A. LIskey, r h bi ].
March. I h b; T. Eder. f b. Manager-James Fitzgerald.
S. M. Wonders (Alexandria. Ind.). 42; Riverview. (Riverview,

Ind.), o. .
S. M. Wonders-(Regular team.) Riverviews-J. Carter, r e;

C. Jones, r t; R. Downey, r g; B. Bayer, c;. Boyle,l g; B. Dow
ner, It; J. Redbought, Ie; C. Darby, q; F. Lynch, r h b; H.
Minot, I h b; H. Miller, f b. Manager-James Fttzgerald•.

Centrals (Dayton, Ohio), 5; Daytona (Dayton, Ohio), Q,

Centrals-Turner, r e; Wilson, r t; Rench. r g; J. Turner, c;
Welliver, I g; James, I t; Barcalow, I e; Gibson, q; Earnshaw,
r h b; Lauer, I h b; Williams, f b. Daytons-Garst. r e; Lindsey,
r t ; Kramer, r g;_ Grove. c ; Lydenburg, I g; Sullivan. It; Kerr,

.Ie; MentoI, q; Kimmel, r h b; Roberts, 1 h b; Isaacs, f b. Man
a.&'er-H. A. Laver.

Centrals (Dayton, Ohio), 36; Scrubs (Dayton, Ohio). 0.
Centrals-(Regular team.) Scrubs-Faber. r e; Palfrey, r t;

Schene, r g: Alday. c: Kent. I g; Williams, 1 t ; Lee, Ie; Kneel. q;
Lane, r h b; Coneles, I h b; Jordan, f b. Manager-H. A. Laver.

Centrals (Payton. Ohio), 24; O. A. C. (Dayton. Ohio), 0.
Centrals-(Regular team.) O. A. C.-Shank. l' e; Hawk, r t;

Flinn, r g; Hallway, c; Littell, I g; White, It; Reeves, Ie; Smith,
g; Bronson, r b b; George, I h b; Spaulding, f b. Man~er-
H. A. Laver. .

Centrals (Dayton, Ohio), 3S; Heights, 0. .
Centrals-(Regular team.) Heignts-Walker,r ei Myt'rs, r t;

French. r B; Blymyer. c; Sweeny. I Ii AlIen, I t; Cronin. I e;
Davis. q; Rogers. r h b; Bell, I'h b; Macaulay, f b. Manager
H. A. Laver.

Centrals (Dayton. Ohio). 22; Height. (Montiomery City), Q,

Centrals-(Regular team.) Heights-Walker, r e; Mye.rs. r t;
French, r g; Blymye.r, c; Sweeny. I g; Allen. It; Cromn, 1 e;
Davis, q; Rogers, r h b; Macaulay, 1 h b; Ack, f b. Manager
H. A. Laver.

Centrals (Dayton. Ohio). 34; Picks (Dayton, Ohio). 0.
Centrals-(Regular team;) Picks-Royer, r e; Stauffer. r t;

Oark, l' g i Phillips. c; McGreagor. I gj Howard, It; Whittel, Ie;
Owens. q; Forgy, r h b; Bums, I h b; .L.evy, f b. Manager-H. A.
Laver. .

Centrals (Dayton; Ohio), 30; O. A C. (Dayton, OhIO), o.
Centrals-(Regular team.) O. A. C.-Schane, r t'; Hawk, r t:

Flinn. r g; Hallway. c; Reed, I g; White, It; Reeves, Ie; Smith,
q; Bronson, r h b; George, 1 h b; Spaulding, f b. Manager
H. A. Laver.
Hunter A. A. (Gloucester. N. J.)t 5; Gloucester, JrL (Glouce&ter,

. N. ].), 0.
Hunter A. A.-Richard Byers, r e; Edward Bennett, r t; Clar

ence Champion, r gj' Wal~r Bowan, e: M&rtin Champion, I ~;
Frank Zimmer, I ti".. ames Farrell, I e

f
· Frank Rhodes, q; Thomu

Costello, r h bi lU.ymond Moyer, h b; Lewis Rambo, f b.
GlouceW:r, ]ra.-Fnnk Pueo, r c; WiLliam Colbrimm, r t; Job

McGlease, r 1': Lewis Hickson, e; Joseph LennC'J', 1 1'1 Joaeph
Colbrimm, It; Bob Bail, 1 e; Thomas Rodgers, q; George Mo
Elhane. r h b; Chuley Mitchell, I h b; John Sahvettle, f h. Man
ager Samuel Darling.
hunter A. A. tGllJucester, N. J.). 5; Gloucester, ]rL (Gloucetter,

N. J.), o.
Hunter A. A......(Regular team.) Gloucester, Jra.-John Owenl,

r e; Byers l\felch, r t; Hyers Thomson, r g; Charley Duffey, c:
Con Gannett. I g; Thomas Sheridan, I t; Copper Wilso~ I fl;
Thomas Moss, q; Peter Moore, r h b; John Kelley, 1 h b; \.JeOrp
Storms, f b. Manager-Samuel Darling.

I.ion. (Burlington, Vt.), 29; Mirrors (Burlinrton, Vt.), ..
Lions-Edwin Larque. r e;· Roy Sawyer, r t; Charlie Bland,

r g; Sidney Spear, c; Edwin Larque, I g; Edwin Blair. Ie;
Allen l\lcCormick. It; Roswell Kelley, q; Leo 811rnel1 (capt.),
r h b; Dick Chassey, I h b; Charlie Macrae, f b. MirroD-(~
fused to give line-up.) Manager-Roswell Kelley.

Lions (Burlington. Vt.), 42; Victors (Burlington, Vt.), ..
l.ions-(ReguJar team.) Victors-Kling, r e; Flaherty, r t;

Clement. l' g: Farrington, c: Wrigbt. I i; Dooley, I t; Roland,
Ie; Francis, q; Hoffmnn, r h b; Shanley, 1 h b; -, f b.
Manager-Roswell Kelley.
Lions (Burlington. Vt.), 16; Wright A. C. (Burlington, Vt.), 0.

Lions- (Regular team. Wright A. C.-(Refused to give line
up.) Mann~l'r-Roswell Kelley.
Lions (Burlington, Vt.). 65; Wbite A. A. (Burlington, Vt.), 0.

I.ions-tRcgull1r team.) White A. A.-Gaston Fisher, r ej
Rob. Spear, rt; Robert Wilson, l' g; Henry Douglas, c:; Fritz
Bushner, : i,i,. Willie Bushner, It; Charlie Holdstock, 1 ej Henry
Donnie, q; \..narlie Tiphany. r h b; Mike Dulwan, I h D; John
Sul1h·an. r b. Manager-Roswell Kelley.

Lions (Burlington, Vt.), 59: Terrors (Burlington, Vt.), ..
Lions-(Regular team.) 'rerrors-(Refused to give line-up.

Manager-Roswell Kelley.
Lions (Burlington, Vt.), n; Mysteries (Burlington, Vt.), 0..
Lions-(Regular team.) Mysteries-Page,r ei Mitchell, r t;

Hi1Is, r g; Howard, C j Pin~! I g; Powers, It; NIartin, 1 e; R.
Sheaon, q; Magraw, r Jl b; .ti. Sheaon, I h b; Hopn, f b. Mu-
ager-.Roswell Kelley. .

Lions (Burlington, Vt.) ,32; Scrubs (Shelbourne. Vt.), Q,

Lions-(Regular team.) Scrubs-J. Peters, r c:: Denton, r tj
McAulifft'. r g; Wyman. c; Smith. I g; Cory. J tl' F. Peters, I ej
Foster. qj. Brown, r h b; Allen, I h b; Beach, b. Manager
Roswell Kelle,..

Lions (Burlington, Vt.), 33: Jews (Burlington. Vt.). 0.
Lions-(Regular team.) Jews-(Rc:rused to give line-up.)

Manager-Roswell Kellf'Y.
Buena Parks (Chi<::lgo. 1Il.). 17; Edgewaters (Edgewater, Ill.). 0.

Buena Parks-(Regular team.) Edg~watt'rs-Northrop. r e;
F. Bishop, r t; Andrews. r g; Brown. c; Anderson, I g; KerNin,
It; Collins, Ie; R. Fisher. q; Hotcbkins, r h b j Clay, 1 b b;
Sheets, f b. Manager-Fred Cottrell. .

Elmwoods (Chicago, 111.), 6; Sycamores (Chicago, Ill.), 0.
Elmwoods:-F. O·~onnel1. r. e; B..Spillard, ~ t; B. W~ls(\n, ~ r:

T. Brown. e, Eo \Vdson, I g. F. EIghme. It, T. CrO\~e, Ie, E.
Fargo. q; S. Grt'enhut, r b b; W. Madiscn, I h b; J. Lamkin, f h.
Sycamores-Moyses. r e; Dudley, l' t; Bodman, r h b. Refused
rest of line·up. Manager-Earl Fargo.

Ni~ht Hawks, 22; Tip, Jr•.• o.
Night Hawks-G. Heal, r e: J. Gill, l' ti F. Keith, r g; D.

Realy,c; T. Moure, I g; L Burke, It; A. Heal, Ie; c.. KoJl~y
(capt.). q; Eo Kelley, r h h; J. Foley. I h b; P. Ch!lrchl1l. f b.
1'ip. Jrs.-J. Flory, r e; C. Frauly, r t; T. Fhnn. r g; J. Saxton,
c; ,T. Donahue. I g; \.\'. ~Tc~iel. It: F. ~Ta"ning. Ie: E. Harring
ton, q i R. Lo,·over. r h b; F. Frauly, 1 b b; L Burgess, f b.
Manager-F. Burke.

Fardalt'.lrs. (Lorin. Cal.). 29; Alamedas (Alameda. Cat), o.
Fardale. J rs.-F. Momsom, r e; B. Tramelnan. l' t; E. Murpby,

r g; H. Muncher, c: T. Streib, I g; H. Willis, I t; M. Low, 1 e;
K. Mercer, q; Rosen, r b b; S. Bonner. 1 b b; Thomas W. Streib,
f b. Alamedas-H. Hansom. l' e; H. Hadscom, r t; O. Coopt!',
r g; H. Rolet. c; V. Roomer, I If; O. Height, It; Ollides, Ie; G.
Hencensom, q; Eo Browanan, r h h; A. JohnKln, I h bj E.
Cranster, f b. Manager-Thomas \Vi11hm Streib.
Royals (Milwaukee, Wis.), 18; Lake View, Jrs. (Milwaukee.

\\'is.), Q, .

Royal......Fuelleman, r e; Kullman, r t; Scfalein r If; Aswarth.
c; Voss, I i; Ketler, 1 t; Mueller, 1 ei.a~il1er, q; gchroc1er, r b b;
Schauenbura, 1 h b; Daniell, f b. C View, Jrs.-Mc:Cartb,y,
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re; Newman, r t; Rt'illy. r g; Murphy, c; Talmag~, I g; Buelow,
1 t; I..andall , ! e; Cor.nell, q: Cramer, r h b; MItchell, 1 h b;
Schcflingtoll, f b. :-lilnager-Fuelleman.
Riversides (Newbur)'port, )'la~s.), 20; X. A.. C, Jrs. (Newbury

port. :\lass.), o.
Riversides-Ro)' Bell. r e: Leary, r t; Quinn, r g; ~Iasa}'. c;

Blood. I g; Thorndl. It: Luc}·. Ie; A. Lewis (capt.), q; Casey,
T h b; Sweeney. I 11 b: F. Rnwe. f h. N. A. c., Jrs.-Potter
(capt.), r c; Eleuti, r l: Jollott", r g; Manchester, c; Kenney,
1 g; Thurlow. 1 t; Don"bt... 1,'; Heyt. q; Hanni;';'an, r h b; Hud
lion, 1 h b; l-Itls.cy. f b. )f.:mager-W. J. Phirips.
Centurys (Salt Lake City. Utah). 35; Thompsons (Salt Lake

CiL>" Ut:th), 0;
Cetlltlrys-Piper. r ,.: HlIrris011, r t;Evans,.T g; Cemus, c;

Bucklc)', 1 g; ·Wilri. I I; R':adc. Ie; l\Iill~r. q; Crane. r h b;
Craycroit. I h h: N~glc~i. : h. Thompscns-A:1derson. r e; Die,
r t; S~.had(', r :,!; VCI" c: Ja'~oj)~. I g; Poll. It; Schade, Ie;
'rhol11pson, q; Nelsol1. r h b; Smith, I h b; Dangerfield, f b.
Manager-Buckley.

Mid West A. C (Sf\rillrfkld, III.), 32; M. O~ A. C.. 0.
:\·Iid W'.'''l--G. She'l(':. I' f: T. Pu~h. r t; A. Doig, r g; R.

Stircr~. f: E. Fisl.:e. ! g: K Romc, 1 t; F. Baylis, Ie; R. D. Tomp
6011, q; P. Wmi::tp;;oll. :. Ii h: C. Morris, I h b; S. R. Kenncd~',
f b. :\1. O. A. c.-c. ~l~rrt!J, r c; F. Wickes, r t; T. Jones, I' g;
C. Hurlwrfoll. c: C. Cf;:r'~:l(x·. J g; S. X. York, 1 t; T. \Vorcester,
1 e; R. Bi!!ip. q: C. T. Fomon. r h b; S. K. Kell)', 1 h b; D. N.
Kirby, f b. ]).lar.ager-S. T. Dowd.

Star and Cresct:nt A. C. (Jackson. :roSo.), 24; Tcrrors, o.
Star and Crescent-Co Polack. " e; T. :.\lacNaug'hton. I' t; C. H.

J!wett, r g;.G~ FOU)SCIl, c;.1'. Bo~eman, I g;.R. Wilson. I t; K:
Kellogg, 1 e, H. HIbben, q. T. \\olfe, r h b. R. Wolfe. I h b.
N. Wilmen, f b. Terrors-T. Day, I' c; J. Jenks. r t; C. Cone, r
g; N. Smith. c; T. Tra)·. 1 g: S. Short, It; N. Man, Ie; B.
Blithen. q; R. Runmcr. r h b; ::-i'. Bootman, I h b; B. BilEngs,
f b. )Ianag.~r-S. Tompson.

Madison Centr;:i.l~ (~.Iadison, Wis.), :20; Plungers A. c., o.
Madison Centrals-R. Bowman, r e; T. Poole, r t; R. Roberts,

r ~ :1'. ~ll~l:t'n. c; S. Smart. I ~: T. Cantor. it; R. Low. 1e; F.
Wall. Cl; B. Simmons, r h b; T. Stewart, I h b; S. Manly, f b.
Plungers A. C-A. Hanl~y, r e; T. Tong. r t; R. L. Day, r g;
G. (;os,. c: F. Farrt'!1. I g: S. Topm'1n, It; K. Kiddell. Ie; T.
Bmne$. q; R. Robb:ns, r h h; T. Tinbers, I h b; S. Handler, f b.
Managc:r-R. N. Noose. .

Summit A. C. (Chicago, Iil.), 32; Belleville A. c., 28.
Summit A. C.-B. Al!cn, r e; G. Appleton. r t; 1\1. Ford, I' g;

D. Hunt, c; E. \Veils, I g; C. Duncan, 1 t; R. K. Hayes, 1 e; A.
Hart, q; S. Miller, r h b; B. Katz. I h b; D. l\Ieages. f b, Belle
ville A. c.:""'E. Doyle, r e; O. Kurran, r t; P. Mills, r g: M.
Fiske, c: K. Bell, I g; D. G,a\'cs, I t; B. H. Nay!er, I e; C. HiI!s,
q; E.Edmunds. r h b; D. \Voodford, I h b; l\:I. Kermit, f b.
Manager-K. Hillyer.

Bea\'ers (Savannah, Ga.), 20; B. A. A.• 5.
BC'd.vers-B.Lincoln, r e; D. Aubum, I' tiM. Gould. I' g; 1..

Lawrence, c; G. :\Iurdcck, I go: E. James, I t; E. Smith. 1 e; J.
Bulkley, q; N. Brady, r h b; '"V. Hawthorn, I h b; G. Horn. f h.
B. A. A.-D. An,?rews, r e; G. Dougless. r t; H. Walsh, r g; K.
Bossong-. c; M, Sayles. I g: L. Carro!!, it; S. Crawford, Ie; W.
George, q; H Ditmars. I' h b; M. Kennedy, I h b; K. Billings,
f b. :\Iana[ler-F. Dur....ea.

Golden Gate A. C. (Sacramento, Cal.), 15; H. D. A. c., 8.
GoldGl Gate A. C.-A. Fink, r e; K. Powers, r t; C. Layton, r

g': B. Christy, c: :\1. ~Ydd. 1g'; E. Wi~li!!ms, I t; G. Wilbur, Ie;
D. Hyde, q: ~I. RobSillSOil , I' h b; D. ::'ttllman, I h b; H. Forbes,
f b. H. D. A, c.-.\. POIn:rs. r e; M. Williams, r t; L. Whiting,
lr g; B. Barnett, c; P. Garfield. I g; S. Carroll, It; N. Squiers, 1
e; M. P:.rker. q; Z. ~a\\'rence, T h b; W. HUllt, 1 h b; D. Mover,
f b. 1hliag-er-G. \'enwn.

S. S. A. C. (L(o~ Angdes). 20; Bedell A. c., o.
S..S. :\. C.-A. \\:(;;ht, I' e: B. \Vdeott, r t; W. Grace, r g;

Z. SImmons, c; L. I' rank, I g; A. Buckley. 1 t; D. Foley. Ie;
A. M>'".lgoll1er)'. q; L. Sayre. T h b; D. Harbury, I h b; \Y. Es
mond. t h. Bed<'i1 A. C.-D. Field, r e: C. Lewis, I' t; G. Till r
g; H. \\'clb. c; Z. Rich:ml~on. ! g: A. ~IcKeever. 1 t; Z. :VfcKin
ley, Ie: L. u-wi~. q; D. Johnson. r h h; L. Atwood. I h b: D.
Gerard, i b. M~!l:'g'cr-\\'. Goclde.· .

Gl)id~ll Dome .\. C. (Hartford), :29; C. R. A. c., o.
Gold«n Dome ,\,. C--c. Hobart. r e: R. Colling, r t: L. Clil1

ter, r g; D. Butk:-, l:: C. Cr(,;11p:O:l. 1g; ~r. Colb)', It; J. Edgars,
1 e i Bolton, Q; F. B. Cranmer, r h b; C. S. Winter, I h b; ~L

Crawford, f b. C. R. A.. C.-A. Starr, r e; C. Bussell, r t; N.
:Murdock, r g; \V, Harvey; c; R. Shaw, I g; B. Guthrie, I t; C.
H}·de. Ie; B. Clarence, q; L. Stevens, r h b; M. Lawrence, 1 h b;
D. Weld, f b. M:anagcr-R Post.

. F. F. V. A. C. (Richmond, Va.), 29; Invincibles, o.
F. F. V. A. C.-E. B. Eggeton, r e; R. L. Day, r t; T. N.

Jenkins, I' g; R. Jones. c; T. Davies, I g; F. Wirt. I t; J. Engles,
Ie; M. Dale, q; C. Crochett, r h b; W. M. Wilber, 1 h b; R. U.
Sonamer, f b. Invinciblcs-T. Raphaelson, r e; N. Hirst, r t;
P.Backus. r g; R. S. Beekmm, c; N.D. Dey, I g; T. S. Cunius,
1 t; G. R Gordan, 1 e; R. Milkman, q; G. A. Darlington, r h b;
B. R Frankel, I h b; .S. T. Southard, f b. Manger-B. M. Ben-
ciL .

D. M. A. C (Des Moines, Ia.). 42; T. B. A. C.,30..
D. M. A. C.-G. Taylor, r e; H. Keller, r I.; R. Jacks, r g;

L. SanUll.'ls, c; M. Woodworth, I g; M. Ba)·lies, I t; C.. Jollephll,
Ie; A. Frank, q; B. S:l1l1uels. I' h b; C. Isaacson. I h b; H. Wei
ler, f b. T. B. A. C.-A. B. Barry, r e; T. Duncan, r t; I. Wells,
r g; C. MelJier, c; D. Merrob, I g; R. Coit, It; M. Culver, Ie;
A. Strout. q; C. Charles, r h b; B. Jacobs, 1 h b; E. Davis, f b.
M:lI1nger-B. Williams.

Capitals A. C. (Albany, N. Y.), 20; X. L. A. c., o.
Capitals A. c.--J, Winter. I' e; T. \Vhiting, I' t; J. WOlld. r g;

T. Harvey. c; S. :Miles. I g: 1\1. i\fontgomery. 1 t; J. Lincoln, 1 c;
L. Burton, q; K Post. I' h iJ; R. Russell, 1 h b; C. M. Wells, f b.
X. L. A. C.-D. l\Ji-al1er. I' e; T. Dillon, r t; R Doyle, I' g; F.
Sin!!ietc.n. c; N. J. \\'imhle, I g; J. Crashton, 1 t; T. Cr~l1dal, 1
('; F. Beekman, q: S. Dolton. r h b; B. Dissell, 1 h b; S. Ki rkman,
f b. Manager-T. R. Simmons.

-- (St Paul. Minn.), 24; Scrappers, o. .
--.-1'. N. Ahle. r e; B. Benton, r t; C. A. Akin, r g; T;

Crowley. c; R. Beller, 1 g; S. N. Sny.der.1 t; T. Coop{~r. I.e; W.
S. Coffin, q; T. R. Sloan, r h b; P. S. Commisky, I h b; Charlie
Higgins, f b. Scrarpers-E. S. Elliott, r e; T. Rockfellow.. r t;
R..N.' Din"ler, I' g.; C. R .Sprey. c; F. D. R .Fray, I g; S; polton,
It. M. D. Washburn, 1 e, R. D. Camden. q, S. R. Pauldmg, r h
b: R. F. Studenski, I.h b; C. R. Langdon, f b. Manager-T.
BateS.

Q A. C. (Rutland. Vt.), 30; T. R. A.. c., o.
. Q. A. C.-R. McLean, r e; S. Morris, r t; D. Runkle, r g; T.

Billings. c; F. A. Thomas, 1 g; C. Fe.rrill. 1 t; T. Jenks, I c;
J. Callon. q; S. James. r h b; D. Frankl:n, I h b; R. Beeman, f b.
T. R. A. c.-R. Rogers. r e; W. Browl1, I' t; W. Tompson, r ~;
T. Doyle, c; T. Levine, 1 .g; C. Panoff, It; H. Forman, Ie; F.
Field; q; P. Reynolds, r h b; M. Farran, 1 h b; L. Hashell, f b.
Manager-L. S. Shaw.

P, A. C. (Columbus, 0.), 20; Rangers. 0.
P. A. c.-T. R. Smith, r e; R. T. Williams. r t; T. Flint. r g;'

C. A. Towle. c; R. Tower, I g; C. S. Goodwin, I t; T. Arthur. 1
e; C. Walker, q; R Brady, r h b ;D. F. Rochford. I h b; D.
Mii~:l. f b. Ran;ters-T. Dooly, r e; S. Dew, r t; R. Smith, r g;
T. Cone, c; T. Center. I g; B. Bos~. 1 t; R. S. Tenns,. Ie; T. C.
Catcher. q; T. Jordan, r h b; T. \Vilkes, I h b; W. Wilson, f b.
Manager-R M. M:m. j .

Preston A. C. (Lowell. Mass.). 30; Rushton A. C.. o.
Preston A. c.-;\I. McIntyre, r e; J. Btlllock, r t; R. Ponto, r g;

S. Schecther. c; T. Luther. I g; N. A. Thcmpson. It; A. J. LfJve,
Ie; T. L. Roberts. q; S. Shaw, r h b; T. Dlllatain, I h b; R. Bar
ney, f b. Rl1shtOll-T. Tinker, r e; R. Ralph, r t; B. Bobbins,
r go; D. DOtlgias. c; S. T. Street. I g; ),1. Smith. It; R. A. Metts,
Ie; S. Sta:r, q; T. Long, I' h b; John Farway, 1 h b; E. Huggins,
f b. Manager-S. Stewart.

. Red Shirts (Providence, R I.). 20; Acme A. C., o.
Red Shirts-A. Carlton. r e; T. Williams, r t; R. Thomas, r g;

N. Lednc, c; A. B. Michaelis, I g; c. Jones. It; G. Smith, I c:.
W. Watson, q; R. Took, r h b; N. Johnstone, I h b; O. :\IacIntyre,
f b. Acme A. C.-F. Wilson, r c; N. Franklin, r t; L. Terrell
r g; No Doaly. c: O. T. Tong. ! g: J. H. Long, It; R. L. Glasscn;
Ie; N. Thomas. q; M. Rolling, r 11 b; A. Bowman. ! h b; T.
Greves, f h. }Ialla~er--R. L. Day.

Double X A. C (Dallas. Tc:x.), 25; Pluugers A. c., o.
DOtlbie X A C.-E. Wilkinson. r e; J. Jon.:-s. r t; C. Joh;;

stone. r g~ B \\·1dsword. c; B. Rt1nkl~. I g; N. Lewis, I t; T.
Tmnkle, I e; R. ~. Nobl~. q; H. S. Tmnpe,;.on. l' h b: F. T. Far
rell. I h b; M. F. ;\terridale, f b. Pluugers ."\.. c.-R. Lewis r e'
T. Cones. r t; B. Blenker. r g: !'~. !';e·..in;.. c; R. :'lurphy: 19;
T. Kelly. I.t; S. Schraeder. 1 e; N; Schne;dcr,q; J. Billings, r h
b; T. E:.gltsh, I h b; R. D. Doyle, I b. Manager-D. S. Dingle.
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shoulder braces hinder devdo~ment? Hoping to lee tldl pc6
lisbed in the next issue of Tip Top, I remain, yOUr! truly,

. S.K.G.
Yes, you are undent'eight and should ....eid! about 125 pOumls.

To increase, '0 into a COMne 01 training. 1<'ollow my "General
Advice to YounS Athletes," to be found in Tip Top No. 2650 I
would advise you to give up the shoulder braces, use _cMst
weights; Indian 'clubs and dumbbells instead.-Prof. Fo\111t'lftt: I Wl)uld like to bow the a'ferqe weight of •
boy 16 xears of age. I am 16, weightl 533 pounds. Is tIli.
heavy~ Thankinl you in dva&ft, I renwn, respectfully ygu~

C. F.L
Yes, yotl weigh too trluch: Avetlge weight for 16 years, be

low 5 feet 10 inches in height, is 125 to 130 pounds.-Prof. Fourmen: I put in a few questions which I would he
more than obliged to lee answered in· next issue. Age, 15 years
$I months; weight, 9'» pounds ;heiKht, S fett I .im:h; calves, 12
mches; biceps, 23 mchee; waist, :16 mehes; cheat. expanded, 33
inches; contracted. 28 incbes, and normal, 29 inches; forearms,
9~ inches; upper arms,· 10~ inches ~ neck, 13 inches. On the
running broad jump I can go 14 feet; standing jump. 8 feet. I
have been in trainmg two months. What do you think of it?
Suceess to you . _ A CONSTANT IaADEll Oli' -TIP TO!'.

You do not weigh· enough, othetwise your measurements are
fair 804 records good.

. Prof. Foutmen: - As I bave been a reader of the Tip Top
Weekly for over a year, J wish you would please tell me what
you think of my course of training. I get up at five A. M:•. a.nd
eat my breakfast at five-thirty; then I run all the way to the
depot, six blocks, on my toes, and ret down to work at $even
A. ),L and wOt'k to five P. ~L I get home at six P. M:. and eat
my supper and thq I coop wood. I read till eight-thirty P .. M.
and then go thrdftgb your exercises giYetJ in the Tip Top
Weekly, No. 334 to 339, and then I take a rub-down and go to
hed at nine P. M.b .this all right? Thanking you for pUt
favors and lone life to Tip Top, I remain, yours respectfully,

W. HOFSTEDE.
You are faldnlr a JOOd COtIrse of training, but you are under

weight. Keep nght on with your "early to bed" when you rise:
at five, and Wltb cxerciae you will keep in good condition.

Prof. Fourmcn: By answerinR the following questions you
will oblige me very much. t. What exercise can I take to keep
my shoulder blades from stiekin~ O:lt in ~!le b:lck? 2. How can
I increase my weight,as I am ~ feet 6 inches and only weigh us
pounds? 3. Doesn't riding a bic)'ch: make one slov; on his feet}
4- If 10, what can I do .0 III to ir.c!'t:'t~e the l'l'lusc:!e!l of my legs
~ ri~!ng & bicycle and be able to, keep my .peed in running?
lbankin&' you ID advance, 1 remam, yours truly,

.. .. _. lAKIS HOLlot'ES J..
I. Use dumbbells] chest wei~hts and IndIan c1uh.. '
2. Go into training,· follow my "General Advice to y~

Athletes," to be found in Tip Top' No. :i6S.
3- No, it .hould not, if you nde correctly anel not too mud:l.
.. Tq IIdppirW the rope. aM a1ao bep 011 "it!! the nmtl..

Prof. Fourmen: I am a constant reader of yout weekl,. publl.
cation, Tip Top. and admire it VCI}' much. I would like to uk
you a few questions. J am 15 years 8 months olel, weigh about
130 pounds, and am 5 feet ., inches in height. Is this below the
average? I~ What is the best aptJatatu; with which to develop
the muscles of the anna lind shoulders1 2. Which of the twO
is better, the swinging bag or the double-e1Id bag' Thanking you
in advance, I remain, yours truly; MAX HOUSllAN.

Your proportions are very good.
I. For the development of arms atld shoulders use chest

weights, dumbbells and Indian dubs; also punching tbe bai ii
,plendid exercise.· .

2. Both are goo4.

QUE:'TIO"~_A_r-Ig_A"$W9:$k,
_ SI'J '

• CIT8. • ..... ",=

PltOr. FQURMEN

Prof. Fourmen: I have been a conatant reader 61 Tip Top
for some time. and think it is. nllt', so I take the liberty of asking
you a few Iluestions conceiriinl!" niy measurements and weight,
compared with my height. I am ~ -fect 7~· inches ta11, but only
weigh 1I3 pounds with clothes on. How much should I weigh
and how can I increase my weight? My measurements are as
follows: O1est, .normal 30 inches; expanded, 32 inches; upper
riltht atm,· to inchee; lotearm, 97~ inches; wrist, 6~ inehes ;
utdc. ~ il2dlc:a~ tipt thip. 11 Wbeai .....at" t6~ iadd. DO

-

--

Prot. Fourmen: How are mT measurements? I am IS years
2~ months old, am 5 feet 5Y3 Inches tall, and my weight is 106
pounds. How much more should I weigh? J realize thllt I am
vel')' thin., but I am taking. 15 minutes cxerciee each morning
and a cold sponge bath. Will these help me? I forgot to tell
you that I used the rubber exetciser. I work in an office, but am
continually walking in and out different rooms, ao I gel plenty of
limb exercise. Do you think I can ever become stron~ with
lh8.t training? Hoping to see this at an early date. 1 remamJ..

W. U. TEL. \A
You should weigh about ten poundt more. Continue exercis

ing, and the cold sponge it good. Get as much olltdoor exercise
as possible. .

Prof. FOl1rmen: I would like to submit i:tI1 meuttffmentl to
your judgment and would like to know how they comPare with
most boys of my size. Age, 16 years: height, 5 feet. 6~ inches;

. weight, u6 pounds; chest, norma~ 31; canttae:ted, 33~; ex~
panded, 36; waist,'~; forearm, 10; thigh, 23; neck, 13; biceps,
II; calves, 13 inches. I had typhoid fever during the month of
SePtember; whieh r~duced my weight from 126 to no pounds.
I ftow weigh 1I6 and am gaining. Please tell me how I may pin
in weight as rapidly as possible. Would you advise me to play
myoId place as quarter-back, recoveriJ!g, as I am, from the
typhoid? With best wishes for the Tip Top, I remain, yours,

.. A RLuo..
I. Your measurements are fair.
2. I would most certainly advise against your playinK football

at all this season. You are not entirely out of danger fOt' two
months yet. A little course of training will help build you up.
Don't try to go too fast. Take it easy for a while and you'll be
all the better for it.



-••TIP TOP'S WINTER SPORTS CONTEST••
,",,,

BASKET BALL • ICE HOCK,E'Y

Can Vou Put Up a Winning',Team This Year?
There Are Oood Reasons why You Should Try. What Are These Reas~ns?

By 'Wlonlng the 7Ip Top Champlonsblp your name By winDing the TIp Top Champlonsblp you wID
becomes famous throughout tho country. one of, the TIp Top Cbamplonshlp POlUl8DtI.

• H~R~ TH~Y A.R~'-, -
~~~-- ....._-. _...~..."....- ..- .'. '.- .-.. ~.........-.-.........~.-..~_-:.~ ...-.-......

TIP TOPMsmiii"" np TOPJUHOCKEY
Chalhpions of 1903 Chanrpions· of 1903

..-

Do you see those dotted DDes OD the pennants? Is tho name of your team to flU one of'
those honored plac:ea this year? '

IT'S UP TO YOUI .Remember oar old battle cry: BREKA CO·AX, CO·AX, YALE I
THAT'S THB SPIRIT THAT WINSI

REMEMBER THAT TIP TOP AWARDS IN ADDITION TO PENNANTS
TO TO

TIlE CD1MPIONsmP BASKET BAIl TEAM ' THE CIWIPIONSIIIP ICE HOCKEY TEAl
!

, ....

1 BasKet Ball 1 Pairs of Ice Hockey Skate.
S Pairs Running TrunKa 1 Pairs of Ice Hocke7' Shoe.
S Pairs Running Shoes 1 Sw~ate1'"s
S Armless Jerse7's 1 Ice Hocke7' Caps
S Pairs StocKings 1 Ice Hocke7' Sticks •

DON'T MISS A WINNINC 'IHROW. DON'T LETTHIICE SLIP FROM UNDER YOU.
.' , .'

:El::ERB ARE) 'X':HE) DJ:RBOTXONS El'OR ~.A.G:EC•••
FIRST-Cut out and. lin iu oue of the following couponl &C'CUrd.fng as your team II an Ice Hockey' or BMket Ball Team.
SECOND-;Wrlte out on paper a list of the players of your team and those of your opponent'lI. Write on one side of paper only.
THIRD-Pm the coupou to your written Tefo.n.," ,
POUR'rH~lve a clear, couelse accouut 0 tho came, aud. leud. to STREET &: SMITH, ~ WnIiam Street, NeW' York City.

lIP TOP WE£KLY will pUblish all the .coreL Therefore keep your team COllstalltly before the athletic world by 1I1l1u1lng In AI.1. YOUR SOORfS.

BASKET BALL COUPON ICE HOCKEY COUPON

Ii~.ot ~eaal................................... ~~e 01 1r~ ••••••• ~ ••••••••••••••••••••••••••
~ ............................•.............. ToWll•• ••••••••••••••• ~..............................
St6J.e.............................................. ~.................................. ~ .... ~.....
~er •••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• lV~e~.....................................; ••••
FlDIlJ ScoI'A• ••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• FiDIl1 Se:tJl'O••••••••••• .............................

~~.......•••.•••.~...•.•.•..........••..••.. l>.te•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••
MilD-.er••••••• ................................... AI~r•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••
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Given asa Prize

H

Second Annual
Photograph ie
CONTEST

A F U L L

ote
graphic
Outfit

.,
Io

PRIZE PI10T06RAPI1 No. 25

" CI1AfI1PION5 "
Prize Photo No. 25 was entered in the Contest by Manager Morse, of Sacramento, Cal.

PRIZE pnOT06RAPn No. 26

Our artist will act as judge in the Contest

Come On, Boys! Get Your
Cameras at Work

the

1. A Baseball Game
2. A Basketball Ganle
3. A High Jump
4. A Hur<lle Race
5. A PQle Vault
6. A Swimming l'latch
7. A Shot Put
8. A Hanuner Throw
9. An Athletic Team

10. An Athlete
11. A Bk~'cle Race
12. A 'Wrestling Matel,
13. An I(,e Hockey Game
1'1. A Skating l\Iatcll

send a description of what
picture represents

If you want a Fine snd Complete Photographic
Outfit, here is your chance. All you hsve to do is
to get a good, clesr picture of SDj' of the following
subjects:

Also

FOR THE BEST AMATEUR TIP
TOP PHOTOGRAPH OF ANY ATH
LETIC EVENT or ATHLETIC TEAM

The Best Photo=
graphWins the Prize"I!(I) CI!055 TlAfI1"

Prize Photo No 27 was entered in the Contest by George L. Nuessle, of Buffalo, N. Y.



B
~~HE BEST AND .l\sI.OS"l...... FAl\{[OUS I

RITTEN FO OYS ~
ARE PUBLISHED IN

.........,ib aryatT

•

Goo. Manville Fenn
Arthur SewaU

Gordon Stables

Cuthbert Bede

Matthew White, Jr.

Frank H. Converse

W. H. G. Kingston

Capt. Mayne Reid

Wm. Murray Graydon

Brooks McCormick

•
Among the many writers found in this
library may be mentioned the names of

Oliver Optic

Horatio Alger, Jr.

Lieut. Lounsberry

Gilbert Patten

Leon Lewis

G. A. Henty

James Otis

Edward S. Ellis

Jules Verne

Capt. Marryat

Price, 10 Cents. All Newsdealers.

These books are full size. Bound in handsome illuminated
covers. The authors of the stories published in the MEDAL

LIBRARY hold first place in the hearts of the youth of our land.

STREET & SMITH, PUBLISUERS, 238 WILLIAM ST" NEW YORK.
, ~


