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With his hands still clinched and his eyes blazing, Dick surveyed the four rascals, who now realized-if they
realized anything-that they had met their master. Brad Buckhart had followed Dick

into the cedars and arrived at this juncture.
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CHAPTER T.
ARLINGTON'S VISITORS,.

Hesitatingly· Marsh knocked at Arlington's door.
"Come in," called Chester, knowing at once,by the

sound of the rap that it was not an inspector. N~}J.er

theless, he was surprised to see Marsh.

"Good-morning, Arlington," said Hec.
"Mr. Arlington, if you please," retorted Chester,

promptly, although Marsh was a member of his class.

"Er-er-excuse me! I mean Mr. Arlington."

His mariner was very humble, and something about
his appearance &eemed to indicate that he was in trouble
of some sort.

"It's well enough not to forget such little things,"
said Chet, stiffly. "What do you want? I am study
ing."

"I dop't.want to bother you, but--"
"You are ! You were not invited to come here,. and

your common sense, if you have any, should tell you
that you are hardly welcome."

"Now don't treat a fellow that way!" half whined.
Hector~ in a pleading manner. "Vie have been friends."

Arlington snapped his· fingers and laughed shortly.
"That, for such friendship!" he cried. "You're quite

.mistaken, sir. You and I have never been friends."
"But-but, at least, you pretended we were."
Arlington shrugged his. shoulders.
"There may have been such a time," he confessed;

"but that was before I knew you as well as I do now~"

"Before you knew me," retorted Rec, somewhat
resentfully. "I don't think I knew you very well..
But I didn't come here to quarrel."

"If you did you made a big mistake, for you are.
not worth quarreling with. Plainly, you annoy me
by your intrusion here."

Marsh flushed but did not give way to an outburstof
temQer. He felt that he could not afford to do this;.
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"I'll not annoy you long," he said. "It's plain you
have forgotten any favors I have done you in the
past."

"Favors!" sneered Chester. "Few favors you've
ever done me. The shoe is on the other foot, sir. It
strikes me you've forgotten some small change you

., borrowed at various times and failed to repay. I've
a little account against you, which I should like to see
you settle."

"You told me that was alI right. You told me to
forget it."

"It's plain you took me at my word. Very welI; I
consider it a cheap way of getting rid of you. You
have set your own price and I have paid it."

At this the hot blood rose into Hector's cheeks until
they were almost purple.

"Don't talk about a price I" he exclaimed. "You
were eager enough to let me have a little money when
you thought you could use me to advantage."

"Then you acknowledge you sold yourself? You
acknowledge that you're a pretty cheap fellow?"

"How about you? Are you such a mighty high and
lofty chap yourself? It strikes me that you haven't

. such a very good name here."
Instantly Arlington was on his feet.
"Another word of that," he snarled, "and 1'11 kick

you into the corridor!"
The glare in Arlington's eyes caused his visitor to

retreat a step,· and the color receded, leaving Marsh
rather pale.

"Now, don't fly into the air that way, Mr. Arling
ton/' he pleaded. "I thought we were not going to
quarrel. You know I've done you many favors. You
know that when you were trying your best to down
Dick Merrhvel~ I stood by you. I stood by you after
almost every other fellow quit you. Have you for
gotten this? You know that I know many things about
you you wouldn't care to have told."

"Which is practically a threat," retorted Chet, with
the same contemptuous air. "The time has passed,
Marsh, when your threats affect me. You can't disturb
me even though you propose to tattle to Merriwell.
Merriwell, himself, knows that I was a good, stiff en
emy and a hard fighter. If he is willing to let the past
drop, there is no one here at the academy who can
cause me the slightest anxiety. But what the dickens
do you want, anyway? Why did you come sneaking
in here? I hope you were 110t seen, for I do not care
to have the name of associating with you."

Marsh gulped down a lump in his throat, and, even
though inwardly he was boiling with rage, he man
aged to assume once more a very humble air.

"I had to go to somebody," he faltered, huskily.
"I'm in a bad situation, Arlington-I mean, Mr. Arling
ton. Just because I stuck by you I have mighty few
friends here at the school. You ought to think of
that. If I'd never had anything to do with you there
would be plenty of fellows I could .turn to now fora
little lift."

"So you've come here looking for a favor?" ques
tioned Chet.· "You're silly to expect it. When I got
through with you I was done with you for good. I
have promised myself to have no further dealings with
you, and so you can see that you have come to the
wrong chap. That settles it. Don't bother me further."

For all of Arlington's words, Marsh declined to be
dismissed in such a manner.

"You don't know what it means to me!" he ex
claimed. "I tell you I am in a bad scrape. I've been

. running up some bills in town, and now I must pay
them. One man I owe has kept dunning me, and yes
terday he threatened to send the account to my father.
If he does ·that I'll get it in the neck, for the old
man will be furious. He thinks he lets me have enough
money, and it will just make him seethe to learn that
I've contracted debts."

"This is nothing to me," asserted Chet, sitting down
and picking up his book.

"Perhaps the old man wiII take me out of school
when he finds out."

"\iVhich will be a good thing for the schooL"
"What if Dick Merriwell had thought 50 about you?

Why, some of the fellows are laughing and saying
you're going to take him as a pattern now~ If that
is true, you will have to show a little generosity your
self."

Arlington slammed the book down upon the table.
"What in blazes do I care about their talk!" he

snapped. "Let them say anything they like. I am not
taking anyone for a pattern. What have you done
with the money your aIel man sent you?"

"\VelI, I've used it."

"Used it-how?"
"Oh, in different ways. You know I sometimes play

cards."

"That's it. You've been gambling. and, having lost
your money in th~t manner, you come crawling around
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me for a loan. Why are you chump enough to play
poker?"

"I don't think you're just the fellow to give anyone
a call-down for _that," said Hector. "You play qcca-
sionally yourself." .

"I can afford to. Any chap who can't afford to lose
is _a lobster if he gambles. It always makes me sick
when some poor chap loses a few dollars and then
whines about it. Take my advice, Marsh, and quit
cards."

"Then, give me a chance. Give me a show to pay my
debts. Do that much for a fellow who has done many
things for you."

"Bah ! You wouldn't quit! I tell you I'll not let
you have a cent. That settles it. Clear out!"

"All right!" cried Marsh, with sudden fierceness.
"I'll go! It's just about what I might have expected
from you! But I've got to have money, and I'll get it,
somehow--I'll get it, somehow!"

As Hector made this speech the door opened behind
him and Arlington rose in consternation on beholding
the person who stood in the doorway, for that person
was his mother. He knew she must have heard the
final words of Hector Marsh.

"Mother!" he breathed.
Marsh turned and saw the woman. As she walked

into the room she seemed to survey hinl curiously.
"Who is this boy, Chester?" she asked. "Is he one

of your friends?"
Before Arlington could reply the other boy ex

claimed:
"Yes, Mrs. Arlington; I've been one of his best

friends here at the school. He knows it! He can't
deny it! I've stood by him when Merriwell and al
most everybody else was against him. But now he
throws me down. It's all right! Perhaps my turn will
come."

Saying which, Hector suddenly rushed from the
. room, slamming the door behind him.

"I am sorry, mother," said Chester, apologetically.
"I am sorry you should find such a cheap chap here; but
I assure you that he intruded without being welc.ome."

Mrs. Arlington sank upon a chair and surveyed her
son in a manner that gave him a chilly sensation. In
her eyes there was a peculiar glitter which he had ob
served once or twice before when she had been aroused
to a pitch of ~nger that seemed to rob her of reason and
judgment.Nevertheless. beyond this glittering gleilm
there was now about her no ev idence of anger. Instead

of that, she seemed quite repressed and haughtily dis
tant.

"You must have had something to do with that boy
or he would riot dare come here and talk in such a
manner," she said. "Is it not true that you have been
friendly with him?"

"Never friendly," denied Chet. "He is not .the
sort of a chap I would select as a friend. You ought
to see that, mother."

"But you have had dealings of some sort with him.
He ass~rtedthat he _stoo.d by you when Merriwell and
others were against you. If such is the case, he cannot
be one of that Merri"vell boy's friends."

"I should say not!" exclaimed Chester: "He is the
last fellow Dick Merriwell would take for a friend."

"In other words, he is Dick Merriwell's enemy? Is
that it ?"

"Oh, yes; in a certain way. He is a sneaking chap .
with very little courage, and he despises Merriwell be
cause MerriweU has been successful and will havenoth.;
ing to do with him."

The glitter in the woman's eyes seemed to increase,
and about her cold mouth there came a slight expression
of satisfaction. .

"Why did he come to you to-day? I heard him say
something about money."

"Oh, the chump has been getting into debt and he's
in a bad box. He wanted to borrow money of me."

"And you refused to lend him any?"
"Certainly I did. Ii decided some time ago to have

nothing more to do with a chap of his caliber."
"It seems to me, Chester, that you might have

loaned him something. What is his name?"
"Hector Marsh." ,
"The mere fact that he is an enemy of this Merri.;

well boy gives me a feeling of sympathy for him. You
have changed, Chester, and your mother has not. I
think I shall see this Hector Marsh again."

CHAPTER II.

A WOMAN OF IRON.

"Is it not possible, mother," asked Chester, hastily,'
"that I have made some mistakes here at this school?
Is it not possible that one of my most serious. mistakes
was my persistent enmity for Dick Merriwell?"

She stiffened up 011 her chair, and the look oiscorn 
she gave him was withering in its intensity.,.
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you did that thing. Still, I wish to know if it is pOse .
sible. Did you do it?"

"I did, mother," he answered, his face very pale.
"There was a reason; I will explain."

"You can explain nothing!" she panted, again strik
ing the table as before. "You know this boy has
looked down on you-you, my son! Now you humble
yourself to him!" .

"On the contrary, mother, he is not the kin<:1 to ex
pect anyone to humble himself." .

"Don't tell me! Why, a score of times you have
said the contrary! He is like his brother, and one
thing that has made me most ashamed of your father
was the fact that he permitted this Frank Merriwell
to baffle him in that mining business. Had I been in

. your father's place I would have triumphed."
"Have you ever known father to make a mistake?"
"Never, save in this one thing."
."Mother, you must listen to me-you must be rea·

sonable. I must tell you something of which you know
nothing whatever. A little more than a week ago Dick
Merriwell saved my life-rescued me from drowning."

She was startled and apparently doubtful.
"How could such a thing happen without my knowl

edge?" was her question.
"I wished to keep it from you, for I knew it. would

disturb you greatly."
"So, you, the boy I have trusted, the boy of whom I

have been so proud-you have taken to having secrets
from me! This is my re.ward for all I have done!"

"You don't understand, mother," he earnestly de
clared. "Nearly a year ago I was concerned in a piece
of businesS; or connected with .it, that placed me in a
decidedly awkward situation. This happened while I
was in the West, and you know the Merriwell's were
out there at the same time. They were stopping ina
little deserted mining camp when a flood S\vept the
camp away. One man, an old hermit who had lived
there many years, was drowned, but the Merriwell's
and their friends escaped. .That fldod was caused by
human hands. A few miles above the camp there was
a natural lake, and this lake was released bv the means
of dynamite. Had the Merriwell's bee;l destroyed
then my father might have triumphed in obtaining pas"
session of those mines."

"Then," said the woman, harshly, "it's a shame they'
weren't drowned !"

"Mother, there were others with thern--two young
girls and an old man, an invaUd, besides several,ot'

"Surely the last words I could ever expect to hear
from the lips of my son!" she exclaimed, cuttingly.
"What do you mean by them, Chester? Do you think
you should have permitted this other boy, this com·
man born fellow, to lord it over you?"

"To confess the truth, mother, since coming to know
Dick Merriwell I've found he is n.ot the person to lord
it over anyone."

"Don't tell me that! Don't tell me anything of the
sort!" she flamed. "I know better! Already he has
tried it with you, and I am sorry to say that in some
unaccountable manner he seems to be breaking your
spirit. You're not the independent, high-spirited boy
you were. You have changed, Chester-I tell you,

. you have changed."
'!If th~t is the case," he said, quietly, "I hope I have

changed for the better, mother. The example of Dick
Merriwell--"

To his astonishment she suddenly beat the tablere
peatedly with her open gloved hand. Indeed, so furi
ous was she in striking the table that her glove burst.
With her thin lips slightly parted and drawn back, and
her eyes shining strangely, she was the picture of rage
repressed only by a mighty struggle.

tISilence!" she hissed. "I will not listen to such
words from you! It is enough to know your sister
thinks this boy, who is in every way your inferior, is
noble and manly! I can't endure it from you! All my
life,since the day I married your father, I have accom
plished anything on which I set my heart. Never once
have I been baffled until this time. Never once·have I
known defeat until I placed you in this school and
willed that you should become a leader here. And now
it is you, my own son, who is defeating my ambition
for you!"

. "Mother!" he cried, startled and alatmed by her wild
manner.

"Be still!" she ordered. "Do you know why I came
here to· day? For the first time this morning, from
your sister's lips, I learned that when you attended a .
concert at the village opera house last week both you
and she sat in a box with these Merriwells. She might
have done such a thing, for in all ways she has been a
bitter disappointment to me. But you-you, Chester!
I refused to believe it of you. Even though she re-

. peatedly declared it was true, I told her I would not
believe it until I heard it from your own lips. That's
why I am here. But now, since hearing you talk as
you have, it would not surprise me if you confessed that
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Frank Merriwell's friends. Had the flood come upon
them without .warning no one could have -escaped.
Frank Merriwell's innocent companions would have
perished with him."

"Bat what of this? How were you concerned?"
"I knew about that natural lake, and, one day before

the flood took place, I said, in the presence of a man
who hated the Metriwells even more than I, that a
little dynamite would do a beautiful job by sending
the flood down that valley. It was my suggestion, per
haps, that brought the thing about. I was accused of
doing the work myself."

"But you were innocent-you were innocent?"
, "Nat innocent in thought, although in deed. Never
theless, only a short time ago in this town appeared a
man who claimed he had proof that I was concerned
that r was the guilty wretch who did the work. And he
seemed to have such proof. I realized that, should he
make the charge against me, he might convince every
one that I did the job. This man's name was Jarvis.
And he had followed Merriwell here in order to secure
possession of a little hunchback who was the rightful
heir to a rich fortune. With this hunchback out of the
way, Jarvis could retain possession of'that fortune.
Indeed, yearS ago he ca~ed the hunchback to be kid
naped and supposed he had been disposed of for all
time. It was Frank Merriwell who found the boy in a
Western mining camp, and Merriwell was determined
the hunchback should regain his rights. Learning I had
been an enemy to the Merriwells, Jarvis sent for me
and outlined his plot by which I was to assist in the
kidnaping of the heir."

"You agreed to. do so?"
"Mother, that man threatened to expose me as the

one who caused the flood I've spoken of. Still, in spite
of that, I resolved that he should not succeed in his
dastardly plot. I told Dick Merriwell of it. Together
we set a trap for Jarvis. One of the boys here at the
school disguised himself as a hunchback, and at night
I took him to that old house on the river, with the Ull

derstandhig that if we el1tered that house Dick Merri
well and a dozen of his friends should beat down the
door and come in upon us. It was our scheme to make
a prisoner of Jarvis-to capture him in the very act of
trying once more to kidnap the boy. But our plan mis
carried. Nat only that, but Jarvis discovered the trick,
sprang upon me, and hurled me through a window into
the river. - I was swept away by the current toward
Rocky Falls. On the rocks at the very brink of the

waterfall I caught and clung. Of all those boys Dick
Merriwell was the only one to plunge into the dyer
and swim out to me, which he did at the peril of his
life. He tried to assist me in clinging to that rock
until we could be rescued somehow by the others. .But
I was weak and exhausted, and I felt my hold slipping.
At the last moment I cltitched him, and together we
went over the fall. ,

By this time Mrs. Arlington was white and trem
bling, and now she uttered a little cry of horror.

HThe water beat me into inserisibility:"Arlirtgfoll
continued. ul believed I was drowning and then I
knew no more. I'll tell you what happened. Through
the efforts of Merriwell and his friends I was dragged
ashore. Then, while l' was unconscious, although Dick
Merriwell himself was, almost played out from his
efforts, he managed to. get the water out of me and
started me to breathing by the means of artificial respi
ration. After that I was carried to Frank Merriwell's

, cottage and put into a bed, where I remained all night.
That's the whole story, mother. You can see how near
you came to losing me, and you also see that lowe my
life to Dick Merriwell. Under such circumstances, how
can I longer be his enemy? How can I longer lift my
hand against him?"

The woman sat quite still, her lips slie-htly parted,
but her teeth still clinched. Within her heart it seemed
that a terrible battle was being waged. But the result
Arlington hoped for did not follow. At last she spoke,
and once more it seemed that she had gained posses
sion of herself.

HIt may be true that this Merriwell boy did all you
say," she confessed; "but why should he not? Accord
ing to your own statement, you got into all that danger
through your efforts to aid him. As that is so, he was
to blame for it all. I fail to see that he has done any
thing worthy of commendation."

Arlington betrayed his disappointment in his face.
"But, mother, what was I to do after that ?"

"At least you need not have been seen at a public
entertainment in the same box with the Merriwel1s. It
is this thing that has hurt my pride and brought-me
here to see you this morning. _Why, it actually seems
that you are now willing to become a friend and com
panion of these MerriweIls! But I will not have it!
Dick Merriwell is to blame for" all your misfortune
here at this school, and more than once he has disgraced
you. He does not know your mother's will. eller-ter,
listen to me. I am determined to dil>grace thaLboy,
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Manly and noble, is he? Everyone thinks him so;
but the time shall come, and that very soon, when their
opinion must change." .

Again her eyes were shining with the strange light
that until this day Arlington had never seen in them.
.Again he felt a chill of apprehension as he watched
those restless, gleaming orbs.

"Mother," he suddenlY said, "you have wanted me
to leave this school. I am ready to do so now. I will
do so any time-to':day if you think best."

"Not yet! Not now!" she retorted. "Not until I
have accomplished what I am determined to do. When
you leave Fardale Academy it will be with the knowl
edge and satisfaction that Dick Merriwell, the upright
and honorable, is no longer regarded as upright and
honorable. You shall stay here until that time. Then,
if you wish, you may go."

Having said this, she rose, staring in surprise at her
ruined glove, .bad~ her son a cold good-morning, and
left the room."

Outside barracks stoodll'1rs. Arlington's carriage,
with the driver waiting patiently. On the. steps Hector
Marsh was talking ..vith Tom vValker when the woman
came out. Seeing Marsh, she paused and spoke to him,
not a little to his surprise.

"I believe you called on my son. for a favor a short
time ago ?,,- she said.

Hector flushed.
"Vllhich I didn't get," he retorted, with ill-concealed

resentment.
"Come to my cottage at the first opportunity," she

directed, "and I'll see what can be done for you. I
think we can arrange it so that you will get what you
want."

Then she stepped into the carriage and was driven
away.

CHAPTER III.
HECK APPEALS TO DICK.

The Fardale nine had finished practice that after
noon and some of the boys were talking baseball.

"vVe're going hup hagainst the real thing Saturday,
don't y' 'now," observed Billy Bradley. "Heaton 'as
a corking old team this year.~'

"Oh, rats!" cried Chip Jolliby. "We always hear
what a corking team Eaton has; but I know Fardale
has bub-bub-bub-beaten her every year of late."

"All the same," said Barron Black, "I think it is a

sure thing that Eaton has a great aggregation this
spring. I suppose all you fellows know about her In
dian pitcher, Jack Feathertop. They say he is a holy
terror on trucks."

Ted Smart gave an imitation war whoop.
"He will certainly take your scalps I" declared Ted.
"What about this great Indian pitcher we're going to

face, Capt. Merriwell?" asked Earl Gardner, as Dick
approached.

"According to reports," answered Dick, "he is a good
man. With Feathertop in the box, Eaton. has not lost
a game this year. She has been beaten twice, but on
both occasions she used another pitcher."

. "Say, pard, we can't let Eaton do us up this year I"
burst forth Brad Buckhart. "That would be eating.
crow in earnest."

"Dem my picter!" piped Obediah Tubbs. "If that
happened 1'd do penance for six months. I wouldn't
e'en look at a piece of pie!"

"If we win," said Dick, "we'll have to be in the
very best trim down to the last man of us.. The loss of
one good man might defeat us. Boys, we have got to
have that game." •

"You bet we have!" cried several in chorus.
"Then· take care of yourselves, fellows, and see that

you're in the very best condition when we go against'·
Eaton. We will fight for victory from the time the um
pire calls 'play' right up until the last man is out." .

"Sure! sure!" they cried.
.. After leaving the field and proceeding to the gym-

. nasium, the boys took their time about bathing and .
getting into their uniforms. Dick seemed in a hurry, ,
and he was the first to leave the gym. .

Knowing Buckhart was still i~ the gymnasium, Dick
was surprised on reaching his' roorn to find the door ..
slightly ajar. Quickly pushing it open and stepping in,~

his surprise became astonishment \vhen he found him;;;'
self face to face. with Hector Marsh. If Dick was
astonished. Marsh seemed even more so. Further than
that, he appeared confused'and frightened.

"What are you doing in this room?" demanded Dick,
flushing with indignation. "How did you· get in here?,
That door was locked."

"Oh, no it wasn't," Heck hastened to say. "You're
mistaken. It was open."

"I know better, for I lQcked it myself! Ten· me
how you got in here?"

There was something so threatening in MerriweU's
manner that Marsh retreated a little, stepping to one·
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side. The door still stood open, and Heck's eyes roved Now for Marsh Dick could feel little save contempt.
toward it. The otherboy appeared to understand what It is true that he had sometimes pitied the fellow, but
was passing in Marsh's mind, for he quickly stepped to Heck was so contemptible in his methods and actions
the door and closed it, placing his back against it. ' that there was now nothing like sympathy in Merri-

Once more he demanded to know how Marsh had well's heart.
entered that room and why he was there. "Well," he said, shortly, "you have made a big mis-

Again Hector declared he had found the door open. take. I will not detain you longer, and let me advise
"Buckhart .must have been here after you left and you to keep away from this room in the future. Why,

left it so," he said. if Brad Buckhart were to find you here he'd kick you
"Even if that is so, which I doubt, It does not ex- .out in a twinkling. He is lia>ble to come any moment.

plain your presence here. You're no friend of either Better dust."
Buckhart or myself. In fact, you are an enemy who' Dick flung the door wide open', and Marsh w~lked
has never lost an opportunity to do some petty little toward it. On the threshold he paused to give Merri
thing you fancied might harm me. Perhaps you .think well a revengeful stare.
I overlook such things, Marsh. Perhaps you think I "All right!" he cried. "I've heard about your gen-'
forget them. You're mistaken. I may seem to over- erosity and all that rot, and now I know just what it
look them, even to forget them, but I never do. What means. But sometime you will be sorry, and don't you
do you want?" forget it I"

Heck assumed a whining tone and a humble air. Then he disappeared.

"I know we've not been what you might call friends," Five minutes after Marsh had left Dick actually be-
he said; "but at the same time I am aware that you're

gan to feel sorry for the fellow.a pretty fine fellow, Mr. Merriwell, and that's why I'm
"It is his nature to be the way ,he is," he muttered.pere."

, "Indeed ?"cried Dick, with a short laugh of derision. "I can't like him, and I have had little to do with him. ,
His cornp'anions and friends have not been of the sortt'It's a fact," asserted the intruder. "I know you

don't want to see any fellow get it in the neck. Even tq do him any good. I wonder what sort of a Strape
if we have not been friends in the past, perhaps I might he's in. He did seem hard put to it, and he must have
do something for you in the future. Now I am hard been, or he wouldn't have come here. By George! I

think I will look after the fellow and find out just whatup and I need some money. I must have some money.
That's why I am here." the matter is. Perhaps I really ought to do somec

thing."The nerve of the fellow astonished Dick.
"Do you mean to say that you came here to borrow Something like ten minutes later Dick learned that

money of me?" he questioned. Marsh had been seen going toward the cedars back of
"That's it," nodded Marsh, quickly. "I thought, the gymnasium. Entering the cedars, Merriwell,heard

perhaps, you would lend me what I needed." voices, a~d a few moments later he came upon four
"Well, I must say that you have the most gall of any boys who had assembled there. The four were Marsh,

fellow I ever sa.w! Marsh, you have made a big mis- Fred Preston, Tom Walker and Clint Shaw."
take. I am not such a soft mark. 'Why don't you go _!i

"Yes," Hector was saying, "I went to him. I wantedto your particular friends? For instance, why don't
you go to Arlington?" to see what he would do. What did I get? I got it in

"I have.~' the neck. He laughed at me-yes, he laughed at me!
"And he-" Confound him! I will fix him for that 1 Just you fel~

"Confound him! he threw me down." lows wait and see if I don't. What am Igoingtodo?
"Is it possible ?" exclaimed Dick. "Why, it seems Oh, never you mind; but I'll do him."

to me that you have not been very successful in choos-' , 'd D' k 1"That being the case," sat . ,tC, as he prompt y
ing your friends. But there are others."

"They are all too hard up to do much of anything stepped out, "I will change my mind once more and
for me.' I tell you I wouldn't come here if I didn't give myself no trouble about the scrape you're int Ree-'
have to.'" tor Marsh."
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CHAPTER IV.
AROUSED AT LAST.

Marsh started in surprise, while his companions
betrayed confusion and dismay. Dick stood regarding
them accusingly" but gave his attention mainly to Hec
tor, who tried to glower at him in return, though he
coul~ not steadily meet his eyes.
- The silence became painful to the four young rascals,

and 'Walker seemed on the point of sneaking away when
Shaw grasped his arm and hissed:

"Stay here! Don't bolt! \Ve've done nothing."
"Not a thing!" growled Preston. "It seems that we

were spied on just the same."
"That's it!" exclaimed Marsh, eagerly catching at

the word. "We were spied 011. The fine DiCk Merri
well was sneaking round to watch us and listen to what
we were saying. vVelI, listeners seldom hear any good
of themselves."

There was something so intensely annoying and in
sulting in the words of ~Iarsh and the manner of his
companions that Dick felt his hot blood rising. He
had followed Marsh there with the idea of doin'g the
fellow a favor, and this was what he received for his
pains. He did not trouble himself to explain why he
happened to be there, but promptly exdaimed:

"That will about do for you, Marsh. You're tread
ing on dangerous ground."

Hector laughed coarsely.
"I suppose you think you can frighten everybody

with your big talk," he sneered. "You think the whole
school odght to bow down to you. You think every
one ought to duck \vhen you look fierce and shoot your
mouth off. If you had found me alone here I presume
you would have attempted to bully me. Well, Mr.

. Richard Merriwell, some of my friends are present,
and you can't . play the bully. I won't stand for it!
There are four of us, and you are alone. Better be .
careful." '"

"If there were four times as many of you it would
make no difference to me," contemptuously retorted

. Merriwell. "I have let you alone in the past, Marsh
-.I have stood for your sneaking, underhand acts.
With me forbearance has ceased to be a virtue."

"Oh, it has, has it ?"
Knowing Dick's aversion to brawls and his disincli

.natjon to punish even his enemies for minor offenses,
Heck felt that there was little danger of any serious
trouble now. Indeed. he believed it was a good occa-:

'·~ion to show a spirit of bravado.

"You think you're somebody, don't you?" he cried,
showing his ugly teeth. "Well, what do you base such
a belief on? Just because your brother happened to
make a little reputation, you throw your head up in
the air and strut around like a peacock. But you will
find mud on some of your fine feathers before long.
Before many days you will discover that you're not
such a peautiful bird after all. You're just a com
mon slob, and a mighty cheap one at that."

This was more than DiCk could stand, and, with two
long,swift strides, he clutched the fellow by the collar,
half lifting his clinched fist as he exclaimed:

"Take it back, Marsh-take it back! Apologize or
1'11-"

"Let go!" snarled Marsh, and in his excitement he
.suddenly struck Dick on the cheek. An instant later
he was sent staggering.

"At him, fellows!" roared Hector. ~'Now is your
chance !"

Dick's back was towatd Clint Shaw, and this fellow:
fancied he saw his opportunity. Sneaking forward~·

swiftly, he struck young Merriwell on the back a£. the
head, and the blow nearly sent Dick to his knees.

That blQw seemed to awaken all the indignation and
anger which the boy had held suppressed so long. Re
covering quickly, he wheeled to find Shaw following
him up, while Preston and \Valker seemed ready to take
a hand. Marsh urged them on, and so, of a sudden, it
became a battle with four pitted against ,one.

If those chaps fancied they had' gauged Merriwell it
is probable they quickly changed their minds. The usu··
ally calm, self-possessed Day now became a perfecti
panther of fury. His passionate anger, which he ha~
governed and controlled so long, carried him away ina ..
grand burst; and what followed would have aston,·
ished any beholder, with the possible exception of Brad
Buckhart, who somehow seemed to know and under
stand his bosom friend thoroughly. Dick's eyes blazed
with a fir~ none of those four boys had ever seen in
them, and on his handsome face there was a look whi~h
nothing save -the word awesome can describe.

They clutched at him. They struc\< at him. Some
of them even kicked at him. He did not escape aU
their assaults, but blows and kicks seemed to affect
him not a whit. He was here, there, everywhere; and
apparently he seemed to give everyone of them his at-··
tention at just the proper moment. Marsh was the
first to get his quietus.. It was a fearful upward s\ving
blow on the jaw,- and the boy with the repulsive teeth
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went "down and out." Seeing this, Tom Walker
would have fled, but even as he started to do so he
received one on the ear that sent him sprawling across
Marsh. Preston came next. In ducking to avoid a
right-hand blow, he seemed to meet a left swing, which
split his lip and left him gasping and quivering on the
ground.

Once more Shaw had tried to get at Dick's back.
But young Merriwell seemed to have eyes in the back
of his head, for his lifted foot struck the sallo\v-faced
fellow in the pit of the stomach and knocked the breath
out of Clint in an instant, leaving Shaw sitting on the
ground and clinging with both hands to that portion
of his anatomy which had received the shock. ,

\Vith his hands still clinched and his eyes blazing,
Dick surveyed the four rascals, who now realized-if
they realized anything-that they had met their master.

As he paused thus his ears were saluted by a familiar
voice, which cried:

"\Vell, great horn spoon! 'Whatever sort of a racket
is this, partner? And I wasn't in it! And I missed
the sportl Now that's a howling shamel You hear
me warble I"

It was Brad Buckhart, who had followed Dick into
the cedars and arrived at this juncture. He strode out,
placed. his hands on his hips, and surveyed the four
fellows who had been thus swiftly thrashed by Merri-
well. .

"You certain put your brand on them good and
plenty!" chuckled the Texan, unable to repress his,
satisfaction. "Oh, they're a fine-looking bunch' or
shorthorns! What sort or a little game were the
galoots trying to play?"

"Oh!oh I" gasped Shaw. "I can't breathe 1 I think
I'm killed! I think I'm injured internally!"

"Perhaps your liver was jarred some," observed the
delighted Texan. "You got up against the real thing
that time, Mr. Sliaw."

Preston was holding a handkerchief to his bleeding
lips, and that handkerchief was rapidly growing crim
sou.

"You sure smashed' that sucker for fair!" nodded
Buckhart: "I reckon he'll bear your mark for some
little time."

Walker partly rose, looked at Dick and Brad, and
then,in a manner that was absolutely ludicrous, started
to crawl away on his hands and knees, apparently fear
inganother attack if he should rise to his feet.

.,The Texan slapped his thigh and laughed again.

"That's the proper positi~n for you," he declared.
. "You ought to go around on all-fours all the time."

Marsh did not stir.
"Seems to me," said the vVesterner, "there is one

gent who is a whole lot tired. He don't agitate him
self to any great extent."

"Don't you touch me again!" panted Shaw, in dis
tress, as he weakly struggled up. "Don't you dare
touch me!"

"Dare I" chuckled Brad. "It seems some plain that
he's not afraid of your whale outfit. Instead of walk
ing, you ought to crawl 011 your stomach, you snake I"

Preston also rose and hurried away. In fact, not one
of Hector Marsh's. three companions paused to find
out how badly he was hurt or give him the slightest
attention. As soon as possible, Dick walked over to
Marsh and was somewhat relieved to see the fellow
staring up at him in a bewildered way.

"Oh, he is all right," declared Buckhart. "He's just
been dreaming a little, that's all."

"Don't do it again 1" faintly begged Hector, ashe
attempted to sit up. "Don't hit me again with that
club!"

This added to Buckhart's amusement.
"It's a club, pard, he thinks you soaked him with.

vVhy, Mr. Marsh, you simply got a b~1nch of fives
where it jarred you some."

It was several minutes before ,Marsh could rise to
his feet, but as soon as he could do so he' staggered
away and also disappeared.

Brad grasped Dick's hand, which he shook enthusi-
astically. '

"That's just about what that gang has been wanting
some time," he said. "I knew it was due them Vihen
you broke lose. You can hold yourself cool the longest
of anyone I ever saw; but when you do let out, certain'
the fur flies. How did it happen, partner?"

Dick explained in a few words.
"I am sorry," he said, in conclusion. "You don't

know anything about my· temper whel'l it gets the best
of me, Brad; and it surely got the best of me just now.
I know lots of fellows think I am easy because I stand
so much, but they don't understand that I am afraid

.of myself. When I become thoroughly enraged I don'j
pause to reason, and there's no telling what I may do.
That's why I hold onto myself constantly and do every
thing possible to control my passions."

"I have always heard that 5till waters run deep,"
nodded the Texan. "And in your case, partner, I sur<:;
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know it's a fact. So you caught that duffer, Marsh, in
your room? W~ll, if I'd found him there I certain
opine there would have been doings on the spot. And
then you were actually thinking seriously of giving

,him a friendly lift, were you? That's why you fol
lowed him here and found out just what those sneaks
thought ~f you?"

"Oh, I didn't have to find it out; I knew."
"And, knowing that, you were willing to help Marsh

out of some sort of scrape that he is in? Well, partner,
you're made up a heap different than anyone I ever saw
before. But, by the eternal Rockies! you're a white
man clean to the bone! You hear me shout I"

CHAPTER V.
A HEART OF FIRE.

On Thursday morning Dick was astonished to re
ceivea note from Mrs. Arlington requesting him to
caU on her that evening. He meditated over it some
time, wondering what it meant.

Nevertheless, at the hour set he presented himself at
the Arlington cottage and was shown into the little
parlor and informed that Mrs. Arlington would be
down soon.

As he stood there waiting, he noticed with some sur
prise lying on a table near at· hand what seemed to be

. a handsome pearl necklace.
"If those are real pearls," he thought, "this seems

like a piece of carelessness; and it is not likely Mrs.
Arlington would' have a necklace of imitation pearls."

He heard a rustle, and,a moment later, June came
s':Viftly and silently into the room. As he rose to greet
~et,sh~Hfted a warning finger to her lips, and he ob

.servedithatshe was strangely pale.
"June, you're ill?" he questioned, in a low tone.
She shook her head.
"I'm not feeling very well," she confessed; "but,

still, I'm not ill. Dick, do you know why mother sent
for you?"

"1 am sure I don't."

"Nor do I. It's very strange. There seems to be
something the matter with her. She's not at all well.

.Oh, Dick, I don't know what it means; but I am op
pressed with a feeling of apprehension."

"You' J" h 'd . . hre nervous, une, e S<?I , notICIng t at her
hand was trembling. "Don't be afraid. I shall not

have any words with your mother, no matter what she
may say."

"She says such strange things!" whispered the girl.
"She is not at all like herself lately. I think it must
be that she is going to talk to you because Chester and
I were in the box at that concert with you. You don't
know how excited she became when she found that
out."

"Some one told her?"
uYes. She would not believe it until she questioned·

Chester. My word did not satisfy her."
"Perhaps it was a mistake, June. Perhaps 1 should

not have invited you; but I did want you, and I thought
it would be all right if you were in company with your
brother."

"1 should have told mother. about it in advance only
for Chester. He urged me not to. He said it would
be all right."

U And now it seems that he was mistaken?"
"Yes, yes. I have not had a chance to talk with him

about it, but she returned in a terrible state of mind
after calling on him at the academy. She would not
even let me speak to her. When 1 tried to do so she
froze me with a look such as I have never seen on her
face before. That night I heard her talking in her
room and wondered who could be with her. Some
thing made me listen at her door. She was all alone
and talking to herself. I can't tell you what I heard.
But, Dick 1Dick! 1 ani afraid of my own mother!"

Dick was deeply touched by June's distress, for he
knew she must feel the case to be a very serious one or
she would not make such a confession to him.·

"You've been worrying too much about it, June,'f'
•he said~ feeling that he must try to reassure her. "1
can't see that it was such a terrible matter for you to
be in our box, as long as you were in the company of
your brother." .

"That's it-that's the very thing that seems to have
upset mother completely. She. couldn't believe for a
moment that Chester would sit in that box. She was
ready _. to believe almost anything of me, but not that
of him. Why, I actually heard her telling herself in
her room that she no longer had any children! She
kept moaning and crying out that she was childless
that her children were dead I"

.:~

Dick could not wonder that June had been agitated'
over this.

"Promise me that you will be calm with her and will
say nothing to arouse her," urged the girl.
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"I have already given you that assurance. Have no
fears, June."

"I must go now," whispered June. "She may come,
and I wouldn't have her discover me here. . Good
night, Dick."

"Good-night, June. Don't worry.~'

It was nearly five minutes later before Mrs. Arling
ton entered that room. She came in slowly, her face
cold and set; but in her eyes was that peculiar fiery
gleam that had so troubled Chester when she visited
him at the academy.

DicH.rose, bowed and \"II,·aited.
"Sit down," she said, having first' seated herself

stiffly upright upon a chair. "I want to look at you.
Sit where the light is on your face."

vVonderingly he sat down, as requested. He noted
that both her hands were clinched as they lay upon
her lap.

She leaned forward a little and gazed at him fixedly
with those disturbing eye;;.

"So you are the boy.who has robbed me!" she finally
.said, enunciating each word slowly and distinctly.

."I ,beg your pardon!" exclaimed Dick. "I assure
you that you are mistaken, Mrs. Arlington!"

"Youare the boy who has robbed me!" she repeated,
and even in her voice there was something unnatural
and awesome.

"\Vill you explain what you mean?" immediately
urged Dick.

"First you robbed me of my daughter. I could have
stood that loss, perhaps, but when your hand took my
SOl1 .from me it was too-too much! My husband is
a .man of affairs. His company is denied me. I see
little of him. And now that you have taken away my
children, I am alone in the world-alone I"~.

"Good gracious!" thought Dick. "What ails the
woman? Is she losing her reason?"

For all of June's words and warnings, he was star
tled and bewildered by Mrs. Arlington's manner.

"Madam, I must protest," he earnestly said. "You
still have both your son and daughter.'"

Her h.ands unclasped and then dosed again more
rigidly than before. Beneath her shining eyes there
were deep, .dark circles.

"They are both' dead," she said, in a low, mournful
tone.. "They are just as much so as if I had followed
them to their gTaves and seen them' buried. \iVhen
you 'took my daughter from me my heart was hot with
the burning pain of that great injury; but when I lost

my son it became a ball of fire in my bosom. I feel it
burning and burning every moment, night and day. It
is consuming me here-here!"

She struck herself on the breast with both clinched
hands.

"Great heavens!" Dick mentally- exclaimed. "vVhat
she needs is a doctor, and she needs his attention right
away!"

"There's no rest for ~e," the woman went on. "I
can't sleep. I can do nothing but think and bear the
nre in' my heart. I wanted to tell you what you've
done. That's why I sent for you to come here. Are
you satisfied?"

Dick knew not what to say; he felt that any words
from him would be useless. Still he saw that he must
say something.

"Instead of taking your son from you, madam," he
declared, "I think I've done everything for him that
anyone could do. I think he will tell you so."

"That's it!" she cried, with suchsharpness that even
his steady ner,.ves gave a twitch. "My s9Ilhas turned
from me to you! What evil influence have you put
upo'nhim? You have hypnotized him; but do you
think there will be no punishment for you? Do you
think there will be no retribution? Your punishment
is coming, and you will feel it keenly. My burning
heart will know no rest until you are punished. Your
brother shall feel the blow." .

She had risen to her feet, and now Dick also' stood
up.

"I regret very much, Mrs. Arlington, that you
should feel this way toward me. I will not try to ex,.
onerate myself in your eyes, for I am certain there's
no reason why I should."

"It would be useless for you to try: You would
simply waste your breath. But do not forget what T
have said. You shall be punished. That's all I wish
of you. You may go."

He bowed and left the room, watched in his dec.
parture by her revengeful eyes. As he descended the
steps he came face to face with Chester Adington.

"Merriwell?" exclaimed Arlington, in surprise.

"Yes," said Dick.
"What are you doing here?"
"Your mother sent for me."
"She sent for you?" breathed Chet,' his astonishment

increasing. "What could she want of you ?" .
"I do not know even now what she wanted, unless it

" .
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was to accuse me of injuring her and to threaten me
with punishment."

"She did that?"
"Yes."
After a moment's silence Arlington quickly said:
"You must not mind her, Merriwell. I do not be

lieve she is well."
"I am sure she is not," nodded Dick. "She talked

.strangely and her manner was quite unnatural."

"I know, I know," muttered thet. "It was so when
she came to see me at the academy. I've been thinking
about it ever since. You know, Merriwell, how proud
and ambitious she is, and she has never had anything
in her life to give her a set- back. I presume I made a
bad break when I accepted your invitation to sit with
June in your box at that concert. I knew mother would
not approve if .she found it out."

"I am sorry if I've made any trouble for you."
"It's not your fault. Say, Merriwell, I am all right

to-night and I want to tell you frankly that you've
done nothing for which you can be blamed."

"Your mother seems to think that somehow I've
taken you from .. her. Of course, that's a ridiculous

. idea."
. "Of course," agreed Chet. "She'll get over it.

What she needs is a change of air. She should go
away from here. I will see what can be done. Did
you say that she threatened you?"

"Yes."
"Don't let that worry you. She could do nothing to

harm a fellow like you."
. "I think your father should know that she is ill,

Arlington."
"Perhaps so; but he has troubles of his own. Is

J~.me home?"
"She is."
uYou saw her?"
uA few minutes."
"1 must see her myself. That's why I came here

to-night. So long, Merriwell."
Dick thought the strange affair over as he walked

back to the academy. Finally he muttered:
"It's plain that Arlington is not so much· to blame

'for his feelings. It is his mother wpo has made him
.what he is. And if ever I saw insanity in a woman's
eyes I saw it in hers to-night. Poor June! What a
situation forherl"

CHAPTER VI.
A CHILLING RECEPTION.

On Friday night, shortly after the arrival of the late
train in Fardale, a stout, florid man puffingly de
scended from a carriage before the door of Mrs. Ar
lington's cottage. He gave a ring at the bell in a
sharp, business-like manner.

"Tell Mrs. Arlington I'm here," he said, when he
was admitted.

Having left his hat and light coat in the hall, he
walked into the parlor and made himself comfortable
in an easy-chair. He adjusted his spectacles and pro
ceeded to read a newspaper he had brought.

It was June who first came hurrying to him, her face
flushed with pleasure and her eyes dancin&, with de:
light.

"Oh, papa!" she cried.
He droJ)ped his paper and caught her in a bearlike

hug.
"Why, June!" he exclaimed, as she kissed him, re--.

peatedly, "what a splendid girl you are! By George!
I knew you were handsome, but hang me if I knew you
were half as handsome as you really are! Now look
at her!" he said, as he held her off and surveyed her,
with deepest affection in his eyes. "Isn't there a fine
daughter! Say, you old codger, shouldn't you be
proud of her !\Vell, .if you're not.?"ou aught to be
shot, and that's -all I've got to say to you!"

With which he bnce more gave her that bearlike hug.
and kissed her on both.cheeks.

"By gracious!" he said; "I forgot that 1 haven't ha9
a shave to-day. Regular old nutmeg-grater, I am.
Remember how I used to beard you, J tine? You're
getting to be such a yaung lady I don't dare do that
naw."

uYes, you do, father- yes, you do!" she laughed.
"You must beard me just the same as you did when I
was a little girl. Remember how, when I was naughty,
you used to threaten to beard me and chase me round,
and I would run and scream? Oh, say, father, wasn't
that jolly?"
"W~en you were naughty!" he exclaimed. «By

George, girl! you were the best kid 1 ever saw! That
was my nonsense. But we did have fun, didn't we?"·

"It's such a surprise to see you," said June. "\Ve
didn't know you were coming. Youdicln't let us
know."

"Oh, no; I thought 1'd just drop round and try to
get acquainted with my family. I'm a regular stranger.
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to them, you know. How's the youngster? I suppose
he's quite a man now. And your mother, June
how's she?"

A cloud came to the girl's face, and she answered:
'~I'm afraid she isn't very well, father."·
"What's that? Isn't well? "VeIl, I wanted her to

stay South, but she couldn't keep away from the boy.
She had to come back here too soon. Has her lungs
been troubling her ?"

"It's not that."
"Not that?' Then, what can it be?"
"Perhaps she will tell you, father. I don't know

just what it is myself."
"Now, that's too bad~too bad! But perhaps it is'

all in her mind. You know she is one of those women
who are always worrying over something, whether they
have anything to worry about or not. The world is
full of them. They are never happy unless they're
miserable. It seems to be just as natural to some
women to court trouble and worry over nothing as it I
is for them to breathe. I am pretty well along in life,
but I confess that even now I don't understand women.
They're the biggest problems men have to solve, and
the man who solves one of those problems should be
given the blue ribbon. But tell me all about yourself,
June."

She drew a chair close to his, and they were sitting
thus, with hands clasped, when, at least thirty minutes
after his arrival in the house, Mrs. Arlington entered
the room. She entered so quietly that they were un
aware of her presence until June, happening to glance
up, saw her standing still as a statue and regarding
them fixedly. The girl uttered a little, startled cry:

"Oh, mother!"
"Eh?" exclaimed the railroad magnate, pulling him

self forward in his chair, with a heavy effort, and
turning his head. "Oh, it is Estha! Why, Estha, we
didn't hear you come in i"

As he rose to his feet she continued to watch him
with that fixed stare. Her lips parted, but the .ex
pression of her face did not change as she observed:

"rsaw you were too interested in this strange young
lady to notice your own wife, Mr. Arlingion."

""Vhy, sure, Estha-sure!" he laughed, as l1e stepped
toward her. "Why shouldn't I be interested in such a
fine young lady as that?"

He caught her. hands in his and felt her palms burn
ing hot to his touch. But ~V'hen he attempted to kiss
her, she turned for his caress a cheek that was cold as

marble. Such a reception from his wife gave him a
shivery, unpleasant feeling.

"By George! I'm afraid you're not well, Estha!" he
exclaimed. "I'm sorry to see you're not looking as
well as our daughter here."

"Our daughter I" she returned, in a singular tone.
"I have no daughter!"

"Eh? hey? Oh, come, come, wife! what sort of a
joke is this? I confess, you startled me with that letter
in which you declared that you were childless-that you
had lost both your son and daughter. I couldn't under
stand you at first; and by Jove! I don't quite under.,.
stand what you mean now."

"I wrote you the truth, Mr. Arlington," asserted the
woman. "I've lost both son and daughter."

June stole softly to her father's side and clutched
his arm with hands which were not quite steady. As
she watched her mother, the look of distress on her
face became more acute.

Mr. Arlington shifted his gaze from Mrs. Arlington
to June, and seemed perplexed by the situation.

"What terrible thing has these chicks of ours been
up to?" he asked. "Now, don't tell me June could do
anything to make you feel like that, Estha! She's the
best daughter man or woman ever had !"

As he said this he put his arm about the girl's.
shoulders and held her close to him.

Again into Mrs. Arlington's eyes came the glittering
gleam that June had seen there so pften of late.

"For a long time I have been little better than a .
. widow," she declared. "My husband, to whom my
slightest wish was law, has been carried' further and
further from me by circumstances, and by his con
stant disregard of my feelings and desires."

"Now, now; what makes you talk so? This is a .
singular way to meet your husband, whom you have
not seen in many months. Don't tell me that circum
stances have pushed us apart! You know, Estha, that
it has ever been your ambition for me to rise in the
world until I should be far above the masses. You
know it is for yot;! that I have toiled and planned and
schemed to amass a fortune. You know it was to
please your ambitious desires that I turned my back on
every friend I knew in former days-that I refused to
regard friendship as of the slightest moment in com
parison with business interests, and that to-day,if
necessary to advance my. o~n interests, I unhesitatingly .
oppose and crush the m~n who yesterday was my .
partner in some business ·deal. They have .called me a
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1ll<l11 of iron; they have said I had no heart. Yet no
mall has ever felt more keenly than I the loss of friends.
To-day, if luck should turn against me, if I should find
myself in straightened circumstances, there is no man
living to whom I could appeal on the ground of friend
ship. Not one of my partners in the Consolidated
Mining Association would lift a finger to save me from
ruin."

"For which you are entirely to blame," said the
woman. "At the time when the association was pledged
to a certain policy it was attempting to carry out,
namely, the securing of the mining property owned by
Frank Merriwell, you used the power of your position
to cause your partners to give over the struggle; That
day you set every man of them against you. vVhy did
you do it?"

"Because the whole scheme was dishonest and fraud
·ulent. Because Frank Merriwell himself had saved me
from the hands of a maniac who would have blown me
into fragments with a bomb."

"Yet a moment ago you said that no man ever
caused you to deviate one particle from your policy
to ~cquire a fortune." ,

"You can't understand it, Estha!" he exclaimed,
with a slight gesture of helplessness. "It's useless to
attempt to reason with you. The man who seeks to
reason with a woman against her feelings and passions
wastes his time."

.She laughed shortly, although to her face came no
expression of amusement.

"Are you the man who just now sought to tell me
how much you had sacrificed for me-you, who gave up
fr.iends and everything you once held .dear forme I
Why, you have shown the falsity of your own words
by' this statement I"

Again he made that slight, helpless gesture.
'.'1 didn't journey here for the purpose of quarreling

with you, Estha." he said. "If you are not satisfied
to-day that I've done everything in my power to please
you, I can never satisfy you. It is useless for me to
try."

"That's like a man I" was h.er contemptuous retort.
"It's simply what I expected from you, Mr. Arlington I"

"My dear wife--"

."Don't call me that! I am no longer dear to yot1!
Lo6kat me! I stand alone in the world-utterly
alone! To the loss of son and daughter I add that
of my husband I Ha'dn't yoti better ask this young

lady to retire? A stranger should not be present during
the discussion of such matters by us."

He seemed to hesitate, and in his manner there was.
something that betokened apprehension of what might
follow in case he was left alone with Mrs. Arlingtol1'
He was a man who naturally shunned everything un
pleasant in connection with his own family. Many a'
time, against his own judgment, this man, who was
iron to others, had bowed to some foolish whim or
wish of his wife. Always he had been the one to
suffer most by such weaknesses, yet .he had suffered in
silence and without complaint.

"I will go, father," whispered June~ "Perhaps you
can make. her understand. It is useless for me to at
tempt to say anything to her."

The arm about June's shoulders tightened a little
and then relaxed.

"I shall remain over Sunday," he said. "And there
will be plenty of opportunities for us to see each other.
Good-night, June, my dear child."

As he bent toward her, with a little, murmuring
sob, she flung her arms about his neck and gave him
an embrace.

"Dearest father in the world 1" she whispered in his'
ear.

"Dearest daughter any man could ever have I" he
answered, speaking loudly enough for Mrs. Arlington
to hear.

June hastened from the room, her chin quivering
and tears in her eyes.

Mr. Arlington coughed nervously behind his square, .
firm hand.

"Hadn't you better sit down, my dear?" he asked.
"You don't seem to be verystrong."

Mrs. Arlington walked slowly to a chair, on which
she seated herself.

."1 fear your nerves are in a serious condition," said
the man, as he took a chair before him. "\iVhat you
really need is a change. I didn't fancy you'd remain
in this little, humdrum place so long."

"You don't know.what I need!" she retorted. "You
. don't understand me at all!"

"Now 1!10W I" he exclaimed, fo;cing a laugh. "I'm
willing to admit that I don't quite understand you; but
I fancy most men have the same difficulty with their
better halves. I'm quite certain you need a change.
Perhaps you shOttld go abroad;"

She shook her head.
"No!" she said, decisively.
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""VeIl, then, you must get away from here some
way. You must traveL" .

"You think I can travel alone?"
"There is June-"
"She is dead!"
"\Vhat nonsense, Estha-what nonsense!"
"Even the truth may sometimes seem nonsense."
"\Vell, school is almost over. Summer vacation is

right at hand. The bracing air of'some northern sea
side resort, or perhaps of the Northwest, might be
beneficial for you. You can take Chester with you."

"He is dead!"
In spite of his usually steady nerves, D. Roscoe Ar

lington felt a' slight shiver run over him.
"Now, look here, wife," he said, earnestly, "it hap

pens that for the first time in years' my business is in
a condition so that it may be handled by others. I can
leave things to the care of others for a period, and, if
you will permit it, I'll accompany you to any place you
may choose. That should satisfy you. Now, where
shall we· go ?"

"Though you are my husband, it ,,,ere better if
you also were dead!" was the retort that again gave
him a chill.

CHAPTER VII.
MR. ARLINGTON SENDS A MESSAGE.

"Now, Estha," said Mr. Arlington, as he hitched his
chair a little nearer, "there is no reason why we should
hold each other off at arm's length.. I understa~d per
fectly that something has happened here which has
throw~ you into a very unpleasant frame of mind. It
is best that you should tell me everything. You agree
to that, don't you?"

"It will do no good," she declared.
"Still, I should know. That letter you wrote me

caused me no end of worriment. It led me to pack up
and come here. My baggage is at the station, but it
will be delivered here in a short time. Let's be like
ourselves. Let's come to a complete understanding.
It's misunderstandings over matters that might be
easily. adjusted that cause unpleasant jars between
husbands and wives. Have you forgotten our foolish
little quarrels years and years ago, and how we laughed
at them when they were passed and we saw how. ridic
ulous they were? Oh, I have not forgotten those
days, Estha! Sometimes I think of the time when
you were my girl sweetheart and I was just a big,

freckled,. country boy. Sometimes I think of that
beautiful evening, with the smell of lilacs in the air,
when I asked you to be mine. Then either of us would
have been contented with a little .cottage and a quiet
life in the country. Dear wife, I have often told my
self it would have been a thousand times better had
the ambition for wealth and power and a position in
the world passed us by and left us to live our lives in:
peace in the quiet country. Have you every thought
this ?"

"N .ever!" she answered. "What would' we have.
been? Do you think I could have been satisfied to drag
out a miserable, monotonous existence in the country?'
Take any country couple, and look at them. They live
like beasts. They know nothing of the great ambitions
and desires which move the hearts of those who strug
gle upward to a place in the world. They work
and eat, and sleep and work, and eat and sleep
a~in, day after day, night after night, with no pleas
ures, no amusements, nothing to break the sameness of
their wretched existence. Don't talk to me of such a
life, Mr. Arlington! I should have died long ago!
Do you think I married you for a cottage and a pitiful
existence in the country? Man, I knew you had it
in you to rise above other men! I knew you could'
acquire wealth if inspired by me to do sO,- and it
was that knowledge which led me to become your
wife."

He fell back on his chair, his. ruddy face pale alld
one hand half lifted, as if to ward off a blow.

"Esther I" he cried.
. "We may as well understand each other fully,"· she

said, quite undisturbed by his show of feeling. "It is
useless to continue in the hypocritical little· deception
we have maintained in the past." .

"Then you acknowledge there has been such decep:
tion on your part?" he hastily asked.

"Oh, I think we both might have been more frank;
but it is not this we should speak of now. You want·
to know what has happened here? You have known
for some time that your son had an enemy in this
school. This enemy has lost no opportunity to humil
iate Chester; but I never fancied the time would come
when a Merriwell would break the spirit of an Ar...
lington. That time has come! To-day the boy you
call your son accepts this Merriwell as his equal-nay,
as his friend! Think of that!" she exclaimed. Her
voice rose a little. "He has been seen in public with
these Merriwells, for both of them were.here at the
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time. He even took his sister into a box at the opera
house, and sat there in full view of the audience in

. company with the Merriwells. But that's not all.
When I sought to reprove him' for it, he showed no
shame....,.he even seemed to believe he had done nothing
that could humiliate him or me."

"And is this the terrible thing that has happened?"
exclaimed Mr. Arlington, in wondering astonishment.
"Is it this that has wrought you up to a condition that
seems bordering on insanity? Why, I supposed it was
something I"

"Isn't it enough r' she demanded. "First you sur
render before Frank MerriweIl, and then your son
bows to Frank Merriwell's brother. Why, Chester
was as much his superior a.s-"

"Now, stop-'-stop right there, Estha! Chester is
my boy ; but; even though I am his father, I can recog
nize his faults and failings. I tell you plainly that he
has given me no end· of trouble and worriment. !:
don't wish to speak of his misdeeds, but you can't fail
to remember that he has done many things of a char
.~cter to disturb me. At one time I even fancied I

"might be compelled to place him in an institution where
he would be restrained and kept from bringing some
sha.me upon us both. But for your pleadings and
your promise to look after him, I should" have done
this." .

.. "Yes! yes !" she palpitated, her hands tightly
clinched. "And that would have been the greatest
disgrace possible ! Think of your son under. restraint
in an institution for reckless boys, compelled to asso
ciate with other lads who were embryo criminals!
The very fact that you contemplated such a thing did
more than anything else to raise,a barrier between us.
I. did give you my promise to look after Chester; but
at the time I was resolved he should show himself
these Merriwells superior. Now what has come?
What has happened? He is willing to give up the
effort; but I have not given up yetI" she harehly cried,
as she rose to her feet. "Just as true as I feel mX heart
burning in my bosom this moment, I will bring about
the disgrace of Richard Merriwell! Everything "is
ready and the blow shall fall!"

In vain he questioned her, for she would not explain
what sort of a blow it was that should faU on young
Merriwell.

"Be careful, Esthal" he finally warned. "1 have dis
covered that a person who deliberately seeks by plot

. ting to bring about the downfall of another oftentimes

works his own destruction. I beg you to forget these
things. 1 beg you to leave Fardale with me,"

"Never!" she retorted-"never, until it is done!
When that is accomplished the fire that is consuming
my heart may die out. It's the only thing that can
quench those flames."

He found it was useless to reason with her, and,
at length making the excuse that his baggage had not
yet arrived and that he must look after it, he 'left the·
house,

In the open air he stood \vith his hat removed
and the breeze on his face.

"Good heavens!" he muttered. "I think there can
be no doubt that my fears are true! She's breaking
down. I never saw her have such a look in her eyes.
Something must be done!"

To the village telegraph office he hastened~ and there
he soon wrote the following message:

. "Dr. Wallace Hanscomb,
"35 West Thirty-second Street,

"New York City. N. Y.
"Mrs. Arlington very ill. Come without a mo-'

ment's delay. D. R.. ARUNGTON."

CHAPTER VIII. "
ARRESTED--THE STOLEN NECKLACE•

"The members of the Fardale baseball team were
in the gymnasium changing their clothes for the uni
forms they wore on the .field. It was Saturday and
the hour was I P. M. At two o'clock the great game
with Eaton Academy was to begin.

"Well, bub-bub-bub-boys,"cried Chip Jolliby, "are ~

we going to dud~dud-do 'em up to-day?"
"You bet your boots!" promptly retorted Brad

Buckhart. "V'Ie're just in trim for the job. You hear
me murmur!"

"Dem my picter!" piped Obediah Tubbs. "If 1 just
could have a custard p!e before the game I bet I'd show···
them fellers some frolics round secqnd base, SaY,if 1
ever manage a baseball team, by gum! I'l;11 going to
train the whole crowd on pie! It's the finest fodder
for a ball player tnat anybody ever put into his face f" .

"Hi dunno habout that," said Billy Bradley. "Hi
think rare roast beef hishabout the stuff for a ball
player to train on. They halways feed prize fighters
hon hit, don't l' 'now."

"But there is some difference, Billy, between base"·
ball and prize fighting," laughed Dick Merriwell.·
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"No," answered the sheriff, as he produced his war.. '
rant. "This paper calls for the arrest of Richard Mer
riwell."

."\tVhat r' shouted the boys in unison, every one of
them on his feet in a twinkling.

Not only were they astonished and dismayed; they
could not believe it possible.

Brad Buckhart stepped out and faced the man with
the warrant.

"Say, Mr. Officer," he said, "whatever sort of busi
ness is this yere? Is this a joke?"

"Well, hardly," dryly retorted the sheriff. "I'm not
much in the habit of making these sort of jokes.~'

"But you can't mean it!" exploded the Texan. "Ar
rest my pard? Say, you're dreaming! You're daffy I
'Whatever charge are you going to arrest him on?"

"Robbery!"
"Robberyl" exclaimed !everalof the boys, their

astonishment and dismay increasing.
"Now, say," growled Buckhart, "there certain is

something crook~d about this yere business! My
pard arrested for robbery? Mr. Officer, it is ridicu~

lous !"
"1 don't know nothing about that," ~aid the sheriff;

~but 1 have the warrant here, and 1 have received my
instructions. i will have to take him. 1 have been
directed to search him. I hope he's sensible and don't

, make 110 fusso"
Dick stepped forward now, speaking quietly, al

though his face was a trifle pale.
"Certainly if you have a warrant for my arrest I

shall not make any fuss about it ; but such a thing seems
quite as ridiculous to me as it does to my friends. You
say 1 am charged with robbery?"

"Yep."
"'Who have I robbed? What have I stolen?", '
"Well, there's a mighty expensive piece of joolry

missing, and it'~ said you took it. They even seem
to think it might be found Qt1 your purson."

"Found on me?" said Dick "Why, searc};lme!
Search me at once!"

"All -right," said the sheriff. "Come ahead, Joe i

"Sometimes there is a good deal of slugging in ,- in my hands, and I was told to serve it right away.
both," smiled Earl Gardner. Got my instructions~ and I've got to follow 'em."

"If what we hear about Jack Feathertop is true," "Ju-Ju-Ju-Jerusalem!" chattered Jolliby, "that's
grunted Singleton, "there will be blamed little slug- pup-pup-pup-pretty tough! Why, it'll kinder bust up
ging 011 either side to-day." the team! VVell, I 'spose we can run in a sus-sus-sus~

;"Anyhow," observed Darrell, "we're not worrying substitute all right. Hope you ain't going tokrest
,bout the slugging Eaton will do. Dick is in first- muril-mum-me ?"
.lass shape to-day, and I think he'll make thos~ fellows

'Slug the air more than anything else."
"But if we get ,right down to cases," put in Gardner,

"we must acknowledge that we wouldn't have half a
show with our captain out of the game."

"I should say not!" exclaimed Buckhart. "\tVhy, if
anything h~ppened to him Eaton would chaw us up."
, Dick laughed.

"Spare my blushes !" he cried, with mock modesty.
"Wh~ some of you fellows talk as if you thought, I
was the whole team! Now you want to get any such
foolish idea out of your heads. I couldn't win this
game on my pitching. 1 will have to be supported
to-day in order to take a scalp. Every man must get
rightOdown andplay for his very 'life. I think I can de
petld on you, too."

"You bet! you bet!" they cried.
"That's the way to talk," nodded Dick, his eyes

shining. "We'll go after those chaps on the jump."
•• 'Ow Hi wish Frank was 'ere to see the fun!" said

Billy Bradley.
"He hoped to be here," explained Dick. "Even

though he was badly broken up over' the death of Gor
don Starr, 1 am sure he would be here to-day to wit
ness the game if it had been possible for him to get
back in time." .

Two men entered the gymnasium and came to the
dressing room. One of them pushed the door open
and walked in, followed by the other. They were the
sheriff of the county and a deputy.

~ The boys stared at them in surprise.
The sheriff,. a bewhiskered man, paused a moment

, and cleared his throat.
"Ug-er-er! Sorry to bother you, boys," he said,

"but I'm compelled to do so."
"What's hup?" asked Billy Bradley.
'~I've a warrant to serve on one of yer," said the

sheriff. "I've orders to arrest' one of yer."
''r'One of us?", they cried, looking round in sur

prise and wondering whichone it could be.
"Exactly," 'nodded the officer. "Document placed
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we'll go through his clothes, though it ain't more'n half
likely we'll be liable to find the missing joolry, even if
he took it. 1 don't think myself that he did take it,
but I have my orders."

Dick submitted to the search, while his indignant
companions looked on: declaring to themselves that
it was the greatest outrage imaginable.

Suddenly from an inner pocket of Dick's coat the
sheriff's assistant drew forth. something which caused
him to utter an exclamation.

"Here it is!" he cried, and held up before the eyes
of the boys a magnificent pearl necklace.

At sight. of that necklace Dick gave a start, for .in a
moment he recognized it as the one he had seen lying
on the table when he called at Mrs. Arlington's cottage
at her request:

The boys· crowded closer to stare at it as the sheriff
took it from the deputy.

"By jing!" muttered the sheriff, shaking his head.
"lguess that's the article. By jing! And did he have
it dght in his pocket? Boy, that looks mighty bad for
you I"

.Dick had begun to quiver with indignation, for he
realized that he was the victim of a plot.

"1 see It's no use for me to protest my innocence
now,'I he' said, trying to steady his voice. "I have
been caught with the goods. All the same;· I don't be- .
lieve there's a fellow here who thinks I stole that neck~

lace."
"No t no! no!" they cried.
The sheriff shrugged his shoulders.
"I sart'in hope you kin prove you didn't do it, when

the trial comes off," he said.
"They. have to prove I did do it," said Dick.

."Finding that joolry on yer is pooty near enough to
prove that."

"Boys," said Dick, "this comes at a mighty bad
time. In an hour you will have to go against EatOn,
and I'll not be with you."

"Hang Eaton!" roared Buckhar1. "What do we
care about that when you're accused of stealing, pard?
What's a baseball game beside this yere business!"

"The gug-gug-gug-game to-day won't amount to
much with Capt. Dick out of it," moanfully .declared
Jolliby. "We'll get tut-tut-tut-trimmed to the queen's
taste."

I'That's right," agreed several of the others. "We
won't be in it for a minute."

"Stop t~at kind of talk!" exclaimed Dick, promptly..

"Even though I'm nofin the game, you must do your
best to win. There's no telling what may happen."

"Dem my picter!" saidObediah Tubbs. "I k~ntell

putty near what's going ter happen terus."
"However do you expect us to play baseball,. part

ner, after this piece of business?" hoarsely demari4ed
the Texan. "Mebbe this yere game can be j:>6st
poned."

Dick shook his head.
"The Eaton team is in town, and you can't ask

them to postpone this game simply because one of
your regular team is unable to take part. Those are
chances of war and baseball, and every team has to

, take them. How many games do you suppose would
be played when scheduled if it were possible to post
pone a game every time one team or another was
weakened in some manner. .No, fellows; you've got to
play that game to-day, and you must play it just exactly
as if I were in it. Play to win and forget me."

"'We've' tried that kind hof business before," said
Billy Bradley,. "and we halways get hit hin· the neck,
don't you hunderstand. We won't be hany good with
out you."

Seeing how badly the boys felt about it, the sheriff,
who was a kind-hearted man for all of his reputation··
as an officer, observed:

. "Boys, I am darn sorry-gosh, I am I \Vhen I
tuck my orders I was tal' to make this arrest just as
soon as possible, for the lady that swore out the war
rant seemed to think there was a heap of danger that
the thief would try to git away. I kinder guess there
wasn't much danger 0' that, but it don't make no dif
ference>now. I got ter do my duty, boys,\baseball or:
no baseball."

"That's all right, sir," said Dick, with remarkable
-calmness outwardly, although in his heart he w2.$: .. :
filled with rage and indignation over what had .. hap
pened. "I presume Mrs. Arlington swore out that
warrant?"

"Here, here, boy! You're not s'posed ter know
'til yer have it read ter yer or 'til you see it.·. You
ain't looked it over. How do you know who lost the
necklace ?"

"I know," said Dick, "for I saw the necklaCe at
Mrs. Arlington's cottage night before las1."

Instantly the sheriff clapped a hand ovet Dick'i!
mouth and whispered in his ear:

"You just stop talking! Yer making this thing
wuss for yer! Great ginger! Don't you kn.ow eyeiy,
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thing you say like that i~ liable to be used ag'in yer at
the trial ?"

Dick gently but firmly pushed the man's hand away.
"I am not afraid of the truth," he declared. "I wish

never to conceal anything.""

"Pard," grated Bnckhart, his rugged face flushed
and his eyes showing his intense indignation, "this
is what you get for having anything to do with the
Arlingtons! That bunch has made you more trouble
than everybody else in the world. It's a low-down
plot to do you dirty. You hear me shout!"

"It must be a plot," nodded Dick; "but it shall not
succeed. I shall send a message at once to Frank, and
he'll .clear this thing up in short order."

"You bet your boots he will!" nodded Brad. "He's
the chap to do it! He'll make some one dance a horn
pipe for this measly ·piece of work."

"\Vell, youngster," said the sheriff, "we've got ter
take yer to the lockup~ Don't yer want ter put on the
rest of yer reg'lar clothes?"

In a few minutes Dick was ready.
B:r that time one or twO" of the boys had left the

, gymhasium, and the report was spread that Dick had
'been arrested. .

As the sheriff and his deputy left the gym, with
Dick walking between them, a crowd of cadets were
assembled and watching for their appearance. These
boys were greatly excited over. what had happened.

"There he is! there he is!" they cried.
"We might take him away ·fromthose officers,"

suggested one hot-headed and reckless chap.
"'What good would that do?" exclaimed another,

with beter judgment. .
"But think of it!" said a third. "They are drag

ging him off just before our game witla Eaton! \Vhat
will we do against ,Eaton without Dick Merriwell in
the box ?" .

At this there was a great groan from the boys.
'Dick walked with his head erect, his lips pressed

,fogether and his face wearing an expression that
seemed to betoken inno~ence as well as indignation
suppressed.

Suddenly one of the cadets bellowed:

" "What's the matter with Dick Merriwell?"
"He'~all-right!" roared the cadets.
Dick flushed and nodded to those faithful school

,mates and friends.
.-::;.',.-'

"~'Wel1," said the sherjff, t'it's plain you've got a

pooty good reputation with them. Bet they don't
many 0' them take any stuck in your being a thief."

As they passed the corner of the barracks building
Dick's eyes fell onfom chaps near. the steps. They
were Preston, vValker, Shaw and Marsh. And as he
saw the prisoner between the two officers Hector threw
back his head and opened his mouth to let out a coarse
burst of laughter.

At this Dick half paused, struck by a sudden
thought.

"Laugh, Hector Marsh!" he exclaimed. He again
marched on. "The time may soon come when your
amusement over my misfortune will turn to grief over
your own."

CHAPTER IX.
FACING A SERIOUS PROBLEM.

It was a sad-looking Jot of boys left in the gym
nasium to complete the task of dreising for the game.
Apparently the 'spirit and ambition had been ~aken

out of them all. Ere leaving, Dick had appointed"
Darrell to act as captain in his place. This he ,had
considered the best thing to be done, as,Hal would
have to pitch and the team was, accustomed to having
the captain in the pitcher's box. , '

Buckhart, who was usually overflowing with high
spirits and talked a great deal, now became silent as a
sphinx, his face wearing a glawering look:. Chip
Jolliby seemed limp and indifferent, while Obediah
Tubbs looked as if he might shed tears at any moment.

"Come, come, fellows!" exclaimed Hal, "we must
brace up and do our best I"

" 'Ow much good do you think that will do ?"
sneered· Biliy Bradley.

"Darrell is right," declared Gardner. "Dick wants'
us to do our best. 'We must do it for him, if not
for old Fardale."

"Sure," nodded Dave Flint. "It's a hard proposi
tion we're going up against; but we might win, fel
lows-we might win."

"If we dud-dud-du,d-do I'll die of heart dud-dud
dud-disease," said J olliby, ",.,-ho was sitting on a locker,
his elbows on his kn.~es and his head between his
hands. ,

"Say, boys," said big Bob Singleton, "let's get mad I
Let's go into that game and play like blazes, every one
of us! If we lose then, no one can find anyfault with
us."
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Chester Arlington came hurrying into the gymna
sium.
"Just heard about it, fellows!" he cried. "Say, it's

outrageous !"
They stared at him in silence, until at last one of

them muttered:
"Your mother--"
"I know! I know!" interrupted Chet, his face flush':'

ing. "It's all a mistake! It's perfectly ridiculous for
anyone to believe Dick Merriwell would steal a neck
lace or anything else!"

"Why don't you go tell your mother so?" exclaimed
Gardner.

"It wouldn't do no good," answered Chester; shaking
his head; "She would pay no more attention to me
than to anyone of you fellows."

"That's lul-lul-lul-Iul-like1y!" contemptuously mut
tered Jolliby.

"I don't suppose you beieve it, but it's true!" averred
Chester. "I'm almighty sorry about this affairl"

"Dern your picter! you look it!" squeaked Obediah
Tubbs.

Although somewhat taken aback by this reception,
Arlington now spoke to Darrell and drew him aside.

"You're captain of the team to-day, aren't you?"
he asked.

Hal nodded.
"How areyou going to make it up?"
"1 haven't decided yet."
UWithout Merriwell you will be one man short."
"I can find a substitute."
"You're going to pitch?"
"Yes."
"Look here, Darrell, why not give me a show?"
"You?" cried Hal. "'What do you take me for?"

"'Wait," urged Chester. "I know what you think.
lkI10w how you feel, but you're mistaken. I want to

'$ee Fardale ;win to-day, and I'm ready to help if 1 ca,n
be of any assistance. The boys are discouraged. Every
fellow who goes into that game in a heartless manner
will add to the discouragement of the others. Give
me a show, Darrell, and I will prove to you that I am
sincere. Perhaps you think you can't trust me,' but
you're mistaken." ...

Still Darrell was not convinced in the least.
"Do you fancy that, after being arrested through

your mother's complaint, Dick Merriwell would sanc
tion my action if I 'gave you the opportunity to play on

the team? No, sir! I must say you have a crust, to
suggest such a thing!"

Chet saw it was' 'Useless to attempt further argu
ment, and for a moment he seemed greatly downcast.
Then his face flushed and he threw back his head with
an expression of pride.

"All right," he said, harshly. "My conscience is
clear. I have done what I think 1 ought to do. I
hope you win the game."

Having said which, he hurried from the gymnasium.
By this time it had become known that Merriwell',s

arrest was through a charge made by Mrs. Arljng!on,
and Chester was greeted with hisses as he passed a
group of boys who were talking the affair over. His ,,'
face paled once more, but his heart was hot and re
sentful in his bosom.

"They blame me," he thought ;""and I would have
done anything to prevent it. My mother has injured"
me more than Dick Merriwell by her foolish action!",

He hurried to his room, where he threw himself '
down on a chair and. sat for some time in moody medi
tation.

In the meantime Prof. Gunn had heard of Dick's
arrest, and, as soon as possible, the agitated peda
gogue left the academy and limped away toward the
village.

The members of the Fardale team talked it over so
long before going out to the field that Eaton arr~ved

ere they appeared. By this time a large' gathering of
spectators had assembled and more were coming in a
steady stream.'

This was to the great game of the spring season at
Fardale, and, as usual, the weather being favorable,
everyone who took an interest in the sport was de-:
termined to be on hand. .

As Darrell walked onto the field with the Fardale
players behind him Capt. Bob Keenan of the visiting
team hurried forward.

"I hear you are captain to-day, Mr. Darrell," he
said. "By Jove! this is a shame! I'm sorry this thing
happened just now! I have brought a team here to
trounce you; but I wanted to do the 'trick witJ:l Dick
Merriwell in the box. Do you think this trouble is
anything serious?" '

"He'll come out all right. We're'not worrying
greatly over that, but it is a little rough on us to lose .
him just' now."

"I want you to know we're. all sorry about it," said
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Keenan, honestly. "Merriwell is square as a brick.
You won't have much of a show without him."

"Perhaps not," retorted Hal. "But don't you think
for a moment that it's going to be a walkover for
you."

Thus they fell to talking over ground rules. As

soon as Hal left Keenan, he saw some one waving a

handkerchief to him in the grand stand. It was Doris

Templeton, and a few moments later Hal was speak
ing to her.

"Oh, what's the matter?" exclaimed Doris. "We
wouldn't believe it true, would we, Zona?"

"We couldn't believe it," said Zona Desmond.
"And June-she was completely broken up over it."
"June?" said Hal. "Where is she?"
"She's gone. She hurried right away to the village

as .soon as she found it out. She said she must do
something."

"vVhat can she do?"
"That's what I'd like to know. Are you going to

pitch, Hal?"
"Yes."

"Oh, I hope you win! You must win if you can!"
"Y0\1 may depend on me to do that!" exclaimed Hal,

earnestly. "If the boys will back me up-"
"Will they?"
"I don't believe they can bac\<: up anyone the ,way

they do Dick His loss will take the confidence out

of them."
."Never mind, Hal; I know and you know that he

wants Fardale to win. this game."
"Fardale shall win if it's in me to pitch a winning

game."
At last the hour for the game to begin arrived and

the umpire walked onto the diamond.
The two teams lined up as follows:

FARDALE.

Gardner, ss.
Black, If.
Flint, rf.
Bradley 3b.
Jolliby, d.
Singleton, lb.
Tubbs,2b.
Buckhart, Co

DaiTell.p.

EATON.

Mains,d.
Gokey, rf.
Field, Sb.
Keenan, lb.
Doyce, If.
ShondY,2b.
Barker, ss.
Holt, Co

Hough,p.

CHAPTERX.
THE BALLOON GOES UP.

Five innings had been played, and with the score
one to one, the delighted cadets cheered their team
as it once more took the field.

Up to this point Darrell had surprised and pleased
the Fardale boys by his clever box work. Not only
that, but. he had taken some of the confidence out of
the enemy and had given Eaton to understand that
she could not expect a walkover.

"Well, what do you think of this?" asked Doyce,
as the visitors assembled at their bench.

"I think we've got to stretch ourselves, boys," said
Capt. Keenan. "\Ve must have this game. It won't
do to lose it with Merriwell not playing. Why, all
Eaton would be sore on us!" . .

"That fellow Darrell is pitching like a streak I"
growled Barker.

"But he can't keep it up," asserted Keenan. "He
has not pitched a great deal this season,·and he started
in too hot to-day. .He weakened a little in the last inn·
ing. His arm is bound to go back on him before the
finish. When he lets up the least bit we want to get
after him hot. This may be the inning for that.
You're the first hitter, Field. Get your base some·
how."

Darrell's work had, gradually built up confidence
among the players who supported him, and now, as Hal
toed the slab, they chattered their encouragement.'

"Fan this one, old man I" cried Gardner.
"Dern his picter! he's easy!" piped Obediah Tubbs,

spitting on the palm of his glove andrubbing it with
the fingers of his other hand.

"Right over the pup-pup-pup-pan, Hal, old bub.bub
bub-boy!" shouted Jolliby.

"He can't get a hit in a year !"rumbled .Singleton.
" 'Ow do you do hit? 'Ow do you do hit?" laughed

Bradley.
"Put her right into the pocket, Hal," said Buck..;

hart, as he held ltp his big' mit and crouched under
the fellow's bat.
. Whiz! It was a high, swift one past Field's shoul~

ders, and the batter swung at 'it.
"Pound the air! Pound the air!" shouted Barron

Black from left field.
"Oh, give him another, my hoy-.give him another {"

sang a chorus of cadets from the bleachers.
Hal followed with a slow drop.
By this time Field had discovered that Darrell had
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a way of follo\ving" up a high ball with a drop, and he "He can't do it again, Keen," declared Barker.
was prepared for this one. Taking the chance that "Can't he?" ml1tte~ed BuckharL "vVait and see!"
he might be mistaken, he stepped forward to the limit He held his mit up close behind Keenan's shoulder,
of his box and swung for the ball. In this manner he which was a signal for a high, straight one on the
caught it fairly as it ,vas dropping and lifted it over inside corner of the plate.
the infield. Both Jolliby and Black ran for it, but Darrell nodded. Once more the ball was straight
neither was able to reach it before it struck the ground. and speedy, but ·it forced Keenan to drop his bat and
In some manner it took a bad bound and got past fall himself in order to escape being hit.

Black. Hal had indeed failed to put the ball over at the
"Two, two, two bags!" yelled Keenan, who had critical moment.

rushed down to the coaching line. "Four balls; take your base I" sang the umpire.
Field got over first and turned toward second. Jol-

Then the vistors from Eaton rose on the bleachersliby pursued the ball, secured it and lined it to Tubbs;
. I d and gave a cheer of satisfaction.. but the runner slid and was safe, having stretc 1€

what should have been a single into a two-bagger. "Oh, I knew what would happen!" .laughed Keenan,
"That's the start! That's the start I" laughed Kee- as he trotted down to first. "The balloon is going up,

k h· boys I"nan, as he dashed back to the bench and too up IS

bat. "All right, Hal-all right," said Buckhart, as he
"On your toes, everybody I" said Hal, as he paused noted a look of disgust on Darrell's face. "The next

after the ball had been returned to him. chap is pie."
Johnny Barker, Eaton's lively shortstop, danced "Who said pie?" shrilly cried Obediah Tubbs.

down to the coaching line near third base. "Don't anybody here mention pie! I am just about
"Get a. good lead, Field I" he whooped. "Divorce starving to death for a slice of pie!"

yourself from that sack! He can't catchyer. Watch Thinking Darrell had lost control, Doyce waited,
him; I'll watch the ball." with the result that the first two balls pitched were

Field· danced off second and plunged back again as . declared strikes.
Darrell whirled and snapped the ball downto Gardner, "Oh, wait again--wait again!" cried Buckhart. "He
who had dodged over to the bag. can't put it over! If you wait long enough, you will

"Keep him throwing! Keep him throwing I"~ cried walk-to the bench,"
Barker. "He'll put one into ce1'1ter field in a minute." Hal did his best to deceive Doyce with an 'out-drop

.T\v'ice before pitching Hal drove Field back to that was wiqe of the plate, but the batter caughthim-'
second. self in time not to swing at it, although he started to

With his bat tightly gripped, Keenan was waiting. do so.
ReaJizing the peril of the situation, Darrell worked "One ball!" said the umpire.

.cautiously with the batter; but the f~ct that he had f • "VVhoopee!" shouted Buckhart. "You came a heap
lost none .of his speed added to Keenan's conviction near fooling him that time."
that his arm was giving out. "Nears don't count!" muttered Doyce.

"Got to get 'em over! Got to get 'em over there!" "Try this next one," urged the Texan. "It'll be a
shouted Barker. "He can't reach those wide ones with beaut! you oughter get a homer off it."
an ordinarybat! 'Wait a minute, Keen, old boy. He "Thanks fot the advice" sarcastically retorted the
can't find the plate. You'll walk." batter. '

~he captain of. the visiting team kne'\v ~nough to Apparently Darrell pitched the next ball in ex-
walt,and soon, With three balls and one stnke called, actly the same manner as he had the last and Do rce

.it became necessary for Hal to "put it over." once more was satisfied that it would be ~n out-cu~ve
"Right into the pocket!" again cried Buckhart, as that would not passover the plate. When it was too

he held up his big mit. "You can do it, Hal." late to swing' fair and hit he discovered his mistake
Once mor.e the Fardale pitcher let out his speed, and made a feeble jab with his bat.

arid the hig~ one he sent over was declared a strike by Plunk I-the ball was in Darrell's mit.
tlie umpire. "You're out!" cried the umpire.
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..•~•.. ,:,T4¢#the .. cadets had an opportunity to· rise and
cli:~er;aI1dthey improved' it.
. 'ttl :opine the balloon don't go up very far," laughed
Buckhart.

Doyce shook his head as he walked to the bench.
"I was a thundering fool!" he said. "That was an

-easy one. Why, I might have knocked the cover off
that I"

"Here's Shondy! Good old Shondy!" cried the
Eaton boys, from the bleachers.

Shondy had selected a heavy Louisville "slugger,"
and, with his lips pressed tightly together, he to~k his
position to hit.

"Another victim, Hal," said Buckhart. "You know
.his weak spot.'~ .

Darrell knew Shandy could not hit a ball close to
his shoulders,and this was what he attempted to lead

•off with. But now. once more he failed to control it
thorou~hly and therefore did not 'keep it close enough
to the' batter. '

Shondy's heavy stick met the ball fairly and it shot
out on a line.

At the same instant Johnny Barker did a wild war
dance on the coaching line and shrieked like a 'steam
calliope for Field and Keenan to rUll. They did not
wait to see where the ball went, but depended e!\tirely
upon the coacher's judgment and ran. Dave Flint
tried hard to get in front of the baH, and he felt the
wind from it on his fingers as he made a last great
leap with his bare right hand outstretched. How-
ever, he did not touch it. '

With J ol~iby chasing it, the ball went clean to the
fehce. It was a two-bagger forShondy and brought
Field home easily. '

Keenan reached third and saw there was a possible
chance to score. Being a player who took chances, in
spite of Barker's hesitating warning for him to stop,
Keenan made a dash ·for the plate.

Then Jolliby let his arm out, and had he thrown
a little 10werW<>J,lldhave. stopped Keenan. At it was,
Buckhart was compelled to cat~h the ball above his
head and stoop with it to put it onto Keenan, wh().

',~lid, Brad was a moment too late, and when they
saw the umpire's Imotion, ~hich indicated that the run

.:l1er .was safe home, the Eaton crowd rose and roared
it~delight. Shondy, however, had fancied he could

. reach' third on 'the throw to the plate, and this attempt
he made.

Having tagged Keenan, Buckhart straightened
quickly and snapped the ball down to Bradley~

Billy was standing close to the bag, but on the base
line from second, and, believing he might frighten
the baseman, Shondy slid spikes first.

Quick as a cat Bradley shifted his position and
came down on Shondy's legs with the ball. In fact,
he gave the fellow's kneecap such a wrench that for
a few moments afterward Shandy sat on the ground
with his face· twisted in an expression of pain, as he
vigorously rubbed his knee.

"Out at third!" was the umpire's decision.
"Well, well, well; we have 'em!" laughed Johnny

Barker, ashe scudded in to the bench and secured a
bat. "Two runs are 110t so bad."

"No use stopping now," said Keenan. "The balloon
didn't come down, after all. Make 'em be good,
Barker."

Darrell was pale, but lipparently had not lost his
nerve, for he fooled Barker with two sharp shoots,
and the batter realized that the chances were against
him.

The next ball, however, seemed too' high, and Bar
ker did not go after it. It proved to be a sharpdrbp
and came down so fast that it passed Barker's shoul
ders, even though he crouched a little.

"Three strikes! You're out!" cried the umpire.
And the first half of this inning was over, with ·EatoIl.
two runs in the lead.

CHAPtER XI.
TRIUMPH AND EXONERATION•.

Darrell looked sober and worried as he sat on the
bench with hIS sweater drawn over his right arm to
cover it. Beneath the sweater he felt of his at:tn and
shoulder with his left hand, and his look of w6.rtiment!
became one of genuine anxiety and dread.

In the last half of the fifth Fardale worked hard for
a run, but Hough held the home team down at the criti
cal moment and, with a man on third and only one out,
struck out the. next two batters.

"I am afraid it's Eaton's game," said Chester Ar
lington, who had found a seat in the grand stand be.:.
side Zona Desmond. "Darrell's arm can't stand the
pressure. It has weakened already."

"Oh, if Dick were here I" exclaimed Doris.
In the first half of the sixth every man who came

to bat for Eaton hit the ball, but fast work behind
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Darrell prevented any of them from making the cir
cuit of the bases.

With Fardale at bat, Hough proved as effective a~

ever, and the sixth ended with the score still three to
one in the visitors' favor.

Eaton opened the seventh with Field again at bat.
This man was one of the cleverest hitters on the visit-

.; ing team,. having, as before mentioned, only one weak
spot in his armor. By this time Hal's control was.
poor and he could not find that spot. As a result Field
tapped out a beautiful single.

Keenan, who foHowed, did not attempt to sacrifice,
but forced Darrell to put one over, then lined it.

Only for a most amazing jump by Obediah Tubbs
.and. a wonderful one-hand catch, the captain of the
. visiting team would have secured a two-bagger. Had
Obediah landed on his feet he might have snapped the
ball to first and caught Field off that bag, but he fell
awkwardly and Field got back in time to save himself..

"Robber!" roared Keenan, glaring at Tubbs.
The fat boy snickered.
"Anybody can hit that pitcher now," declared Kee

nan,as he hurried back. "Make 'em be good, Doyce."
Doyce proved to be a good waiter, and the result was

that he walked to first, for Hal was wild and could not
get the ball over the pan.

"Too bad! too bad!" muttered Chester Arlington.
"He's all in."

"What do' you mean by that?" questioned Zona.
"Why, he can't pitch any more. He's pitched his

arm off already. First he lost his speed, and now his
control is gone. If something doesn't happen quick
those Eaton boys will pile up lots of runs."

"What can happen?" murmured Doris, pale to the
lips. .

Shandy knew his business, and so he followed the
example of Doyce and waited, with the result that he
also was given his base on balls. The bags were filled
with only' one man out.

"Goodness1 goodness !" groaned Arlington, in
genuine distress. "Something must happen I"

Once more Doris helplessly asked:
nWhat can happen?"
As if in answer to her question, something did

happen. . Among the cadets on the bleachers one fel
low sudd.enly rose to his feet and let out a wild yell
that electrified everybody. He was facing the en
trance to the ground and one arm was outstretched in
that directioo, with his finger pointing.
.' . "Yow I yow I yow I" he shrieked. "Look there, fel-
lows!" ~

There was a surge, an upheaval, a grand, sudden
rising of the boys to their feet; and this was followed
by a wild shout of astonishment and joy.

"Oh, what is it?" palpitated Doris-"what is it
Zona? What is it, Chester?" ,

But Arlington did not seem to hear, for he also was

on his feet, and suddenly he began shrieking like a
madman.

"Look! look! There he is! Merriwell, by
heavens!" •

"Merriwell! MerriwelI! Merriwell!" thundered the
.cadets.

Then Doris seized and hugged Zona Desmond, al
most fainting with the astonishment and delight of it,
for through the gate, in his baseball suit, hurried Dick
Merriwell, followed closely by a stout, florid-faced
man and a flushed, beautiful girl.

"It's the governor!" cried Chester Arlington, almost
beside himself-"the' governor and June I They have
brought Dick!"

D. Roscoe Arlington and june had followed Dick
onto the ground.

"Time-call time, Mr. Umpire!" cried Hal Darrell.
"I'm going out of the box. We're going to change
pitchers right here."

"Time I" shouted the umpire.
Amid the excitement and uproar and wonderment

of those moments June discovered her friends in the'
grand stand and hurried to join them.

"Say, sis, explain it!" palpitated Arlington. "HO\v
did it happen?"

"I found father," she answered, "and told him how
Dick had been arrested and on what charge. 1 begged
him-to do something, and he did as soon as he could
find a trial" justice. He had the matter brought up
and furnished cash bail for Dick's appearance in court.
'While this was being dorie I caused a carriage to be
brought from the livery stable, and the moment Dick
could leave we hurried him into the carriage and
brought him here. He didn't seem to spend more than
a minute changing his clothes for his baseball suit."

"June, you're a dandy!" laughed Chester. "You're
a dandy, and the governor is a brick!"

"But the game," questioned J une-"how does it
stand ?"

"Three to one for Eaton; but Fardale has three
more chances and with Dick here we may win."

Bob Keenan courteously gave Dick all the time he
asked for to warm up.

"Sorry, Merriwell," laughed the 'Eaton captain, "but
we've got this game clinched. You're twenty minutes
late."

"That's aU right," laughed Dick. "Better late than
never, you know."

As Merriwell walked into the box and prepared to
deliver the ball Buckhart let out a genuine cowboy yell.

"Here's where we get right down to business, boys!"
h7 rqared. "Here's where we show these gents the
k111d of. baseball Fardale puts up. You hear me gently
warble!" .

Johnny Barker did his best for a hit, but Dick's
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speed and curves quickly caused the Eaton shortstop
to fan and sit do\vn.

\Vith two strikes and two balls called, Holt put up
an easy infield fly. It was captured by Gardner, and
Fardale's anxiety for that inning was over.

At the bench there was much laughing and shaking
hands with Dick. The boys were filled with new life
and confidence, but Hough rose to the occasion and
again held them down, so that the seventh inning
ended with the score unchanged. '

In the eighth Merriwell's curves and change of pace
proved effective, and Eaton had not the slightest chance
of making a run.

Flint opened the ball in the eighth with a furious
long drive to the right field fence. The ball bounded
off the fence and was lost sight of for a moment, so
that Dave strained every nerve to cross second and
reach third.

With the cadets cheering their encouragement,
Bradley did his best to bring Flint home, but a wonder
ful stop, of a swift grounder by Barker held the boy
with t.he scarred cheek at third, \vhile the Cockney

.you$ wilsJhrown out at first.
. )olliby's' Adam's apple was bobbing up and down

in ,a ,laughable manner as he took his place to strike.
After two balls and one strike were called, he put up
a high foul back of third, and Field captured it.

"All right, all right," laughed Barker, in relief.
"vVe have 'em just the same."

But Singleton smashed out a whistling two-bagger
and Flint came home. .

"One more to tie, boys I" cried Dick, as Obediah
Tubbs waddled out.

Again Hough showed his nerve and ability, for he
caused the fat boy to fan at this critical point, and the
inning ended with Fardale still one run behind. ,

The ninth was fast and exciting. The "rooters" on
both sides cheered loudly for. their teams, but Eaton
could add nothing to what she had already gained.

"Hold 'em, Hough-hold 'em!" entreated Keenan,
as the visitors again took the field.'

With his teeth set, Buckhart smashed a whistling
straight one at Hough, 'who stood his grotUld. The
ball struck in the pitcher's hands and dropped at his
feet. He deliberately picked it up and threw the Texan
out at first.

"That's the first one," laughed Keenan, as the ball
plunked into his big mit.

There was a murmur, half a cheer, then a hush.
Dick Merriwell was the batter.

,The nerves of every spectator seemed quivering with
the intensity of the strain. Even Dick felt it, for his
face was pale and it was with the greatest difficulty
that he maintained command of himself.

In the silence of those moments the decisions of the
umpire sounded unnaturally loud and distinct.'

"One ball!" he called..
Dick swung at the next one--and missed!
"One strike!"
The third ball was high.
"Two balls!"
The next was-erack! ;
Dick met it, lined it out, placed it beaatifully in an

empty field and made two bases 01'1 it.
Fardale's cheer for this piece of work was followed

by another hush.
Earl Gardner, the boy from Maine, walked into the,

batter's box. There was a strange 109k on. his face al'ld
he seemed to be in atrance, for Hough put the first ball
straight over the heart of the plate '. and Eail did not

. swing at it. '
Somebody groaned on' the Fardale bench.
"Wake up!" exclaimed Buckhart.
Gardner gave a start. He saw Hough swing his

arm to deliver the second ball. Apparently this ball
started straight at Earl" but the batter believed it to
be an out-curve and stood his ground, at the same time
swinging as he saw the ball "break!' Whether it was
by chance or good judgment, he met it and sent it
2:ipping along the ground. Shandy dove for it, cuffed
it to one side and went after it again. His fumble
was sufficient to cause Merriwell to make an effort· to
reach third. Shandy secured the ball, '~nd it is barely
possible he might have thrown Gardner out at first,
but, wishing to stop the runner nearer the home plate,
he threw to Field.

He was a moment too late, for Dick slid in and was
safe at third, while Gardner reached first.

Never in his life had Barron Black ,so ionged to
make a hit as he did on walking to the plate amid the
wild cheering of the Fardale boys. Perhaps he was
too anxious. Anyway he feU an easy victim' te
Hough's shoots, striking out.

\Vhile Black was doing this Gardner improved a
good opportunity to steal second. '

And now the result of the game depended·on Dave
Flint. The boy with the scarred chfiek, :who had come
to Fardale with Barron Black as his enemy, who had
been despised by Chester Arlington, walked into the
batter's box. As he did soBlack was whispering over
and over to himself as he sat on the bench:

"For the love of goodness hit it, Flint! . Hit it,
Flint! Hit it, Flint!"

And up in the grand stand Chester Arlingtonex~·

claimed: '
"I'd give a hunc1reddollars to see that fellow get a:

clean two-bagged"
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Flint proved to be the man. He rose to the occasion,
refused to swing at the bad ones, compelled Hough
to put one over, and then smashed it full and fair on the
trade mark. It was a beautiful two-bagger; and an in
describable uproar followed as Merriwell trotted home
with the tying score and Gardner followed with the
run that gave Fardale the game.

* * * * * * *

"It was right," declared Mr. Arlington, hoarsely.
"Just as Marsh was about to leave Mrs. Arlington

discovered me in the comer. From her actions follow-
. ing that I am satisfied that her mind is affected. A

little later she took the poison. r advise you, Mr.
Arlington, to have her placed, without delay, in a pri
vate sanitarium."

"Your advice shall be followed," promised the af~

flided husband.

THE END.

OE.,

The Next Number (425) Will Contain

The fireat fiame With Manhattan.

**.*****

A Quiet Dinner at the Hotel Imperial-- The Chickering
Crowd Plot Together-Buck Badger in Town .
Again--He Shows a. New YotkerWhat a Hard
Fist He Has-Buck in a Fight-The Plot Against
the MerriwdIs- Ddarge Appars Once More-He
Drinks Absinthe- Collins thePlunger-Frank Merri
well Lays a Countuplot-The Game at the Polo
Grounds in New York-Dick's Great Pitching.
Fran~ Goes Into the Box With Old Bart Hodge as
Backstop-A Oose Game-eap'n Wiley Fans the
Citcumabient Atmosphue-:-A Hot Finish-Frank:
Meets an Old Acquaintance-Collins Explains His
A.c:tion.

FRANK MERRIWELL'S NEW NINE:

ASCRATCH TEAl OF THE
IERRIWELLS DOES tiREAT WORK.

That very day the charge against Dick Merriwell
was withdrawn and the statement given out that the
whole thing was a terrible blunder. If Dick learned
the truth of the plot against him, his lips remained
sealed and he declined to talk about it. That other
boys suspected the truth is certain, for Hector Marsh
left Fardale Academy to return no more,

. On seeking her father, directly after Dick Merri
welll's arrest, June had found him in consultation with
the family physician, Dr. Wallace Hanscomb, who had
lately arrived from New York, summoned by Mr. Ar
lington's telegram.

As he left the physician with the object of finding
a trial "justice and offer bail for Dick's release, Mr.
,;\rl'ington whispered in the doctor's ear: .

"\Vatch her closely, doctor. .Let me know what you
re211y thil1k about the case:"

When the baseball game was ended Mr. Arlington
hastened from the field, leaving June to watch the re
joicing celebration of the victorious cadets, and was
driven swiftly back to the village. ,

On '-entering Mrs. Arlington's cottage he was aston
ished to find several excited persons present. The
moment he appeared he was urged to hasten to his
wife's room and, with dread in his heart,he did so.

He found Dr. Hanscomb and a village physician
'Working over Mrs. Arlington, who seemed to be in a
state of coma.

.ItWhat is it, doctor?" asked Arlington, his face pal
lid with dread. "What has happened?"

The family physician paused to whisper in his ear:
"Your wife attempted to poison herself, but I think

we will be able to bring her out of it. I detected the
truth just in time."

An hour later, when Mrs. Arlil}gton was out of dan
ger and resting in bed, Dr. Hanscomb told her hus
band just what had happened.

"As you directed," he said, "I watched her. She
was not aware of it. I had the key to the house, which
you gave me, and I entered. Shortly after I saw a
boy in the unifonn of a cadet come here. Mrs. Ar
lington met him in the parlor without being aware that
I was sitting behind the portieres in the cozy corner.
I hate to. tell you this, Mr. Arlington, but it seems
that she had entered into a plot with this boy to injure
another boy by the name of Merriwell, at the academv
here. The name of the boy who met her in the par
lor was Marsh. and he had discovered a way of get
ting into this Merriwell fellow's room. Your wife
gave him a pearl necklace, and this necklace he placed
in Merriwell's pocket. He came here to-day and re
ceived money from your wife."

"Great heavens!" groaned Mr. Arlington, as he sank
on a chair and bowed his face on his hands.

"Sorry I had to tell you," said the sympathetic doc
tOft "but I thought it was right you should know."
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~PPLAUSE.

It gives me great pleasure to let you know what I think of
your Weekly. I think I can easily tell you in three words: "Can't
be beat." I have read almost every number from I to 416. Frank
is my favorite. He hasn't a fault. Dick has .a few little· fa,ults,
but I am sure by the time he becomes as old as Frank he will
be just as perfect. I am glad to see Chet Arlington has reformed.
Hope he keeps it up. I like Brad, Bart, Barron Black, Hal Dar
rell, Flint and Browning~ The truth is, I like all of the boys who
are friends to Frank and Dick.

I think June ought to marry Dick. I am satisfied. by Inza
marrying Frank, because she always was my favorite. I think
it a good idea to. form a correspondence club among the readers
of the "king of weeklies." I would like to see some one from
Oklahoma enter Fardale, and be a friend of Dick. But I am
going to ieave those things to Burt L. Standish, as he is the king
of writers. I wish to say that I wish success and prosperity to
Burt L. Standish and Street & Smith. I hope I have not written
too much, as I would like to see this in print and let the readers
know that Oklahoma-the queen of countries-has a few Tip Top
admirers. Yours respectfully, A JUNE ADMIRER.

P. S.-Although I am a June admirer, I would be satisfied to
get a girl like Doris. Lucky Dick.

A very nice letter from a very patriotic young man of Okla
homa.

As he is so proud of Oklahoma, we hope that some day Okla
homa will· be proud of him.

I have written you one letter before, but thought I would try
again, as the other must have hit the waste basket. I think Tip
Top is the best weekly published, and that Mr. Standish is great.
I think all the knockers ought to quit. They make me tired. I
like what Herbert Jannett said about Darrell. I think he is as
good as Merriwell.· Dick and Hal are first with me, then Flint,
Gardner, Black, Singleton and Arlington. June is my favorite
of the girls. ]; 'am for June always. I am with our friend Ne
braska in his opinion of June. If all the Juneites will write, I
think we have the Dorisites beat. Well, I hope this well miss the
waste basket. With best wishes to S. & S. and Burt L., an ad-

. mirer of Tip Top, . R. H. HILL.
NllshviIle, Tenn.

Always glad to hear from our Southern friends.
Write to us again.

Having just finished reading the latest Tip Top Weekly, I
thought I wotild write you and express my opinion on its merits.
I have been reading it for several years, and it has always proved·
a source of enjoyment each week. ...

Black, Arlington and Hodge are my favorites next to .Frank
and Dick. I am also a stanch Juneite.

I think the Applause column is very interesting. I read it
each week.

A good plan for the kickers who are spoiling the columns, just
to become famous, would be for them to join a dime museum.

I do not agree with C. W. C., of Caldwell, in saying Brad is a
coward. I also see that he :Jants to fight. Well, I'm not so far
away.

I see some of the readers are in favor of a correspondence club.
I think that would be great. The readers could correspond witli
each other in regard to sfJorts and many other tfiings which
would interest each other. .

I would like to see Black become a catcher. Hoping to see
this in print, I wiII close. I would like to hear from some reader
se\'enteen or eighteen years old, who is interested in baseball,. and
who is a Juneite. 'With a cheer for Tip Top, I will againcIose.
Respectfully, r • R E.B:lI~)(.

P. O. Box 123, Wocdsfield, 01110. ....•.

Ql1ite a nice letter. '0:.....
So, you think it would be a good thing for the kickers to join \

a dime museum. ..
We are afraid thet'e would be more dime museums th~n',any

other kind of shows, if they did.

I have r-ead the Tip Top for about five years, and,seeing that
the girls are writing, I think I will do the .same. I like Brad
best, then Frank, Dave, Dick, Old Joe, Bart, Chet and HaI ofthe
men; of the girls, June, Inza, Felecia and Doris. Auybody that
does not like the "Unbranded Maverick, of the Rio Pecos," m1!1st
have left their senses home in their. coat pocket. I· quite agree
with Raymond Wheeler .anout June. She is simply great, and
just the girl for Dick.

Why can't we hear from Buck Badger and Mrs. Badger, lind
also Jack Diamond; what's become of them? Chet Arlington is
coming on all right, .and Doris is the girl for him. I think we
had better let Mr. Standish attend to the marrying of the charac
ters in the Tip Top, because he will mate them all right. I wilt
stop with three cheers for the Tip Top and Mr. Standish. Hop-
ing to see this in the Applause, I remain, sincerely yours,.. .

"Briarwood Hall," Orange City, Fla. A FLORIDA Gnu..

A nice little letter from one of our girl friends· in Florida.
Write again.

As we have read your most excellent Weekly, calIed the Tip
Top, for some time, we tho~ght that it was about time that a few
more members of the fair sex were aclding their applause to that
of the rest.

Of course, Dick is as great a favorite with us a'S. he is with
everyone else. We think him a most manly fellow. We also like
Brad and Hal immensely. We do hope that Arlington wiII con·
tinue to do better and become a friend of Dick's.

We like Doris well, just "a whole lot," and we do think that she
is the only one for Dick. We hope that Burt. L. wiII see fit to
give' her a fairer chance in the future. June is a splendid girl,
but we think that she has been given a ·fairer chance to show off
her charming qualities. We hope that Dick wiIIhave some meet
ings in the future with Doris, as they are very interesting, and
Doris is '-'true. blue."

We are greatly in favor of the Correspondence Club idea, and
hope that such a club will SOO)1 be started... .,. . .

Well, as this is our first letter, probably it ii best not to make it
too long.

With three cheers for Dick and Doris, and Burt L.Standish,
we are, Two MAy BEES.

Mt. Jewett, Penna.

We are glad to hear from Two May Bees. 'It seems a little
early for May bees to be flying, nevertheless they are always .
.welcome.
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Having just finished reading one of your Weeklies, which I
appreciated very much, I beg leave to take up a little space in your
Applause Column, expressing my honest and candid opinion of
your \Veekly, which I consider one of the best I have ever had the
good fortune to read.

My favorite character is noble Dave Flint, although Dick Mer
riwell is his superior in many different ways. Dave's struggles
to save his little brother's back, and the overwhelming odds
against him to attain the position he now holds, are well worthy of
the highest praise. Black is a very admirable character, but I
would enjoy reading more of him if he and Dave were friends.

I certainly did enjoy reading Robert Merrill's grand tribute to
ward Dave Flint, as I frankly admit that I admire Dave more
than any other character in the book. I certainly disagree with
Robert in saying Brad was a "gaseous loud-mouth, bragging
bully," as lean see no reason for calling my Texas friend such
hard· names. If Brad pains our esteemed friend so much, why
don't he start to print a weekly of his own, and I will suggest
an excellent name: "The Connecticut Hot-Air Generator."

Another hot-air fiend, who is .trying his best to establish a
reputation as a blower, and signs himself "I. M. Disgusted," seems
to have more imagination than brains. This ass in the guise of
a man, who resides in the vicinity of Denver, Colorado, is a dis
grace to that beautiful Western city, and my intentions of visiting
the place this summer are very slight, as I would rather remain in
the "City of Brotherly Love," and content myself by drinking that
composition of microbes and mud known as Schuylkill water, than
journey to Denver and get smothered by that gaseous fluid, in. the
form of hot air, which seems to be continually blowing from the
lips of our "Disgusted Friend."

I agree with Reggy Ventmore in saying ~vomen should not
bother with the affairs of men. Girls, as well as some women,
are very peculiar objects to study. Every murder, or, in fact,
every crilne which is or has been committed, a woman is always
sure to be at the bottom of it all, and I can safely say that women
can outrival all means of communication for transmitting news.

Miss Caroala Floyd does not admire my favorite character
Flint. "She doesn't like him a particle i" isn't that real rude of
her? Perhaps she does not like him because he is no "masher,"
hlfs no captivating ~ace, and probably his tongue doesn't "wag"
enough for this young lady.

She does not admire "Tubbs," and I frankly admit that I second
her motion for saying that. The only useful thing "Obediah"
could be used for is to ltavehim improved \vith a few marble
trimmings, so he would make a suitable annex to "Schlitz's" fa
mous brewery, which, perhaps, would make :Mihvaukee more fa
mous than it is at present.

Capt. Wiley, the originator of so many interesting yarns, has
become favorite among all Tip-Toppers.

I will conclude my letter, hoping to hear more about Flint, and
wishing all Tip-Toppers, Burt L. and Street & Smith success in
all their undertakings, I remain, as ever, an admirer of that strong
and manly character, Dave Flint, M. S. QUAY.

Quaker City, Pa.
'Weare very glad to get your very clever and interesting letter.

We are sorry to see, however, that you are inclined to be so un
compromising in your views of the fair sex. We are inclined to
think that Reggy and you will take a more cheerful view of the
situation later on in life, when you take a matrimonial view of it.

As I have read your Tip Top for over a year, and all the books
written by BurtL. Standish in the :Medal Library, I thOtlght it
about time to write a few words of applause. I think the Tip Top
Weekly contains the best stories I have ever read, and I shall
continue to read them so long as they can be had.

Regarding the letter written by 1. M. Disgusted, I only wish
to say a few words, and these are'; "I Al\1 DISGUSTED" (with
him).

Fr:mk and Dick are all right, and so is Brad, Bart, Browning,
Rattleton, Diamond and Hans.

In2a, Elsie, Doris and June are my favorites.
Hoping to see this in print, and wishing success to all readers

of the Tip Top Weekly, I remain, W. HARRISON.
Bethlehem, Pa. ,
We are glad yon like the stories, and we hope. you will write

to us again soon, a longer letter.

As I have been a reader of the Tip Top for a number of years,
and as I have never written a letter to the Applause column, I
will take the privilege of writing you, and endeavor to make my-

. self plain in regard to what I think of the Tip Top Weekly pub
lication. When I first began reading the Tip Top I thought it
would be like other five-cent publications, but after I had read
several numbers, I became very much interested, and from then
on have purchased them every week.

Frank is my favorite in the old flock, and Brad in Dick's flock.
I have noticed in several of the Applause letters that some
call Brad a bully and blowhard. I wish to say that the style
of Brad's talk is simply assumed, and only serves to make the.
stories more interesting, for without Brad the Tip Top would
seem very dull indeed. I enjoy especially reading the base
ball stories, but the fault is that Fardale always wins, and
never loses when Dick pitches. No matter how good a pitcher
he is, he will have his off days, and it seems strange that
Dick does not. Then about his jump and combination ball.
It is all right and proper to tell about his i ump ball, but when it
comes to his combination ball, that is a little bit too big toswal
low. Anyone with common sense can see that it would be im
possible to throw a ball that would both rise and drop on one
delivery. The same is true'of Frank's double shoot.

I would like to hear how Dick would come out if he cut out
his jump and combination ball, and depended upon his ·speed,
head work and other curves possessed by the ordinary baseball
pitcher. Another thing I would like to have explained is: Why
is it that when Dick or Frank happen to be absent from their
teams the fellows go all to pieces and cannot play ball? This
seems strange, for if they are really ball players they would not
immediately go to pieces when a member of their team is absent.

But, on the other hand, a great deal of good is derived from
the talks Mr. Standish gives on physical culture-the injury done
by cigarettes and liquor, and other talks of that nature. I hope
I have not taken up too much of your valuable space, btlt feel I
am justified, as thIS is my first letter. On the whole, I think
that the Tip Top is a very good publication for the American
youth, and hope it will long continue to be published. From a
constant reader, FLOYD K.

Des Moines, Iowa.
There are more things about our great national game than are

dreamed of in your philosophy, floYd.

Being a reader of Tip Top Weekly, I take great pleasure in
writing praise about Burt L. Standish and his famous King of
Weeklies. I think he beats all authors of his class, and I cer
tainly think that all loyal Tip Toppers would be very much
pleased if Mr. Standish would write a. large book, with the char
acters in Tip Top as its chief features.

I have just finished No. 416, and I notice a lot about I. M.
Kicking and others who are trying to dictate to Burt L. what to
write about. The best thing for them to do is to "go 'way· back
and sit down." .

Now for the boys. I like Dick and his flock much better than·
Frank, not having read anything of Frank's younger days. I like
Dick the best, then come the others in the order named, Flint,
Brad, Ted Smart, Barron Black, Earl Gardner, etc. I do not
think Dick is finished with his trouble with Arlington yet

Of the girls I like June the best, but leave Dick's choice in Mr.
Standish's h2nds.
'. Hoping this wiI! escape the waste-paper basket, I remain, with
three cheers for Burt L., S. & S. and Tip Top Weekly,

Victoria, B. C. JOHN JAMBS.
\Ye are very glad to hear from you. Write to us again.

I have been for the last three years a very pleased reader of
Tip Top series. I helong to the library here, and though they
have very interesting books, I always read Tip Top first. I think
they are the most interesting books written,. especially the ones
with Hans and Barney in them. I tlsed to like to read about
Griswold and Stubbs, but you seem to have forgotten them.

Hoping Tip Top will last a long time yet, I remain, yours sin-
cerely, . H. J. W AUElL

Toronto, Canada. .

We are very glad indeed to hear that you liKe the stories· so
much. We appreciate your compliment, and shall be glad to hear
from you a~in.
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"A, FRESH OP."

letter from Eggville, and hope to receive

I cannot hold the enthusiasm that this Weekly affords in my
head, so I think I will have to write, this being my first letter.
Three cheers for Tip Top is the first thing. I am a very en
thusiastic reader of the world-wide Weekly. I do not think
there is another daily, weekly or monthly paper that can surpass
this king of papers. Fred Fearnot's paper is pretty close,' but
cannot cut the mustard. I have been reading this paper for nearly.
a year. Among the characters we can see coming down the horne
stretch first is Frank, in the lead, Dick a close second. Brad and
Bart come on their heels with the rest of our friends, making up
the rear of this grtlat race; Chester is slow, btlt keep your eyes
peeled, and you will see him· skip. to the front to bet:ome one
of Dick's closest friends. About the girls, I cannot say much,
as I have not read enough to know thrm. yet. With three cheers
for B. L. S. and Street & Smith, I will have to cut alit. Hoping
to see this in print, r remain, Same as ever,

Eggville, N. H.

We appreciate this
another one soon.

Having been a constant reader of your famous paper, I will
take the liberty to write 11 letter fQr the Applause column. r am
very ml.lchpleased with your book, r think Dic~ ill ~ very gOQd
example as. young America.. As fqr Brad, he is a true friend to
Dick, and is not a braggart. Of my favoritl!s I mt1st liay that I
like Dick, Frank, Brad and Flint. I hope Dick will go to Yille.

I go to the newsdealers every Thursday to ret the paper, but
sometimes they are all gone before I get there, but I mana.ge to
get it some way. I have about three hundred books. I would like
to trade with somebody for some of the older books. I will close,
with best regards to Burt L., Street & Smith, and all the readers:
of dear old Tip Top. AN'l'HONVZAulllL.

Humphrey, Neb.

Weare very glad to hear from our young friend, who lives
out in that great Western country, Nebraska. Write to us agaiI4-

I have ta.ken the liberty to write taYQU c2tpressins my opinion
of the different bQY~ in Tip Top. I think that Cnet will turn out
to be a nice boy in a few inonths if he would only give up smok
ing and drinking. Frank and Dick are two of the best bOYi that
I ever ran across. .

The boys arotlnd my house have formed a club, IlPd they named
it the Tip Top Social Club. We have Tip TQP Weekly from
No. J to the prellent date; it's a library ill itself. I like Brad next
to Dick, and then r like Flint, Smart, Tubs (4ern my pitcher);
Black and Arlington. Hoping that I have not taken I1P too much
rOOm in this column, I will close, with three cheers for B\lrt L.
and S. & S. CHAS. F. RElTMEYER, JR.,

President of the Tip 'fop Social Club.
S. A. DESPORTE,

Vice-Presidel'lt and Secretary.
E. FEIlIlANIl,

New Orleans, La. Manager and Trea~urer.

We wish the n.ew club every succel;S.

Being an ardent admirer of the Tip Top Weekly. I am taking
the liberty of using some space in your Applallse cQlunm. . .

I agree with Miss Root, of Topeka, in re~rd to Mr. I. M.
Kicking and others. I think they have the pnvile~e. to think as
they please, but I think it was done .more for notoriety than any-
thing else. '

I am more than glad to see Chet Arlington becoming Dick's
friend, and bope he turns out to be another Bart Hoda-e.

I like Frank and Dick best, with Bart, Brad, Obed, Flint, Chet
lind all the rest. Of the girls, I like Elsie and June the best.

I think Elsie should have had Frank instead of Izna.
You hear a good many people kicking about five-cenfl novels, but

.I think there is a better moral in the Tip Top than there. is in a
good many 0'£ the "fairy tales" they"have for literature in the
schools. I hope this will not be put in the waste basket. I will
close, drinking to the health of Street & Smith an4 Burt L. Stan-.
dish. Yours respectfully, . J. M. CAPPS.

Glad to hear from you. Write to us again.Having just finished reading the Applause ~olumn, I thought
to write and tell you what I think of some of the different char
acters.

Of the girls I like Doris the best. I think June is sweet, but
Doris comes first, then I like Zona, Inza and Elsie.

Of the noys, frank comes first, then Dick. .
Che'ster Arlington has done many mean tllIngs, but also has

n1illlY good impulse,. Bqrron Black is all right. Brad B. does
talk a. good deal, bl1t he is as tru," as steel. I also like Hal Dar"
rell very much. Flint and Ted Smart are all right; the rest I
like ahollt the saOle.

r do not think the readers of Tip Top should pay any attention
or cOlTImentupon letters such as those written by the "Dick Hat·
big Trio," "I. M. Kicking" or "I M. Knocking," as I think the
only reason they write stich letters is to see what the other
writers will say about them. I think K. K. Maxwell's letter
is "swell."

Has Jline more admirers than Doris? Very sincerely yours,
Brooklyn,N. Y. A BROOKLYN GIRL ANP A DORISITE.

,¥,re believe that June has, perhaps, tht> most admirers, but we
are not sure.

We are very pleased to hear £r<:lm you. Write to us again.

I hope you will see fit to print this in yOUT Tip Top·Applause.
Having read every number of Tip Top up to date, r wish to

express my admiration for it. Without a doubt, it is certainly the
greatest and grandest weekly published, or ever will be published.
Frank Merriwell is the "model" American youth. Dick Merriwell
can never become as popular as Frank. He is forever giving some
one advice, telling them all the while he won't preach; but keeps
on preaching just the same. His head is old enough to be put on
a man fifty years old. Arlington, Black and Darrell are the real
American "boys."

I hope Chet gets. better acquainted with Doris. Doris and
Felecia are my girl favorites. I don't think it's fair to forget hon
est, noble, little Felecia. I hope she will soon be back at Far
dale. Last but not least is my dear old friend, Capt. Wiley.
Wiley is one of the best characters in Tip Top, and may he ever
remain.

Thanking you in advance for printing these lines, I wiII close,
wishing Tip Top and Burt L. all kinds of success, I am, yours
truly, F. ROMAYNE MOYER.

Rome, N. Y.

-A welcome letter from one of our old readers.

I have been an enthusiastic reader of the Tip Top Weekly for
two years and think it is the greatest ever. There is one thing
that I do not like, however, and that is Frank. He is too good.
His character is overdrawn in this respect. Milton Sukes is
more my. ideal of a man. Shrewd, sagacious, in one word the
true business man, he commands the respect, if not the love. of
all Tip Top enthusiasts. Ask yourselves, my fellow readers, do
you not admire this financial leader more than a namby-pamby
youth like Frank? I realize that this is likely to raise a storm of
indignant denial from the ranks of the devoted. But think it
over, I admire Sukes and have formed a IlDick Sukes League,"
named from the names of· our favorites, one a leader of finance,
the other the star of athletes.

For Dick is all right. He can fight. (Excuse this little rhyme,
which slips spontaneously from my lips, as the captain says). He
is no sissy like Frank, but is right there with the goods. The
sooner he meets Milton Sukes the better it will be for both of
them. . .

Of the girls, my favorite is Doris. She is Tip Top in every
respect. That is the greatest compliment that can be paid, for
what is. better than "the ideal publication for the American
youth ?': Hoping to. see this in print, and wishing ever Ii.fe1ong
prospenty to .the Tip Top,. to Burt L..• to Street & SmIth, to
Dick, and to hIS host of admIrers, I remaIn, yours respectfully,

Washington, D. C. CHAS. NULAY.

A very well written letter. We venture to guess that you are
a keen business boy, whQ likes to joke.
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PROF. FOURMEN

PaoF.FouRMEN: I have heel'! an' interested reader of your
page in the Tip Top. I am a good runner, but not long-winded.
I want to know how to overcome this.

1. How can I develop good wind?
2. I am somewhat stoop-shouldered. How can I remedy that?
My measurements are as follows: Age, 16 years and 8 months;

height, 5 feet 2~ inches; weight, 134 pounds; neck, I4~ inches;
chest, normal, 31 inches; expanded, 34 inches;. waist, 31 inches;
thighs, 19 inches; calves, 13 inches; biceps, left, IO~ inches. I
don't tram regularly. One thing I want to overcome is smoking.

Expecting to see this in print in your next issue of this weekly,
I am, yours truly, FRANK HUDSPETH.

1360 Folsan Street, San Francisco, Cal.
Set aside eachda.y a time to practice deep breathing.
Go out in the open air and hold your arms high above your

head, and practice deep. breathing for eight minlAtes at a time to
begin with, five times a day. .

Practice it when you walk, and you will soon be' able to stand
straight. Your measurements are not bad, though y~ have a
great deal of room for improvement.

You must stop smoking, or suffer the consequences.

PROF. FOURMEN: Being a reader of Tip Top I take the liberty
of sending you my measurements, and asking you a few ques
tions. I am very tall and slim, and have not done any hard work,
or any exercise for a IOl'lg time, as I work in a store and have
very little to do. The following are my measurements: Age, 16
years 8 months; height, 5 feet 4% inches; weight, only 96
pounds; chest, normal, 29 inches; extended, 31 Y:l inches; calves,
13 inches. I have a very small arm and 'wrist, my wrist being

. only 594 inches, and my biceps 100 inches. I drink nothing but
water, and· get lots of good food and plenty of sleep, so I don't
know why I don't get fatter. I have joined a gymnasium, and I
would like you to lay down some exercises for me, as I missed
you physical culture notes in No. 407 qf Tip Top, and I cannot
get that number here now.

I. What is a good exercise for strengthening the arm and
forearm? Is bag-punching good?

2. What muscles do the flying rings exercise?
, 3. What muscles does the bicycle exersise ?-as I intend to ride
a good deal this summer.

I iatend to send you my measurements in about six months, so
that you may see the improvements' in me.

Hoping to see this in Tip Top as soon as possible, I remain,
yours truly, L. N. ANDREWS.
, I. Punching the bag is excellent.

2. Exercises shoulders, chest, biceps and back, also central
back portion of upper arm.

3. The thighs can be greatly enlarged, and the arm muscles
made very hard. I would advise you to take a long walk every
mornil'!g before breakfast, and practice deep breathing. Let your
habits be as regular as clockwork, and drink fresh milk, and I
think you will get stouter. .

PROF. FOURMEN: As I am a constant reader of Tip Top, I
would like you to answer a few questions. I am 14 years of
age; height, in stockings, 5 feet 2 inches; weight, 100 pounds,
How do these compare? Chest, normal, 29 inches; expanded,
310 inches; neck, 120 inches; biceps, 10 inches; forearm, II
inches; across shoulders, 16 inches; wrist, 7 inches; ankles, 8
inches; calves, 13 inches; both thighs, 15~ inches. I am now
going to the Y. M. C. A. How are my measurements? Thank
ing you beforehand, I remain, true blue to Tip Top,

Philadelphia, Pa. W. R. DNORA,

Your development is very good for a boy of your age.
You should have a better chest expansion.
Practice deep breathing, and you will soon be able to expand

three inches.
Go to the Y. M. C. A. regularly, and practice with light

dumb-bells.

PROF. FOURMEN: Having read the Tip Top Weekly for about
two years, I thought I .would send ·you my measurements. I am
fourteen years old, and am 5 feet 2 inches tall. I weigh 98 pounds.
Chest, 31 inches; expanded, 32 inches; waist, 27 inches; right calf,
10 inches; left calf, 9~ inches; neck, 13 inches.

I would like to know some exercise to develop the arm below
the elbow. I play baseball, football and partake of many minor
sports. I run the l00-yard in n0 seconds. I would like to see
this in print. W. P. a.Y.

Chicago, Ill.
Bag punching is a good exercise to develop tl,1e arms; it de

\'elops the triceps and biceps very quickly, if practiced regularly.
You have a very poor chest expansion.

You are only able to expand one inch.
Practice deep breathing with the arms held high over the head,

and you will soon be able to do better than that.

PROF. FOURMEN: I have been reading Tip Top Weekly for
the last three years, and I would like to ask you a few ques
tions regarding m:r measurements. Age, 18 years 5 months:
height, 5 feet 5 inches; weight, 165 pounds; chest, normal, 36M
inches; chest, expanded, 400· inches; waist, 33~ inches; reach,
66% inches: biceps, I2Y:l inches; width of shoulders, I8~

inches: forearms, Il~ inches; wrists, 7~ inches; thigh, 23~
inches; calf, 14% inches; ankle, 9~ inches; neck, I5)~inches,

How are these measurements, and what muscles do you think
need development? And what do you think is best, wrestling
or boxing? I remain, yours truly, C. F. G;

Rochester, N. Y,

Your m'easurements are most excellent. You have a fine chest
and neck.

You are splendidly muscled all over.
Wrestling is bett~r than boxing to develop the muscles.
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PROF. FOURMEN: I take the liberty, on account of being a.
regular reader of Tip Top, to ask you a few questions.

1. I play basket-ball with the State champions. Do you think
it necessary to practice more than an hour three times a week?

z. I am training for field sports. Is it necessary to train for
the runs outside of basket.,;ballpractice?

3. One trainer says, "Eat substantial breakfast and supper, and
light lunch." Another disputes this. Please give me correct
way.

4- Can a light rupture be cured by exercises? and would it be
advisable to play football with it?

These are some ofmy measurements: Age, 19 years; height,s
feet 8 inches; weight, 137 pounds, stripped; chest, normal, 35'
inches; expanded, S8~ inches; contracted, 33 inches; .waist,
Z9~ inches; thighs, 20 inches; calves, Is0 inches; forearms and
arms, II0 inches.

These are my only records: zzo-dash, Z4~ seconds; high jump,
5 feet; 44o-dash, I minute flat.

These are my only records: 220-yard dash, 24~ seconds; high
jump, 5 feet; 44o-yard dash, I minute flat.

Would these be too many entries for me at field day: loo-yard
dash, 220-yard dash, I20-yard hurdles, pole vault, high jump, broad
jump, shot put, hammer throw and I mile relay?

"Will eating a small amount of candy two or three times a week,
and a piece of pie or cake occasionally, and quite a bit of sugar,
hurt a fellow much? With many thanks, I am, yours for improve-
ment, DURLIN.

Denver, Colo.

I. It would be well to practice three-quarters of an hour four
times a week.

2. The basket ball practice is not sufficient to put you in shape
for the field sports.

3. While in training I aiways·eat a light breakfast of toast and
eggs; and in the middle of the day I eat a substantial meal, fol-
lowed by a very light supper. .

4- It can be cured easily.
Don't play football while you have it. Your measurements and

records are excellent.
I would advise you to not enter the mile relay, if you enter the

other events.
While you are in training don't touch sweet things.

PROF. FOURMEN: I am a reader of Tip Top, and I would like
to have you criticise my measurements. I am 16 years 6 months
old; height, 5 feet 9 inches; neck, I4~ inches; chest, contracted,
3S~ inches; chest, expanded, 3994 inches; waist, 30~ inches;
right forearm, lOy:! inches; up arm down, 100 inches; up arm up,
12~ inches; left forearm, 100 inches; up arm down, 100 inches;
up arm up, 1294 inches; right thigh, 2I~ inches; right calf, I4~
inches; left thigh, 2194 inches; left calf, 14~ inches.

. 1. Is a waJk in the evening bad for a person with catarrh, or
is the evening air bad?

Hoping to receive an answer through Tip Top, I remain, yours
tt~ ~R~~

Your measurements are quite good. Your chest expansion is
excellent. Keep indoors in the evening; the night air will not
help you get well of your catarrh. Practice deep breathing, and
take, a long walk every morning.

PROF. FOURMEN: I am a reader of Tip Top, and am going to
take the liberty to ask you a few questions.

I. Is ther~ any exercise that will make you taller?
2. 'What exercise will give you muscles in the legs?
3, Is rowing a good exercise to take early in the morning?
I think I have asked enough questions, so I will close my let

ter, thankin$' you in advance, and hoping to see this in the next
Fr:mk Mf.'rrlwell Tip Top out. Oblige, A READER OF TIP Top.

Cincinnati, Ohio.
I. I cannot recommend anything to make you tall.
2. Bicycle riding is good exercise for the calves and thighs.
3. The best in the world. I know of nothing so good.

PROF. FOURMEN: I wish to ask a few questions about building
myself up. I am 18 years of age, and only weigh lOS pounds;
height, 5 feet S~ inches tall. I know I am undersize and would
like to strengthen myself. In the morning I rise at. 5.30, take a
half-mile walk, eat my breakfast, and then go to work. I have
Indian clubs, dumb-bells, punching bag and bicycle, and would
like to bring them into use. Please advise me what turns they
should be used in in the morning.

I. Should the sponge bath be taken as soon as I rise or after
all exercises?

2. How can I take on more weight?
3. Is boxing all right just before going to bed?
Thanking you in advance, I remain, a Tip Top admirer look-

ing for health, G. D. H.
I see from your letter that you are very serious in your de

sire to improve your health.
Take your cold sponge bath the first thing after getting up.

Use your clubs, or two-pound bells, for ten minutes, then take
your mile walk. When you return punch the bag three three~

minute rounds, with two-minute rests between.
Eat properly cooked and easily digested food; drink fresh

milk slowly at· breakfast, and eat brown bread.
Boxing must not be indulged in too freely at bedtime.

PROF. FOUl~MEN: Being a reader of Tip Top, I wish to eom
pare my measurements with the others who read it.

Right upper arm, II~-I3 inches; right lower arm, II~ inches;
left upper arm, Ily:!-I2~ inches; left lower arm,II7.Il: inches;
wrist, 7 inches; neck, 1494 inches; chest, 32-39 inches; thigh, 23
inches; calf, 15 inches. Standing jump 9 feet; running high
jump, 5 feet; standing high jump, 3Y:! leet; height, 5 feet 7Y:!
inches; weight, 152 pounds. Age, IS years. How are my mea
surements compared with other boys of my age? How much
should I weigh? I have a very good chest expansion, which is
the result of long practice. Are any of my measurements lack
ing? What are some ways of strengthening the muscles of the
neck? Hoping to see this soon in Tip Top, I will. close, yours,

Glouster, Ohio. . A. B. C.
Your measurements and records are excellent. Your weight is

a great deal more than the 'average boy of your age. '.
Practice rocking the head from side to side; it is good exercise

to enlarge the neck.

PROF. FOURMEN: If you will be so kind as to answer a question
and tell me how my measurements and records are, I will be
very much obliged. I pitch on a baseball team, but I can only
last five or six innings; my arm then begins to tremble, and I
cannot get control. Can you tell me a remedy for this?

My measurements are: Thighs, 20 inches; ankles, 7 inches;
calves, 14 inches; waist, 25 inches; chest, inflated, 36 inches; chest,
normal, 33 inches;. wrists, 6 inches; forearms, 10 inches; arms,
12 inches; neck, 14~ inches; height, 5 feet IO~ inches; age, 16
years; weight, ISO pounds.

My records are: 440 yards, 52 seconds; 220 yards, 1232-5 sec
onds; 100 yards, IO 2-5 seconds; 16-pound shot, 32 feet; 16
pound hammer, 56 feet; running broad jump, 19 feet 5 inches;
standing, 10 feet; running high jump, 5 feet 2 inches; standing, 4
feet; pole vault, 10 feet I inch. _

Hoping to see this in print in a few days, and thanking you
in advance, I remain, a constant reader and admirer of Tip Top
Weeklies, C. J. CaULS, Jao

Guajome Ranch, San Diego, Cal.

Your measurements and records show you to be. a very fine
young athlete.

A number of baseball pitchers are troubled in the same way
that you are, with th~ir arms. The generally accepted explanation
is, bad physical condition; that is, however, not an explanation
when meh are in fine condition, and are troubled in that way.

The only remedy I can suggest is to practice pitching regularly.
You may be able to overcome it in that way.
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TIP TOP BASE BALL TOURNAMENT
OPEN"S THXS ~E:m:K..

THE PRIZES .ARE_:

FIRST The Tip Top All American SECOND A Full Equipment for the
Championship Pennant. Two Winning Teams.

1 PAIR BASE BALL TROUSERS
Each Player

I
ontbo 1 PAIR BASE BALL SHOES

WinDing Teams 1 BASE BALL SHIRT
will be

Awarded tbo 1 BASE BALL CAP
FoUOwlD~: 1 PAIR BASE BALL SroCKINOS

The two teams which at the end of the season have the highest average, or,

III in other irords, play the greatest number of games, score the most runs, and have
been least scored against will be declared the winners.

Get. Your Scores • QuickIn
Managers and Captains of teams will do well to start in at once. They will

find the coupon for entering the scores upon, below.

TIP TOP BASB BALL TOURNAJ/ENT COUPON

~ame of Team Town state. Opponont's Name
NANES OF TEAM POSIT10N NAMES OF TEAM

Pltchr
-~_........- .._~.-_. --J•• Catcher----_.._- - .._-----

-------_.._._.....~.......•.......••.•._._.._._- 1st Base --.0
._..._...~_..._.__._._... .__...... 2dBue -------

_ •••_.__••u •••••••••••••• __•••_·___ ---._.- 3d Baae

--_.__......._.....__...__..--_. __ .short stopl .-_.._-----
R. Field ..

---_•...._....._...._..__.._.- -----...._._-.. C. Field .._-_.._.._.._.....-

i
._--- -- L Field ...__..

, ff

II
Winner Final Score l\'ianager ._...__..- ...

~
I.a



Hyouwant to read about
CATTLE HERDING, STAM~
PEDES, HUNTING, RANCH
LIFE, COW~BOY FUN and
INDIAN FIGHTS, read the ad~

ventures of

TEO STRONGt
the Rough Rider, and his friends at
the Black Mountain Ranch, con~

tained in the
BEST WESTERN STORIES

EVER ISSUED

Young Rough
Riders""Weekly
Ask your newsdealer to show you a

copy.

NEWEST A
STORIES OF ..
ADVENT,

:',>" -

WILD-, WEST
Are contained in the

Young ··-Rough Riders
r;<· Wee1dy

It relates the doings of a crowd of
American boys who go west to run a
ranch and who meet with plenty of
fun among the ranchers and cow~boys.

Can be purchased for FIVE CENTS
from all newsdealers.


