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Frank Merriwell's Douse Party;
i

OR,

THE RUSTLE ~WITH THE ROVERS.

By BURT L STANDISH.

CHAPTER I.
THE EDUCATED .HORSE.

Honk! honk! honk!
Frank glanced over his shoulder."
"Automobile coming, Bart," he said. "She's raising

a cloud of dust. Better give her plenty of room."
. Frank and Bart were out for a morning horseback

ride through the country. After a dash of an hour
or more, they had turned back and were now in sight
of Farnham Hall and Merry Home.

Bart's mount began t9 dance and lunge.
"Whoa; Pansy-whoa, lady," he said soothingly.

"She doesn't fancy buzz-wagons a great deal, Merry."
"She never did," replied Frank, "but she'll get used

to them. They're growing thicker every day. I've or
dered one myself."

"Honk! honk! honk!" sounded the automobile horn
close behind them.

With a purring of the valves, a soft panting from
the exhaust, and a whir of wheels, a huge red machine
flew past them in a cloud of dust.

~'Forty miles an hour," said Hodge, blinking his
eyes and turning his cap-brim down to the cloud of
dust. "That's some speed for these roads, Merry."

"And I'll guarantee they'll go through town like
that," returned Frank. "Whew! Some of these ma
chines ought to have a sprinkler attachment."

"They're stopping," said Bart. "By George! they're
turning into your place. Did you know anyone in the
car?"

"Got only a glimpse of them, and they seemed to be
strangers to me." .

"That's a flyer they have. ;\Vhat make is it, ·do you
know?"

"It's a French machine, I believe. It looks to me
like a Mercedes."

"Are you going to' have an imported machine,
Frank?"

"Oh, no. I'm satisfied with the best American
makes. A good American machine is better adapted
for our roads than any of the crack foreigners."

"How do you make that out?"
"It's simple enough. In France they' have grand
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roads everywhere. Their machines are made for l"uch
roads, and on such roads they can fai::1y fly. In this
country we have a few fairly good roads, but the ma
jority of our highways are wretchedly bad. The
American makers have built machines adapted for such
roads, and on these roads our better-made motor-cars
are superior to anything we can bring across the
water."

"But I understand that 1110st of the American ma
chines are fakes. I've been told they are far from
perfect."

Frank laughed.
"The perfect automobile has not been made, and I

doubt if it e\"er will be," he answered. "The honest
American manufacturers who know their business are
making honest machines. It's true that there are a
host of fakers in the business. It's tme that nearly
seventy-five per cent. of the machines turned out at
the present time are built for the sale purpose of ma
king money for the manufacturers.. The American
public has not yet been educated to the point of dis
cerning between the fake and the honest article. Nev
ertheless they're learning mighty fast, and within a
very few years the fakers are bound. to reach the end
of their ropes and go to the wall. Unless they change
their methods, five years from now one-third of the
concerns now doing" business will no longer be in the
field. Ten years from now a half of the present manu
facturers will be out of it."

"That sounds a little pessimistical for you."
"Oh, no, Bart; it's optimistical. I'm confident that

the sharks and sharpers wiUfail and the honest con
cerns will endure and prosper. The automobile has
come to stay. There is no question about that. The
majority of the present day buyers are going to be de
frauded, and many of them will become disgusted. In
purchasing a machine I've not relied on my own judg
ment, but I've sought the advice of friends who were
competent to advise. I hope and I believe that rye
got my money's worth. Here we are, and there are
the gentlemen of the red bubble talking with some of
the fellows."

The machine stood on the driveway in front of the
honse, with the chauffeur still in his seat. Two of
the four men had stepped out of the car and were
talking with Buck Badger, Ephraim Gallup, and Bar
ney Mulloy. Mrs. Merriwell was with a group of
her friends on the veranda.

Badger waved his hand as Frank and Bart turned
in at the ":vide gate.

"Here are some gents what are looking for you,
Merry," called the Kansan..

Frank clattered up and drew rein, but Bart's horse
was frightened and shied at the machine. Hodge gave
the little mare a touch of the spur and reined her
toward the automobile. After a time he succeeded in
bringing her close to it and guiding her round it, al
though she snorted and fretted and betrayed great
alarm and excitement. .

"You countrymen will have to kill off a few of your

skittish horses," obserVed a stout, sandy:-mustached
man, one of the two who had left the car~ "Hyou
don't, they're liable to kill you."

"I don't think there's any great danger of that as
long as a man knows how to handle them properly,"
said Frank, as he patted the neck of his own horse.
"Dick was afraid of automobiles, but I've succeeded·
in eliminating that fear, and you can see how he be
haves now."

"You never can be sure what a horse will do," re
turned the stout man. "There never was one yet that
had an ounce of brains. They're all fools."

"Do you think so ?," smiled Merriwell. "Of course
you have a right to your opinion, but I don'~ believe
many people will agree with you. I've seen horses
which were more intelligent than many men."

."Bah 1 bah I" retorted the stranger. "They can't
reason. They can't think. All they know is enough
to eat and work. The best horse in the country is
none too good to pull a plow."

A queer twinkle flashed in Frank's eyes.
"Perhaps I can convince you of your mistake, sir,"

he said.. "I don't happen to know your name, but
"

"My name is Basil Bearover. This young man here"
-with a jerk of his thumb toward Badger-"informs
me that"'you are Frank Merriwell."

"Yes, I'm Frank Merriwell, Mr. Bearover. We
were speaking of horses. Now I'll admit that Pansy
yonder hasn't been properly educated. In time I hope
to improve her greatly. In time I hope to teach her
to perform a few simple mathematical problems, al
though I doubt if she'll ever be able to talk."

"Huh?" blurted Bearover. "Mathematical fudge!'
Able to talk? What sort of rot are you trying to give
me, young man?"

."Have you never seen a horse that could add,sub
tract, multiply, and divide?" asked Merry, with pre-
tended surprise. .

"No, sir, I never have, nor has anyone else."
"\Vait a moment before you make such a confident

statement. Now this horse of mine can do all those
little things an~ still other things a great deal more
surprising. I'll prove the truth of my statement to
you. Hey, Dick-Dick, my boy, give me your atten
tion. Now, sir, I wish you to do a little sum for me.
Are you ready? Are you listening?' Are you at-
tentive ?" .

The horse nodded its head as if in answer to these
questions.

"Very good, Dick," said Frank. "I'll give you a
small sum in addition. How many are two and two?"

The horse lifted its forward right foot and struck
the ground four times.

"That's right, Dick-that's right," smiled Merry,
patting the creature's neck. "NO\v we'll take a little
example in subtraction. If we subtract five from ten,
how many have we left?" ..

The horse struck the ground five times with its foot.
"That's right again, Dick. Let's see what you can
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do in multiplication. Three times two make how
many?"

Six times the horse struck the ground.
"You're right up to the mark this morning, Dick,"

said the animal's master. "We'll finish up with a little
division. If we take seven from fourteen, how many
will be left?"

Seven times Dick pawed the ground.
"There you are, Mr. Bearover," nodded Merriwell.

"Are you satisfied that even horses have brains?"
"1'111 satisfied that you've trained that critter to do a

few tricks," was the answer. "You must think I'm
purty dull witted. 'Why, you begun with an example
that made the horse paw the ground four times. Your
next question required five strokes of the critter's
foot. Then came six, and you followed it up with
seven. Come, come, Mr. Merriwell, you're not dealing
with chumps. I've seen horses that could do them lit
tle things,but it's no sign of brains. You're on the
critter's back. By training it, you could git it so it
would paw the ground every time you pressed your
knee against its shoulder. Git off the horse and stand
away; then let's see what it will do. Then let's see
you make it do sums in addition, subtraction and so
forth."

"Very well," said Merry, as he dismounted, dropping
the bridle-rein on Dick's neck. "We'll see what he'll
do in that manner."

He stroked the horse's muzzle, and the animal placed
its head on his shoulder.

"Dick," said Frank, "this doubting Thomas thinks
it's all trickery. He can't believe that you're a fin
ished mathematician. We must convince him, Dick.
Now be careful and give your answers· correctly.
Stand where you ilre, sir." .

Frank retreated fully ten feet. With his hands on
his hips and a smile on his face, he said:

"We'll take a simpler sum in addition, Dick. You
understand this is addition, old boy. Two and one
make how many?"

The horse lifted his foot and struck the ground
three times.

"Let me ,give him a question," grinned Bearover.
"Let's see if he'll answer me."

"Oh, very well," said Frank. "Dick, do you see this
gentleman here? Take a look at him. He's going to
give you a problem, and you must answer it. I trust
he'll make it a simple one. You haven't been brushing
up in mathematics lately, and a difficult problem might
bother you a little. Will you kindly make it a simple
question, Mr. Bearover?"

"Oh, yes; oh, yes," chuckled the stout man, "I'll
make it simple enough. Let's see if your wonderful
horse can tell us how many ten and five added to
gether will be."

The horse stood quite still for a moment and did
not lift its foot. Instead of that, the creature seemed
to be eying Basil Bearover with a look of disdain.
Finally' a most astounding thing happened, for Dick's

lip curled back, exposing his teeth, and from his mouth
there seemed to issue these words: .

"Any blamed fool would know that, ten and five
make fifteen 1"

CHAPTER II.

A CHALLENGE FROM THE ROVERS.

Basil Bearover's usually florid face turned pale, and
the man actually staggered.

The horse tossed its head, wrinkled its upper lip
and seemed to grin. I

"That gave the big bear a jolt," he' apparently ob
served.

Bearover's companion was a husky-looking young
Irishman, and he now seemed on the point of taking
flight. He was even paler than Bearover, and his
teeth actually chattered together.

"Holy saints I" he gasped. "The divvil is in the
beast! It spakes."

"Don't get excited," smiled Merry. "I told you Dick
was an educated horse. I think I've proved m){ state-.
ment. Now, Dick, my boy, you'll follow Bart and
Pansy round to the stable and permit Toots to look
after you. I'll see you at the usual hour this after
noon and give you your lessons in algebra and Latin.
Be a good boy, Dick. Trot along. Ta! ta!"

"Ta! ta 1" answered the horse, as it turned away.
"Look out for the big bear. He thinks he's a sharper,
but he's only a common lobster."

With a whisk of his tail and a flirt of his heels,
Dick follo\ved Pansy and disappeared round the comer
toward 'the stable.

Basil Bearover pulled himself together and took a
deep breath.

"Say," he huskily remar~d, "have you a little some
thing bracing round this place? I'd like a small nip
of whisky after that."

"I'm sorry," answered Frank, "but I don't keep it
in the house. I haven't a drop of liquor of any kind
round the place." .

"Be Heaven!" exclaimed the Irishman. "I nade a
drink meself."

Bearover placed a hand on his companion's shoulder.
"Tell me, McCann," he said, "did you hear that

horse speak?' I must have dreamed it. I must be
getting in a bad way."

"It was no dream, Mr. Bearover," was the answer.
~'I heard it meself. The baste talked as plain as any
man could spake." . .

"Jerusalem!" exploded the stout stranger, as if
struck by an idea. "That animal ought to make a
fortune for its owner. What'll you take for that horse,
Mr. Merriwell?"

"You can't buy him, sir," was the quiet answer.
"Do you think I'd be heartless enough to sell Dick
after spending all this time in educating him and get
ting him trained to such a high point of perfection?
YVhy, it would break the uoor creature's heart."
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"I'll give you a thousand dollars for him," offered
the man, thrusting a hand into his breast pocket and
producing a pocketbook.

"Put up your money," said Frank. "I tell you that
you can't buy him. Why, if I should sell that horse
to you, just as likely as not he'd be so disgusted and
angry that he'd never speak again. You know it's no
small matter for a horse to talk. It isn't natural for
them. It could only be produced by a mighty effort,
and the most natural thing in the world would be for
the creature to relapse into dumbness if transferred to
another owner."

Bearover looked disappointed as he slipped the
pocketbook back into its resting-place. Glancin&f
around, he observed that the young men near at hand
and the young ladies on the veranda were all smiling
and laughing as if highly amused. Their suppressed
merriment gave him a resentful feeling, and suddenly
his face flushed, while an expression of anger came
into his small eyes. .

"You're purty smart, young man-purty smart," he
s~id. Hyou think you fooled me, don't ye? . vVell, you
chdn't. I happen to know how you done the trick.
You're a ventriloquist. The horse didn't talk. I was
jest testing you to see if you would try to soak me
by selling the critter to me."

Bearover fibbed, for, although he had finaUy hit
upon the truth, it \vas an afterthought conjured up by
the laughter of the spectators.

"Do yer mean to say the horse didn't spake?" de
manded the Irishman. "I heard it meself-I tell ye I
heard it meself!"

"That's all right, McCann!" rasped the big man.
"Perhaps you've never seen a good ventriloquist do a
turn, but I have. That horse can't talk any more than
a cow or a dog or any other dumb creature can."

"Vale," observed Hans Dunnenvurst, who stood
near, with his hands thrust deep into his trousers'
pocket, "it took it a long time to found you oudt. Dot
hoss peen a good 'rithmeticker uf he coot talk or not.
Yah!" .

"You've had your fun with me, Mr. Merriwell"
said Bearover, ignoring the Dutchman; "but I hope
to have a little sport with you later. I've driven over
from Wellsburg this morning for the express purpose
of seeing you."

"\Vhat can I do for you, sir?" asked Merry.
"I understand you have a baseball-team here."
"Do you mean my Farnham Hall team?"
"I don't know what you call it."
"Well, I have a ball-team made up of youngsters.

They are able to put up quite a game."
"What sort of youngsters?"
"Boys-my pupils at the Hall."
"But I ain't referring to that kind of a team. I

mean your regular team-I mean the one you play on."
"Oh, that's different."
"You've gut such a team here, ain't ve?"
"As you see, a lot of my friends are visiting here

just now. I can't say that we have a regular organized
team."

"They told us in 'Wellsburg you had, and that's
why I took the trouble to come here. I'm manager
of the Rovers, the strongest independent team of this
country. \Ve're making a tour by automobile and
playing the best teams we can get up against. I have
a big seven-seated car at vVellsburg, and that ma
chine, together with this one, carries my men from
place to place. We made arrangements to play Wells
burg to-day and to-morrow. vVe were to have a guar
antee of three hundred dollars and sixty per cent. of
the gate receipts. When we gut into vVellsburg last
night we found that the team had disbanded and the
manager skipped out. That leaves us without a game
to-day and to-morrow. vVe're looking for a game.
This is Mike McCann, captain of my team."

The young Irishman nodded and touched his cap
brim. .

"Go on," invited Merriwell. .
"I've always had a desire to meet you," continued

Bearover. "You have a big reputation as a baseball
man. I'd like to play you in Wellsburg for a purse."

"Evidently you're out for the dust," said Frank.
"It takes money to nm a team."
"Your team is composed of professionals, isn't it?"
"They're all salaried players."
"Just a bit out of our class. \Ve're straight ama

teurs."
Besides the chauffeur, a rather sad-faced, somber

looking man was sitting in the car. This man now
arose with a languid air and stepped out.

"I told you how it would be, Bearover," he said
with a slight drawl. "Merriwell has made his repu~
tation by defeating second-class amateur teams. I
didn't think he'd have the sand to playa nine like the
Rovers."

"Who is this gentleman?" asked Frank.
"This is Casper Silence, the backer of the Rovers "

explained Bearover. "Mr. Silence, Mr. Merriwell.':
"How do," nodded Silence, as he adjusted his nose

glasses and surveyed Frank from head to foot. "I
presume the repo~t t~at you're a back number may
have some truth 111 It. A great many pitchers use
themselves up in their prime. You look all right but
I take it your arm is gone." '

"Well, now," retorted Frank, "you place me in a
rather embarrassing position, Mr. Silence. I don't feel
like cracking up myself, you know."

"Waugh!" snorted Buck Badger, unable to keep still
longer. "~cert~in opine, you're still in the ring,
Merry. I Judge It wouldn t take you long to show this
gent that you're no back number."

"You're a prosperous young man," said Silence, still
addressing Frank. "Such being the case, if you have
a team here, why not play us in Wellsburg for a small
purse? If yo;t're the wizard we've heard you are, you
~an make a httle money while you're having the en
Joyment of a game. A purse of five hundred dollars
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would be all right. It would suit us. vVe'll play you
to-morrow. What do you say?"

"1 say no, sir," answered Frank. "If we were to
play you for such a purse, we would immediately be
come professionals, like yourselves. We have no de·
sire to be classed as professionals, and therefore I de
cline your proposition."

"]ust as I thought," nodded Silence. "I've seen
amateurs before who took refuge behind such an ex
cuse. Well, if you'll not play us for a purse, will
you play us with the agreement that the winning team
takes the entire gate proceeds?"

"Not in Wellsburg."
"Eh?' Why not in Wellsburg?"
"Because I have a better baseball-ground yonder

within sight of this house. Because at the present
time I have a house party here, and we're not looking
for baseball-games. If your team of Rovers will come
here and meet us on my field, we'll give you a game
to-morrow, I think. What do you say, boys?~

"You pet my life ve vill!" shouted Dunnerwurst.
"By gum, that'll suit me!" came from Gallup.
"I'm with you, Merry!" said Carson.

. "You know you can depend on me!" ntmbled
Browning.

"Begorra, it will suit me clane down to the ground !"
came from Mulloy.

"Waugh!" exploded Badger. "You can bank on the
whole bunch of us, Frank. That's whatever!" .

"But what inducement have we to come here?" de
manded Bearover. "This is a little dried-up country
town, and we couldn't turn out a hundred and fifty
p~ople to see that game. We've gut to make expenses
somehow." __

"If you decide to play us here, and the weather's .
favorable, I'll guarantee a thousand paid spectators.
It's a safe guarantee, and in all probability there'll be
two or three thousand persons here. I'll have the game
announced by the Wellsburg Herald. I'll see that it
is advertised in the neighboring to\VllS. \Ve do not
depend on Bloomfield alone for our spectators. They
come in from all the surrounding towns. \Ve'll play
with the understanding that the winning team takes
the entire gate receipts. If we win, 'we'll donate the
money to some charitable pttrpose. If you win, you
may do whatever you please with it."

"\Vill you make a written guarantee that there'll be
at least a thousand paid admissions?" asked Bearover.

"'With the weather favorable," nodded Frank.
The manager of the Rovers turned to Silence.
"What do you say, Casper?" he asked. "\Ve haven't

any game for to-morrow, and we can't arrange one
unless we accept this man's terms."

Silence shrugged his shoulders, lighted a cigarette
and stepped back into the car.

"Go ahead, Bearover," he drawled. "Make any
arrangements you please."

"All right, Merriwell," said the manager, "we'll
play you. Draw up that agreement in regard to the
gate receipts, and we'll sign it."

CHAPTER III.

AT THE BANK.

Directly after lunch Frank had Toots harness a span
of fast steppers, attach them to the double-seated sur
rey and bring the team round to the front door. .

Merriwell, Mulloy, and Gallup sprang into the sur
rey, waving adieus to the jolly party that had gath
ered on the veranda to see them off.

"Which way, Marsa Frank?" asked Toots, as they
reached the gate.

"To Wellsburg," answered MerriweU, "and get us
there in a hurrv. Show us what these ponies can do

"' d"over twenty miles of good country roa .
"Yes, sah," grinned the colored man, H Ah'U let de

hosses out a notch or two, sah, jes' as soon as we git
frough de village."

It was a beautiful drive to Wellsburg over an un
usually level and well-made strip of road. The dis
tance was covered in good time, and the team finally
stopped in' front of the vVellsburg Bank.

"Take the team round to the Franklin Square Ho
tel, Toots," directed Merry. "See that the horses are
properly cared for. We'll drive back in time for din
ner."

Mulloy and Gallup followed Frank into the bank;
Merry called for the cashier. When the gentleman

appeared and .greeted him cordially, Frank said.
"Mr. Casin, I wish to introduce two of my friends,

Mr. Barney Mulloy and Mr. Ephraim Gallup."
"Glad to know you, gentlemen," bowed the cashier,

as he shook hands with both.
"These young men wish to become depositors in

your bank," explained Merriwell. "They both have
an account with the Phoenix National Bank, but it is
their intention to close out that account and transfer
the money to this bank."

"\Ve'll be very pleased to have Mr. Mulloy and Mr.
Gallup as depositors," bO'wed the cashier. ,

"They will each give you a check on the Phoenix
Bank," said Frank. "I'll endorse those checks, if that
will make it satisfactory to you, sir,"

"'Wholly satisfactory, Mr. Merriwell," asserted
Casino

Mulloy and Gallup produced check-books and pro
ceeded to draw checks at a standing desk used for
that purpose by depositors. These checks were made
payable to the 'Wellsburg First National Bank, and
Merriwell endorsed both of them. Casin himself re
ceived the checks, and Frank observed a slight ex
pression of surprise on his face as he noted the sums
for which they were drawn.

"Ten thousand dollars each," he said. "Is that
right?"

"Yes, 501'," answered Barney, "thot's right, sor. It's
within two hundrid avaIl Oi have in the Phoenix
Bank, Oi'l1 use up the remainin' two hundrid av Oi
see fit by drawin' on it, but for the prisint Oi think
0i'1l let it remain there as a nist-egg. Oi've noticed
nist-eggs are moighty foine things to hav', av ye kape
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thim warm. They sbmetoimes hatch out all roight,
all roight."

No one had noticed the quiet entrance of a man,
who stood unobtrusively near, listening to the talk.
;With a yawn, this man now advanced, saying:

"I beg your pardon, gentlemen. I presume it's very
rude, but I need some change right away hi order to
pay a sum to a man who wishes to catch a train. I've
been unable to get this hundred-dollar bill changed.
Would you mind if the cashier stopped long enough
to change it for me?"

The speaker \vas Casper Silence, backer of the Rov-
ers baseball-team. '

"Nivver a bit do we moind," answered Barney.
"It's all roight, sor; go ahead."

"Yes, go ahead," nodded Gallup. "We've gut loads
of time."

Silence pushed the hundred-dollar bill through to the
cashier, who glanced at it critically, asked what sort
of change he desired and then gave, at his request,
five tens and ten fives.

"I'm very much obliged, gentlemen-very much
obliged," said Silence, bowing to Mulloy and Gallup.
"1 hope I haven't interfered with you, Mr. Merriwell."

"Not in the least," answered Frank.
"Do you think we'll have good weather for the

game to-morrow?"
"The indications are that the weather will be all

right."
"And are you still confident that we will be able to

bring out a thousand people or more?"
"Quite confident," laughed Frank. "One of my er

rands in Wellsburg is to get a notice of the game into
a newspaper here. I thought of looking Mr. Bearover
up for the purpose of obtaining some facts concerning
the Rovers, which might interest the newspaper read
ers." .

"I can give you any information you desire," said
Silence. "In fact, I have it here on this printed slip.
Here's a whole history of the team and the players
who make up the team. You'll see we've lost no
games this season. If you'll read this slip through,
you'll learn beyond question that our players form the
most remarkable independent baseball organization
ever assembled in this country."

While talking he had produced a leather pocketbook,
from which he took a printed slip at least six inches
long. This he handed toFrank.

As Silence opened the pocketbook both Mulloy and
Gallup observed that it was well stuffed with bank
notes, and the one on top proved to be another hun
dred-dollar bill.

"1 don't wish to take up your time, Mr. Merriwell,"
said Silence, in his languid, drawling manner, "but I'll
just run over the players so that you'll understand
who they are and get an idea of the records they have

.made. You met Mike McCann, our short-stop. He's
from Charleston, of the South Atlantic League, and
he knows the game from A to Z. Toby Mertez, our
right-fielder, is a New England Leaguer, having played

on the Nashua, N. H., team last year. Jack Grifford,
our center-fielder, is from Youngstown, the champions
of the Ohio-Pennsylvania League. Hoke Holmes
comes from Birmingham, in the Southern Le,ague.
Peep O'Day is the old National Leaguer, who was
supposed to be down and out, but he astonished every
one by his work with Jersey City, in the Eastern
League, last year. He's our third-baseman. Bill '
Clover, who covers the second sack, comes from Port
land, of the Pacific Coast League. Sim Roach, who
gambols in our left garden, is from Los Angeles, of
the same league. Bang Bancroft was the' second
catcher of the champion Pueblo Team, in the Western
League. Bancroft obtained the nickname of Bang
through his slugging year before last. It's possible
you've never heard of Mitt Bender, our crack
pitcher. He's been playing independent baseball, but
the Boston Americans were hot after him this year. 1
had to open up handsomely in order to hold him. Our
second ,pitcher is Mike Davis, who's had much more
experience than Bender, but who can't pitch more than
one game a week and do his best. When we go up
against a light team we use Toby Mertez in the box
and save both Bender and Davis. Now I think you
understand the sort of team we have."

""VeIl," smiled Frank, "unless your men are has
heens they ought to make a hot.combination."

""Ve haven't a has-been in the bunch," asserted Si
lence q~ietly. "1 think you'll find the combination
hot enough to suit you, Mr. Merriwell. I understand
you've never been batted hard. 1 understand that no
team has ever obtained more than eight or ten hits off
you in a game. We have an aggregation of hitters,
and the' chances are you'll get a proper good drubbing
to-morrow."

"You alarm me," said Frank. "Like any other
pitcher, I have been bumped in my time."

"In that case the experience may not seem so un
pleasant to-morrow,'" drawled Silence. "Fifteen or
twenty hits are nothing for the Rovers. We've aver-
aged ten hits through the whole season." .

"Oi'll bate a hundrid dollars ye don't git tin hits to
morrow!" exploded Mulloy, unable to keep silent
longer.

"I'll have to take that bet," said the backer of the
Rovers.

'''Oh, no," interposed Frank; "I object. I don't
think there'll be any 'betting as far as my players are
concerned. Keep your money in your pocket, Mulloy."

Silence smothered a slight yawn behind his hand.
"I'm sorry you're so frightened, Merriwell." he said.

"I'm sorry you haven't any more nerve. That hundred
dollars would 'help me along in defraying expenses."

"Waal, gol derned if he don't figure it aout that
he'd have the hundred cinched if he made the bate!"
spluttered Gallup. .

"I should consider it as good as mine the moment
the money was posted," nodded Silence. "As long as
,we can't made a little wager, I'll move along and pay
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off the gentleman who is waiting for me. See you to
morrow. Good clay."

He bowed himself out and leisurely walked away.
"Dod rap him!" snapped Gallup. "I'd like to take

some of the conceit aout of him! We've gut to beat
them Rovers to-morrer, Merry! If we don't, I'll be
the sorest feller you can find in seventeen States and
seven territories!"

"I don't know where you'd piscove; so many terri
tories," laughed Frank. "\lVe'll do our best to beat
them, boys; but we're not in good practise, you know."

"Begorra, we've been practisin' ivery day for a
week!" came from Mulloy.

"That sort of practise isn't like regular games," re
- minded Merry. "\lVe need to play a few games in
order to get into first-class form."

The •cashier now passed out a little bank-book to
each of the depositors, and followed it up with check~

books for their use. .
"'Vell, gentlemen," he said, "I hope this is the be

ginning of a long and pleasant acquaintance between
us. Mr. Merriwell is one of our most valued deposi
tors. He's doing a great work for the little tmvn of
Bloomfield. \lVe regret very much he's not a citizen of
Wellsburg. Bloomfield should be proud of him. I
know it is proud of him. \lVellsburg is proud of him,
too. The whole county-the whole State is proud of
him."

"By gum! I kinder think yeo~l've narrered it daown
too narrer, Mr. Casin," said Ephraim. "I kinder guess
the whole blamed country is proud of him."

"I stand corrected," laughed the cashier. "I realize
his fame extends much farther than the borders of our
State. Yes, I believe you're right, Mr. Gallup-I be
lieve the whole country is proud of Mr. Merriwell as a
representative young man of to-day."

After leaving the bank Frank said:
"I have some business of my own to look after now,

and r need a witness. One of your might come along
with me."
. They both volunteered, but he explained. that both
were not' needed, although they might come if they
chose. MuIloy insisted on accompanying him.

"Waal, then, by hemlock," said Gallup, "I'll kinder
ramble raound over taown and see the sights. Arter
being buried daown in Mexico for the biggest part of
ayear, it seems all-fired good to git where there's peo
ple mavin', street-cars runnin' and plenty doin',
Where'll I meet yeou, boys?"

"Meet us at the Franklin Square Hotel at four
o'clock," answered Merry. "We'll be ready to start
within.ten minutes after four."

Not more than five or ten minutes after parting from
Frank and Barney, Gallup came face to face with a
man who stepped. squarely in front of him and held out
a pudgy hand.

"How do you do," said this man. "I'm glad to see
you, young fellow. Saw you d!ive through with Mer-

riwelL Did he bring that wonderful educated horse
with him?"

It was Basil Bearover, the manager of the .Rovers.

CHAPTER IV.

THE FOLLY OF GALLUP.

GallUp grinned.
"That was a hoss on yeou, wasn't it, mister?" he

said.
"Would have been if I'd bought the beast:' con

fessed Bearover, with seeming good nature. "Your
Mr. Merriwell must be a very clever chap."

"I guess he's all right, by gum!" nodded Ephraim.
"They don't git ahead of him much."

"He's been very successful, hasn't he?"
"You bate."
"T00 much success is liable to swell the head of sO

young a man. It does him good to be taken down a
notch now and then."

"I ain't never seen nobody. that. could take him
daown."

"'Well, we'll have to let him down a little to
morrow."

"Don't yeou believe it. Yeou fellers are ca0untin'
on carryin' off that game, ain't ye? "Vaal, by jing!
ye'll have to go some if ye do."

"Our boys can go some. In order to give you a
show, I think we'll put in our second pitcher against
Y9u."

"Yeou take my advice and put in the best pitcher
yeou've gut. He won't be none too good."

"You have a lot of confidence in your team."
"I've gut confidence in Frank Merriwel1. I know

what he can do on the slab, and, with Bart Hodge be-
hind the bat, he'll show yeou some twists and shoots
that'll make yeblink."

Bearover laughed gurgling!y, his fat sides shaking.
"Why," he said, "they tell me in this town that Mer

riwell has some kind of a curve which twists like a
snake. They say it curves in and out. \lVhoever heard
such rot 1" •

"Didn't yeou ever hear before this abaout Frank
Merriwell's dohble shoot?"

"Ho! ho! ho!" laughed Bearover. "Double shoot?
Ho! ho! ho! Is that what he calls it? Come, now,
young man, don't try any more talking horse tricks.
There isn't no such thing as a double shoot. The
spit ball is the nastiest thing to hit that ever was in
vented. It's the only new thing except Walter Clark
son's 'fade-away.' I don't take any stock in the stories
about Clarkson's fade-away. According to the yarns
told, he has something tqat might be called a double
shoot or a double curve, but I notice the batters are
hitting him this year the same as usual. I think we'll
make Mr. Merriwell very weary with his double shoot
to-morrow afternoon."

"You kin think as much as yeou like. There ain't
nothing to prevent yeou from thinking. We've heard
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all ahaout your players. Happened to meet old Still
ness awhile ago at the bank."

"Old Stillness?"
. "Yep. Ain't that his name? Stillness, Stillness

I· mean Silence. He's sort of a betting gentleman,
ain't he?"

"Oh, he's always looking for good things. He's
ready to risk his money backing his team."

"He come mighty near losing a hundred to-day."
"How was that?"
Gallup explained.
"Then Frank Merriwell doesn't countenance bet

ting?" questioned Bearover.
"He's plumb sot agin' it," answered Ephraim. He

don't believe in any sort of gambling."
"But 'evidently some of his friends are inclined to

take a chance."
"Oh,yeou git some of the fellers stirred up, and they

kinder fergit Frank's prejudice. Rub 'em agin' the
fur, and they'll chuck up their last dollar."

"That's good sporting blood," nodded Bearover. "I
don't suppose you ever bet?"

"Oh, I don't go raound lookin' for bets. I 'low it
ain't jest good sense for anybody to resk money on
onsartinties. Speckerlation and gamblin' has ruined
lots of folks."

"But a little wager on a baseball-game, or any game
of chance or skill, adds spice to it," grinned the man
ager of the Rovers. "It makes it all the more inter
esting."

"There's interest enough .in any good clean base
ball-game without betting," declared Ephraim. "I
suppose your team is made up of clean players? They
play the game on its merits, don't they?"

"Oh, yes," nodded the manager, "they play the game
on its merits. At the same time they're good scrapping
players, and they're out for every point that belongs
to them. That's the only way to win. None' of the
boys like to be robbed."

"Wal, they ain't to blame for that."
Bearover produced a cigar case.
"Have a smoke," he invited.
'~on'tkeer if I do, thank you," said Ephraim, as

he accepted a cigar.
"You're a pleasant sort of chap," said the manager

of the Rovers, as he bit off the end of a cigar and
slipped the case back into his pocket. "Wait a minute,
r have a match. Here you are." He held the light
for Gallup.

"Purty good weed that," observed Ephraim, as he
puffed at it. "'Spect that ain't no five-center. Must
be ten straight or three for a quarter, anyhow."

"These are Silence's· special cigars. He buys them
by the box. They cost him twenty dollars a hundred."

. "Whew I" breathed Gallup, taking the cigar out of
hIS mouth and looking at it admiringly. "That's twen
ty cents apiece. I've paid that price out West now
an.d then, but r never heard of anyone paying it in
thIS part of the country, where cigars ought to be rea-

sonable. Guess this is just abaout as good a piece of
tobacker as r ever stuck in my face."

"I'm glad you appreciate it. We're pretty near the
hotel. Let's drop in and have a drink."

"Much obleeged," said Ephraim, "but r don't drink.
That's one of the bad habits I ain't never picked up."

"Well, you can come along and take something cool..
ing. It's pretty hot to-day~ There'll be some of the
boys in the billiard-room at Priley's. You can meet
them and look them over. If you don't care to drink,
that's your business, and I'll. guarantee you won't be
urged." .

"Wal, that's pretty decent of you, Mr. Bearover,"
said Ephraim, permitting the stout man to take his
arm and lead him away. ..

In a few minutes they arrived at. Priley's Hotel,
known in vVellsburg to be the "hang out" of the sport-
ing class. .

"We're stopping here," expl~ined the baseball man
ager. "The Franklin Square is said to be the best
place in town, but it's a little too stiff for the boys.
They can enjoy themselves here without feeling it
necessary to put on style irt the dining-room. You
know some of the fellows are inclined to eat with their
knives. Such manners might shock the aristocratic
patrons of the Franklin Square." .

In the billiard-room they found a number of young
men playing pool or looking on. Several of these
proved to be members of the Rovers baseball nine, and
Bearover introduced them to Gallup.

The bar opened off the billiard-room, and Ephraim
was finally led to it, but he persisted in his resolution:
to drink nothing intoxicating. A seltzer lemonade sat
isfied him, while his companion took whisky.

When they returned to the billiard-room they found
Casper Silence there. The backer of the Rovers was
telling, with a great deal of disdain, how he had nearly
induced Barney Mulloy to make a wager, but had been
baffled by Merriwell's interference.

"I've heard a great deal about the nerve of this
youngster Merriwell," said Silence, "but it's my notion
he's got a yellow streak in him. His courage is
mythical."

Instantly Gallup bridled.
"Yeou ain't gut no right to say that, misterl" he

cried hotly. "Yeou don't know what yeou're talking
abaout! I've had dealings with all sorts of human crit
ters in my career. I've handled niggers, dagos, Scandi
navians, Turks, Chinamen, Swedes, French-Canadians,
and Heaven-knows-what. I've seen Western bad men
and gun-fighters galore. I happen to know that Frank
Merriwell has gut more nerve than any hundred men
I've ever run aerost, if they was all rolled into ·one.
.There ain't no squealer abaout him, you bate. He
didn't bet, and he didn't 'low Barney Mulloy to bet
because it is ag'inst his· principles. It wasn't because
he was afraid Barney would lose that hundred.

Silence smiled wisely.
"I wouldn't be impolite enough to contradict you,

my friend," he said. "At the same time, you must per~
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mit me to have my own opinion of the matter. It
strikes me that Mulloy was mighty willing to hide be
hind the fine principles of Mr. Merriwell. He was a
little hot when he so rashly proposed to bet, and he
gladly took water as soon as Merriwell spoke up. It
saved him a hundred. We're going to trounce your
team to-morrow in handsome style. We won't leave
you in shape to do any boasting for some time to
come."

"Yeou git aout!" shouted Gallup. "You couldn't
beat us in a year with Frank Merriwell in the box!
You ain't built right!"

At this the ball-players present joined Silence 'in a
burst of laughter..

"We'll rub it into ye, Mr. Gallup," said Mike Mc
Cann. "We'll wipe up the earth with ye."
. "I'd like to find some one who had nerve enough to'

make a little bet on your team," said Silence. "Of
course I don't expect any of you fellows will dare risk
a dollar.",

"Dad rap ye!" snapped Gallup. "I'll make a bet!
Yeou needn't go tell Frank nuthin' abaout it, but I'll
bet yeou something. I'll bet anything yeou want to
bet, and I don't keer a hang haow much it is 1 Yeou
jest name the amount, and I'll kivver it!"

He smashed his first down on a billiard-table as he
made this announcement.

"Why, you're a real sport!" chuckled Silence.
"You're a reckless bugger, aren't you! If I should say
a hundred dollars, you'd wilt in your boots."

Ephraim's blood was boiling now.
"You kin say one hundred dollars or ten hundred

dollars or ten thousand dollars!" he almost yelled.
"I've gut the money, and I tell ye I'll chuck it up 1 I
know yeou've gut a wad in your pocket, for I've seen it..
Pull it out 1 Put it up! I'll go ye!"

"Drive him into his boots, Mr. Silence I" hissed
Mike McCann. "You'll see him squawk in a minute."

Silence produced his pocketbook.
"As long as you're such a courageous young man,"

he said, "we'll test you. I am carrying quite a roll
with me. It's a little. habit I have. I might accident
ally drop into a good warm poker-game and need it.
'What was that highest figure you named? Did you
say ten thousand dollars? I believe I have something
like that right here. We'll make it ten thousand. Will
you call the proprietor of the hotel, McCann? I think
he's in the office. He'll hold the money for us."

Even then Gallup did not believe Silence in earnest.
He took it as a bluff and continued to "make a front."

"Put it up, put it uP,".. he nodded. "I'm right here.
I'm waiting to see that money stuck up."

Mike McCann hurried into the office and returned
directly, followed by Fred Priley, the hotel proprietor.

"Mr.. Priley," said Silence, "this young man has'
been making some betting talk. You know we're go
ing to play Frank Merriwell's team to-morrow at
Bloomfield. It's doubtful if the gate-money will cover
our expenses. For that' reason I've been looking
around to make a little wager on that game. This chap

says he'll bet anything from one hundred dollars to
ten thousand dollars. Let me see if I can dig up ten
thousand."

W-ith perfect coolness, he opened a pocketbook and
counted out ten thousand dollars, which he handed to
Priley.

"That leaves me a hundred or two," he said, "which
will carry me over until I get my roll back and this
gentleman's long green with it."

With a sneering smile, he turned and regarded
Gallup.

"I've put my money up," he said. "Now let's see
you do the same thing-or squeal."

Gallup swa1l9wed down a lump which had risen
in his throat.

"Derned if I ever squealed in my life I" he snarled.
"I've gut ten thousand right in the Wellsburg Bank,
and I'll draw a check on it jest as soon as I kin make
it aout I"

"Oh, no," laughed Silence, "that won't do. I can't
accept your check. I want to see the money."

"Mebbe yeou think the check ain't no good? Didn't
yeou come into the bank and see me deposit the
money?"

"Yes, I saw it. But you're aware, I presume, that
the law would not enforce the payment of that check
in case you lost your wager and I attempted to collect..
You might stop payment at the bank, and I could
whistle for my money."

"Yeou don't think I'd do anything like that, dd ye ?"
"I don't propose to take any chances, Mr. Gallup,"

said the man, as he glanced at his watch. "There are
nQw exactly ten minutes before the bank closes. If
you're earnest we'll accompany you to the bank, and
you can draw your money."

"Mebbe they won't have ten· thousand on hand to
pay a check of that bigness."

"Then you can exchange your own check for a bank
check. If you do that, you can't stop payment on the
bank's check in case you lose. Let's have all these
little matters properly arranged in advance. Will you
do that? or are you going to squeal?"

"I never squealed in my life 1" repeated Ephraim,
with a snarl. "Come on--come on to the bank! We'll
fix it!"

CHAPTER V.

. A TROUBLED MIND.

Ephraim found that Casper Silence was very much
in earnest. There was no bluff about the man's pro
posal to bet ten thousand dollars, and Gallup was not
the sort of chap to back down after making such talk.

Naturally the cashier at the bank looked surprised
when Gallup asked for. a bank check in exchange for
his own check, drawn for the full amount of his de
posit. Mr. Casin, however, did not ask questions,
but made out the bank check and passed it to Ephraim.

In the presence of witnesses this check was pla.ced
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in the hands of Fred Priley to cover the ten thousand
dollars posted by Silence.

Casper Silence took pains to examine the bank check,
over which he nodded and smiled, returning it to
Priley.

, "That's all right; I fancy," he said. "It ought'to be
~s good as gold coin."

Then he turned to Ephraim with pretended ad
miration.

"Young man, you've got genuine sporting blood,"
he said. "You've got nerve. I can't help admiring
your nerve, although I fear your judgment is rather
poor. I hope you won't feel the loss of that little
sum, in case you do lose it, which you certainly will."

"Oh, 1 guess I could stand it," retorted the Ver
monter.

"1 presume you could, Mr. Gallup. You're young
al1d energetic, and you may live long enough to ac
cumulate ten thousand more dollars."

"Don't yeou fret abaout me!" snapped Gallup, in
exasperation.

, "You quite misunderstand," smiled Silence. "I'm
not fretting about you in the least. Far frQm it. I
was seeking to give you a little compliment. Better tell
your friends of the great Merriwell baseball-team to
do their level best to-morrow. Better tell them what it
means to you if your team loses."

"I won't tell them nuthin' of the sort!" growled
Gallup. "I don't propose to say a hanged word abaout
it, and yeou'll obleege me if you keep your mouth shet,
too! If Mr. Merriwell found it aout, he'd be hot un
der the collar and give me a good dressing daown."

"Oh, very well," agreed Silence, "I'll say nothing.
It's a small matter to me."

Silence, Bearover, and Priley bade Gallup good day
and left for Priley's Hotel. Ephraim watched the
proprietor of the Rovers as the man sauntered away.

"Yeou're a gol dinged gambler, that's what yeou
be!" muttered the Vermonter. HYeou're a man that's
alIus lookin' for suckers, and yeou think yeou've
ketched one naow. \Vaal, mebbe yeou have, but we'll
see abaout that. I kinder guess yeou're due to bunt up
ag'inst a red-hot surprise to-morrer. You won't feel
so fine and sarcastic arter that game."

Nevertheless Gallup was troubled by an unpleasant
feeling that he had been reckless and imprudent to an
almost reprehensible degree. Like many another man,
he han attempted to call a bluff only to fihd that the
other chap was not bluffing.

\Vith his hands thmst deep into his pockets, the
down-easter stood on the sidewalk and stared after
Silence until the man turned a corner and disappeared.
He saw the baseball proprietor laughing as he talked
to his companions, every gesture and every expression
indicating that Silence was absolutely confident he
would win the bet.

"A man is a blamed fool to have anything to do with
critters of his caliber," was Ephraim's decision; "I
fe'e1 like I'd kinder lowered myself somehow. Thut
teration! what ,if we should lose that game ?"

'A cold chill ran over him.
"Of course it's possible," he said, "but I don't 'low

it's probable. Even Frank Merriwellcan be beat
. sometimes. My jinks! wouldn't it be awful ifthirigs
should go wrong! Whew!" ',_'

He fished out his handkerchief and mopped his face
with it.

At last Gallop was beginning faintly to realize the
extent of his folly.

Although he continued strolling around the town,'
he found no further pleasure in the sight of Wellsburg.
In v?in he sought to turn his mind from the thoughts
of the coming contest between the Merries and the
Rovers and the possibility of defeat for Frank's team.
Never before had he been troubled by such doubts and
fears. Finally he sought the Franklin Square Hotel,
in the lobby of which he was sitting in moody medita':'
tion when Frank and Barney appeared.

<tIs it a trance you're in, Oi dunna ?" cried Mulloy,
as he gave Gallup a sharp nudge. "Wake up, me
bhoy!"

"Eh?" grunted Gallup, looking ttp and starting to
his feet. "Why, hanged if I noticed yer when yeou
come in!" ,

"Your mind seemed to be far away," observed
Merry. "You actually 1.ooked troubled and careworn.
'What's the matter, Eph?"

"Not a thing-not a blamed thing," declared Gal-,
1up, forCing a sickly smile to his face.

"What were you thinking about so glumly?"
"Oh, nuthin'. I was jest kinder meditatin' on the

fact that most folks are 'tarnal fools, and I guess I'm
a'8aout the biggest fool I know."

"That's hardly like you. You're not usually trou
bled with such thoughts."

"He's gitting older and wiser, Frankie," chuckled
Mulloy. "Oi think he's becomin' acquainted wid him
silf."

"Yeou ain't gut nuthin' to say!" snapped Eph.
"Yeou wanted to make a bet with Mr. Silent, didn't
ye?"

<lOi did," nodded Barney. <lAv it hadn't be~n for
Frankie to kape me sinsible, Oi'd cracked up me money
on the shpot. It's Frankie whot's got the live1 head,
Gallup. The rest av us are chumps, begobs!"

<lI guess, by gum, that's correct!" nodded Eph.
"The older I git, the bigger chumpI become."

"What's it all about?" laughed Merry.
uOh, nothing, nothin," again asserted the Vermont

er. "I was jest kinder meditatin' on some of my fool
ish breaks. I don't believe I know enough to paound
sand."

"I can't understand what's made you so disdainful
with yourself. A man who can make ten thousand dol
lars of his own accord at your age and salt it away
'where it's safe has no right to be ashamed of him
self."

"Who knows whether it's safe or not?" muttered
Eph. ",

''It's pret~ safe in the Wellsburg Bank, old man.
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You needn't worry about that. I think I'll find .. Toots
and have the horses hitched up. We'll strike out for
Eloomfield right away."

Mulloy lingered with Gallup as Frank turned away.
"Whativer is atin' yez, Ephie?" demanded Barney.

"Phwoy don't yez spake up and tell the truth?"
"Haow do yeouknow I ain't told the truth?" asked

Gallup, with mingled offense and shame.
"Oi've bunked with yez for a year. Oi've known

yez under all sorts of circumstances, me laddie-buck,
and I can tell when you're spakin' the whole truth and
whin you're tryin' to hide something. Oi'm yer fri'nd,
Eph, and ye know it. Phwoy don't ye spake out and
make a dane breast av it? Phwat's the mather?"

"I don't like to have nobody stomp on my co't tail,"
mumbled the Vennonter. "When a man rubs me the
wrong way it kinder riles me, and I'm pretty apt to
resent it. Yeou'd made a bet with old Silence if
Frank hadn't happened araound, wouldn't ye?"

"Oi would," confessed Barney. "Oi'd been just
chump enough to go him for any owld sum.up to foive
hundrid dollars. All the same, Ephie, thot was fool
ishness on my part."

"What's a feller goin' to do when one of these to~

lofty critters comes araound a-rubbin' it into him?"
demanded Gallup. "Nobody likes to have 'em a
sneerin' and a-chucklin'. I like to shet them kind of
folks up and shet 'em up good and hard. I've seen
old Silence sence we left the bank."

"Phwat?" gasped Mulloy, a sudden light breaking
upon him. "Ye don't mane it, Ephie? Begorra, ye've
behen bettin' on the game I"

"That's jest what I have," nodded Gallup grimly.
"Arter yeou and Frank went off and I went to roamin'
araound I run up ag'inst the big bear. He give me a
cigar, and we went into Priley's Hotel. He wanted
me to have a drink with him, but I didn't take nuthin'
intoxicatin'. Silence was there, with a whole lot of
them baseball fellers. They was makin' a lot of talk
abaout haow they'd trim us to-morrer. They gut my
blood to b'iling, and I told 'em a few things. That
critter, Silence, begun to give me the laugh. He said
us fellers made a lot of talk, but we didn't have sand
to back it up. Dod bim him1 I guess I showed him
I had sand I"

"Ephie," said the young Irishman soberly, "you and
Oi are a little too suddin in making back talk to thim
kind av crathers. Shtill Oi can't blame yez, my bhoy."

"Don't yeou tell Frank nuthin' abaout it, Barney,"
entreated Gallup. "I wouldn't have him find aout for
anything."

"Thot's the bad part av it, Gallup-thot's kaping
a secret from Frankie. It's doing something we know
he wouldn't countenance."

."I guess that's what made me feel so rotten mean
abaout it."

"How much did yez bet wid him? Did yez put up a
hundrid ?"

"More'n that."
".Two hundrid?"

"More'n that."
"Begobs, ye did plunge, my bhoy! Well, it \..,.on't

break yez av we should happen to lose."
"I dunno abaout that," half groaned Gallup.
Barney looked puzzled and somewhat excited. .
"How much did yez bet, Eph?" he asked. "TeII me

the truth, old mon.: Spake up." .
"Sh I" hissed GaIIup.· "Don't say another word 1

Here comes Frank I"
MerriweII rejoined them.
"We'II start right away, boys," he said. "Toots

will have the team round in less than five minutes."

CHAPTER VI.

MERRIWELL'S LOGIC.

As they were passing Priley's Hotel Casper Silence
hailed them. .

"Pull up, Toots," said Merry. "Let's see what he
wants."

The colored boy stopped the horses, and Silence
came out.

"One point, Mr. Merriwell," he said. "We haven't
decided on the umpire for that game."

"It's generally understood that the home team fur
nishes the umpire, I believe," returned Frank.

"That's a matter of accommodation. In this case it
won't be any particular accommodation· for us."

"Is that so?"
"That's right. If you don't mind, we'll furnish the

umpire."
"What if I do mind?"
"Why should you?"
"I happen to have a good man who will officiate for

us. He knows the game, and I know him."
"But I don't know him," protested Silence.
"I give you my word that he is square."
"I've been told such things before. I've had plenty

of experience, Mr. Merriwell, and I know the sort
of square umpires to be found through the country." .

"I've had a few experiences myself," returned Frapk,
"and I confess they were not pleasant ones. I've been
up against crooked umpires more than once. Never
theless I promise you I'll supply a man who is thor
oughly honest and conscientious."

"It doesn't satisfy me. You'll supply one of your
friends, of course."

"That's right," nodded Frank. '.
"I shall have to object, sir," said the proprietor at

the Rovers. "It would be the most natural thing for
your friend to favor you in close decisions."

"It might seem a natural thing, but I've often ob
served that the most conscientious umpires are so very
careful that frequently they give their own friend the
worst end of a deaI."

Silence shrugged his shoulders and laughed lan:-
guidly. .

"I don't think that happens very often," he said,
"and l wouldn't eJQ?ect it to happen in this case. If
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it should, you'd be sore. On the other hand, if your
friend gave you all the dose points, we'd be sore. Let's
get around that. Let's take a man who will have no
particular interest in either team. Let's have an um
pire from somewhere outside of your town."

"No," returned Frank firmly; "I'll furnish the um
pire. I did not seek this game. You came to Bloom
·field looking for it, and if you're not satisfied with the
arrangements I'll make, you can easily cancel the en
gagement."

"I don't want to cancel it. All I want is an umpire
who'll give both teams a fair show. Now I understand
they have such a man here in vVellsburg-a chap who
is capable of handling a game right up to the mark.
His name is Bowers."

Merriwell laughed.
"I happen to know this Bowers," he said. "I've

seen him work, and the recollection is hardly a pleasant
one. He does know the game, but he can be influenced.
That's putting it in a mild fashion. I have reasons to
believe that Bowers deliberately tried to give my
Farnham Hall team the short end of a game played
here in this city. No, sir, I'll not accept Bill Bowers."

"Well, we can find some one else."
"Don't put yourself to the trouble. I've told you I

would supply the man, and I've guaranteed his honesty.
If you don't like that, you're at liberty to cancel."

""Vhy not have two umpires? \Ve'll furnish one,
and you may furnish the other."

Under most circumstances Frank would have ac
cepted this proposition with6ut demur. Just now he
had a feeling that Silence was determined to obtain
some advantage in the umpire. He knew Greg Carker
to be honest from 1115 head to his feet, and therefore he

, resolved not to yield a point to the proprietor of the
Rovers.

"There'll be only one umpire, Mr. Silence," he said.
"It's useless to argue over that point."

Casper Silence frowned.
"You're an obstinate young man I" he exclaimed.

"I think we'll have to call that game off."
"Oh, very well," smiled Merry, "we'll cancel the

engagement now, and I'll step in here and telephone
the \Vellsburg Herald to that effect."

"That's right, Frank," put in Gallup, "don't fool
with 'em a bit." .

Silence gave the Vermonter a queer look.
"You seem rather anxious, my friend," he drawled.

"No doubt you'd like to have the game canceled. You
appear to be frightened. No, we won't cancel it, Mer
riwell; we'll accept your umpire. But I "vant to give
you fair notice now that we'll stand for no partiality
on his part. 'We'll have a fair show, or we'll make
trouble. If he tries to rob us, he'll get thumped."

It was Frank's turn to laugh.
"I wouldn't advise you or any of your players to at

tempt to thump anyone on Farnham Field," he said.
"If you do, you'll precipitate a riot, and I don't believe
you'll like what'll happen. Don't threaten me, Mr. Si-

1ence. I don't like it, and I may take a fancy to cancel
the game anyhow."

"Oh, go ahead!" sneered Silence. "I know you're
frightened! Cancel it if you like, and I'll tell the facts
to the Wellsburg Herald. I want you to understand
that this game means something to me."

"Indeed! "Vhy, yesterday you entered into an
ao-reement to play in Bloomfield with the greatest re
lt~ctance. You didn't seem to think it would pay you."

"It won't pay as far as the gate receipts go. Of
course we expect to take the entire gate-money,. but
I'm not fussino- about that. I've made a little "vager

t;, • ."
on this game, and I propose to WlU It.. .

"Is it possible you found some one m \VelIs?urg
who was willing to back us against your professlOnal
team?" questioned Merry.

"Oh, yes, I found some one in "VellsbU1"¥ who ,,~as

willing to do that," answered the man, agam glancmg
toward Gallup. .

Ephraim was worried, for he feared that Silence
would break his agreement not to tell about the bet.
He frowned and shook his head a bit, without being
observed by Frank.

ItI've promised you a square deal, Silence," said
Merriwell. "If you'll take the trouble to inquire,
you'll find plenty of people in this little city who will
assure you that I always keep my word. \Ve're due
home at dinner, and we'll have to drive along. Good

. day, sir." .
Toats chirruped to the horses, and they were off.
"I don't fancy going back on an agreement with

anyone," observed Merry, "but I'm rather sorry that
we made arrangements to play that team. Those men
are professionals, and they're not in our class. It's
evident Silence is a gambler. Gambling ruins any sort
of a game.. The man who bets money is iiable to take
'most any questionable advantage in order to win.
Betting is bad business anyway you look at it. It ruins
a man's fine principles." ~

"Yeou don't think that allus happens, do ye,
Frank?" asked Gallup. "Don't yeou believe some de
cent fellers bet occasionally?"

"Oh, yes, occasionally. But the man who gets into
it in a small way is pretty sure to keep it up. If he
wins, it baits him on to repeat. If he loses, he feels
that he must take another chance to get even. I saw
many bad results of gambling both at school and at
college. At Yale lots of young fellows who had no
right to do so made bets on baseball, football, and
other games. In most instances the money they risked
had been supplied by their parents. They knew their
parents would not countenance gambling, yet they
gambled. It was not honorable. No man has a right
to risk money on which any other person has a claim.
Now, for instance, you, Ephraim, would have no
right to risk your money· on an uncertainty of this
sort. You're married. You have a child. Both your
wife and child have claims on the money you possess.
,Were you to wager. that money and lose it, you would
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be robbing them of their just rights. I presume you've
thought of this matter?'''

"Never thought of it that way," mumbled the Ver
monter huskily. "S'pose I should put my money into
some sort of business and lose it. Would that be
robbin' Teresa and the youngster?"

"That's a different thing. Business is business. No
man has a right to plunge into a reckless venture, but
if it seems legitimate and he has investigated it care
fuIly, he cannot be blamed if the venture proves a
failure. The best and shrewdest men sometimes fail
in business enterprises. I've never yet seen a genuine
gambler who was thoroughly upright, conscientious,
and respected by decent people. I have seen gamblers
who were honest to all appearances, but they were
not respected. There's something degrading in gam
bling. The man who gambles is compelled, as a rule,
to associate with a class of men who have no standing
in respectable society. He places himself on their
level. Now, you, Ephraim, would not care to be es
timated on the same level as Casper Silence. He's
not a man you would invite to your home, introduce to
your wife, and dine with at your table."

"Not by a blamed sight!" growled the Vermonter.
"Another bad feature of gambling is the effect on

the individual who indulges in it. It spoils his taste
for legitimate money-making. If he's successful for a
time as a gambler, the regular methods of making
money seem tame and insipid to him. Very few, if
any, thoroughbred gamblers ever accumulate a fortune
or a competence and retain it. Once the germ of gam
bling gets into their blood, they never quit. Let them
make a small fortune, and they're determined to dou
ble it. Let them make a large fortune, and they still
pursue gambling for the excitement there is in it. In
the end, nine out of ten go broke. If others depend
on them, they bring hardship and suffering upon those
dependent ones. Most gamblers die poor."

"It's logic, begobs!" put in MuIloy.
"You both know," pursued Frank, "that the loss of

a few hundred doIl?-rs on a basebaIl-game would not
mean a great deal to me. I might have made a wager
with Casper Silence. Had I lost the bet, it would
not have brought immediate hardship· or deprivation
on anyone. It was not the mere loss of a hundred or
a thousand dollars that restrained me. It was the
principle of the thing-I looked at that. I figured this.
thing out years ago, and that's why I've been_?pposed
to gambling. More than once I've been tempted·· to
set aside my scruples when some blatant, loud-mouthed
chap has chaIlenged me and shook his money- in my'

face. Such a thing stirs my blood. It's mighty un
pleasant to have one of these chaps accuse me of lack
ing nerve. I have one consolation, however. It's not
a sign of nerve. or courage to be led into anything
wrong through the taunts of another. Usually it's a
sign of cowardice. The boy who does a hazardous
and unwise thing simply because a companion dares
him to do it is the one who lacks nerve. He lacks
nerve to say, 'No, I won't.' "

"I guess yeou're right, Frank," confessed Gallup
dolefftlly. "By hemlock! I've been dared into a lot
of Tom-fool things in my day. Next time anybody
tries it on me I'm goin' to remember what yeou've
jest said. 1'11 say no, by thutteration, and I'll say it
mighty laoud, too!"

CHAPTER VII.

A FRIEND WORTH HAVING.

They arrived at Merry Home in time to wash up
and sit down to dinner with the rest of Frank's jolly
house party.

"It peen some red-hot paseball practise we put into
us this afternoon, Frankie," said Dunnerwurst. "Py
Charge! Der game vill play us to-morrowan."

"\Ve'll have to play the game to win, boys," said
Merry. "This Rover baseball-team is no ordinary
wandering aggregation. It's composed of profession
als with records."

He then told them about the players who made up
the Rovers. There were many exclamations of sur
prise, for these men were known by reputation .to
nearly aU of Frank's friends.

"'Waugh!" cried Badger. "It's a whole lot plain
we're going to have a hot rustle to-morrow. I'm
seething to get into that game. That's whatever!"

"It'll seem like old times," rumbled Browning.
"I hope you're not worried about the game, Frank?"

questioned Diamond. "We've been practising team
work for a week, and we ought to do a good turn
at it."

"Oli, I'm not worrying," smiled Merry. ''We can't
win every game we play. There's something in being
good losers."

Hodge frowned.
"Never heard you talk like that before, Frank," he

said. "Seems to me you think we're going to lose."
"Dot game vill nefer lose us der vorld in!" cried

Dunnerwurst. "How coot it dood it? ViII der baH
not pitcn you to-morrow, Frankie? Vid you der box.
inl der game yos as good as skinched. Yah 1"
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Ephraim Gallup had little to say, and his appetite
seemed unusually poor. Teresa noticed this, and she
began to worry about it.

"You must be seek, Ephraim," she whispe(ed.
"You do not eat enough to keep the bird alive."

"I'm alIus that way jest before a baseball-game,"
he declared. "Don't yeou mind it, Teresa. Don't
yeou pay no 'tention to me. I'm all right."

After dinner, however, she drew him aside and
persisted in questioning him.

"There ees sometheeng on your mind," she said.
'~You cannot fool your Teresa."

"Oh, fudge!" exclaimed Gallup. "There ain't nuth
in' on my mind. I ain't gut mind enough for that.
I'm too big a dratted fool, Teresa."

"I nevaire hear you talk that way before. Ees eet
the babee? That must be the trouble, Ephraim-you
worree about the babee."

"Thutteration I I don't believe I've thought of tlie
baby in twenty-four hours."

"00, how could you be so cruel not to theenk of
the babee?" murmured his wife. "I theenk of eet
efry hour. I hope you are not going to be seek,
Ephraim."

"Bless ye, Teresa, I couldn't get sick if I wanted
to. Jest yeou let me alone, and I'll be all right. Guess
I've gut a case of fan-tods."

"\Vhat ees them fan-tods? Ees eet the same as the
malaria I hear you say they have sometimes een the
United States?"

"Nope. The fan-tods are something like the blues.
A feller gits them when he realizes he's one of the big
gest chumps walkin' raound on two laigs."

She could get nothing more out of him, and finally
she sought her friend, Juanita Garcia, to whom she
confided her fears that Ephraim was on the verge of
a sick spell.

Gallup wandered off by himself and strolled around
the grounds, with his head down and his hands in his
pockets, occasionally muttering and growling in a dis
gusted manner.

Barney Mulloy found an opportunity to follow
Ephraim.

"Come on, Eph," he said, slipping an arm through
Gallup's, "let's you and Oi go for a warruk. :You
nade it, my bhoy-you nade it."

"If yeou'll jest take me daown to the lake ana kick
me in, I'll be much obleeged to ye, Barney," said the
Vermonter.

"It's moighty bad you're faling, Oi dunno?"
"By gum! l' oughter feel bad; :Yeou heard Frank

talking about jest sech gol dinger chumps as I be.
He made me so tarnal disgusted with myself that
I wanted to find a hole and crawl into it. The trouble
was that I didn't know where I could find a hole small
enough."

"It's a livel head Frankie has, Ephie."
"You bate your boots!"
"Whin he got through talkin' Oi was ashamed' to

think Oi'd ever even contimplated makin' a bet."
"And I was the blamed idiot that done the betting,

Barney! I thought I was kinder showin' my nerve.
Naow I know I didn't show much of anything but
foolishness. Barney, I'm married. I've gut one of
the finest little women that ever stood in shoe-leather.
And the kid-by gum! the kid's a ripper! Together
me and yeou have made a pretty good thing in that
railroad business. I was brung up on a farm in Ver
mont. It was called a pretty good farm, too. My
old man was reckoned well off in that community,
but his whole farm wasn't wuth more'n half what I've
made in the last year. It took him years of hard dig
gin' and scratchin' to git that place and clear. it of
debt. Daown in them parts a man that's wuth ten
thousand dollars is reckoned slappin' rich. They make
every cent caount there, Barney. If them folks want
anything that costs a dime and they kin git along any
way without it, they git along without it and save the
dime. That's what they call New England thrift.
My dad had to scratch gravel pretty hard to send me
to school. I helped aout some myself, but I'd never
gut my schoolin' if he hadn't pinched and saved for
me. Naow here I be, wuth more money in my own
right than he's ever been able to scratch together in
his life, and I'm jest darned fool enough to resk that
money on a game of baseball. I kinder cal'late we're
goin:. to win that game, but it's jest as Frank says-
we may lose it. If we do, where'll I be ?"

"Howld on, Ephie-howld on!" exclaimed the young
Irishman. "Tell me something, my bhoy."

"\Vhat is it?"
-"How much did yez bet on thot game?"

"If I tell ye, I want yer to promise never to say
nuthin' abaout it to Frank. If I win that bet, I'm goin'
to give every cent of my winnings to some charitable
institution. I mean it, by ginger! If I win that bet,
yeou'll never ketch me in a scrape like this ag'in if
I live to be four thousand years old."

"Thot's a good risolution to make, Ephie. Ye
know you can trust me. Oi'll say nivver a worrud
about it to Frankie. How much did yer bet?"

."Ten thousand dollars."
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.Mulloy came near faIling in his tracks. He caught
Gallup by the ann and held on to support himself.

"Tin thousand?" he· gasped. "Tin thousand dol-
lars? Ye don't mane it I"

"That's jest what I bet. Dad bim me for a fooll"
"Howly saints! It's crazy .yewere, Ephie 1"
"Call me anything yeou 'want to."
Barney was completely overcome. He realized that

Gallup had spoken the truth, and now he understood
why his old comrade had appeared so worried and
broken up.

"Oi don't blame yez for ,vearing a face a yarrud
long, Ephie,"he said. "Tell me how it happened, me
bhoy."

Gallup related the particulars. As he told how
Silen~ehad sneered and mocked, the young Irishman
began to grow warm.

"It's roight Frankie is about betting," said Mulloy;
''but divvil a bit different could Oi have done mesilf,
Ephraim. It's wake and feeble crathers we are. Gal
lup, me bhoy, Oi'm your side parthner. 'We're going
to do our bist to win that game to-morrow. But if
we lose, so help me, Oi'll nivver spake to yez again
unless ye take half the money Oi have in the \Vells·
burg Bank! Oi'll divvy with ye to me last cint. Now
do brace up, Ephraim. It's not broke ye'll be. Ye'll
have plenty av time to think what a thunderin' fool
ye've made av yersilf. But let's not cry over it now."

"I couldn't take half of your money, Barney. That
wouldn't be right. No, sir, I'll never do that."

Gallup clenched his fist and pushed it up under
Ephraim's nose.

"Ye'll take it or Oi'll knock th~ stuffin' out av yez I"
he said. "Ye'll take it or ye'll have a doctor to bind
up yer wounds. That's sittled. Come, now, let's go
back to the house and make belave we're happy. To
morrow we'll play baseball loike the divvil himsilf 1"

CHAPTER 'VIII.

AGITATION IN BLOOMFIELD.

The morning paper from VVellsburg arrived in
Bloomfield at seven o'clock. Before the coming of
Frank Merriwell to Bloomfield this morning paper
had been able to boast of barely a dozen regular sub
scribers or purchasers in the little town. Now, how
ever, things were different, and Bloomfield took fully
fifty copies of the paper each morning. The formerly
indifferent citizens had become eagerly anxious to get
the paper as soon as possible aiter its arrival each

morning in order to be posted on the county and State
news.,

The increasing circulation in Bloomfield had been
noted by the editor of the Herald, who wisely decided
to have a regular correspondent in· that town who
would furnish a daily news letter, This correspondent
had faithfully reported the reunion of Frank Merri
well's old flock and the doings of the house party at
Merry Home.

Between eight and nine o'clock each forenoon Frank
found a short period of rest from his duties at Farn
ham Hall. On the morning following the arrange
ments for the ball-game with the Rovers he jogged
into town in company with Hodge and called at the
post-office for his mail.

Something unusual seemed to be taking place at the
post-office. More than a dozen villagers were as
sembled there in two or three groups, all of them'talk
ing earnestly and some appearing decidedly e.'{cited.
Merry observed that many of them held \VeIlsburg
Heralds in tl~ir hands.

"What's up. Frank?" questioned. Hodge. "Sup~

pose the advertisement of that game to-day has kicked
up all this disturbance?"

"I can't tell," answered Merry. "Perhaps we'll find
out."

As they stepped inside they heard a tall, thin-lipped
man declaiming itia sharp, rasping voice: .

"You'll find out, neighbors, that my predictions will
come true. They're coming true already. The spirit
of frivolity and sin is running riot in this town. \Vick
edness .is rampart. Staid and respectable citizens are
losing their dignity. Good church-members are be
coming afflicted with this worldly spirit. And who's
to blame for it all-who's to blame? There's only one
man. He's created this indescribable change. The
foolish ones have regarded him as a public benefactor,
but I insist that he's doing untold harm. He brought
about the downfall of Brother Hewett, who was re
spected and revered by every one in Bloomfield for'
years. You're .afraid of him-that's what's the mat
ter. You don't dare to speak out and express yourself.
Now I'm not afraid of him. I am ready to denounce
him in public. I'm ready to denounce him to his face.
:You know who I mean. His name is-- Er, hum! '
Haw!"

"Good morning, Deacon Crabtree," said Frank, as
the speaker stammered and hemmed, having ceased
abruptly in his remarks.' "I notice that, as usual, you
are denouncing sin and wickedness. Bloomfield should
be proud of the fact that it has one man who makes
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no compromise with iniq.uity. Evidently you stand
finnly rooted on the rock 0{ righteousness!'

"Yes, sir-yes, sir, that's right," said Crabtree.
. "I'm not one of these whiffle-minded creatures who

changes his opinion every time the wind changes."
"That's a very good thing," nodded MerriweII. "I

haven't much patience with people who are so ex
tremely changeable. At the same time, it must be ad
mitted there is some truth in the saying that only
mules and fools never change their minds."

Jeremiah Crabtree turned red in the face.
"Is this a jab at me, young man?" he snapped. "Are

you personal in your remarks ?"
"I hope you won't take it as personal unless it hap

pens to hit your case, Mr. Crabtree. People seldom
care to wear clothes that do not fit them. What has
happened now that's caused all this commotion and
talk ?"

"Mebbe you haven't seen the Herald this morning."
"1 ·confess 1 haven't."
"Well, you'd better read it. If you'll look in the

second column on the first page you'll find something
about a great ten-thousand-dollar baseball-game that's
going to take place in Bloomfield to-day."

"A ten-thousand-dollar game?"
"Yes, sir. Don't you know anything about it?"
"\.yell, I'm aware that there's to l;>e a baseball-game

here this afternoon. I was not aware it was to be a
ten-thousand-dollar game."

"Well, look at that-look right there!" snapped
Crabtree, holding up the paper and pointing a long
bony finger at an .article in the second column. "No
tice the heading in big black type. Notice it says that
Frank Merriwell's own baseball team will play the
Rovers, the champion independent team of the coun
try, for ten thousand dollars."

Merry smiled.
"I think that's an exaggeration," he said. "I think

that's simply an advertising dodge, Mr. Crabtree."
"Do you mean to say you ain't made no arrange

ment to play this team for a sum of money? Do you
mean to say there ain't been no betting on the game?
This article distinctly states that one of your
friends, and a player on your team, has made a wager
of ten thousand doIIars that you'll beat the Rovers."

"I mean to say 1 know nothing whatever of such a,
wager, and I do not believe that a bet of that sort has
been made. 1 was in Wellsburg yesterday and gave
the Herald certain information to be used in adver
tising this game, but I assure you I gave them no
information concerning a wager of that sort. On the

face of it the yarn appears decidedly preposterous. I
think Bloomfield citizens are generally aware of the
fact that I am opposed to betting in any forin."

"1 know you've always claimed· you was,~'said
Crabtree, with a sneer; "but, 'cordin' to some'· e>! the
things I've heard about ye, you've· been a mIghty
sportin' young feller in your day. You've li~edpre~ty

high for a youngster, and you've haddealmgs WIth
sportin' people. They tell me you don't drink, .you
don't gamble, you don't swear, and you don't do any
of them things; but 1 fail to understand how any man
can associate with persons who do· drink and swear
and gamble without acquiring such habits himself.
Now, sir, it's a well-known fact that professional ball
players are generaIIy dissolute and disreputable. These
Rovers are professionals-they claim to be. When
you play ball against them you sott of put yourself
in their class."

"Well, not exactly, Mr. Crabtree," denied Frank.
"I presume you are aware that a number of college
baseball-teams play games early every season with
teams of the National and American Leagues. Yale
usually plays the New York Nationals in New York.
The Yale team is made up of non-professional college
men, amateurs in good standing. They do not become
professionals by engaging in a game with the New
York Nationals. I don't care to discuss this matter
with you, Mr. Crabtree. I simply give you my as
surance that I know nothing whatever of this ten
thousand-dollar wager, and I am satisfied that no such
wager has been made. The story is intended to arouse
excitement and interest, with the evident purpose of
bringing out a crowd of spectators to witness the
game." .

"Then it's a fraud and a deception I" cried Jeremiah,
flourishing the paper in his right hand and shaking his
clenched left hand in the air. "It's a falsehood~a

barefaced lie! It's an imposition on the public!
You're concerned in it, sir ! You can't get out of it!
If you don't know anything about it, you're concerned
just the same."

"1 fail to see how you make that out."
"When you made an agreement to play them pro

fessionals you knew what sort of men they were. If
they've originated this yarn for the purpose of deceiv
ing people, you're responsible because you've had deal
ings with them."

"That's rather far-fetched, Mr. Carbtree."·
"Nothing far-fetched about it."
"If I should purchase a horse of you for a hundred

dollars, and, in order to increase the apparent value of
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that horse, with the idea of selling him to some one
else, Is}1ould go around informing people I had paid
three hundred dollars, would you be responsible in
any way? Do you feel that in any manner you would
peparty to the falsehood ?"

. Rufus Applesnack had been listening to the talk, and
now he gave Crabtree a jab in the ribs.

"He's gut ye, deacon-he's gut yel" chuckled the
grocery man. "He's gut ye right where the wool is
short!"

"I fail to see it! I fail to see it!" rasped Crabtree.
"Thereain't no similarity in the two cases. My mind
is made up on the point, and I don't propose to change
it."

"Which sqrter reminds me of the mule Mr. Merri
well mentioned a few minutes ago," declared Apple
snack, as he turned away.

Frank secured his mail and was leaving the post
office, when outside the door he came face to face with
Owen Clearpath, the new parson of the village church.

"I'd like to have a word with you, Mr. Merriwell,"
said the parson; "just a word."

He drew Frank aside, while Hod&"e waited.
T'I don't see how Merry keeps his patience and tem

per in dealing with these hide-bound yokels," mut
tered Bart.

Clearpath seemed confused and ill at ease. He
hemmed a little while Merry waited quietly for him to
speak.

Suddenly the young minister began, as if forcing
himself with a great effort to say something he re
garded as decidedly disagreeable.

"You know, Mr. Merriwell," he said, "that I hold
you in the highest estimation. You know I'm con
sidered by the members of my church and the people
of this town generally as a liberal preacher. In fact,
I'm entirely t09 liberal to suit some of the church
members. You've done a splendid work for Bloom~

field, and you're doing a splendid work. I'm proud of
.you,· sir/'

"It isn't necessary to sugar-coat the pill, parson,"
smiled Frank. "Just hand it out to me, and I'll swal
low it."

"Well, you know there's been several unpleasant, .
not to say sensational, occurrences in this town of
late. I don't suppose you're to blame for everything
that has happened. I have insisted that you could not
be blamed for the unfortunate, misstep of Brother
Hewett, who was tempted to take a little more hard
cider than was really good- for him. Your detractors
have insisted that the deacon was led into this action;

through his exuberance over the arrival of your
friends. Some of them have tried to hold· you re
sponsible for Brother Hewett's temporary downfall."

"I'm very sorry the deacon did such a thing," as
serted Frank. "1 hope you've not been too harsh with
him, parson." .

"1 haven't mentioned the matter to him. I've
thought it best to overlook it, for I'm certain he feels
deeply humiliated and downcast. I know for a fact
that he's heard of it from other quarters. I've tried
to show him that my confidence is unshaken."

"vVhich I believe was a very wise course to pursue."
"Another thing that caused a great sensation was

the unfortunate death of that Mexican who broke into
your house some ten days ago. There have .been all
sorts of rumors about that affair. I'm positive· the
facts were given to the coroner's jury, who failed to
find anyone save Murillo responsible!'

"Noone could feel more disturbed over the mat
ter than I have," said Frank.

"You see your enemies are inclined to use such
matters against you, if possible. A number of per
sons have come to me this morning and shown me
an item in the vVellsburg Herala:'

"I've just seen that item," said Frank. "Let me as
sure you, parson, that so far as I have the slightest
knowledge, I'm positive there's not a word of truth
in the statement that a ten-thousand-dollar wager has
been made on the result of the baseball-game to be
played this afternoon."

Clearpath looked relieved.
"I'm glad to hear you say that," he breathed. "I

decided to ask you about it. Have I your authority to
deny the truth of that statement ?"

"You may say I gave you my w'brd that I knew
nothing whatever of the matter."

"I'll do so, sir-I'll do so. If you think the·game,
will be clean and respectable, I may decide to witness
it myself."

"It's not my intention to permit anything on Farn
ham Field that may not be witnessed by you,· by any
lady, or by any child in town. I hope to see you at
the game this afternoon, parson."

CHAPTER IX

EPHRAIM OWNS UP.

Ere leaving the village Frank called on Bill Hunker,
the constable.

"Mr. Hunker," he said,. "I need your services this
\
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afternoon. I want you at the baseball-ground, and any sort? If there's anyone present 'who knows, it's
you had better bring along five or six good husky as- up to him to speak out here Md now."
sistants. Let them all have authority as deputies. A few moments of dead silence. followed. Then
.Every man will be paid regular wages for special Ephraim Gallup, pale and agitated, pushed Bamey ,.
service." Mulloy aside and stepped forward;

"Be you lookin' for trouble?" asked Hunker. ttl guess, by gum! it's upto me, Frank," he said. "I,
"No, I'm not looking for it," smiled Frank. "I'm don't blame yeou for· thinkin' yeou didn't ha:veno

determined that there shall be no trouble. I have a friend here who was chump enough to make such a
premonition that we'll see an unusually large crowd, bet. I'm the chump."
and I'm confident the crowel 'will contain. a rough ele- "Vot vos dot?" gasped Hans Dunnerwurst. '''You
ment. It is my purpose to suppress any symptoms of don'd pelief me 1 Dit ten thousand dollars pet you,
disorder." Ephie? Mine cootness cracious sakes alife! You "lOS

ttAll right," nodded Hunker; t'I'1l be there with the a spordt I"

bo ''I'm a tarnal fooll" mumbled Gallup. "I know ie'ys. You can depend on me."
"Then you did make a bet, Ephraim?'" said Frank,

Frank was right in believing the game would bring unable to repress his feeling of dismay. "
out an astonishing number of spectators. That after- ,
noon all roads seemed to lead to Bloomfield. \Vith "Yes, I done it! I hope the ,,,hole blamed bunch
the opening of the gates an hour before the time for will kick me! I ain't goin' to make no excuses, but
the' game to begin, a stream of spectators commenced when that critter, Silence, tried to rub it into me I gut

so tar~al hot-l1eaded that I riecht up and told him I'dpouring on Farnham Field. This stream grew stead- ~ ,
iIy in volume. go him for any old figger. I didn't s'pose he'd make

it so large. Your talk abaout betting has made me
Hunker and his companions. with their badges

so all-fired disgusted with myself that I jest want to
prominently displayed, were on hand at the gates and

jump off the earth."
held the impatient crowd in check. The ticket sellers
and ticket takers were kept busy as bees, "This is bad business-bad business," muttered

The stand soon became packed to suffocation, while Frank. "Give me all the particulars, Gallup."
the temporary seats which had been erected overflowed Ephraim did so.
before either team appeared on the field. Frank had When the Vermonter had finished, Merry drew a
taken t11e precaution to have ropes stretched for the deep breath.
purpose of holding the crowel back. It was well that uYou can't afford to lose that bet, Gallup," he said.
he did so. "What are you going to do with the money if you

Thirty minutes before the hour set for the game win ?"
two large touring cars brought the Rovers onto the uDo with it? Dad bim it, I'll burn it up !"
field. They wer~ received with cheers. A party of uThat \vould be still more foolish. If you lose, you
Farnham Hall boys escorted them from the cars to will be down to bed-rock again." .
the dressing-rooms reserved for them. "Yes, I'll be jest abaout the same as busted."

In the meantime Merriwell and his players were t'Divvil a bit av it!" cried Barney Mulloy. "Gallup
making ready for the contest. When they were pre- is me owld side parthner. Av he loses, Oi'll divvy
pared to go out Frank called them around him. wid him." ~

"Boys," he said, as he looked them over, ttit's going "But he mustn't lose," said Frank. "Philanthrop-
to be a hard game, and I hope every man is prepared ists in vVellsburg are endeavoring to raise money to
to do his best. Before we go out I have a question found a hospital for consumptives. There's an ideal,
to ask. You know there's a report that a wager has location some ten miles from Wellsburg. If you ,.;rin,
been made on the result of this game. The \\Tellsburg Gallup, would you donate your winnings to the hos- .
'Herald made the statement that some one of this pita! fund ?"
team has wagered ten thousand dollars with Casper' ttYeou bet I will I" cried Ephraim eagerly. "I'll
Silence. I've regarded the yarn as preposterous. At give'em every cent of it I"
the same time, I've decided to ask you, one and all, "That's good," nodded Frank. "Now, boys, we're,
frankly and fairly, if you know anything about such going into this game to win it. If we ever played
a. wager. Do, you know anything about a. wager of ball in our lives, we're going to play' it, to-day. I
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Practise was soon over, and Merry called his team
:w..

"Oh, you're rather a stiff-necked young man, ain't
ye?" growled the big bear. "Let's understand the
ground rules before we begin. How about a wild
throw into the crowd, Merriwell?"

"Perhaps .we'd better make a rule that such a throw
will give the base-runner the privilege of advancing
one base and no more," suggested Frank.

"That's satisfactory to us," nodded Bearover. "Do
you think you can keep the crowd off the outfields?"

"1 have six officers here for the purpose of handling
this crowd. Not only will I see that the spectators do
not intrude on the outfields, but I'll guarantee that
those officers will suppress any riot or disturbance.
They' have full authority to arrest anyone who at
tempts to make trouble here to-day."

Casper Silence yawned and lighted a cigarette.
"There won't be any disturbance unless you chaps

try to steal this game," said Bearover.
"We don't have to steal games," returned Merry,

quick as a flash. "VVe can win them."
Silence smiled scornfully as he breathed forth a

whiff of ,smoke.
"That may have been your experience in the past,"

he observed, "but you're up against a different propo
sition to-day, young man."

"Will you give your batting order to our scorer?"
asked Bearover.

"You'll find our scorer sitting yonder," said Merry.
"He'll give you the batting order."

"One more point," suggested Silence. "You seem
determined to have things pretty much your own way
here. I know it's customary for the home team to
take its choice of innings. In this case it's possible
you may be able to concede a point and give us the
choice."

"Why, certainly," smiled Frank. "You may
choose."

"Then we'll let you bat first."
A few minutes later the Rovers came in, and Mer

ry's team trotted onto the field:
The scorers recorded the batting order of each team

as follows:

think and hope this experience \vill teach Gallup the
folly of betting. I shall use all the skill 1 possess in
the game, and I want you boys to back me up. We
can't lose ! We won't lose!"

Although his words were spoken in a quiet tone,
they aroused something in every listener that stirred
his blood and caused it to leap in his veins.

"That's right! that's right!" they cried. "vVe'll
win to~day!"

"Come on," said l\1erry, "we'll go out now."
As he marched onto the field, with his friends and

comrades following at his. heels, the great crowd rose
and uttered a roar of welcome.

"Batting practise, fellows," said Frank. And they
went at it at once.

Three minutes later the Rovers, in tigerish suits of
yellow and black, trotted out from their dressing
rooms.

Back of the ropes near first base a tough-looking
crowd of Vvellsburgans greeted the professionals with
a cheer.
. "Eat 'em up, McCann!" howled a husky fellow with

a broken nose. "Take some of the conceit outer this
Merriwell to-day! He's been crowing over Wellsburg
long enough!"

Merry glanced around and saw Hunker, with sev
eral of his assistants, gathering in the vicinity of this
tough crowd.

"Bill is onto-his job," muttered Frank. "If there's
any disturbance those fellows will make it."

The Rovers took the field for practise. They han
dled themselv~s like professionals, and many of their
clever catches or stops elicited exetarrlations of won
derment and applause.

Casper Silence and Basil Bearover approached
Frank. .

"Where's your umpire, Merriwell ?" demanded
Bearover.

Merry looked round and motioned to Gregory Car
ker. Carker promptly stepped forward.

"Here he is," said Frank.
t .

Bearover placed himself in front of Carker, at whom
he glowered. .

"See here, young man," he said, "we want no
monk.ey-business to-day. If you don't give us what's
coming to us, you'll get into trouble in short order.
We know how to deal with crooked umpires."

"Evidently you d~ not know how to deal with gen
tlemen," said Greg. "You'll get your due and not a
whit more. Bullying and browbeating will not give
you an advantage."

MERRIES.
Mulloy, 3d b.
Hodge, c.
Merriwell, p.
Badg~r, 2d b.
Diamond, 55.
Browning, 1st b.
Gallup, d.
Carson,1f.
Dunnerwust, rf. .

ROVERS.
McCann, 55.
Mertez, ri.
Grifford, cf.
Holmes, 1st b.
O'DaY,3db.
Clover, 2d b.
Roach, If.
Bancroft, c.
Bender,p.
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Agam the Rovers trotted onto th~ field.
Greg Carker broke open.a box and tossed out a

snow-white Spalding. Bender caught the baU vvith
one hand and promptly proceeded to soil it by rubbing
it on the grass outside the pitcher's box.

"Play ball I" called Carker clearly.

CHAPTER X.

HOLDING THE BULLIES IN CHECK.

Bender was a thin, sinewy, long-armed, hatchet
faced chap, "vho looked like an Indian. He had
"traveled in fast company" for years, but was said to
be a hard man to handle, having jumped more than
one contract and being of a sullen and revengeful dis
position.

Bancroft, the catcher, was a rather stocky individ·
ual, inclined to be a trifle too fat. The general ob
server decided him out of condition and unfit for base
ball. His position under the bat was a\vkward, and
his face wore an expression of blankness, 'which seemed
to indicate a lack of that quick wit and keen intel
ligence to be found in every exceptional baseball
player.

Nevertheless, Bang Bancroft was one of the clever
est players on the Rovers. He was a great short-arm
thrower to bases. He could bat like a fiend, and he
had a knack of coaching and steadying; a pitcher which
brought out the best there was in any slab artist who
"handed 'em up" to him.

McCann, short-stop and captain of the team, was
a fighting Irishman with a peppery temper and a
bullying disposition. This chap had a trick of bull
dozing umpires and opposing players, and he generaily
played what is commonly called "scrappy baseball."

The other members of the team took their cues
from McCann, and their aggressiveness was made ap
parent almost before the first ball was pitched over
the plate.

"Here's a mark, Bender!" cried McCann, as Mulloy
stepped out with his bat. "Eat him up!"

"Come on, Mitt," came from O'Day, "burn a few
hot ones over! Make him dizzy!"

"Get back from the plate!" rasped Bender, as Bar
ney took his position. "Get back, or you'll get hit!"

"Hit him if he crowds," came from Holmes; "but
don't kill him. You know you killed one man last
year and brol~e another man's ja\y."

"Go ahead and hit him," came from Clover. "He's
Irish, and you can't kill him."

Frank Merriwell's eyes began to gleam with a pe
culiar light and his lips tightened.

"They fancy they're up against a lot of youngsters
they can intimidate," he thought. "They mean to
frighten us at the start."

Again Bender motioned for Mulloy to move back
from the plate.

"Pitch the ball, me fri'nd-pitch the ball," said Bar
ney. "Oi'm in me box, and Oi'll shtand here."

An instant later Bender delivered the ball, delib
erately snapping a swift on~ straight at Mulloy.

Barney might have dropped to the ground and thus
avoided being hit, but, instead of doing so, he leaned
far forward, with his left shoulder advanced and his
rio-ht shoulder held well back. In this manner he es·l:>

caped being hit fairly by the ball, which glanced from
the back of his right shoulder.

"Take your base!" called Carker promptly.
Instantly there was a howl of protestation from the

crowd back of first base.
McCann made a rush at Carker.
"Call him back!" snarled the captain of the Ravel'S-.

"He didn't try to dodge that ball! He didn't try to
get out of the ,vay I"

"The pitcher hit him deliberately," said Greg calmly.
"He was threatened before the ball was pitched. Get
back into your position."

McCann placed his hands on his hips and glared at
Carker.

"\Vho are ye tellin' to git back?" he rasped. "Do
ye know who ye're talkin' to, young feller ?"

"I'm talking to you," said Greg, in the same calm
manner. "If you don't get back in your position and
play the game, I'll put you on the bench."

"'What?" shouted the Irishman. "Put me on the
bench-you put me on the bench? 1'd like to see you
do it!"

Greg pulled out his watch.
"I'll give you just thirty seconds to get into your

position and go on with this game," he said.
"If you put me on the bench, I'll take my team off

the field!" threatened McCann. ~

"And I'll forfeit the game to the home team," re
torted Carker. "Twenty seconds. You have ten sec
onds more."

McCann turned and retreated to his position, growl
ing and muttering in an ugly manner.

"Play ball, boys!" he called. "vVe can win the
game, aven if the umpire is against us I"

Basil Bearover hurried to the bench of the home
players and grasped Frank Merriwell by the shoulder.
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"Is this the kind of square deal you promised us?"
he demanded.

Merry rose, turned, and faced the man.
"What's the matter?" was his question. "You know

Mulloy was entitled to his base."
"But your umpire threatened to put one of my men

out of the game."
"He has authority to put any player out of the game.

He can't fine the men, but he can order them off the
field if they raise a disturbance and make back talk to
him. If one of my players should rush at him the

, way McCann did, I should expect him to put the man
on the bench or off the field. If he didn't do it, I'd do
it myself. You know Bender threw that ball at Mulloy
to drive him back from the plate, and you also ~now

that Mulloy was in his proper position."
"Aren't we going to have any sort of a square deal

here?" gurgled Bearover furiously.
"You're going to have as square a deal as you ever

received in all your career, but you're not going to bull·
doze the umpire or anyone else on this field."

"If we don't get what we want, we'll stop the game
in the very first inning," threatened Bearover.

"You can stop it by refusing to play," said Frank.
"You heard Carker tell McCann that he would forfeit
the game if he did such a thing. It will be all over in
short order in case you or your captain pulls the team
off the field.",

"But look at this crowd ! You'll disappoint this
crowd! You'll have to refund the gate-money!"

"Which I'll.do," said Merriwell. "I'll refund every
cent that's been taken at the gate. Did you read the
'Wellsburg Herald this morning? If so, Mr. Bear
over, I presume you saw a little item regarding a ten
thous,and-dollar bet. Now, if such a bet has been
made, and you lose this game through forfeit, you'll
likewise lose the bet. It may not cost you anything,
but it will cost Mr. Silence ten thousand dollars. I
don't think you'll take your team off the field to-day."
, Bearover was purple with anger.

"Look at that bunch of boys back of first," he di·
rected. "If you are not careful, Mr. Merriwell, they'll
waltz onto the field and wipe up the earth with you
and your team and the umpire."

"I don't think they will," said Frank. "At the pres
ent time they're being watched by six deputies, every
man of which carries a jimmy and a pair of handcuffs.
In case your tough crowd from Wellsburg attempts
to make a disturbance, the ringleaders will find them
selves in Bloomfield lockup. We've made prepara
tions for y.0u and y'our paid thugs, Mr. Bearover.'"

While this conversation was taking place Bender
had pretended to busy himself in tying a shoestring,
which he untied and retied several times before it
seemed satisfactory to him.

"If you can win this game squarely, Bearover, you'll
win it," said Frank; "but you'll never win it through
intimidation and bulldozing. Now don't bother me
any more. Better keep on your own side and let your
men play the game. They'll have to play the best game
they know if they want to win."

All this was quite unexpected by the "big bear" and
his companions. Feeling that he was up against an
unusual proposition, Bearover returned to the visitors'
bench, where Silence ,vas somewhat nervously smo
king a cigarette.

Bart Hodge was in position to strike.
Bender whipped the ball over.
Hodge let it pass.
"One strike!" announced Carker.
Bender's curve had carried the Spalding over the

outside corner.
The visiting pitcher followed this up with a sharp

drop, which came down across Bart's shoulders.
Again Bart declined to swing.
"Two strikes!" cried Carker.

. Bart did not kick. He did not even frown, although
he realized he had failed to swing at two fair balls.

.The next ball was wide. Then followed a high one.
Hodge hit the next ball and put up an infield fly,

which was easily captured by McCann.
Mulloy had promptly returned to first as soon as

he realized the ball was going to the infield.

Frank Merriwell received an ovation from the
crowd as he stepped out with a bat in his hand. He
held the bat in a position which was a signal for Mul
loy to attempt to steal on the first ball pitched.

Merry swung at the ball, but was careful not to hit
it. '

Mulloy went down to second.
Bancroft made a sharp short-arm throw. Clover

took the ball handsomely, and Mulloy was tagged as
he slid.

"Out!" announced Carker.
"Why, the kids think they can steal on ye, Mitt!"

sneered McCann, while the Rovers, with the exception
of Bender, shouted with laughter.

Two men were out, and there was a strike on Mer
riwell. Bendet tried to pull Frank with a couple of
wide ones. Failing in this, he whipped over a sharp
shoot.
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.Merry fouled it.

."Foul ball-two strikes!" came from Carker.
The tough crowd back of first howled with satis

faction.
"Strike him out, Benderl" they cried. "Show him

up!"
Bender followed with a drop, but it was a ball, and

Frank declined to swing at it.
"Three balls," said the calm, clear voice of the

umpire.
"A valk vill take you, Frankie!" cried Dunner·

wurst, from the coaching line. "He vill made you a
present to der virst pase. Yah!"

Bender pretended to kick a pebble from beneath his
re~ .

~uddenly, without any preliminary swing, he sent
over a swift straight ball.

Smash!
Merriwell nailed the Spalding on the trade-mark.

CHAPTER XI.

SUBDUING M'CANN.

Frank drove the ball out on a line and reached sec
-and base by sharp. running.

"Vale! vale! vale I" spluttered Dunnenvurst, as he
danced round like a huge fat toad. "Dot peen too
pad 1 It vos an awful surprise dot der ball dit not
make a home run vor him!"

"Naow we're started, gal ding it!" shouted Gallup
excitedly, as he pranced out to coach. "Let's keep
her a-goin', fellers I"

Ephraim was in a wildly excited condition. He
felt himself tingling and shakii1g all over. At one
moment he was hot and burning, and the next mo
ment he was cold and shivering.

Buck Badger looked dangerous to Bender. The
solid, stocky, square-shouldered \Ve~terner seemed like
a man who would hit the ball a terrible crack if he
hit it at all.

In the stand, sitting amid the ladies of Merriwell's
house party, was Winnie Badger, whose eyes gleamed
:with pride as she watched her husband.

"I hope Buck will get a hit," she murmured. "He
uSed to hit well."

"00, eet ees the strange game!" exclaimed Teresa
'Gallup. "What ees eet Ephraim ees doing now? Does
he have to hollaire so loud ?J'

I'He's a coach," explained Elsie.
etA coach?" question~d Teresa. IIWhy, the coach

ees sometheeng for a horse to pull. Eees Ephraim
sometheeng for a horse to pull?"

"He isn't just that sort of a coach," laughed Inza.
"He's out there to give Frank instructions about run
ning bases."

"001" murmured Teresa. IIDoes he know more
about the way bases to run than Frank knows?"

"Perhaps not," smiled Inza. "But you see the run
ner can't keep watch of the ball and the players while
he's running. He can't tell just what everyone is
doing if he has to pay attention to himself. A coach
can tell him what to do."

Juanita Garcia had not spoken since the beginning
of the game, but now she ventured to ask:

"\\That ees eet Senor Carkaire he play? He keep
saying: 'One ball! One strike1 Two ball 1 Two
strike!' hut he do nothing else."

"He's the umpire. He is the judge who gives the
decisions."

"Oo!" breathed Juanita. "He ees the judge! He
ees the magistrate! Then he must know everytheeng
about the game. He must know more than everyone
else. Eet ees splendeed! I am so proud of Sefior
Carkaire !"

Suddenly Winnie Badger clapped her hands, uttered
a cry of delight, and started up.

Buck had hit the ball.
A moment later 'Winnie's joy turned to dismay, for,

with a leap, O'Day thrust out his gloved left hand
and caught Badger's liner.

It was the third put-out, and Merry was left on
second.

"That's playing ball I" roared the man with the
broken nose. "Now get after Frank Merriwell, and
send him to the stable! Put the blanket on him,!
Polish him off!"

The Rovers trotted in, while the home team took the
field.

Casper Silence lighted a fresh cigarette as the play
ers in yellow and black settled down on the bench.

"Beyond question you faced the four leading batters
of that team, Bender," said the proprietor of the visi
tors. "You know now what Merriwell and Badger
can hit. If O'Day had not made a great catch, Mer-
riwell would have scored." .

1I0h, I'll get onto their style of hitting all right,"
nodded Bender. "Neither of those chaps will touch
me next time."

Bearover was speaking to McCann.
"We want to make some runs in this inning, Mike,"

he said. 1'1£ we can roll up a few tallies, it ought to
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discourage the youngsters. It's not easy to blufftheril~

but we may be able to get their tails down, and an up
hill game is 'ahardgame for any team to play. Start
us off, McCann."

The captain of the visitors walked out and hit the
first ball pitched to him, although it was fully six
inches higher than his shoulders. The hit was a sharp
drive into the field, and Carson took it on the first
bound and promptly sent it to Badger, which held Mc
Cann at first:

.Frank believed Mertez would try to bunt, and he
kept the ball high.

.Mertez fouled the first one, and a strik'~ was called.
McCann was forced to return to first after getting a

big start toward second.
.. Merry fancied he saw a signal exchanged between

the batter and the base-runner. Something, told him
McCann would try to steal.

Nevertheless, Frank appeared careless in permitting
the captain of the Rovers to get a lead off first. When
he pitched, however, Merry whistled the ball over
high and wide so that it came into Bart's hands in such
a manner that Hodge was in perfect position to throw
to second.

McCann was scooting down the line.
Bart threw to second.
Badger covered the sack, took the ball and tagged

McCann as the runner was sliding. .
It was a close play, but Buck caught McCann as

the latter's hand was fully six inches from the bag.
"Out at second!" declared Carker.
There was a hush as the runner scrambled to his

feet.
"'What?" roared McCann, rushing at Carker and

seizing him in a fury. "Did you call me out, you
chump? What do you mean?"

. He swung Greg round roughly.
Frank promptly reached for the back of McCann's

I}eck. His fingers closed there, and he sent the fellow
reeling to one side.

"Hold on, Carker," he said, as Greg started to
speak. He realized it was the umpire's intention to
put McCann out of the game.

There were indications that the crowd of toughs
contemplated rushing onto the field.

Bill Hunker sprang in front of those men and
roared:

"I'll put the irons on the first son of a gun who
ducks under that rope!"

That stopped them.
McCann was livid with fury. It seemed that he

meant to spring at Merriwell, who stood calmly facing
~m. . ..

"Hold on, you!" said Frank, shaking a finger at the
captain of the Rovers. "I want to say just one word,
and then you may come at me if you feei like it. I
kept the umpire from putting you out of the game.
You were out at second, and you know it. .If you
lift your hand against Carker during the remainder
of this game or make any insulting talk to him" I'll
back him up if he orders you off the field. Perhaps
your team can get along without you. Perhaps it will
be better off without you. Take the matter into con
sideration."

On the temporary bleachers a crowd of Farnham
Hall lads, led by Dale Sparkfair, gave a cheer for
Merry.

As this cheer died away Uncle Eb Small rose in
the stand, waved his crooked cane and shrilly cried:

"That's right, Frank-that's jest right!·· We're
here to see a game of baseball and not a fight! All
the same, if them fellers start a row, we'll back you
up to the finish! We know you're a gentleman on
the baseball-field and off it. You've gut the sympathy
of every decent man here."

"That's right! that's right I" came from all sides of
< the field.

Basil Bearover stepped out from the .bench and
called McCann's attention.

"Play ball, Mike," he said. "We can win anyhow.
Let the umpire alone."

Muttering to himself, the captain of the Rovers
walked in from the field.

Things simmered down at once. At last the visiting
players and the sympathizing crowd of thugs realized
that the sentiment of the crowd would not tolerate
such conduct as McCann's. The Merries were not
frightened by it, and Frank had prepareQ. to quell any
outbreak of ruffianism.

Toby Mertez tried hard for a hit, fouling the ball a
number of times. Finally he put up a high foul, which
Hodge gathered in.

Grifford was regarded as one of the heaviest and
surest hitters among the visitors. Nevertheless, to his
astonishment, he missed the first two balls pitched by·
Frank, although both crossed the pan; Two wide ones .
followed, and then Hodge called for the double shoot.

Merry threw his great curve for the first time that
day, and again Grifford missed.

"Three strikes-you're out!" rang forth Carker's
decision.

The first inning was over.
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CHAPTER XII.

GALLUP RISES TO THE OCCASION.

. Casper Silence succeeded in repressing his anxiety
and disappointment as inning after inning passed and
neither side secured a run.

The Rovers had fancied ere beginning the game that
It would be an easy thing to down Merriwell's team.
They had believed Frank's reputation as a pitcher to'
be exaggerated. They were confident of their batting
ability, but gradually that confidence weakened be
fore the wonderful box-work of Merriwell, v\Tho
seemed in his best form. Fortunately most of the de
cisions against the visitors were not close, and there
were few excuses for kicks had McCann and the men
been inclined to keep it up.

Ephraim Gallup could not throw off his feeling of
anxiety and nervousness, and he was thankful as the
innings passed and no opportunity came for him to dis
play what he could do in the field. At bat he was a
failure. In past days Gallup had batted well, but to
day Merriwell's wisdom in placing him far down all
the batti11g order became apparent as the Vermonter
continued to strike out. In the sixth inning Ephraim
had a chance to drive in a run, for, with two men gone,
the Merries pushed a runner round to third.

Again Ephraim struck out.
. "You voo a peach uf a hitter-I don'd ?elief !"

sneered Dunnerwurst.
"Gal dinged if I could hit a hoause!" muttered Gal

lup. "I'm jest abaout the rottenest thing that ever
swung a bat! I wish I was to hum on the farm!"

In the last of the seventh the Rovers had their op
portunity. With one man out, they landed a runner
on the third corner. The next hitt~r succeeded in lift
ing a short fly to center field.

Gallup made a wonderful run for the ball, but
muffed it, although it struck fairly in his hands.

'As Ephraim dropped the ball the runner at third
started for the plate.

Now Gallup had a reputation as a thrower. Many
a time from deep center he had cut off a man at the
plate. With remarkable quickness for one who seemed
so awkward he caught up the Spalding and lined it to
Hodge.

Had Ephraim taken more time it would have been
better for him. His anxiety caused him to throw with
too much haste, and as a result the ball passed fully
ten feet over Bart's head.

The runner scored.

Befo·re Hodge could recover the ball and return it
to the diamond the man who had hit it was safe 01i"

third.
Basil Bearover slapped Casper Silence on. ~he

shoulder.
"We've got them now!" he chuckled. "They'll .

never get a run off Beri'der t The game is ours!
You've won that ten thousand!"

"It looks that way," nodded Silence, as he produced
a fresh cigarette and lighted it. "It's a pretty good
thing for me that we have got them. I counted on
winning this game a great deal easier than this. Had
we lost, I'd been practically busted. I'm afraid the
Rovers would have been compelled to disband."

Imagine the feelings of Gallup. After making that
throw Ephraim walked round and round in a circle for
at least half a dozen times.

"That's abaout the most expensive gal darned fool
thing I ever done!" he mumbled to himself. "'Vaal,
by gum, I deserve it! Any man that's fool enough to"
bet every dollar he's gut in the world on a baseball
game oughter lose. I don't keer a rap for myself,
but Frank was right in saying I had no business to.
throwaway money that my wife and kid has a claim.
on. I guess this will teach me a lesson. I won't be
able to look Teresa in the face arter this game is
over."

He was aroused by Merry's voice calling him to
take his position and play ball.

"Better put a' baby in my place, Frank," he said
dolefully. "Any blamed fool could do better'n I'm .
doing to-day. I guess I've lost the game."

"The game isn't over yet," said Frank grimly.
"We'll play it out."

The Rovers secured no more runs in that inning.
Nevertheless, Bende~ had no difficulty in blanking

the Merries in the first of the eighth.

In the last of the eighth just three men ·faced Mer
riwell.

He struck them all out.

"It's all over I" cried Mike McCann, with a grin,
as the Rovers again took the field. "This finishes it!"

Frank was the first man up.

In spite of Bender's skill Merriwell cracked out a
clean single. '

Badger followed with a bunt that advanced Merry
to second.

Buck was thrown out at first.
Diamond tried hard for a hit, with Frank leading off

second ready to do his best to score.
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Jack finally drove a grounder into the hands of Mc
Cann, who whistled it over for a put-out

"Two gone!" shouted the captain of the Rovers.
"Only one more to git, Bender, me boy!"

A few of the disappointed spectators began to leave
the- field. -

The first two balls pitched by Bender were strikes,
Browning touching neither of them.

-Then the pitcher tried some wide ones on the big
first-baseman of the -Merries.

Bruce had a good eye, and he-let the wide ones pass.
Two balls were called.

- Bender attempted to curve one over, but missed the
plate by fully six inches.

_"Three balls!" came from Carker.
"Smash it if heputs one over I" called Frank.
Browning gripped his bat and stood ready.
The crowd was silent and breathless.
Bender tried to put a speedy ball across Bruce's

shoulders, but it was far too high.
"Four balls-take your base I" cried Carker.
"The best thing you could have done, Mitt,"

laughed McCann. "Here comes the tall jay, and he
never made a hit in his life."

-Ephraim Gallup's hands were trembling as he picked
up a bat and walked out. His legs were weak, and
there was a mist before his eyes.

"I'll never touch it I" he whispered to himself.
"There's too much depending on it I can't do it I"

As if from a great distance he seemed to hear Frank
Merriwell crying: ,

"Just a little single, Ephraim! You never failed in
a pinch in all your life I You can't fail now I"

Those words seemed to brush the mist from Gal
lup's eyes, and something like confidence crept back
into his heavy heart.

\ Nevertheless he merely fouled Bender's first shoot.
-t'One strike I)'

The next ball was far too high, but Gallup swung
at it and missed.

"Two strikes I"
"All overl all over!" whooped McCann.
The spectators in the stand and on the bleachers

were standing.
"I knowed I couldn't do it I" thought Gallup.
Once more he heard Frank calling to him.
"F~r Teresa and the baby I" cried Merriwell. "Lace

it out, Gallup! Get against it !"
For Teresa and the baby! Those words rang through

Ephraim's brain. Was it possible he was going to

prove himself a miserable failure under such circum
stances? With only himself to consider he might fail,
but he had believed himself capable of great things for
the sake of Teresa and the baby. He was capable of
great things! He knew it now, and suddenly his
hands were steady as iron. There was not the slight""
est quiver of his nerves. His eyes _were' clear, and his
face wore alook of confidence as he watched Bender.
prepare to deliver the ball.

The pitcher started the ball wide, but, with a sudden
break it took an in shoot across the plate. ,

Gallup -knew he was going to hit the ball when he
swung at it. He hit it fairly and squarely with all the
strength and skill that he possessed. It brought a wild
roar from the crowd as the Spalding went sailing out
on a line about fifteen feet from the ground.

Apparently Grifford would have little trouble in
catching the ball. He changed his position a foot or
two and prepared to take it. Just before it reached
him he made a sudden backward move and then leaped
desperately into the air, thrusting up his hand~

Instead of dropping, as Grifford had expected, the
ball held up in a marvelous manner and passed fully
two feet beyond his reach as he made that leap. It
finally touched the ground and went bounding away,
with Grifford rushing after it as fast as he could race
over the turf.

The white chalk of the base-lines seemed to spin out
beneath Gallup's feet like a thread as he literally :flew
over the ground. He heard a sound like the roaring
of many waters. It was the joyous shouting of the
great crowd as Merriwell crossed the plate and Dia
mond came speeding in from third.

Gallup did not realize that these two runs put the
Merries in the lead. He was determined to score if
possible. As he came up from second he saw Ha~s

Dunnerwurst dancing like a clown and furiously
waving his arms, while he yelled:

"Ephie, you vos a tandy! Ephie, you vas a peach t
Ephie, I luf you! Dot Score vill git you, und- don'd
nobody forg-it him! Mine cootness, dotvos der most '
peautiful home run you efer'saw in my life!"

A homer it was, for Gallup reached the pan ahean
of the ball, which Grifford had returned to the dia
mond.

Frank seized Ephraim by the hand as he came t>ver
the plate. The rest of the team rushed at the 'N'er
monter, hammering him joyously over the head and
shoulders, much to the agitation of Teresa, who feared,
her husband had done some terrible thing and that his \.
friends were beating him on that account.
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Bender looked sick and weary as Carson seized a
bat and rushed out to the plate. The pitcher delivered
an easy one, which BerlIn drove into left field. Roach
took the ball on the run, and this made the third out.
, ' Casper Silence was like a caged tiger as the Rovers
gathered at' the bench. '

"Get in here and win this game, you slobs!" he
hissed. "If you don't, this team disbands to-night!"

Against Frank Merriwell's pitching there was no
chance for them, however. As in the previous inning,
only three men faced :Merry, and all three struck out.

Gallup overtook Frank ere the excited crowd that
rushed onto the field could reach 1\1erry.

"It's ten thousand for the Consumptives' Home at
Wellsburg, by ginger!" laughed Ephraim.
, ,1'Remember your promise, Gallup," said Frank, as

he seized the Vermonter's hand. "You'll never bet
again."

"Never again!" vowed Ephraim.
Then, like Merriwel1, he was caught up by the re-

joicing spectators, who triumphantly bore these two
heroes of the game around the diamond; while they
cheered, themselves hoarse.

THE END.

The Next Number (538) Will Contain'

Dick Merriwell's Summer Team
OR.

BASEBALL IN THE BLUE HILLS.

A Bit of History-A Thrilling Night Adventure.,.-The

Sailor Spins a Yarn-Wiley's Wolf-Hens.-.:A Wond

erful Baseball Industry - Belated Ball Players.

Trouble at the Inn-Porter's Proposition-Big Marl.

Bijah Stump's Valuable Vest - Nothing, Doing.

Dick's Bad Inning-What Happened in the Ninth•

.WE receive hundreds of letters every week from readers asking if we can supply the early numbers of Tip Top
containing Frank's adventures. In every case we are obliged to reply that numbers 1 to 300 are entirely out of
print. We would like to call the attention of our readers to the fact that the Frank l\Ierriwell Stories now

being published in book form in the Medal Library are inclusive of these early numbers. The first book to appear
was No. 150 entitled "Frank :Merriwell's Schooldays." We give herewith a complete list of all stories that have been
published. in book form up to the time of writing. We will be glad to send a fine colored catalogue of the Medal'
Library which is just finea with good things for boys, upon receipt of a one-cent stamp to c~ver postage.

MEDAL LIBRARY MeDAL LIBRARY
No. No.
Iso-Frank Merriwell's Schooldays. .27I-Frank Merriwell's Chase.
I67-Frank Merriwell's Chums. 276-Frank Merriwell in: Maine.

I78-Frank Merriwe1l's, Foes. 28o-Frank Merriwell's Struggle.

I84-Frank Merriwell's Trip West.
284-Frank Merriwell's First Job.
.288-Frank Merriwell's Opportunity.

I8g-Frank Merriwell Down South. 292-Frank Merriwell's Hard Luck.,
I93-Frank Merriwell's Bravery. :zg6-Frank Merriwell's Protege.
I97-Frank Merriwell's Hunting Tour. 3oe-Frank Merriwell on the Road.
20I-Frank Merriwell in Europe. 304-Frank Merriwell's Own Company•
.2Os-Frank Merriwell at Yale. 308-Frank Merriwell's Fame.
2Q9-Frank Merriwell's Sports Afield. 3I2-Frank Merriwell's College Chums.
2I3-Frank Merriwell's Races. 3I6-Frank Merriwell's Problem.

. 2I7-Frank Merriwell's Bicycle Tour. 32o-Frank Merriwell's Fortune.
225-Frank Merriwell's Courage. 324-Frank Merriwell's New Comedian.
22S)-Frank Merriwell's Daring. 328-Frank Merriwell's Prosperity.
.233-Frank Merriwell's Athletes. 332-Frank Merriwell's Stage Hit.
237-Frank Merriwell's Skill. 336-Frank Merriwell's Great Scheme.
24o-Frank Merriwell's Champions. 34o-Frank Merriwell in England.
244-Frank Merriwell's Return to Yare. 344-FrankMerriwell on the Boulevards.
247-Frank Merriwell's Secret. 348-Frank Merriwell's Duel. '.
2SI-Fral1k Merriwell's Danger. 352-Frank Merriwe1l's Double Shot.
254-Frank Merriwell's Loyalty. 3s6-Frank Merriwell's Baseball Victories.
2s8-Frank Merriwell in Camp. 3S9-Frank Merriwell's Confidence.
262-Frank Merriwell's Vacation. 362-Frank Merriwell's Auto.
267-Frank Merriwell's Cruise. 365-Frank Merriwell's Fun.

The Prir.:e of the Merriwell Books is Ten' Cents per Copy. At all Newsdealers
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NEW YORK, June 23, 1906.

TeIUU TO TIP TOP WEEKLY MAIL SUBSCRIBERS.
(Postag-8 Free.)

Single Copies or Bac:k Number., SC.'~ach.

3 months••••••••••••••••••• ~... 62c• I"One y~a.r.· ••••.•••••••••••••••••$2.50
4 months....................... Soc. 2 copIes one year..•.•••••.•••• 4.00
6 months••••••••••••••••••.•••. $1.25 1 copy two years...••.•••..••. 4.00

Bow to Send Money-By post-oftice or express money order,
registered letter, bank check or draft, at our risk. At your own risk if sent
by currency, coin, or postage stamps in ordinary letter.

BeceJ:pts-Recelpt of your remittance is acknowledged by proper
change or number on your labeL If not correct you have not been properly
credited, and shoUld let us know at once.

ST1U3ET &: SMITH'S TIP TOP WEEKLY, 
79-89 seventh Avenue. New York City.

TIP TOP R.OLL OF HONOR.

Following the suggestion of Mr. Burt L. Standish, that appeared
in his letter to Tip Top readers in No. 480, the following loyal Tip
Toppers have won for themselves a place on our Honor Roll for their
efforts to increase the circulation of the King of Weeklies. Get in line
boys and girls and strive to have your name at the head of the list.

John L. Kartwick, 95 naple Ave., Wallington,N. J.
Hugh Ridgeway, Jr., Opelika, Ala.
John B. Beatson, 137 W. Fifth St., St. Paul, ninn.
Henry Harris, President T. T. Club, nacon, Ga.
Marie E. Collins, Gardiner, Me.
Wm. C. Brown, 112E.ChestnutSt., Goldsboro,N.C.
Chas. Engfer, 316 W. 27th St., N. Y. City.
Arthur E. Carr, 93 narianna St., Lynn, Mass.
Only a West Virginian, Martinsburg, W. Va.
H. L. Barkley, 1740 E. Chase St., Baltimore, rId.

The names of other enthusiastic Tip Toppers will be added from
time to time. Send in the result of your efforts to push the circula
tion of your favorite weekly and win a place on the Roll of Honor.

APPLAUSE.
Ow:ing to the number of letters received, the editors of Tip Top

c:annot undertake to secure their publication under six weeks. Those
who c:ontribute to this department must not expect to see- them before
that time.

I think TIP Top is one of the best-no, not one of the best
but the best weekly printed for the young American.

Chicago, Ill. A LAD FROM: THE WINDY CITY.
It is, without exception, the best weekly published.

I have read TIP Top for 'nearly four years now, and like it
better than anything I have ever read, nothing excepted.

I have read a great many back numbers, and guess, I have
read some of every part of Frank Merriwell's career.

Whenever I get to talking to anyone of my own age, I try
to find out about his choice in reading, and "if he has ever read
those Merriwell stories." Usually he has, but sometimes he do~s

not know what they are. A short time ago I struck one of the
latter,and loaned him some of my TIP Tops, and he gets it

regularly now. He is more unlucky than I, as he had read a
great deal, but did not read TIP Top until it was nine years old.
Recently I have loaned TIP Top to several men, who say that they
like it very well.

Will you send me a catalogue of your bcioks?-TIP Top in
particular. Do you publish All Shorts? Will Captain Wiley be
in the stories again? Is there a Tip Top League? How many
years will it take Dick to get through Fardale? What is Street
& Smith's oldest weekly? SAM: BANCROFT.

Pegram, Idaho.

A catalogue has been sent you. Captain Wiley is one of those
fellows who dodge about, and pop up at the most unexpected
moments. There is a Tip Top League, and every reader con
stitutes a member. It is hard to prophesy how long it will take
Dick to get through Fardale, as he doesn't know what might
come up in his life before graduating. The New York Weekly
is the oldest publication issued by Street & Smith. All Sports
is no longer published.

For the last six years I have read all kinds of books. I have
paid one dollar and fifty cents for a book, and it was not as
good as TIP Top. Every American boy and girl should read
TIP Top, for it gives us good advice. 'When we grow older, we
will then know what good TIP Top has done us.

I think every American girl should read it. for it gives them
as good advice as it does us; so, girls, get your friends to read
it. They never will miss five cents a week. Some boys and girls
would rather have five cents' worth of candy, but I would go
without my supper to get TIp Top. I have got a few girls to
read TIP Top, and now they get it every Friday. ., .

7-9 Lawton Street, New Rochelle, N. Y. ' JOHN J. SAMMIS.
What you say is true.

I have been a constant reader of Til' Top for a number of
years, and I have not been 'able to find anything to compare
with it.

I have succeeded in getting a number of my friends to read
it, and one and all praise it highly. BASIL PHILLIPS.

I64 Mangum Street, Atlanta, Ga.
TIP Top is incomparable.

I see in the Applause column that a New York lad has read
TIP Top from the tender age of two. Now, please don't mistake
me for a prodigy if I state that I have read TIP Top from No. i
to the latest issue, although my chirography may prove a bit
deceiving.

TIP Top is, indeed, "an ideal publication for the American
youth," and any boy may~ improve himself both physically and
moral;y by reading the "king of weeklies." Anyone taking Dick
or Frank for their model must certainly grow up a good, active,
and honorable American citizen. JACK SEVIER.

508 Asylum Street, Knoxville, Tenn.
Well, anyway, you like TIP Top, and value its finer qualities.

Dot book vot you publishments iss der best vot efer I seen,
aind it chess efer since they commenced to read me they like
me worse dan anyt'ing I efer saw me. Yes, no? You will haf
to excoose me for dis letter because de Englishment Language
dondt write me very veil. I vos der Dootch boy.

Atch hemmel but dot boy Tubbs tickles me, my sides nearly
bust me lafing at him. Vat wants him iss pie all der time. Tell
me if he vill coome deown here he viII gif him all der pie he
vants vor vonce in my life. I life down here vere all der thing
grow vot make pie of oudt-dere iss der peaches vat der trees
groy" on, andt der apples and der berries. By der vay black
berry pie iss foolishments aboudt me, chess I lof dem better
dan everything.

Dat all. Goodt-by. No vait. CHIMMY SCHMIDT.
Atlanta, Ga.
We would be less surprised if this letter came from Berlin

or Milwaukee-instead of Atlanta!

I have been reading TIP Top for nearly five years, and I think
it the best boys' book going. Although I am only thirteen years
old I think I am a pretty good judge. My boy friends have
de~ided to get up a club, andeall it the Tip Top Club. All of
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them like it very much, and can hardly wait for it to come out
each week.' HENRY HAlUUs, President of T. T. Club.

Macon, Ga.
You are such a little fellow, and have been a faithful 'reader so

long, we will have to put your name on the Honor Roll.

! have been a reader of the TIP Top WEEKLY for about six
years, but this is the first time I have written. I cannot say too
much in praise of it, for I think it is just fine.

R. F. D. NO.9, Gardiner, Me. MARIE E. COLLINS.
Your name will appear on the Honor Roll.

~ cannot keep still any longer, but will have to express myself.
As an interesting series of stories, I think TIP Top the undis
puted monarch. The characters are, with some exceptions, of a
high moral standard, thus rendering the literature instructive as
well as interesting. "RoBo"

Madison, Wis.
The influence of TIP Top is uplifting.

I thought it about time for me to write a few lines to tell
how much I love TIP Top, which is, indeed, king of all weeklies.
My parents won't allow me to read any others. I've been reading
them for three years. AL HOUSMAN, JR.

Brooklyn, N. Y.
Your parents show wisdom in confining your reading to TIP

Top.

Having read TIP Top from No. I to the present number, I
truthfully can proclaim it the king of all weeklies. I have read
a great number of weeklies, and I know TIP Top leads them all.

107 Atlantic Street, Jersey City, N. J. J. H. B.
TIP Top leads them all.

Being an enthusiastic reader of 'dear TIP Top for five years, I
take the liberty of expressing my views on the king of weeklies. I
think that all of the cheap imitations that are now circulated are
pure trash. I like Dick and his friends, but Frank is .my idol.

16 East I26th Street, New York City. HAlmY FUlU.ONG.
May you read TIP Top five years longer.

After having read the king of weeklies seven years, I think
it is again time for me to express my appreciation of the many
pleasant hours it has afforded me. I like Dick very much, but
he can never take the place of Frank with me. The only fault
I have to find with Frank is he got married too soon. I buy
seven or eight books weekly, but TIP Top is always first. I am
exchanging souvenir post-cards, and have already sent off thirty
or forty, but have never received more than a dozen back. I
think this is acting mighty cheap, as post-cards only cost two
for five cents. I hope those to whom I have sent cards will read
this letter, and be reminded of it. WM. C. BROWN.

II2 E. Chestnut Street, Goldsboro, N. C.
You deserve to have your name on the Honor Roll.

I have been a constant reader of this famous weekly for over
seven years, and, of all the books I have ever read, TIP Top has
them all beaten a mile.

I have already written twice, this being the third time. I have
induced about eight of my friends to read TIP Top, and they like
it very well. I like every character in TIP Top, especially Frank
and Dick. CHARLES ENGFER.

316 West 27th Street, New York City.
Watch for your name on the Honor Roll.

I think Frank is the true type of an American boy. I have
read all the Medal Library books of Frank. They don't come
fast enough for me. JACK CANUCK, JR.

Toronto, Canada.
Frank represents the best in the young men of to-day.

As I have read the TIP Top WEEKLY for about one year, I like
it very much. Why doesn't Frank Merriwel! take a little trip to
our beautiful island. I am very much surprised at Captam

!Wiley for playing against Frank. Of all the bunco, I like Frank
first, Jack Diamond second, Bart Hodge, and Bruce Browning.
Of the girls, I like Elsie for Frank, Inza for Bart, and June for
Dick. I wish you had somebody to represent our dear, beautiful
island. I tell you we did a little in the Spanish War.

Havana, Cuba. AN ADMIRER OF TED SMART.
Perhaps later on the author will introduce a Cuban character

in his stories.

I thought I would just write a few lines to tell you how much
I appreciate your glorious weekly. Having read nearly all of the
TIP Top series, I think I am in a position to say that each num
ber is more .intertlting than the last. I especially enjoy your
hockey stories. They are the best out. E. GARDINER.

Montreal, P. Q., Canada. '
Those hockey stories were great!

Would like to contribute a mite of applause from the good old
shoe city of Lynn for that grand old daddy of all five-cent litera
ture, TIP Top WEEKLY. It has been crowned with the golden
·crown of king, so it is not in my quota to sing any praise for it
that has not already been sung, but I can say that I have read
every issue, and, further than that, I have got every copy from
No. I to this issue, and in good condition at that.

I have also nearly a duplicate file-over three hundred dupli
cate copies, so, if any readers would like back numbers, I can
supply them. Send list of what numbers you need.

TIP Top is the only weekly I have any interest in, or ever will,
so, with my very best wishes for the health and happiness of
Mr. and Mrs. Frank Merriwell, I will close. ARTHUR E. CARR.

93 Marianna Street, Lynn, Mass.
Readers, if you want back numbers, here's your chance. Your

name will appear on \he Honor Roll.

Well, as I have just this year gotten acquainte'd with the TIP
Top, and in a curious way, I feel that I must drop you a few
lines to tell you about it.

One afternoon I went to call on a young lady whom I had met
a week previous. When I arrived at her home, she answered the
door and took me to the library. On the desk was a paper
bound book, with a page turned at the corner. My friend ob
served me looking at the book several times, and at last she
picked it up and said: "This is a TIP Top, and I like it very
much; do you ever read them?' They are published weekly." I
told her I had never seen or heard of one before. She laughed
at me, and pointed to a corner shelf in the room, and there was
a stack of at least two hundred. She said she had read them
all. She told me quite a bit concerning the story, and together
we read the one she had been reading. I became so interested
in the story, and so in love with the characters, and thought the
"Applause" just too grand, that, when I was leaving, my friend
loaned me a few copies.

I expect to be a future reader of the TIP Top.
Martinsburg, W. Va. "ONLY A WEST VIRGINIAN."
Another girl admirer of the famous TIP Top WEEKLY. We

take delight in putting your name on the Honor Roll.

One day about a month ago my brother brought home a Frank
Merriwell. I didn't look at it for awhile, but after I did look at
it I started to read it, and got so interested that they could not
get me to supp.er until I had finished it. After awhile I asked
my brother if he was going to bring home any more; he said he
was, so I kept on reading them, and at last was bound I was
going to write to you and tell you what I thought about them.

I think they are about the best I ever read. I have read a lot
of first-class weeklies. The only thing is, I can't get them quick
enough. GoRDON ]dCGREGOR.

Kincardine, Ont., Canada.

You have become a loyal Tip Topper in a short time.

I have been a reader of the TIP Top WEEKLY for about a
year, and, not seeing any letters from our city during that time,
I will endeavor to write for the first time, and let the other
readers know that Maple City is not behind the times in reading
TIP T?p, if she is slow in writing..

r thmk Frank and Dick are just simply grand and as for
Brad B., I cannot find words in which ·to describe 'him, 'as he is
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so perfect, and has quite won my heart already by his frank
ness and outspoken ways. All of the characters are so true that
a person can imagine everything is taking place, and they are
right there with Frank, and Dick, and their chums, amid all their
trials and victories.

I am very glad that Frank chose Inza for his wife, as I was
always in favor of her, and I hope, when Dick goes to make his
choice for a life companion, it will be Doris, as she is one among
thousands.

I hope, if I ever go to Missouri, that I will have the honor
of meeting Mr. James Stretcher, as he has the reputation of
seeing things most wonderful, and spends so much of his precious
time in relating them to his chums.

Monmouth, III. A GRAy-EYED NORTHERN GIRL.
A chatty letter about TIE' Top that will be read with interest by

Tip Toppers.

Some time ago I used to read TIP Top WEEKLY, a friend in
Canada sending it to me every week. I have often longed to
once more peruse its most interesting pages, and bethought my
self of this plan: If any reader sends me any number after No.
380. I will return him some post-cards of this place. I would
also like to exchange cards, and correspond with American read-
ers. G. A. ENGELA.

General P.O., Klerksdorp, Transvaal,South Africa.
This letter from far-away Africa shows that TIP Top is read

everywhere.

I have been a constant reader of TIP Top for about four
years, and think it is fine.

I have read the works -of a large llumber of authors, but I
prefer Mr. Standish's writings above all the others.

Scranton, Pa. HELEN CULLEN.
:Mr. Standish's works are popular throughout the English

reading world.

I have read TIP Top for about three years, and think it is tne
best ever. All the characters are drawn perfectly, and none are
exaggerated, not even the heroes, Frank and Dick, as is the case
with the majority of characters in other weeklies.

Although a Canadian, I feel proud of TIP Top, and am pleased
to see so many Canadians are beginning to read it. There is not
the slightest race prejudice in it.

If there is any magazine published that can nearly equal TIP
Top, I would like to see it. NORMAN SHERWOOD.

Chatham, Ont., Canada.
We have sent you a catalogue. We do not know of any library

as good as TIP Top.

i have read TIP Top from No. I to the present number, and
intend to read them again, but, at the same time, desire to keep
them. Now, I have this suggestion to make to you. It is that
you publish them in bound-book form, like you do in the Medal
Library, only bound in cloth binding. If you would do this, I am
sure that most all of the readers would buy them. I myself will
subscribe for a complete set, as I desire to add them to my
library of other boys' books, like Henty and Alger. But none of
them can compare with TIP Top WEEKLY.

Send a catalogue of TIP Top. . H. L. BARKLEY~
1740 E. Chase Street, Baltimore, Md.
A catalogue has been mailed to you. Your name has been put

all the Honor Roll.

r have read TIP Top for a number of years, and will never
tire of it, r am sure. It is the best weekly published.

Frank and Pick are my favorites.
Hal Darrell is fine. Bart is the best friend Frank ever had.

I hope he soon marries Elsie. I wish the old flock would come
together again. .

How are they all getting along? WALTER COLL.
3628 Lancaster Avenue, West Philadelphia, Pa.
The whole flock is getting along nicely, thank you.

I have read the TIP Top WEEKLY for a little over four years,
and have always enjoyed it, but r regret that I did not start
earlier.

I think the Tm Top is the best five-cent weekly published; in

fact, it is equal to any twenty-five cent novel rever read. The
author has a way, all of his own, of giving life to his characters.
They seem natural and friendly, not formal and stiff, as in most
books.

I am a perfect crank on athletics, so, therefore, I think that
is one reason for me liking TIP Top so well. It is a book that
is fit for anyone to read, girl or boy; no language in it that is
embarrassing for even the most refined person to read. It has a
greater sale in Forsyth than any other five-cent book, and I
ought to know. I spend most of my time at the book-store.

Forsyth, Ga C. F. STUART.
You are very enthusiastic over TIP Top, and have good reason

to be.

I have· never written before to the Applause column, and, as
I have never seen any letters from our town, I have determined
to write. I think TIP Top is the best of weeklies. I get TIP Top
and another book every week, but I always read TIP Top first,
because it is the best. I like Frank and Dick best. I think Dick
will marry June. RAy ABEL.

Wrightsville, Pa.
Write to us again.

I have been a reader of the TIP Top WEEKLY for over four
y~ars, and this is the first time I have written. I thought I
,~uld let you know what I think of the TIP Top WEEKLY. .

I can hardly wait for it to come each week, and, not seeing
any letters from Rhode Island, I thought I would let you know
that we are still alive. I hope the TIP Top will always continue
its stories, as it is the best weekly published. E. L. Buy.

East Greenwich, R. r.
All our readers want TIP Top to continue forever.

r have been reading TIP Top WEEKLY for several years, and
have quite a collection. In my opinion, it is the v\.ry best weekly
ever published, and I shall probably continue to read it until it
ceases to be published. HARRY F. ZAHN.

307 Herkimer Street, Buffalo, N. Y.
The longer you read TIP Top, the more you will want to read

it.

I have beell reading TIP Top for several years, and have
thought of writing several times, but have not done so.

I admire all the characters for what they are, and think they
are true-blue.

I think TIP Top is the best ever, and I raise my hat to it and
its excellent author. It is like losing a tooth to miss a single
copy. C. F. BULLARD.

Helper, Utah.
Your simile is unique.

I have been a constant reader of TIP Top. for a number of
years, and wish -to say just a word in praise. TIP Top, I sup
pose, was intended for the young, but I happen to know quite a
number of old boys and girls who are waiting anxiously for the
next number. Burt L. Standish as an author is much like the
Merries as baseball pitchers-he uses such a change of base that
his stories never get monotonous, while his characters are all
true to life. Some of them, of course, we do not like, but they
are a necessary evil. and without them the stories would become
dry and insipid. So· here's to Street & Smith and Burt L.
Standish. M. C. BURROUGHS.

R F. D. No. so, Burlington, Pa.
There is a large number of adults who read TIP Top as regu

larly as the young people.

TIP ToJ:' is by far the finest of five-cent weeklies. Frank and
Dick are examples any boy could well follow after. That is one
of the reasons I like TIP Top so well. Another is that the girls
are so fine. June is the girl for Dick. The school life in TIP
Top gives an excellent idea what a school like that is. Burt L.
Standish certainly knows how to describe football and baseball
games to perfection, which gives TIP Top another high feature.

1314 Albemarle Road, Brooklyn. JEROME P. BtJIlR.
You get many hours of excellent reading in the Tue ;I'Ol'A
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PROF. FOURMEN: Having been a reader of the TIP Top, I take
the liberty to write to you. My measurements are: Age,. 14
years; weight, 110 pounds; chest, normal, 27 inches; expanded,
32 inches; biceps, 10 inches; neck, 13 inches; wrist, 6 inches;
arms, II inches; expanded, 13 inches; calves, 14 inches; thighs,
20 inches; waist, 32 inches. How are my measurements? Wh*
are my weak points? I have a few curves, and like to pitCh
ball. What could I do to learn more? E. J. C.

Genesee, Pa.
To learn more about pitching, send to A. G. Spalding & Co.,

New York, for their handbook on the subject. It contains many
valuable hints.

PROF. FOURMEN: Being a reader of TIP Top, I take the pleasure
of asking you a few questions. I have never trained for any
athletic work except to take a long run now and then. My
record for one mile is 7 minutes 51 seconds. My measurements,
are: Age, 13 years 6 months; height, 5 feet 6y,; inches; weight,
IIO pounds; chest, normal, 30 inches; expanded, 33 inches; neck,
13 inches; biceps, IO~ inches; waist, 28 inches; thighs, 18 inches;
calves, 13 inches; ankles, 9 inches. My present records are:
100 yards, I4y,; seconds; running high jump, 4 feet; running
broad jump, 13 feet I inch. Are these records good for a boy?
Do you think I would become much of an athlete? I neither
smoke nor drink. Does sleeping on a feather-bed have any
effect on a growing boy? J. R. M.

Guthrie, Okla.
Your records are good for a boy of your age. With proper

training you might, in time, become an athlete. Always sleep on
a hard mattress. A feather-bed is not good for anybody, whether
a growing boy or an adult, to sleep upon.

PROF. FOURMEN: Being a reader of the TIP Top WEEKLY, r
take the liberty of telling you about my physical condition, and
of asking your advice. I am 18 years old, my height is 5 feet
7 inches, and my weight is II9 pounds. I am thin and weak. I
am round-shouldered, and I have no strength. Neck, I3y,;
inches; waist,·25 inches; chest, 31 inches; expanded, 34 inches;
biceps, 8~ inches; flexed, IOJ4 inches; forearm, 9 inches; thigh,
18 inches; calves, II% inches. How may I become healthy and
strong, and' gain flesh? I would like to know what to eat, and
what to avoid, and what exercises I should take. I work from
6:30 A. M. till 12 A. M., and I P. M. on till 6 P. M., in a silk-
mill, and I stand from morning till night O. J. M.

Putnam, Conn.
You need fattening l1p. tonsult recent back numbers, and you

will see what I have advised in regard to diet designed for that
purpose. Get a pair of Indian clubs and dumb-bells, exercise
with these ten minutes before breakfast, then sponge the body
with tepid water. Get in the open air as much as possible. Take
long walks Sundays, and after you leave the factory for the day.

PROF. FOURMEN: As I have been a reader of the TIP Top
WEEKLY for the last three years, I would like your opinion of
my measurements: Age, 17 years; height, S feet 9 inches; neck,

13% inches; across shoulders, 19 inches; chest, 36 inches; ex
panded, 38 inches; waist, 30 inches; left bicep, II~ inches; right
bicep 12 inches; left forearm, IOJ4 inches; right forearm, lOy,;
inch;s; wrists, 7 inches; thighs, Igy,; inches; calves, I3~4 inches;
weight ·138 pounds. Does milking a cow benefit any muscles of
the ar~s? I haul coal; is this enough exercise to make my
biceps large? A. O. G.

Pittsburg, Kan.
You should take a general course of gymnastics. :Milking a

cow is not only beneficial to the muscles in your wrists, but
it is also good for the cow. Hauling coal is sometimes equal to
a whole gymnasium. Do not let me persuade you from indulging
in such commendable exercises such as you have enumerated.

PROF. FOURMEN: Please answer a few questions for me: What
exercise is best for me while training for a wrestling-match?
My daily regimen is as follows: Fifteen minutes in the morning
with a ten-pound weight, a mile run, and several short sprints;
skate about an hour nearly every night; exercise half an hour
with a ten-pound weight, and half an hour with bending and
twisting exercises; box and wrestle with the boys; practise
jumping, and tumbling, and .rowing, deep breathing, and chin
the bar fifty times daily. Is that too much for a I6-year-old boy
weighing 100 pounds? LEE ROBINSON.

Petersburg, Va.
It is not necessary to suggest any more exercises for you. The

wonder is how a boy so light can survive such strenuous work.
If you do not feel any ill effects, probably no harm will result.

PROF. FOURMEN: Having read TIP Top quite a bit, and having
sent for quite a few back numbers and a few out of the Medal
Library, I take the liberty of asking you a few questions. I
wrote before, but the questions were not answered in the TIP
Top, as I did not give enough measurements, but I hope these
measurements will be answered. They are as follows: Age, 18
years; weight, 145 pounds; height, 5 feet 8 inches; neck, 15
inches; biceps, II inches; thighs, 2Iy,; inches; calves, I3y,; inches;
waist, 30 inches; chest, normal, 36 inches; expanded, 38 inches.
I. What are my weak points, and how could I develop them?
2. Could I become an all-round athlete? 3. I am practising
ground tumbling-is it good for me? 4- When I get talking, it
seems as if my breath gets caught ERNEST KNOLL, JR.

Gretna, Neb.
Your biceps should be enlarged. Your weight is just right,

while the circumference of the neck comes up to the standard
exactly. Calves and thighs could be larger. Use chest weights
to develop your expansion. With proper training you might be-
come an all-round athlete. Ground tumbling is fine exercise.'
Horace Butterworth, an instructor in gymnastics at the University
of Chicago, has just published a volume on lCTumhling," that
contains a number of excellent hints.

PROF. FomMEN: Being a constant reader of TIP Top WEEKLY,
I take the liberty of asking you a few questions. I am 18 years
old, 5 feet 394 inches tall, and weigh 104 pounds. What kind of
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play football and baseball, and can run fairly well. My pole-
vault record is 7 feet 3~ inches. L. F. C.

605 37th Street, Oakland, Cal.
Train to take on weight, and you will develop throughout. A

boy of your age should not feel that he is irreparably deficient,
because nature has only just started to work him into shape.

PROF. FOURMEN: Having been a reader of TIP Top for several
years, I would like to take the liberty of asking a few questions.
Here are my measurements: I am IS years old, 5 feet high,
and weigh 100 pounds; chest, normal, 29 inches; expanded, 31
inches; neck, 12 inches; calves, II0 inches; thigh, 17 inches;
ankles, 80 inches; right wrist, 60 inches; left wrist, 6;~ inches;
right biceps, 8 inches; left biceps, 8 inches; right biceps, arm
drawn up, 90 inches; left biceps, arm drawn up, 9~ inches.
I. What can I do to increase my weight? 2. Is there anything
I can do to increase my height? . 3.. Is it better to run for one
or two hundred yards at top speed, or to trot along for a mile or
two? 4- How do my measurements compare with other boys of
my age? CHAS. M. PETERS.

Leavenworth, Kan.

1. Join the local Y. 1\:1. C. A., and take a thorough course ill
gymnastics, and eat fattening foods. 2 •. NO.3. If you 'run
merely' for the exercise, it is better to jog along over a long
course. 4. Very well.

exercise should I take to increase my weight and height? Does
chewing tobacco do more harm than smoking? How much
should I weigh for my age? J. B. Y.

Winooski, ..,.Yt:.,
You otlght to weigh in the neighborhood of 121 pounds. The

only hope for the short man who wants to become taller is to
work in a gymnasium, take outdoor exercise, eat plenty of fat
tening food, and trust to Dame Nature's granting his desire.
There. would be no perceptible growth for some time, should
there be any at all. Chewing is more harmful than smoking,
but both are injurious.

PROF. FOURMEN: Being an ardent admirer of your weekly, I
take the liberty of asking you a question. Last season while
playing football I nearly threw my hip out of joint; the next
night I was running with the ball, and it became worse, until
about five minutes later, when I was leaping after a ball, it
seemed as though I had really dislocated it. If I try to put my
leg over the horse in the gymnasium, I have to lift it to get it
over. That is the left leg. Could you tell me anything that
would rilake if strong? 'WILLIAM BENTLEY.

Hamilton, Onto
Give yourself a rest. You did wrong in continuing to play

after meeting. with such an accident. Stay away from the gym
nasium for awhile, and avoid violent exercise. Massage the hip
gently three times a day. UGOLDEN H 0 URS.u

PROF. FPURMEN: I have read a great many of your weeklies,
and I take the liberty of asking you a few questions. My meas
tu'ements areas follows: Age, 14 years; height,s feet 60 inches;
weight,' 1220 pounds; chest, normal, 32~ inches; expanded,
34 1-16 inches; neck, 130 inches; biceps, II% inches; wrist, 70
inches; thigh, I9~ inches; calf, 130 inches; ankle, 10 inches. I

Boys, have you any old numbers of Golden Hours?
Will pay liberally for Nos. I to 27 to complete my ,files.

If you have any of these numbers, write me.
Address WILLIAMS, Station "0," Box 24, New York City.

liP TOP BASEBALL TOURNAMENT IS NOW OPEN.
The two teams which, at the end of the season, have the highest average-the members of which

play the greatest number of games, score the most nms and have lost the least number of games, will be
declared the winners. Of the two winning teams, the one having the higher average will be declared the
TIP TOP CHAMPIONSHIP TEAM OF THE ALL-AMERICAN BASEBALL TOURNAMENT FOR 1906,

.. and will receive a large pennant bearing the above device. Each winning team .will receive a full equipment
forninemembers, consisting oftrousers, shirt, stockings, shoesand cap. Isthisnotworth working for, boys?

DON'T FAIL TO SEND IN YOUR COUPON AT ONCE.
No aotlce takea of any score aot catered OD this coupon. Collpons mat be properly made out. One coapon for each game.

TIP TOP BASEBALL TOURNAMENT COUPON.
NAMB OF TBAM••••••••••••••••••••••••••••TOWlV••••••••••••••••••STAre••••••••••••••••••OPPONBNT'S NAMB••••••••••••••••••••••••••••

N.A.MllS 01' TIlAU. POSlTION.

••••• ••••••• •••••• ••••••• ••••••••••• •••••••••••• •••••••••••• •••••• •••••• PUcher ••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••
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A GRAND IDEA
~ old po~ular favorite, Frank MetriweU, has signalized his triumphant retum to the pages

of TIP TOP, beginning with No. 5t2, by opening a novel .

SCHOOL OF
ATHLETIC DEVELOPMENT

where he has put into practice some clever schemes long entertained,. with the idea of building up
the constitut~ons of backward lads. Here, there has naturally opened up a glorious opportunity
fot meeting new characters; while the strange adventures and thrilling situations connected with
up-to-date American sports are handled as only Frank MerriweII knows how.

The famous TIP TOP promises great things from this time.on to its world-wide circle of
admirerSt and with this novel field open to such a talented pen, you may rest assured, boySt Butt
L Standish will spread such a feast before you as has never befote been dteamed of.

Tell all your young friends that Ftank has come back to his own, better equipped than
ever to arouse the intetest and enthusiam of his vast army of boy admirers. Consult the catalogue
below fot titles. .

512-Frank Merriwell's New Idea; or, The American School of Athletic
Development.

513-Frank M:erriwell's Trouble; art Enemies of the School.
514--Frank Merriwell's Pupils; or, The Wizards of Water Polo.
51S-Dick Merriwell's Satisfaction: or, Hot Work at Indoor Baseball.
516-Dick Merriwe11's Discernment; or, The Heroism o£a Coward.
517-Dick Merriwel1's Friendly Hand; or, The Boy Who Was Saved.
518-Frank Merriwell's New Boy; or, The Folly of Dale Sparkfair.
519-Frank Merriwell's Mode; or, Winning the Confidence of a Wild Lad.
520-Frank Merriwellts Aids; or, "The Secret Order of Scalp Lifters."
52J-Dick Merriwell's Visit; ort Hot Times at Farnham Hall.
522-Dick Merrlwell's Retaliation; or, Fardale Against Farnham Hall.
523-Dick Merriwell's Rival; or, Dale Sparkfair at FardaIe.
524--Frank Merriwell's Young Crew; or, The Mystery of the Boat House.
525-Frank: Merriwell's Fast Nine; or, Champions of the County.
526-Frank: Merriwell's Athletic Field; or, The Great Meet at Bloomfield.
527-Dick Merriwell's Reprisal; or, The ClasQ of the Champions.
528-Dick Merriwell Dared; or, The Grapple atWellsburg. ....

Price. Five Cents..
"OS" sale b7 all newsdealers. or sent postpaid b7 the publishers

upon receipt of price.

STREET ~ SMITH,

.-

Publishers, NEW YORK
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Price. Five Cents.
For sale by all newsdealers, or sent postpaid by the publishers

upon receipt of price.
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