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FRANK MERRIWELL'S FAST NINE;

ChaDlpions of' the Count"..

By BURT L STANDISH.

CHAPTER 1.
THE DEACON IS PERSUADED.

It was a warm afternoon. Rufus Applesnack came
out of his store in his shirt-sleeves and stood on the
steps, gazing up and down the deserted main street of
the village. Never before, even on Sunday, had
Bloomfield seemed- so utterly desolate and dead.. Be
sides Applesnack not a human being was to be seen.
The only other living thing was a lonesome dog de
jectedly crossing the bridge.

"Beats all tarnation I" muttered the storekeeper,
wiping his face with his shirt-sleeve. "An hour ago I
never see so much stirrin' round here. Village was
plumb full of strangers, and I sold purty nigh a half
a bushel of peanuts. Everybody wante~ peanuts. It
was· a good thing for business while it lasted, but it
didn't last long. I s'pose they'll all be comin' back
purty soon. Some of them will have to ketch the 'com
modation train to git back to Pittston. It's all right

for boys and gals to be carried away with such things,
but it does seem mighty sing'lar when a hull village
like this goes daffy. There was old Eb Small down
:flat on his back with rheumatiz yesterday, an' I see him
go hobblin' down the road toward Farnham Hall with
his crooked old cane, as fast as his legs could carry
him, along with Eli Given, who suttinly is old enough
to know better. Even Samanthy Jones and old Aunt
Pipps went to the game. I don't believe in it, but, if
1'd knowed I wouldn't take in a blessed cent, if 1'd
knowed the hull town wa!igoin', hanged if I wouldn't
have shet up my store for the fust time in 'leven year
and gone along with the rest of the fools."

Producing a pipe, Applesnack began to whittle some
tobacco off of a plug into his palm. While he was thus
occupied, a farmer's wagon turned into the main street
and came over the bridge. A man wearing an old
straw hat sat on the seat, and the expression on his face
as he glanced around was one of perplexity and be-
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wilderment. In front of Applesnack's store the farmer
drew up~ J

ItWhoa!" he cried. "Howdy, Rufus! Have I made
a mistake? Have I gut twisted? Is this day Sunday?
I swan I thought it was Saturday, but I guess I'm
wrong. Everybody must be to church."

"No," answered the groceryman, "you ain't made
no rl1istake, Joshua; this is Saturday."

"\Vaal, by gum! what's happened? Usually Satur
day is a 'tarnal busy day round here. Usually there's
some folks stirrin'. They've been telling me how
Bloomfield has been wakin' up of late and gittin' to be
such a rattlin' little business place, but by jinks! this
don't look much like it. Is everybody sick in bed ter
hum, or what is the matter?"

"Ain't no more sickness than usual this time of
year," assured Applesnack, as he struck a match on his
trousers and lighted his pipe. "Facts is, some folks
who ought to be in bed and havin' the doctor is out
to-day. I seen two-three of 'em awhile ago." •

itEr-haw!" The farmer cleared his throat. "Then
what in the name of jimson-weed and sassifras doe~

it mean? What's the cause of all this quietness round
town?~'

"Baseball."
"What?"
"Baseball."
"Hey? You don't mean---"
"That's it," nodded Applesnack; "they're a-havin' a

baseball-game over to the new ball-ground at Farn
ham. Hall. Everybody in town that could walk has
gone to see it. The drug store and the hardware shop
and the harness shop and almost every place of busi
ness is shet up tighter'n a drum."

The farmer seemed incredulous.
"Why, baseball is all right for boys," he said, "but

I never heerd of grown people runnin' arter it this
way."

~'I never did, nuther/' confessed the grocer. "The
hull blessed town has gut the fever and gut it bad.
You know 'bout this new school- of athletic develop
ment that Frank MeV'iwell has founded here? Waal,
sir, when he started·- that school everybody jest laid
back and haw-hawed and made fun of it. The hull
town said it was the most outlandish, ridiculous project
any human creature ever devised. It suttinly did seem
mighty silly to think of a school where boys are to
be instructed in playin' games and doin' things to git
strong and become athletic. There was some who
prophesied that there'd never be more than a dozen
pupils in the school at any time. I swanny if the school

•

didn't open with 'b'out forty, and now, by ginger!
there's a full hundred boys in it. Folks from all over
the country have taken to sendin' thtir boys to hebuilt
up and made strong by Frank Merriwell. It's a big
success, and, if she keeps on, the school will be full and
overflowin' inside of six months more."

"vVaal, in these days," drawled the farmer, dis
covering a straw in his pocket and thrusting it into his
mouth, "folks do seem to have the most infernal queer
idees. Such a school is the silliest thing ever im
agined."

"I can't agree with ye, Joshua-I can,'t agree with
yeo I thought so' myself once, but I've kinder kept
watch, and by Jingoes! this Merriwell has suttinly im-..
proved them boys. Some of them youngsters tha.t_
came to him was mighty meechin-iookin'. They was
round-shouldered and flat-chested and looked like they
did need bracin' up. - He's bradn' 'em up. He's makin'
'em walk straight, and I ruther guess the exercises and
drills h-e runs them through is goin' to improve every
one of 'em. I can see a difference."

ClEr-haw!" came again from the man in the wagon.
"You seem to have a little of the same disease that
struck the hull town, Rufus. It's kinder remarkable
to me that you didn't go to the baseball-game, as long
as everybody else did. Want some good butter?"

"How much ye gut?'
c, 'Bout 'leven pounds."
"Butter is goin' ruther slow now, Joshua. We're

gittin' plenty of it. Price is down, too."

"Waal, you know Samanthy makes rippin' good but
ter. Can't beat her. I've gut 'leven pounds I'll sell ye
for fourteen cents a pound." -

"Fourteen cents, Joshua! You'd better take it some
where else. I can buy all the butter I want for twelve
cents. Have to sell it for fourteen. cents."

"Waal, I'll split the difference with you, Rufus.'
I'll let you have what I've gut for thirteen."

"No, sir!' Can't pay no more than twelve. I 'spect
she'll go down on me before I git rid of what I've gut.
I'll give ye twelve, and ye'll, have to take it out' in
trade."

'ICan't ye say twelve and a half 'f'
"Nope."

ClWaal, I'll let ye have it for twelve and takedt in
sugar."

~

"No, sir! Sugar's jest as good as cash. Can't let'
ye have more'n two pounds of sugar on a trade like
this."

While they were dickering, another n1an appeared,



TIP TOP vVEEKLY. 3

Applesnack was laughing without a sound coming
from his lips, although his entire body shook.

"You've done well to hold out, deacon, but there's

time enough to succumb even yet," he observed.

and, with an expression of surprise, Applesnackrecog- "No, sir! no, sir!" cried Hewett "No power on
nized Elnathan Hewett. earth could lead me to that baseball-ground to-day!"

"Howdy, deacon, howdy!" he called. "Why, what There was a rattle of wheels and a clatter of hoofs.
be you doin' here? Why ain't you out to the game?" A double-seated team appeared on the main street and

The deacon shook his head. came booming over the bridge. In the wagon were
"I've gut to keep away from them games, Rufus," two boys and two girls. At sight of the deacon the girl

he answered grimly. "They ain't good for me. I on the front seat gave an exclamation and said some
never did faller them up till recent; and ~ow I've gut thing to the boy who was driving. Immediately he
so they interfere with my business, and they're even reined up toward the grocery and stopped.
gittin' mixed up with my religion. Arter that last "Sadie Hewett!" exclaimed the deacon, in surprise,
game, on my way horne when I met a neighbor or ac- "what are you doing here?"
quaintance instead of sayin' howdy do, all I could say "We're on our. way .to t~; ball-game, father," an
was, 'Hit it out! Baste it on the nose! Knock the· It>swered the laughmg gIrl. We started from W.ells
cover off!' Why; Rufus, I suttinly talked like a ltma _- burg in time, but had a breakdown that delayed us
tic. But that wasn't the wust of it. 'When we had while we secured another wagon. I hope we're not
family prayers that night I kinder run off my track. going to be too late to see some of the game. This
The fust thing I knew I was prayin' like this: is my father, Mr. Hicks."

" 'We desire to express our gratitude that our ene- "How do you do, sir?" smiled the youthful driver.
mies haven't. triumphed over us and trampled tis into "And here's Phyllis Gladleigh, father," continued
the mire of despond. We give thanks for the strength Sadie. "You know Phyllis and Jack Cooley."
to resist evil and secure a three-bagger in the sixth in- "Howdy do, Deacon Hewett?" bowed the young fel
ning. We rejoice over that wild throw in the eighth Iowan the back seat, lifting his hat. "Won't you join
which gave us two runs and put us in the lead. We us?"
humbly give thanks for our success in stealing two "Oh, yes, do! do!" urged Phyllis Gladleigh ear·
sacks in the ninth.' nestly.

"Right there Mirandy interrupted me with a groan, "Oh, no, not me.!" retorted the deacon, shaking his
and, without waitin' for me to say Amen, she jest hol- head. "I wouldn't think of it!"
lers: 'Elnathan Hewett, have you gone plumb crazy? "Oh, please, father-please!" urged Sadie. "There's
Have you been stealin' sacks, or have you gut softenin' plenty of room in here. \Ve'll carry you right over."
of the brain?' Now, neighbors, I leave it to you if I "And we'll pay your way into the game!" cried
hain't gut to keep away from them ball-games. It's young Hicks. "It won't cost you a cent, sir. You'll
been an awful wrastle for me to-day. \Vhen I see all have a splendid chance to see Sadie and talk to her, but
them young folks gain' through town and all the if you wait until after the game, she'll have no time to
neighbors settin' out for that ball-ground I jest had spare. We must get back to Wellsburg as early as pos
ta go down into the sullar and lock myself up. Even sible."
then there was somethin' a-pullin' me and a-pullin' me The deacon scratched his chin.
until I felt as if the evil one had his hand on me. But "Well, I would like to see Sadie a few minutes," he
that ain't the wust of it. While I was down there confessed.· "Don't you think you can stop to supper
Mrs. Jones came in and took Mirandy, and off they after the game?"
went to that ball-game. Mirandy's a strong-minded "Oh, impossible-quite impossible!" asserted Hicks,
woman.. Everybody knows that. She's been my main giving Sadie a nudge with his elbow. "Get in, sir
stay and support in the path of righteousness. I'sped get in. It's your only chance to see her." -
this will be her downfall. If she ever gits to gain' on "Well, that being the case, I guess I'll have to git
baseball, I'll have to throw up my hands, and you'll see in," sighed the deacon.
us chasin' every game that's played within twenty mile CIt d . t d EI th t t00 ey sprang au an aSSIS e na an a a sea ,
of here." after which he himself stepped in. Hicks chirped to

the horse, and a moment later they were off on their
way to the ball-ground.

"\Vaal, I'l1.be danged!" drawled the farmer.
The sides of Rufus Applesnack shook with alarming
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violence, and suddenly his clap pipe fell to the steps,
where it \vas smashed into a dozen pieces.

"Dod rot it I" he chuckled, "I bit off the stem I"

CHAPTER II.

ON FARNHAM FIELD.

"You young folks understand I ain't gain' out to
see this air ball-game," said the deacon. "If it wa'n't
that I wanted mighty bad to have a little chat with
Sadie, nothing could induce me to go to the baseball
ground."

"Why, you don't think baseball is harmful and in-'
jui'ious, do you, sir?" inquired Cooley.

"vVaal, mebbe not for some folks-mebbe not. It
may be all right for boys and gals. I used to be dead
sot agin' it, but I've tried to broaden out a little. Yes,
it may be all right for boys and gals, but it suttinly is
harmful for a man like me. It gits me to thinkin' of
worldly things, friverlous things, useless things.
When a man reaches my years and my position he has
no right to spend time in worldliness and frivolity.
Fust time I went to see a ball-game I done it as fust
selec'man of this town, whose duty it was to make sure
tnat everything carried on here was right and proper.
I didn't jest decide on the question arter that fust
game, but I went to another. Then I found myselt
putting off the decision and kinder sneakin' round to
see the games jest because they were interestin' and ex
citin' and diverted my mind. Fust thing I knowed I
was gittin' all carried away with 'em. Then I took

, hold of myself good and hard, and I brung myself up
with a round turn. I stopped right there. I decided
that baseball is all right for young folks, jest as I
said, but it's not all right for old codgers who are
settled d~n and have no business to make fools of
themselves" in public by throwing up their hats and
yellin'. I'm gain' out to that game to-day, but I ain't
goin' to pay no 'tention to it. I ain't gain' to take no
interest in it. I'm gain' for the sake of bein' with
Sadie-- 'What's that?"

They had passed beyond the outskirts of the village,
and now from the distance came a wild, faint roar, ap
parently of many hundred voices lifted in a mighty
shout. It sent a queer thrill over Elnathan Hewett and
brought a bit of color to his cheeks. .,

"Tha,t," laughed Cooley, "is the result of a fancy
play of some sort at the ball-game. Evidently it set the
crowd wild. They're still yelling like a lot of Indians.
Whip up, Will, old man! Let's get there in time
enough to see the finish, allyho\v."

~'I think perhaps I better not go, arter all," said the
deacon, making a move as if to get out.

But Hicks plied the whip, and away went the horses,
giving Elnathan no chance to get out of the wagon.

"That wasn't a Pittston cheer," cried Hicks, over his
shoulder~

"I didn't think so myself," confessed Cooley. "You
don't suppos/Farnham Hall is holding Pittston down,
do you?"

"Well, I don't know. This Mr. Merriwell certainly
has turned out a surprising team."

"But it can't beat Pittston-it can't I"
"Don't you be so sure of that, young feller," put in

the deacon. "You may be mistaken. I ruther guess
Frank Merriwell knows his business when it comes to
baseball, and his team ain't been beat yit by any of

your teams around here."
"That's right, deacon - that's right," laughed

Cooley. "He's turned out a surprising team; we ali
acknowledge that. All the same, VIellsb!lrg proposes
to take the county championship."

Once more the sound of many voices. in a great
chorus was borne to their ears on the breeze.

"But that's a Pittston cheer I" cried Cooley, laughing
"Evidently Merriwell's team isn't having everything
its own way."

The buildings of Farnham Hall were now seen
plainly on one side of the road, while on the other, sit
ting well back, with a, broad spread of smooth green
turf before it, was the handsome home of Frank Mer
riwell, the old remodeled Colonial house presenting a
most attractive and inviting aspect. To the rear were
the stables and outbuildings. Before the house, yet not
hiding it from view, were several tall old elms.

"The old Asher Merriwell place doesn't look as neg
lected as it did once, father," called Sadie Hewett.

. "It's the finest place in Bloomfield, not even except
ll1g them new summer cottages that's gain' up," an
swered the deacon. "Them new cottages· may cost
more. They're all folderols and filagrees, but they
ain't gut the good, substantial, homelike look of this
place. They're built for show. Merriwell don't go
in so much for show." .

"There-there I" cried Will Hicks. "Now we can
. see his new athletic-field I Why, he hasn't fenced it I"

"N ." 'd h d "0, SIr, sal t e eacon, he hasn't fenced it and
he don't propose to." ,

"But anyone can see the games without paying ad
mission."

"They kin. If you notice, over yander. on that knoll
there's about thirty na.rrer-fisted skinflints belongin' in
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Bloomfield that's gittin' a free look at the game. If I
was one of them, I'd feel so almighty mean and
meechin that I'd want to crawl into a hole and plug it
up behind me. If I couldn't afford to pay the price to
see this game, I'd suttinly stay away. No one ever ac
cused Elnathan Hewett of bein' extravagant or a
spendthrift, but, jest the same, when he spends his time
a-watchin' anything that's wuth payin' for, he pays the
same as other folks pays. That's one thing why I
didn't want to come along with you young folks.-1
left all my money to hum."

"Never mind that," laughed Cooley. "\Ve have
plenty of loose"change."

"Great ginger I what a crowd I" exclaimed Hicks.
"Where did all these people come from? Both sides
of the field are black with them. Merriwell certainly
has built plenty of seats to accommodate them, even
if he hasn't put up a fence."

"He ain't done nuthin' by halves," asserted Deacon
Hewett. "Tuther day some folks was talkin' it over
at Applesnack's store and tryin' to estimate how much
this field had cost. The nighest we could come to it
was that it was somewheres nigh ten thousan' dollars
he's spent here a-blowin' out ledges, a-levelin' off,
a-buildin' them seats and puttin' up them two buildin's
yander. Besides that, he's built a bo't-house over there
by the lake. He's repaired and raised the old dam~

He's cleared up and trimmed out the picnic grove, and
goodness knows what he ain't done. He must have
an awful lot of money-an awful lot I He must be
purty nigh as rich as them Rockyfeller and Moregun
swindicate men. That Standard He crowd can't be
much richer than he is. Jest the same, he's a plain,
every-day, sociable young feller that never makes no
body, no matter how poor, feel cheap and insignificant.
He's provided more work for the laborin' people of
this town than anyone man.<!ver done before in a short
time, and he's paid better wages. Not only that, but,
without ever boastin' or makin' a show, he's taken
keer that the poor folks who was sick had medical at
tendance and plenty to eat and drink and keep 'em
warm. He's a philanthrofist and not a tight:fist~"

"Why, I thought you didn't really approve of him,
father," said Sadie.

HI didn't once," acknowledged the deacon, "but that
was before'! knowed him. I'm called ruther sot in my
ways, and I don't often change my mind about a per
son, once it's made up. It was ruther hard for me to
change it in this case, but I did change it when I was
fully satisfied that I'd misjudged him."

By ~his time they were close to the field, and now

once more another shout went up from the spectators.
As the uproar died down, it seemed that more than a
hundred youthful voices barked in chorus:

" 'Rah! 'rah! 'rah! 'Rah! 'rah! 'rah! 'Rah! 'rah!
'rah! Pitts-ton I Pitts-ton I Pitts-ton I"

"Oh, what happened then?" cried Sadie. "I didn't
see I I couldn't see I"

"The Pittston short-stop took a hot liner and retired
Farnham Hall," explained Cooley. "vVait a minute,
Hicks. Here's where we pay."

They were at the gate, where they paused long
enough to hand over to the guard the sum of a dollar
and a quarter, which admitted them all to the grounds.
Driving down back of the first-base bleachers, they
soon obtained a position among other teams where a
full view of the field could be secured.

"What's the inning?" called Hicks, to a man in a
carriage near-by.

"Seventh just finished," was the answ'er. "This is
the beginning of the eighth, Pittston going to bat."

"And what's the score?" amriously asked Cooley.
"How does she stand?"

"Eleven to four."
"In favor of Pittston ?"
"No, in favor of Farnham Hall."
"Wow I whoop! hooray!" cried Elnathan Hewett,

starting ttp. Then he suddenly clapped his hand over
his mouth and dropped back on the seat, looking sheep
ish and dismayed.

\

CHAPTER III.

PITTSTON WAKES UP.

"What's the matter, father?" asked Sadie Hewett,
turning toward him.

" '5h I hush I" warned the deacon, with a quick ges
ture of his hand. "Nobody noticed it. I hope your
health is good, Sadie? I hope you're gettin' along
well in your studies at .\Vellsburg?"

"Oh, I'm very well," laughingly answered the girl.
"And I'm having no trouble over my studies. See I
tllere's Dale Sparkfair pitching! Goodness I the center
looks like a colored man, only his hair seems. to be
straight."

"That's the young Indian wizard they've developed
here this season," explained Cooley. '~They say he's a
wonder behind the bat."

"Eleven to four!" cried Hicks. "\Vhat do you think
of that, Jack? And it's the beginning of the eighth!"

"I wonder if it's right."
"If it is, I see where we're elected to hold Farnham
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Hall down," admitted Cooley. "Confound it alII this
Merriwell team hasn't lost a game in the county series,
and we've dropped one. Pittston beat us."

ttln a game interrupted by rain," reminded Hicks.
"Pittston had one run to 'the good at the beginning of
the sixth. We'd taken that game only for the rain."

"That's right," agreed Cooley. "I haven't a doubt
of it. That confounded shower fixed us. I saw it com
ing and did my best to delay the game so that the fifth
inning would not be played. It wasn't any use. The
rain held off just long enough for us to finish that in
ning and start on the sixth. Then it came down in
torrents, and Pittston had secured a scalp."

"If Farnham Ball· wins to-day, there's only one
thing that can keep her from the championship. \Ve've
got to beat her when we go against her next VVednes
day. Then we'll be tied with her, and that'll make it
necessary for. us to play another game to decide the
championship. If she beats us--"

"Don't mention it I Don't" dream of it!" interrupted
Cooley. "Such a thing isn't possible!"

"If she beats us, the championship goes to her," fin
ished Hicks grimly.

"Isn't there still a chance for Pittston to win?" ques
tioned Phyllis Gladleigh.

"It's a mighty slim chance at this stage of the game,
with the score eleven to four," answered Hicks.

On the third-base bleachers, temporarily erected for
this game, were the Farnham 'Hall boys massed to
gether. They seemed to be in the highest spirits, and
now they struck into a rollicking ,song, the chorus of
which ran as follows:

"'If.!e are the Merry boys, the Merry boys
We're Frank to tell you so;

\Ve are a jolly bunch, we have a hunch
That we will win, you know."

When the song ended, a lusty-voiced youngster
shouted:

"What's the matter with Sparkfair?"
In chorus the Farnham Halrlads answered:
"He's all right!"
"Who's all right?" demanded the chap with the

powerful voice. ,

"Sparkfair I Sparkfair! Sparkfair!" barked the
chorus.

"Don't you think he's a handsome fellow, ]ack?"
asked Phyllis Gladleigh.

"Who?" growled Cooley.
"Why, Sparkfair."
"Oh, he's stuck on himself, I can see that! See him

laughing !"

"By the way," bellowed the Farnham Hall lad with
the loud voice, "I'd like to make another inquiry."

"Let her go," invited the crowd about him.
"What's the matter with that savage and untamed

warrior of the wild and woolly West,' Chief]oe Crow
foot?"

"He's all right!" literally bellowed the throng.
"Let's make it eIl)phatic," urged the questioner.

"Who's all right?" .
-."Chief-]oe-Crowfoot!" was the concerted an

swer.
"Well, it seems that we've driven all the way from

VVellsburg to see a disappointment," muttered Hicks.
"It's plain Farnham Hall has everything her own
way."

"There's Houseman at bat," said Cooley. "He
ought to do something. He's a corking sticker."

Sparkfair delivered the first ball,' and the batter
missed it.

"Ah!" burst from the Farnham Hall crowd.
"Can't see it, Dale-can't see it!" laughed Bob

Bubbs. "They're all blind when you put 'em over like
that!"

Cooley rose to his feet.
"Come on, you Pittstonites!" he shouted. "What

are you here for? What do you know about this
game?"

"Hello, Wellsburg!" bellowed a lad on the Farnham
bleachers. "Your turn next! We'll have your scalp
Wednesday!"

The second ball delivered to Houseman was wide,
and he let it pass.

Not so with the next one pitched. Although it
came over with a sharp shoot, the batter smashed it
onto the ground and drove it out of the diamond for
a clean two-bagger.

The Pittston cheer went up.
"Now you're started!"" yelled Cooley. "Keep it

going!"

"Better save your breath, young feller," advised
Deacon Hewett. "It ain't no use. They couldn't ever
win this game."

"Perhaps not," admitted ] ack, "but we'll wait and
see."

"There's Mirtle." said Hicks. "He can hit a little,
too."

"Make him put it over, Mirtle, old fellow," said
Cooley. "You know the game."

Instead of putting it over, Dale seemed to lose con
trol of the ball, for he hit Mirtle, who was sent to
first.
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The Pittston rooters began to betray great ~cite-

ment. - .
, "It's the fatal eighth," laughed Cooley. "Evidently.
Pittston hasn't struck her gait before."

."Don't get your expectations up," cautioned the dea-..
con..- tI

The next batter drove a grounder at Bubbs, who
fumbled- it in a distressing manner, and the bases were
filled.

The Pittston fans cheered madly.
"A good long clean hit just now would alter the

complexion of things somewhat," observed Hicks.
"You've fooled enough, Spark I" cried Bob Bubbs.

"You can't afford to let us do clown stunts behind you.
You'll have to strike 'em out."

Possible Sparkfair attempted to strike out the next
man, but, if he did, his failure was pronounced, for
the batter smashed a long liner into the field, and three
runs came in before the ball was returned.

The uproar was' terrific,for Pittston had a large
crowd of sympathizers, and every one of them seemed
to howl like a maniac as the runners crossed the plate.

t'Tu!! tut! tut!" spluttered Deacon Hewett, \vho had,
also risen to his feet. t'That's too bad-too bad !"

"I call it.pretty good," laughed Cooley. "Not a man
out, and three runs made in this inning, with a runner
still on third. Deacon, I have an idea that we've ar
rived just in time to see the tide turn. Pittston is go
ing to take this game.U

t'Not by a jugful!" snapped Elnathan. "They
can't do it! I'll bet you fifty cents they can't do it!"

"Father! father!" remonstrated Sadie. "YQu're forp
getting yourself. You don't bet."

"Er:-hum I"~ coughed the deacon. "That's right,
Sadie--that's right, I don't bet. But I would bet fifty
cents if I did bet. That's -&hat I meant. They can't
never win this game-nCl, siree!"

CHAPTER IV.
SPAIU<:FAIR IS BATTEP OUT.

ttHowdy, deacon t .When did you come ?" inquired
a voice:

Hewett' looked down to see Eli Given, who, accom
panied by Uncle Eb Sma.ll, had approached the wagon.

"Thought you wa'n't going to see no more games,"
chuckled Uncle Eb, shaking his crooked cane at EI
nathan.

"1 didn't come to see this game," answered the
deacon. "My daughter is he4'e, and I come to keep
her company, that's all.'"

"He! he! he!" laughed UncleEb. "That's~purty

good excuse, deacon-a purty g()od excuse. Our boys
have gut'em. Too bad they made them three runs,
but they can't never win."

His voice was drowned by a sudden shout, for the
next batter had laced out a single, and the man on
third came dashing across the plate with another run.

uYou don't s'pose they can win this game, do you,
deacon?" anxiously asked Eli Given, his voice trem
bling a hit

uS'pose nuthin' of the kind!" hotly replied Hewett.
uOur boys is jest givin' them a few runs so's not to

hurt their feelin's too bad. They'll stop it when they
git ready, you see if they don't."

UPittston needs only three more runs to tie the
score, gentlemen," reminded Jack Cooley. uThere's
not a man out. Don't get the idea that Farnham Hall·
has gone daffy and is presenting the enemy with runs.
The thing that's actually happened is that Sparkfair is
getting his bumps."

uYou're prejudiced! you're prejudiced!" rasped the
deacon. "I don't think you've gut al1-Y business to
come here and sympathize with our enemies 1 I
don't 'prove of my daughter 'sociatin' with enemies of
Bloomfield." ,

uI beg your pardon/' laughed Jack. ult's natural
that I should have some feeling on the matter, for, if
Farnham HaU wins this game, she'll have a pretty good
grip on the county championship. Wellsburg wants
that glory. I'm captain of the Wellsburg team."·

It seemed that Dale Sparkfair had grown amdo~s

and cautious, fat' he was doing his best to deceive the
next batter. This fellow forced Dale to put the ball
over and then lifted a long fly toward center field.

The fiywas caught,' but on it the base~runner ad
vanced a sack.

"\Vhoop I yow! ye I ye!" sqmiwked Elnathan, com
pletely forgetting himself. "Wasn't that a. ripper!
Didn't that feller ketch it slick!"

Ult was a good catch," acknowledged Cooley, "but 1

it wa~ a mighty lucky one. They're all hitting Spark
fair."

This seemed true, for the following batter slashed
out a whistling liner, 'and still another run came in.

"Put him .to the stable!" shouted the Wellsburg
captain. uThe balloon is up! He's all to the bad!
Keep him going, Pittston I"

Dale walked round the pitcher's plate and then felt
through his pockets.

i'Forgot my rabbit's foot," he laughed. "vVill SQ1').1e
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one kindly trot up to my room and bring it? You'll
find it in my jewel-case on the rosewood dresser."·

"Only two more runs to tie!" palpitated Will Hicks.
"This certainly is Pittston's inning!"

"Look here, young feller," shouted Deacon Hewett,
shaking his fist at Sparkfair, "you want to stop this
foolin' right where you be! Mebbe you can laugh, but
there's a lot of us that don't see no fun in it! Jest you
git down to business now and play baseball!"

The excited ''lords of the man brought a burst of
laughter from the crowd.

, Up rose the lusty-voiced chap on ,the Farnham
bleachers.

"You're eminently correct, deacon !" he cried. "This
fun is getting too serious to suit us. It's up to Spark
to show what he can do."

Dale was cool enough, and he had not yet lost any
of his determination. Nevertheless, the enemy had
struck a batting streak, and disaster stared Farnham
Hall in the face. The situation became still more
tense and nerve-trying when the next batter was passed.
to first on balls.

Fifteen seconds'later the ball was smashed into right.
field, and another runner came romping home. '

Following this there was a wild throw to third, and
before the ball could be recovered and returned to the
diamond still another run had been secured by Pittston.

The visiting rooters were literally mad with excite
ment. They danced and yelled, flung their caps into
the air and pounded one another over the head like so
many frenzied maniacs.

The score was tied.
A large, pale-faced woman hurriedly approached the

wagon in which Deacon Hewett stood. \Vithout seem
ing to notice Sadie, the woman spoke to the deacon.

"Come, Elnathan," she quavered, "let's go home!
I can't stay here! I can't see no more of this! It's too

, much for me!"
"Mother!" exclaimed Sadie.
"Oh, Sadie, I've never seen anything like this be

fore, and I never want to ag'in!" came from the dis
tressed woman. "I thought it was splendid a little
while ago, but now. I'm all shaking, and I can't even
watch the playing! Come, deacon, do let's go!"

"Not by a jugful!" rasped Hewett.' "I didn't come
here to see this game, but, now I'm here, I'm goin' to
stay till the last gun's fired !"

"It's too bad, deacon!" said Cooley. "I'm sorry for
you!" .

"Now, don't you waste no sympathy on me !"
snap;eed the excited man. "Mebbe you think it's all

settled! Mebbe you think your fellershas won!
Waal, you'll find out different bimeby!"

"You've got good courage," smiled Jack. "Why,
they've batted Sparkfairout of the box. He's going
to put another pitcher in. It's that feller Featherstone.
He can't hold Pittston down." .-

In truth,Sparkfair haldecided to go out.of the box.
Some time before the last runs' were secured by Pitts
ton, Dale had given Guy Featherstone the signal to
warm up. Spark did not leave the field. Instead of
that, he sent Graves to the bench and took his place
on first, while Featherstone entered the box.

"They all look alike to us!" triumphantly sang the
Pittston captain. "This fellow is just as easy, boys'!
Keep it up! keep it up!"

Featherstone's first ball passed over the batter's
head, but Crowfoot stopped it by an agile spring.

"Oh, wow, wow!'" whooped a 1',ittston coacher.
"He'll throw it over Farnham Hall in a minute!"

The next ball cut the outside corner.
The batter hit it.
It was a line drive.
Sparkfair flung himself forward with a pantherish

leap and thrust out his right hand.
Spat! the ball struck there aild stuck fast.
A moment later Dale leaped back onto first and com

pleted an unassisted double play, retiring Pittston.
Deacon Hewett flung his hat into the air and gave

3; yell that sounded like a locomotive whistle. In his
excitement he los~ his balance and fell backward out
of the carriage, striking Eli Given on the shoulders,
and both, went sprawling to th~ ground.

"What do ye think of that! what do ye think of
that 1" howled the deacon, as he scrambled up.

"I think you come purty nigh breakin' my neck!"
said Given.

"Never mind, Eli-never mind!" cried the deacon,
seizing the old fellow and dragging him to his feet.
"Didn't you ,see that play-didn't you see it? ,Arter
that you shouldn't a-minded if your 'neck was broke,!
Come, Eli, holler-holler as loud as you kin! Come,
Uncle Eb, jest give one good yell for Farnham Hall!"

The three old fellows lifted their voices and "yelled.",

CHAPTER V.

,THE EXCITEMENT GROWS.

Frank Merriwell was sitting on the Farnham Hall
bench as the team came in from the field.

"Clever work, Spark,fair," he said, in a compli
mentary way. "That was abeautifu~ one-hand catch.'"
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To his sllrprise, Dale looked rather downcast and
dejected.

"Oh, don't tell me I've done anything clever, Mr.
Merriwell I" ~e retorted. "We had this game safely
won until I let them get at me and bat me all over.
the 19t. . As a pitcher, I'm pretty much to the bad."

"Nothing of the kind, my boy," smiled Frank.
"Those fellows hit a batting streak, and you got your
bumps. There never was a pitcher, no matter how
good, who did not get his bump!? some time. It's sure
to happen to the best of them. Perhaps it happens just
when a pitcher feels himself at his best and is the most
confident. Every fellow who has ever toed the slab
including myself, of course-has had this experience.
You did right in calling Featherstone in to take your
place, but you should have called him a little sooner."

"I know that," confessed Spark. "I kept hanging
on, thinking I'd be able to break their streak. Now
they're fuIi of confidence and think they're going to
take this game."

"Your chance of winning is better than theirs. You
have the last turn at bat, and if you score in this in
ning or the next and succeed in holding them' down
in the first of the ninth, you'll carry off the honors.
Encourage your men. Keep them at it. Don't permit
them to let up."

Sparkfair took this advice. With a smiling face and
a cheerful manner, he spoke words of encouragement
to player after player. He patted Featherstone on the
back.

"You stopped the slaughter, Feather, old boy!" he
cried. "They had me down and out I"

Then he grabbed Bemis and shook his hand.
"Jumping jingoes I but you are covering the terri

tory out there in the middle garden, Hi! Can't any
thing get away from you I"

A moment later he was speaking to Netterby.
"Don't know what we'd do without you on sack

number three, old nian. Our infield is all to the good."
"Leave me out," came dolefully from Bob Bubbs.

"I've got butter 0):1 my paws to-day."

"Oh, rats I" cried Spark. "You've been eating 'em
upt One error doesn't count. You try fot every'"
thing, and you're bound to make errors sometimes.
I've had great support. That's how we happened to
get such a lead and keep it so long. We're going to
reap a scalp, just the same.' Now get right after that
pitcher and make him sweat-make him sweat I Start
us off, Barking."
. "It's a blooming poor game, this baseball," muttered

Thad Barking, as he pawed the bats over and found

one to suit him. "I'm going to give it up, don't you
know. I'm going to take up cricket, by Jove!"

With a wearied and indifferent expression on his
face, Thad walked out to the plate and smashed the
first ball on the trade-mark, making a handsome two
bagger, which woke up the Farnham Hall crowd on
the bleachers.

" 'Rah I 'rah! '1'ah I 'Rah I 'rah I 'rah! 'Rah I 'rah!
'rah I Barking! Barking I Barking I"

. Thad brushed the dust off his clothes after his slide
to second, took out a handkerchief, daintily wiped his
face, and looked inexpressibly bored.

"Awful lot of trouble, this chasing around the dia
mond," he murmured. "I'd a great deal rawther sit
on the bleachers."

"Why the dickens do you play baseball?" inquired
the Pittston second-baseman.

"Oh, they have to have me, don't you know," an
swered Thad. "They can't get along without me,
deah boy. They need me to help them win."

"You'll not help them much to-day. We've got you
now. You'll die right here."

"How jolly knowing you are, my deah fellow I
You're so blooming wise I I'll go you a bob we do.
win, by Jove I"

"A bob! What's a bob?"
"I beg your pawdon. Sometimes I forget to reckon

sums according to your American method. I'll go you
a blooming dollar, my boy." ,

"Merriwell doesn't permit betting, does he?" .
"Not wqen he knows it. But we'll not say a jolly

word about it, old chap. Do you go me on that dol-.
lar ?"

"Yes, I'll go you."
"Better pay it now, then," smiled Thad languidly.
"Say, you feller down there on second base!" cried

a voice, as Deacon Hewett pushed forward toward the
coaching-line. "Don't talk so much, and pay more
'tention to the game!"

"That's right, deacon!" cried a laughing voice, as
one on the villagers waved a hand at Elnathan.
"They've got to keep alive if they're going to take this
game."

Mrs. Hewett followed her husband, grasped his
arm, and attempted to draw him away.

"Don't make a show .of yourself, deacon t" she en
treated. "They're laughin'at you."

"Who's laughin'?" snapped the excited man. "Let
'em laugh I I didn't come here to see this game, but
nOw I'm here there can't nobody muzzle me \"

Nevertheless, s~e .succeeded in drawing him back.
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-amid the carriages and teams, where he was once
more joined by Uncle Eb and Eli Given.

Btibbs was the second batter.. ..

As he walked to the plate he held his bat ina. posi
tion which distinctly signaled to Barking the fact that
he meant to bunt the first ball pitched, in case he could
reach it.

Barking understood, and crept off second toward
third, crouching on his· toes, ready to run.

Btlbbs bunted. He did it skilfully, holding the bat
.loosely in his hands and pulling it back a bit as the ball
struck it. He was successful in dumping the ball down
on the line toward first,and, dropping the bat,he
jumped away, instantly making a dash for· the initial
sack.

The Pittston pitcher secured the ball ~nd snapped.
it to first in time for a put-out.

But Barking was on third.
"All right, Bubbs-all right!" cried Sparkfair.

"Fine sacrifice, my boy! Coach him up', Hollis I"
Fred Hollis rushed onto the coaching-line.
Again the excitement was intense, for, with only

~ne out and a man on third, the home team had a firie
chance to score.

As he walked to the plate, Netterby held his bat in
a position which indicated that he would try for a hit.

After two strikes were called on him, Net smashed
a liner straight into the hands of the short..,stop.

Only by promptly diving back to third did Barking
prevent a double play.

The Pittston cheer rang out:

"Ricker-ricker-dick! Hi-ro! ho-ro!
Roozy-bim-a-roozy-bim-a-ree!

Pittston! Pittston! Pittston !"

"You'll git roozy-bim-a-ree before we're done with
'ye!" shouted Deacon Hewett, unable to keep silent.

"That's right, by chowder I" cried Uncle Eb, flour
ishing his cane.

"That's jest right!" piped Eli Given excitedly.
"There they are," laughed Sparkfair; "Elnathan,

Eli, and Eben, the three graces! Talk··about your fans
and rooters, Pittston! I'll guarantee you haven't any
like those!"

"Oh, deacon, you're makin'an awful show of your
self!" almost sobbed Mrs. Hewett.

"I know it!" rasped the deacon. "You don't have
to tell me! I knew jest what I'd do if I come to this
game! I tried to stay away, but the evil one set a
snare for my· feet 'and led me here I Now that I'm

here, I'm going to see it through if they 'church-maul
me!"

. "I'm afraid they will, Elnathan-I'm afraid you'll
be called up for behavior unbecoming a pillar of the
church." ;

"Waal, I dunno 'bout that," he retorted. "I can see
a dozen good church members right here at this game.
They can't have much to say to me, by jiminy!"

"Don't use such violent language-please don't I"
expostulated the distressed woman. "You're all
stirred up, deacon."

"Stirred up? Great hokus! who wouldn't git stirred
up! You're stirred 11p, too, Mirandy. You're
a-quiverin' like' a pusson with the ager. Jest hear them
feller.s sing! Wouldn't that stir anybody!" .

From, the Farnham Hall lads again pealed the
chorus of the "Merry Boys" song. .

"That sounds purty good to me, deacon-that
sounds purty good," said Eb Small, his aged face
glowing.. "I ain't sung for fourteen year, but here
I gal"

Uncle Eb quaveringly joined in the chorus, and Eli
Given followed his example. 0

"Never could sing much myself," muttered the dea·
can, ''but this is my day to warble."

And he joined in.

Hi Bemis was at the plate. He fouled the first ball,
and a strike was called on him.

"Never min4 that, Hiram!" shout~d Hollis, dancing
on the coaching-line and furiously clapping his hands.
"You got a taste; take a square bite next time! We
want this run! We've got to have this run!"

Bemis' felt his heart pounding madly in his bosom
and his nerves quivering, but he steadied himself with
a mighty effort, outwardly appearing cool and grinily
determined.· ,

"You can do it, Hi!" sounded the low, encouraging
voice of Sparkfair. "Just meet it. Don't slash."

The tall boy did "meet it," making a beautiful drive
over the infield.

"\Vith a shout, the Farnham Hall crowd rose like a
sudden ~illow.

The Pittston left-fit1der made a great run thrust
out his gloved hand, and-caught the ball! '

The groan from the Farnham Hall bleachers was
drowned by a mighty barking cheer from the Pittston
fans.

The home team had been prevented from securing
a score' in the last of the eighth. .. ,
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CHAPTER VI.

A THRILLING. FINISH.

Old Uncle Eb collapsed and was supported by the
deacon and Given.

"I thought we had 'em!" he groaned. "It's too
bad-too bad I"

"Be we beat now?" dolefully inquired Eli.
"Not by a jugfu1!" answered Elnathan. "Vve've

gut another chance. Our boys will win yit."
"Your father certainly is a hot sport, Sadie," laughed

Jack Cooley. "He never gives up."
"I never saw him like this in all my life," declared

the wondering girl. "Why, he used to be the most
rabid man in the world against everything frivolous.
I can't understand the change in him. I can't under
stand the change in lots of people hereabouts. There
are any amount of hide-bound old people here at this
game, and they're just as excited as the younger folks.
There's been a surprising change around Bloomfield."

"It's true," admitted Phyllis Gladleigh, "and Frank
Merriwell is responsible for it. This town was practi
cally dead when he came here. It's pretty lively now."

"I should say it is!" laughed Will Hicks. "Talk
about your red-hot bas~ball towns-why, this beats
them alII"

As Pittston came to bat in the first of the ninth,
•Cooley shouted:

"You've got them now, boys! Get right after them,
Pittston I You can win without a struggle I"

Uncle Eb revived, straightened up, turned round,
and shook his crooked cane at the Wellsburg lad.

"Don't you believe no sech foolishness as that!" he
cried. "If you do, you'll fool yourself, young feller!"

Dale Sparkfair was seen talking hurriedly and ear
nestly to Guy Featherstone. Guy nodged and, entered
the pitcher's box, while Spark trotted ~o first.

Young Joe Crowfoot, grim and stoical, took his
position behind the plate, while'the first Pittston batter
prepared to strike.. .

"Hit it on the ground, Percell I" shouted Cooley.
"He won't .hit it at all!" asserted Eli Given.
But Eli was mistaken. Percell hit the second ball

pitched and drove it skimming out of the diamon? By
sharp running he reached seco~d base on that hIt.

The visitors cheered him uproariously.
"Awful! awful!" groaned Deacon Hewett.
"You ain't give up, hav~ ye?" asked Uncle Eb anx

iously. "Don't you think we've still gut a chance?"
"Course we have I" snapped Elnathan. "Still, I'm

mighty sorry that feller gut round so fur."

The next man sacrificed Percell to. third. And, then
came Houseman, the heavy hitter of the visitors.

With only one out, Houseman swung hard at the
ball, seeking to secure a long drive. After missing
twice, he lifted a fly far into center field. ,

"Hold that sack, Percell!" shouted the coacher.
"Get back! Be ready to run! You can score on this
catch'!"

Hi Bemis had planted himself under the ball. He
caught it, but the moment it touched Hiram's hands
Percell leaped from third and went dashing toward the
plate.

Bemis did his best to throw hoine, but the throw
fell short, and Percell slid to the rubber, while all Pitts
ton seemed mad with triumphant joy.

The visitors had secured a run, even though two
men were out.

"The game is lost now!" groaned Eli Given.
Still Deacon Hewett would not give up.
"Hang it!" he snapped. "Don't you know we've

gut another chance? Don't be a quitter, Eli! Brace
up!" ., .. .

In spite of the turn in affairs, Farnham Hall agam
sang "Merry Boys." Elnathan prodded his two com
panions, and together they werit at the chorus, lifting
their voices as loudly as possible.

,"Bear down hard I" shrilled the deacon, in the midst
of the chorus. And they did "bear down hard" on the
last two lines:

"We're a jolly bunch, we have a hunch,
That we will win, you know."

clJ"Your hunch is ~o good to-day, deacon," laughed
Jack Cooley. "It's all over but the shouting." . .

Mirtle, the next batter, hit the ball, but drove It
on the ground at Featherstone, who scooped it up
cleanly and snapped it to first, retiring the visitors.

"Give us a star-ut, Spar-uk," drawled Jake Lander,
as Dale secured a bat. "This is our last chance, old
rna-un." .

Not a word- came from Spark's lips. He walked to
the plate, let the first two balls pass, and then dropped
apretty "Texas leaguer" over the infield.

"Fine work--:-fine I" cried Hollis. "Some one get on
the coaching-line !"

Some. one did. It was Elnathan Hewett, and. a
moment later he was joined by Uncle Eb and Eli
Given. Although the rules did not permit them to
be there, no one seemed inclined to put them back.

"Here we go I" shrilled the deacon, shaking his
clenched fist in the air. "You can't stop us I The'
can't nuthin' stop us I We're going to win!"
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"Tiat's right, by gravy!" quavered Uncle Eb, wildly
waving his crooked cane. "You can't beat the Merry
boys!"

"Git off that bag, Sparkfair!" urged Eli Given.
"Git a good start! Git up and hiper when the next fel
ler hits it!"

Again Mrs. Hewett besought her husband to retire.
"Woman," said the deacon, pushing her away, "if

you don't let me alone, I'll withdraw from the church
without waitin' for nobody to perfer charges. Go
back there with Sadie and watch us win this gati1e."

"You're all right, deacon!" laughed Sparkfair. "If
we don't win with you on the coaching-line, we're a
bum lot of players."
. Great though the excitement had been, it was now
intensified. Pittston was barking forth its cheer, to
which Farnham Hall answered defiantly. The general
crowd was shouting and breathless. Strong men
shook with agitation, while women were pale and faint
from the strain.

Lander was anxious to hit the ball out, but Spark
fair repeated a signal calling for a bunt. Jake finally
obeyed and dumped the ball down in front of the
plate.

Dale took second, while Lander was thrown out at
first.

"Never mind!" cried Cooley. "There are only two
more, Pittston! They're easy!"

"Gut to have that run, young feller!" shouted Dea:
con Hewett. "Gut to git it somehow!"

Hollis made a bid for a hit, but the short-stop got
back under his little fly, and the second man was oJif.

"All over! allover!" sang Cooley. "Poor old
Farnham Hall! It's a shame to do it I"

\Vhile the Pittston pitcher was "taking a nap,"
Sparkfair suddenly made a desperate rush for third.

Amid the roar of the spectators the pitcher woke up
a moment too late, 'for Spark had his hand on the sack
when the third-baseman tagged him.

"Jumpin' gee whiz!" piped Uncle Eb, forgetting his
rheumatism and dancing up and down. "That's the
way to do it! Ain't that feller a buster! Ain't he at
dandy!"

Sparkfair was anxious as he saw Guy Featherstone
adyancing to the plate. As a batter, Feather was
decidedly erratic, and Dale feared the great strain
would prove too much for him.

The strain, however, was proving t00 much for the
Pittston pitcher. Featherstone observed that the
twirler was agitated. and nervous. Guy glanced over
his shoulder at Dale, who made a signal. This signal

was a request for Featherstone to wait and force the
pitcher to put the ball over the plate.

The first one was wide.
"One ball!" announced the umpire.
The second was too low.
"Two balls I"~

The third got the outside corner, but Feather did
not strike.

"One strike!"
The next seemed to be too high, but the umpire

cried:
"Two strikes!"
"All over! all over!" again sang Cooley.
Featherstone gripped his bat and seemed determined

to try for the next good one.
The pitcher kept it wide.
Feather resisted the temptation to strike.
"Three balls!"
"Make him put it over, Guy I" rang from Spark-

fair's lips. "He can't do it! He's nervous! He
couldn't find the plate in a month!"

These words seemed to have an effect on the pitcher,
for the next ball was very wide, and Featherstone
trotted down to first.

There was a sudden uproar.
"Rise and salute the chief!" bellowed a loud voice

from the. Farnham bleachers. :
As one man, the boys rose to their feet, and then

from their lips rang a wild sound like an Indian war
whoop..

Young Joe Crowfoot was the batter.
Never in his life had the Indian boy seemed calmer

and more stoical. He appeared almost indifferent as
he stepped into the batter's box and poised his wagon
tongue.

The pitcher t~ed a drop on him.
Featherstone ,went flying down to second, and the

Pittston catcher did not dare to make the throw. to
catch him.

"Biff it with your war-club, chief!" rang out a
voice. "Behold the three old braves dancing the war
dance down by first!" ,

Indeed Hewett, Small, and Given \vere doing some
thing that seemed like a war-dance. The spectacle was
ludicrous enough, but few laughed.

Crowfoot waited until he found a ball that satis
.fied him. Then he smashed it with terrific force and
lifted it far over the center-fielder, although the fielder
was playing deep.

As Sparkfair and Featherstone crossed the plate
\vith the run that tied and the one that won, pande-
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monium broke loose. Like a surging billow the Farn
ham Hall boys poured down from the bleachers and
out onto the field, shouting and singing. From the
other side excited men rushed onto the diamond, and
in their midst were Deacon Hewett, Eben Small, and
Eli Given. These three old fellows behaved like boys
in their joyous demonstrations. .

It was Crowfoot whom the crowd lifted and bore on
their shoulders at the head of a procession which cir
cled the diamond, cheering madly. Sparkfair led the
procession, waving a bat and encouraging the demon
tration.

When all the excitement was over, the road leading
into the' village grew black with teams and people on
foot. Even the visitors who had sympathized with
Pittston acknowledged that it was a great game-a
wonderful game.

In his rejoicing Deacon Hewett completely forgot
his wife and his daughter. Although they searched
for him, they did not find him until he was overtaken
on the road. When they did find him, he was dis
covered between Uncle Eb and Eli Given, the three
having their arms locked as they trudged along. Not
only that, but they were singing:

''We're the Merry boys, the Merry boys
We're Frank to tell you so;

We're a jolly bunch, we had a hunch,
That we would win, you know."

"Hurrah for the deacon!" cried Jack Cooley. "Dea
con, you're a sport ! You're one of the boys! You're
all right!"

"Didn't I tell ye we'd do it!" demanded Elnathan
huskily. "Didn't I know it! Come on, Eli, come on,
Eben, hit it up again!"

And oijIce more they struck into, the chorus of the
"Merry Boys."

CHAPTER VII.

THE DEACON GROWS REPENTANT.

But the words of the song were quickly checked by
a commanding voice, which called:

"Elnathan-Elnathan Hewett I"
"Eh? hey?" exclaimed the deacon, looking up.

"Mirandy? Good gracious I"
"You'd better say good gracious!" came rebukingly

from Mrs. Hewett, as she shook her finger at him.,
"Elnathan Hewett, you've gone crazy I You literally

, lost your head when that game ended! You rushed
onto the field with the rest of that crowd of lunatics
and left the: wife of your bosom to be knocked and

bumped around by the crowd I You never thought of
her arterwards I Goodness knows what would have
become of me if Sadie hadn't seen me and sent these
young gentlemen to take keer of me I I never 'spected
to live to see the day when my husband would go com
pletely silly over a baseball-game!"

Mrs. Hewett was on the end of the rear seat of the
wagon, sharing the seat with Sadie and Jack Cooley.
She glared do\V!l at her suddenly humbled spouse and
once more shook an accusing finger.

"Don't be too hard on him, Mis's Hewett," en
treated Uncle Eb, with a twinkle in his eyes. tty00

can't blame him so much. Most everybody gut ex
cited when that game wound up. We all acted a little
crazy, I guess, but you know boys will be boys."

"Boys!" sneered Mrs. Hewett. "Old gray-headed
men who'd oughter be settin' a better example! Why,
I thought you was down with' the rheumatiz, Eb
Small I"

"Rheumatiz can't keep a kid like me home when
there's a baseball-game I" cried Uncle Eb, waving his
cane. "'Rah! 'rah I for Farnham Halll"

"'Rah I 'rah I for Farnham Hall I" echoed Eli Given.
Mrs. Hewett leaned far out of the wagon and

grasped the deacon by the collar.
"Elnathan;" she gasped, "you git right in here!

You've made a holy show of yourself to-day, and now
I'm gain' to take you home! Not a wordl No talk!
Climb right onto the front seat I .. There's plenty of
room."

"All right, Mirandy-all right," said the deacon
humbly. "You see how it is, boys," he flung over
his shoulder. "I've gut to leave ye."

Both Uncle Eb ?nd Eli Given chuckled ·and looked'
wise.

"Yep, we see how it is," nodded Given. "You have
our sympathy, deacon."

"Come, come, don't block the road I" shouted a
driver behind the team. "Pull the old sport in and
hustle alongI"

The deacon meekly slipped into the room made for
him on the front seat.

"Did ye hear what that man called ye?" demanded
Mrs. Hewett. "Both old and young are laughin' at ye,
Elnathan, and callin' ye a sport. You-you, a sport I
Oh, no, I never 'spected to live to see this day! .And
that wretched old wreck, Eli Given, said he sympa~

thized with ye I Wait till we git home, deacon-wait
till we git home I"

The deacon now seemed quite crushed, and a low
groan came from his lips.
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"Don't, mother!" expostulated Sadie! "please don't!
I never knew you to be like this before.. I never knew
you to get so excited. Father is the one who always
gets excited. You're usually cool and self-possessed.
You're attracting everybody's attention. All the peo
ple are looking at us and laughing."

"I s'pose I am excited," admitted Mrs. Hewett. "I
don't want to attract attention, Sadie. I don't want
to make you feel 'shamed. But I know what all this
is coming to. There's no help for it. A deacon in the
church-a church member in good standin' for forty
year-and now he's disgraced. Why, this story will
be all over Bloomfield before dark. They'll tell how
Deacon Hewett danced, and howled, and yelled, and
went crazy at a baseball-game. They'll tell how him
and two old village loafers marched along the high
way, singin' and actin' as if they was full of hard
cider. I know what it will come to. .I know what
Jeremiah Crabtree will say. Sadie, your father will
be pulled up on charges, and we'll all suffer the dis
grace."

Strong-minded woman though she was supposed to
be, Mrs. Hewett seemed on th~ point of shedding tears.

"Please talk it over after you get home, mother,"
urged Sadie. "I'm sure I don't think father did any
thing so disgraceful. Every one else was excited. I
saw other church members there." .

"But he's a deacon-a pillar of the church. He's
always talked against such frivolousness~ He's con
demned such things in others. All right, Sadie, here
we be in the village, and I'll keep still."

Although it was plainly an effort, Mrs. Hewett
ceased talking and did not again open her mouth until
her home was reached. As they ~opped in the yard
the deacon hastily got out and offered to assist his wife.
She disdainfully declined his as~istance and marched
into the house, with him following meekly after.

"Oh! ho! ho! Oh! ho! ho I" laughed Will Hicks..
"Oh, I beg your pardon, Sadie; I can't help it."

"I've been dying to laugh myself," confessed Jack
Cooley. "Don't be angry, Sadie."

"011., I'm not angry," assured the girl. "I can't
blame you for laughing. It certainly was ludicrous,
but I don't wonder that mother was completely upset.
Why, father has been the most rabid person about the
frivolity and sinfulness of young people. He was dead
set against Frank Merriwell and his school when the
school first opened. Mother was the liberal-minded
one of the two. I'm afraid they'll have a serious dis
agreement over this. I must do something."

"I've :f J>roposition," put in Phyllis Gladleigh.

"Let's all stop over at my house and have a little social
gathering this evening. Can't we ride back by moon
light, Jack?"

."Of course we can!" cried Cooley. "That'll be
splendid, Phyllis-spl.endid!"

"And can't we invite one or two of the boys from
Farnham Hall?" asked Sadie. "We can have Jennie
Walker and Mattie Given. That will make a jolly
party. Can't you concoct something on the chafing
dish, Phyllis?"

"Hoorah for the chafing-dish!" cried Will Hicks.
"That sounds good to me, but 'it would sound better
if you would say two chafing-dishes. I'm awful hol
low."

"That's what we'll do," decided Phyllis. "I know
it will be all right at home."

"Then I'll get out here and see if I can smooth
things out between father and mother," said Sadie.

"And I'll linger by. your side," laughed Hicks, as
he sprang out and assisted her to follow.

"Come over to the house as soon as you can," urged
Phyllis. "I'll send word to the boys and girls we
want, and I'll be getting things ready. Jack will take
care of the team." .

In the meantime, Deacon Hewett had entered the
house, removed his hat and hung it on a nail in the
kitchen. Mrs. Hewett nervously took off her wraps
and dropped them on the dining-room table, waiting
for Elnathan to speak. He did not seem-inclined to
speak, but he came from the kitchen and stood by the
window, with his head down, looking completely crest
fallen and humble.

"This is a' dreadful thing, Elnathan-a dreadful
thing," the woman finally observed, seeing that he was
not inclined to speak.

He heaved a deep sigh.
"I'd never 'spected it of you," she went on. "You're'

the last person in the world. Why did you go to that
ball-ground ?"

"Why did you?" he weakly asked.

"Why, I went in search of you," was the answer.
"I sawall the folks hurryin' that way, and I couldn't
find anything of you anywhere, so I made up my mind
that you had gone, and I wanted to find you and bring
you away." .

"I was in the suller," said the deacon.
"In the sullet?"
"Yes."
"What for?"
"To git away from temptation. I went down there
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andshet I!1yself up so I wouldn't see the people goin'
to that game."

"But how did you happen to go at all?"
"When I come out of the suller I found you was

gone. They told me you and Mis' Jones had gone to
the game.· Even then I resisted temptation with all
my strength. I kept away. But I had to do some~

thing, so I walked over to Applesnack's store. \Vhile
I was standin' in front of the store 'long come Sadie
and them young folks. They urged me to go to the
game. I didn't want to, but Sadie said she'd have to
retum right back to Wellsburg as soon as the game
was over, and she wouldn't have no other time to see
me. I don't want to make no excuses, and I ain't goin'
to try to. I 'spect the real reason why I went with
them was because I wanted to see some of that game.
I pertended it was to see Sadie, but now I know that
was nutJ;1in' but pertense. I was a-tryin' to-~ool my
self."

The man's words and manner were so doleful that
.Mrs. Hewett felt her heart softening.

"It was a dreadful error, deacon," she sighed~ t~If

you'd only behaved yourself after you got there. .If
you'd only acted dignified instead of hollerin' and
singin' and carryin' on like one possessed."

"I know, I know," ,he admitted, shaking his head
slowly. "There's no two ways about it. Either I've
gut to keep away from temptation, or I'll backslide
complete. I ain't as strong-minded as you be, Mi
randy. ;Either I must walk in the straight and narrer
path all the time, or I go strayin' all over the fields
of sin."

"The worst thing about it was, Elnathan, that you
was seen with· store loafers, sinners, and unregenerate
men. Eben Small and Eli Given are jest common
grocery-store gossips. What do you think Deacon
Crabtree and the new parson will say?"

Hewett tltrew up his hands with a gesture of utter
despair. .

"Heaven knows!" he groaned. "Don't, Mirandy
don't! Let me suffer in silence!"

A few moments later Sadie entered and asked for
her father.

"He's in the parlor," whispered Mrs. Hewett.
"P'r'aps you can cheer him up, child. Do say some-·.
thing to him."

Sadie found the deacon sitting on the haircloth
rocker, with"his face buried in his hands.

"Father," she said, leaning over him and placing her
arms about 1:).is neck, "I'm proud of you. I always
misunderstood you. I always thought you harsh,

and hard, and unfeeling. I fancied you never could
have been a boy. Now I know how mistaken I was.
You have the heart of a boy still. You've not done
anything so terrible. It really .did me good to hear
you cheer and see you laugh. Why, for months and'
months when I lived here at home I·-never saw you
smile. All the merriment in your soul seemed with
ered and dead. Now I know it was only smothered
and held in check by your old-fashioned belief that
cheerfulness and laughter were indications of a frivol..
ous and sinful heart. \Vhat is there to feel so bad
about? The very best people of Bloomfield were at
that game, and I saw many of them shouting and
laughing."

"But I'm a pillar of the church," huskily murmured
the distressed old man. "I'm looked upon as an ex
ample. I know what some of the church members'
will say."

Mrs. He~ett suddenly appeared at the door, fairly
quivering with excitement.

"Good gracious I" she palpitated. "Deacon' Crab-·
tree and Azariah Dolittle are at the front door!
They're coming in here-they're coming to see you,
Elnathan !"

"Let them come in," s~id Hewett, with a groan. "I
may as well face them now as later. I'll try to face
them with a humble and contrite heart."

CHAPTER mIl.
A TIME OF TRIAL.

Jeremiah Crabtree was a tall, angular, thin-lipped
man, with gray chin-whiskers. Azariah Dolittle was
small, round-faced, and bald-headed.

As they entered the parlor, Elnathan Hewett rose
in his humblest manner and asked them to sit down.

"I don't. think we'll stop long," said Crabt~ee

cru$tily.
"No, we won't stop long;" echoed Dolittle.
"We're here to make a few inquiries," explained

Crabtree.
"That's why we're here," nodded Dolittle.
"Go ahead," invited Elnathan, in the same dejected

and humble manner. •
"I've heard some strange reports," asserted Jere

miah.
"Very strange reports," corroborated Azariah.

"vVe've heard that you attended tne baseball-game to
day. It's common report."

"I expect it is" nodded Elnathan. .
. "You know, i3eacon Hewett," said Crabtree,ltthat
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I had a talk with you a few days ago about these 2"ames
and the sinfulness of them. I don't s'pose you've for- .
gotten."

"No, I hain't forgot it.'"
"At first you disagreed with me, but before we fin

ished you admitted that church members, and esp6"
cially men of our standing, should keep away from·
those games."

"I did."
"Yet I have heard from various sources that you

did not keep away to-day-that you attended the game
and made a most distressing exhibition of yourself
while there. I've heard that you behaved in a manner
unbecoming a dignified citizen and a member of the
church. I have heard that you shouted. and danced,
and act~ally sang songs at that game. i couldn't be
lieve it."

"No, we couldn't believe it," said Dolittle.
"In my indignation," Crabtree grimly went on, "I

denied the tales that are being bandied about town. I
denied that it was possible for you-for you, Deacon
Elnathan Hewett-to make such a wicked and sinful
exhibition of yourself. I was aroused with just in
dignation, but the evidence was overwhelmingly
against me. They toldme you acted like a boy. They
told me you showed your sporting blood."

"Awful! awfu1!" groaned Azariah.
"Your sporting blood!" repeated JeremIah. "Peo·

pIe who were not church members actually chuckled
over it arid pretended to be delighted to think you
made such a fearful exhibition of yourself in public
and before the eyes of the populace. My denials were
useless, and I decided to find you without delay and
ask you if such stories were true. On my way here I
met Brother Dolittle. I brought him along. Even he
could not believe it of you."

"No, no, J could not," sighed Brother Dolittle.
"Attending the game was bad enough," rasped

Crabtree, "but that was nothing compared with your
behavior while there, if these reports are true. I hope
they're not true. I hope you can look me in the face
and deny that they are true."

"I can't I" groaned Elnathan. "It's true, every
word of it 1" • .

"Then," went on Jeremiah remorselessly, "until
your heart is purified, until you confess your sins and
ask 'forgiveness before the entire church, I say you're
no longer worthy to hold the position you now hold."

"Quite right, Deacon Crabtree--quite right," put in
Azariah. ,\

"What is this town coming,to?" exclaimed Crabtree

vehemently. "What is our quiet and peaceful little
community coming to when such things go on, depra
ving the morals of every one ? We've seen this worldly
spirit growing with horrible rapidity of late. And
who's responsible for it?"

"Who's responsible for it?" piped Dolittle.
"Vve know very well," asserted Crabtree. "We

know very well the man who is r~sponsible. Before
he came here such things were unknown in Bloomfield.
Before he came here good church members would have
plucked out their eyes rather than witness such dis
graceful scenes-much less take part in them. The
young people of this town were quiet, and sober, and
well-behaved. They imitated the example of .their
elders. They imitated the example of such men as
you seemed to be, Elnathan Hewett. For years you've
been a standing example to the boys and girls of this
community. Do you think that after this you can
ever again be pointed out as a model for them to pat
tern after?"

The deacon sat down once mo~e and again buried
his face in his hands. Instead of being affected by
Elnathan's apparent distress, Jeremiah regarded him
with a look indicative of gloating satisfaction.

"I don't wonder you are ashamed !" he harshly cried.
"I don't wonder you groan 1 The burden must bea
terrible one itl your heart Some folks have said this
man, Metriwell, would do great things for the town.
\iVhat has he done? He's put up some fine buildings,
I know. He's fixed himself up a fine house out of the
old Merriwell place. He's brought together a lot of
boys and set out to teach them-what? Is he teaching
them anything that will improve their minds? Is he
teaching them anything that will make them sober,
sedate, grave, and dignified? Can a man like him,
given to frivolousness, who is interested in baseball,
and rowing, and running, and jumping, and cawhoop
ing, and cafiddling-can such a man teach 'boys sober
ness and sedateness?' It's true he hasn't asked the
town to exempt his fine school buildings from taxa
tion. If he had, he'd precious soon found out what
the town had to say about that. It's true he's in
creased the value of certain property so that the town
receives a little something in additional taxation. But
what is money when the morals of all the people are
being depraved ?"

"Yes, yes," interjected Dolittle, "what is it-what
is money?"

"I've hea~d some folks tell how much good this Mer·
riwell has done," pursued Crabtree. "Now, what par
ticularlyphilanthropic thing has he ever done~"
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"He sent food and clothes to the Mitchetts when
they were in great need," said Elnathan, without look
ing up.

"The Mitchetts, hey?" snapped Jeremiah. <tAnd
who are the Mitchetts? Practically town paupers 1
Practically no. good 1 Actually a burden to the com
munity 1 And old Mitchett, a poor man, brings into
this world a brood of eleven children that he can't sup
port. Giving him food and money is practically en
couraging him to continue burdening the town with.
other children. Don't tell me about anything that's
been done for the Mitchetts. 'Tell me something else."

"Well/' said Hewett, "he sent a doctor to look after
the little Harding girl when she had typhoid fever, and
he provided a trained nurse, paying all the bills him·
self."

"That was fine 1" sneered Crabtree. <tHe paid for a
doctor and a nurse while old Harding was spending
his money for drink 1 Harding is a drunkard, and he
should be compelled to look after his family."

"If he doesn't do it, isn't it a Christian act not to
let them suffer and die?"

"It was done for show," declared Jeremiah. "What
has this Merriwell ever done for the church? \Ve've
got a debt hanging over us-a debt of five hundred
dollars. Why hasn't he done something for us?"

"The new minister thinks he can raise that debt."
"The new minister? Hel he! Well, mebbe he can.

Everything is new, new, new 1 They've even got a
new minister. I was against the' change. The old
minister was good enough for me. Parson Asaph
Drypatch suited me well enough. He preached doc
trine good and strong. He told us what would become.
of sinners. It was good meat, and there was a time
when the church feasted on such preaching."

"But Parson Drypatch was getting very old and
feeble."

"Better an old parson who stands firm on doctrine
than a new-fangled youngster who dishes out a lot of
thin platitudes. That's my idea. The majority didn't
stand with me. They wanted a change. That's a part
of the feeling that's come into this town since Frank
Merriwell settled here. Everybody wants a change.
They want something new. The good old things are
not good enough for them. We've got this new min
ister, Owen Clearpath, and we've heard him preach.
He can talk longer and say less than any man J ever
heard. Why, he never once mentioned the damnation
of infants. He never once gave his ideas on eternal
punishment for sinners. All he could seem to talk.
about was 'Love your enemiesl love your enemies.i dQ.

good unto those that despitefully use you.' Then he
got off a lot of stuff about the new theology. The new
fiddlesticks! The old theology is good enough for me.
I. suppose this new preacher tickled a lot of the milk
and-water ones in the congregation. They've turned
Asaph Drypatch out. What will become of him?
He's too old to get another berth. He'll become a
burden on the town. They even say that Parson Clear
path has expressed favorable opinions about Mr. Mer
riwell and his school. He's expressed a lot of con
fidence about his ability to clear the church of debt.
Well, let's see how he does it. Let's see how he goes
about it.

"But even this new minister can't approve of your
actions, Deacon Hewett. -Liberal as he is, he can't ap'
prove of a man like you appearing with a shouting
rabble at a baseball-game and dancing, and singing,
and shouting with the rest~ When he hears of it, 1
think you'll hear from him."

"1 think you will," agreed Dolittle.
"It's very likely," said Elnathan.~

Again Mrs. Hewett, all in a flutter, showed herself
at the door.

"Gracious sakes!" she breathed. "Here are more
visitors! Here's the new minister, and Parson Dry
patch is with him!" .

'~e! he!" laughed Crabtree. "Evidently they've
heard about it, Deacon Hewett. Evidently you'll hear
what they have to say."

"I may as well hear it at once," said the crestfallen
man. "Let them come right in, Mirandy."

CHAPTER IX.

"A NOBLE YOUNG MAN."

The two ministers were soon ushered into the room.
One was youthful and somewhat ruddy-faced, with a
pleasant eye. Instead of wearing the conventional
clothes of a clergyman, he was dressed in a plain busi
ness suit.

The other was in threadbare black and leaned on a
cane, his gray head bowed by years.

"Well, well," smiled the new minister, as he looked
around. "This is something of a surprise. Didn't ex~
pect to find you here, Deacon Crabtree. And here is
Brother Dolittle. It's a. splendid day. Indeed it has
been a glorious day. On' my way here 1 overtook
Parson Drypatch,. and we came along together. We
have something to tell Brother. Hewett."

"I've been telling him something myself/' nodded
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Crabtree. "I knew you'd hear about it, parson. The
whole town is talking of it."

"Indeed1 indeed !"quavered Drypatch. "1 didn't
suppose the news would fly so swiftly. I told a few
of the neighbors of my good fortune, and I was com
ing over to tell Deacon Hewett."

"Good fortune?" questioned Crabtree.. "What good
fortune are you talking about?"

"Then you haven't heard? You haven't heard that
the little Rose cottage has been bought and the deed
given to me? You haven't heard that a kind and noble
young man has settled on me five hundred dollars an-
nually for the rest of my short life ?" .

"Rod of Aaron !" gasped Crabtree. "Who did
that?"

"Why, this young man who conducts the school at
Farnham Hall." .

"What ?" shouted Jeremiah, actually staggering.
"You don't mean Frank Merriwell?"

"Yes, sir, I mean Frank Merriwell. He has made
myoId age inexpressibly happy. Never again can I
fear want and poverty."

Elnathan Hewett had risen to his feet. His shaul·
ders were thrown back, and he was gazing straight at
Jereri::liah Crabtree.

"At least, deacon," he said, "you'll have to admit
that this young man has done one good deed."

Crabtree hammed and hawed. He was confused,
but made a mighty effort to recover himself.

"It's time he did something," he finally declared.
"All the same, I insist that he is instilling a spirit of
wickedness into this town. When a whole village
goes crazy over a game of baseball, it's high time that
Christian people should awaken to the v.'ickedness· of
the game~ He can afford to give away money, for they
say more than a thousand persons paid twenty-five'
cents apiece to see that game to-day. Now, what will
he do with that money?"

"Wait a minute, deacon," interrupted Clearpath
smilingly. "Perhaps I can answer your question. Al
ready he has turned the· entire sum obtained through
admittance to that game, amounting to three hundred
and fourteen dollars, over to our church to assist us
in paying off our debt."

Jeremiah Crabtree grasped at the mantelpiece and
knocked a bronze image off the top of the clock. It
seemed that he required the support of the mantel
piece in order to remain standing. As for Azariah Do
little,.· he was speechless.

And now Elnathan Hewett stood proudly erect, a
smile on his face. .

"I s'pose you've heerd 'bout my carryin' on at the
game to-day, parson?" he inquired. "I acknowledge
I did behave rather scandalous, for I shouted and
cheered."

"l've not only heard about it, deacon," laughed the
parson, "but I was a witness. I happened to be pres
ent at the game myself. And I wish tomake a confes
sion. Although I endeavored to maintain possession
of my emotions, at the finish of that game, when the
boys rushed onto the field, cheering and singing, I was
astonished to find myself cheering also. That game
was one of the cleanest and finest baseball-games it's
ever been my fortune to see, and during my college
course I both saw and participated in a great many
games. It was a time of great excitement, but the ;ex
citement was not unwholesome. Ere I left the field
Frank Merriwell stopped me and took me to the box
office, where the gate receipts were turned over to me
for the church. This leaves a debt of only about a
hundred and eighty-five or ninety dollars. I have the
promise of Mr. Merriwell that the receipts received at
the next game here, which will take piace next
Wednesday,. will also be turned into the church. If it
amounts to a sum equal to that given to-day, our
debt will be wiped out, and we'll "have a surplus. I
think Merriwel1 is a manly, noble, Christian-spirited
young man."

"Amen!" said Parson DrypatcK

CHAPTER X.

PHYLLIS GLADLEIGH'S PARTY.

Everything was ready for the chafing-dish party.
"There, Sadie," said Phyllis, as she surveyed the

spotless dining-table, "let them. come. I hope we have
a pleasant time." .

"Who did you invite?" asked Sadie.
"Why, Dale Sparkfair, of course," answered Phyllis.
"Not Sparkfair alone? You invited some one else ?"
"I asked him to bring a friend along."

"And you didn't name anyone in particular?"
"I named some one. Never mind who it was."
"Oh, but I must know! You must tell me, Phyllis!

I shall be angry if you don't."
"Well, then, to pacify you I'll tell you. I asked him

to bring Joe Crowfoot."
ltGoodness! that Indian boy?"
"Yes. They say he's real nice and gentlemanly, and

I'm sure he must be all right or Sparkfair would. not
room with him. There'sthebell."
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Phyllis herself hurried to the door, and Sadie fol
lowed a m6ment later when she heard familiar voices.

"Here we are, as large as life and twice as natural,"
said Mattie Given, as she and Jennie Walker entered.
"Where's the male department? We always come in
after the mail at night, you know."

"You'll find Jack Cooley and Will Hicks in the par
lor."

"Only two?' Why, you and Sadie have both of
them snared for keeps. Have you invited Jennie and
me to make us envious? Now, I don't ~hink that's
fair, Phyllis."

"There are others coming," promised Phyllis.
"Have you ever met Will Hicks?" •

"I don't think he's ever had that pleasure," laughed
the fat girl. "He'll be overcome."

However, Hicks did not seem at all overcome when
he was introduced to Mattie and Jennie.

The presentation was barely over when the bell
rang again, and Dale Sparkfair was followed into the
room by Young Joe Crowfoot, who could not entirely
conceal his embarrassment.

"I'm so glad you came," said Phyllis sincerely, as
she shook the Indian boy's hand. "I saw the last of
that game to-day, and it was just splendid."

"The chief helped us deliver the goods in the ninth,"
chuckled Dale. "Oh, he's a wonder when he wields
his little war-club. M;ke a bow, chief-make a bow."

Crowfoot bowed, a slight twinkle in his dark eyes.
"Spark he talk a great deal," he said. "Mebbe when

I stay with him long I catch the habit."
Cooley and Hicks shook hands with both Dale and

Joe.
Mattie Given was discovered holding onto her hall'

with both hands.
"Ask him if he's left his scalping-knife at home,"

she whispered, keeping her eyes on Crowfoot.
. The Indian boy heard her and immediately bowed,
as he said.

"No use for scalping-knife any more. We take
scalps some other way. We do it at baseball. Funny
how you say at baseball, 'We take a scalp ~o-day.' "

"My 1but he's nice," breathed Mattie in Sadie Hew
ett's ear. "He's really handsome, too. I didn't be
lieve it possible."

At the table it happened that Crowfoot was placed
next to Mattie. For once in her life the fat girl found
it difficult to converse freely. After vainly seeking for

. something to. say, she suddenly turned toward the In
dian boy and inquired:

"How do you like America?"

"America?" said Joe, with a touch of surprise, fol
lowed by a slight smile. "Oh, yes, I like it. My peo
ple live here long. They the first Americans."

"Goodpess gracious 1 that's so. What an awful
break 1 Don't mind me, chief."

"I am not yet chief." .
"But-but I heard your friend call you that."
"He do it for joke. Some day when Storm Walker,

my father, go to better land then I become chief."
"Oh, you're just waiting for the old gent to kick

. the bucket."
"The bucket? iNe have not the bucket to kick. No

savvy some things you say."
"Well, I'm glad my talk isn't salvey," smiled Mattie,

unmindful of the fact that the whole table was laugh
ing. "It must be strange living in real houses after
one has lived so long in a fusee."

"A fusee?"
"Oh, no, no 1 I mean a teepee."
"Ah!" breathed Joe. "I savvy now."
"You're salvey now? I don't like that word. I

suppose it's Indian for something, but it makes me
think of bruises, and wounds, and things like that.
Oh, I heard the funniest conundrum the other day. I
must spring it. Perhaps you've heard it before. What
makes an Indian wear feathers in his hair? I know
you can't guess. vVhy, he wears them to keep his
wigwam."

Joe joined in the general laughter.
"That will about do for you, Mattie I" exclaimed

Jennie Walker. "My goodness! what are you making,
Phyllis? It's not a rarebit." ..

"No," answered Phyllis, as she stirred some chopped
onions in the pan, "I'm making Me..~ican eggs."

"Mexican eggs?" cried Mattie. "\Vhy, I supposed
you got them from Mexico 1 Have you bought a lot
of Mexican hens?"

With a great deal of interest, the boys and girls
watched Phyllis prepare the Mexican eggs. After
browning her onions, she poured into the chafing-dish
a canful of tomatoes and permitted these to cook until
well done. While the tomatoes were cooking she
added, p.iece by piece, a full half-pound of butter. At
the proper moment, when the tomatoes were well done
and the butter thoroughly melted and mixed with them,
she poured into the dish the contents of a bowl, which·
contained seven eggs, well beaten with a little fl.our.·
In order to prevent the mixture from curdling, she
turned out the lamp before adding the eggs and al
lowed the tomatoes to cool slightly. As the eggs were
supplied from the bewl she -stirred the whole mass
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vigorously, watching it thicken. At intervals while
stirring she supplied a small amount of salt and paprika
in liberal quantities.

The girls were greatly interested in this process.
They chatt~red and laughed and asked a dozen ques
tions.

"Oh, glory!. what a delightful odor!". exclaimed
Mattie, folding her hands and rolling her eyes up·
ward.

"And what a delightful dish it must be!" laughed
Jennie Walker, as she gazed longingly at the salmon
red contents of the pan.

"Will it ever be done!" sighed Will Hicks.
"Are you hungry?" asked Phyllis.
"Hungry?" cried several. "We're starving!"
"Starving?" said the fat girl tragically. "We're

starved already! We're famished!"
"You should be ethereal and delicate, Mattie,"

laughed Sadie Hewett. "It isn't good taste to let peo
ple know you have a real appetite." .

"Well, how can you have taste if you haven't a real
appetite?" demanded Mattie. "Good taste and a good
appetite go together; thatls my theory. I'm glad
you're making a new dish, Phyllis. I love to try new
dishes. Ever since Fred Baxter came home from New
York and told me about eating chop suey I've been
mad-perfectly mad-to try the chop suey a round.
That's a Chinese dish, isn't it? Foreign nations have
such queer dishes. Now, I suppose"-turning to Joe
-"that your people have some odd dishes? I suppose
you have some great delicacies that white people have
never tried?"· I

"Yes," nodded Crowfoot, "I s'pose we have."
"Oh, tell us about them! Now, for instance, what

is your staple food?"
"In winter," answered the Indian lad, "when there

is no hunting, my people like dog stew."
In spite of themselves, the boys shouted with laugh

ter, their amusement being increased by the consterna
tion and dismay of the girls, who, however, were also
forced to laugh. . .

"Better cut it, Mattie," cautioned Jennie Walker, as
soon as she could catch her breath. "You waded in
too- deep that time." -

"Somehow I'm not quite as hungry as I was," sighed
Mattie, sadly shaking her head.

"Eggs are .ready," announced Phyllis, as she extin
guished the flame of the lamp. "Make yourself use
ful, Jack. Pass the saltines, four on a plate."

Cooley followed directions, handing the plates to
Phyllis, who served the Mexican eggs upon tIle crack
ers. In a few moments all were served, and with much
curiosity they tested the dish.

"Splendid !" "Delicious I" "Delightful!" they ex-
claimed.

Mattie Given watched Young Joe with interest.
"How do you like it?" she asked.
"Much good," answered Crowfoot.
£parkfair was inclined to compliment Phyllis, which

he did gracefully, bringing a flush to her cheeks.

Cooley stirred uneasily and flashed Dale a glance. A
moIii'ent later he gave Phyllis a look of reprilach.

She laughed.
"You don't seem to like it, Jack," she said.
"1 don't like it!" he promptly retorted.
"Why, you're swallowing it," smiled Sparkfair.
"Because I have to-for the present," muttered the

Wellsburg boy. .
"He's jealous, Will," whispered Sadie, in the ear of

young Hicks. . .
"I don't blame him," declared Hicks. "This Spark

fair has a taking way with him. I scented trouble
when Phyllis proposed him as one of the party. Jack
is irritated now; by and by he'll get good and warm."

Despite Cooley's irritation, the party seemed quite
merry. As a beverage to wash down the Mexican
eggs, ginger ale proved most satisfactory and refresh
ing.

When the eggs were gone to the last spoonful, nuts
and candies were passed round.

"I never could have a saddle-horse," said Mattie
Given, "but I'm confident I'll have one to-night. I'm
certain I'll take a delightful ride on a,fine frisky I\ight-
mare." .

Finally they left the table and repaired to the parlor,
Hicks proposing that they should have some music.
Immediately Phyllis asked Dale if he could sing.

"Oh, I can warble like a bird," he answered; "like
a blackbird, for instance. You see I was born in Sing
.Sing."

"Thought you looked like a jailbird," said Cooley,
with a smile. "When did you break out?"

"About the time I had the measles," was the answer.
"Who composed that song they were singing on the

ball-field to-day?" questioned Sadie Hewett.
"Some wretched culprit-some heartless, unfeeling

scoundrel!" cried Spark. "Silence, Crowfoot! Don't
you dare speak!"

"He make song," said Joe. "He put words to
gether and make music."

"Oh, you're a composer?" cried Phyllis, with ad
miration she could not repress. "Won't you please
sing us a song? I think I can play the chords for it."

Dale was really a splendid singer, and Phyllis' pro- .
~ciency enabled her to accompany him. The song elic
Ited much applause, although Cooley refrained from
joining in this.

"Don't you sing, too'?" asked Mattie Given, taking
a seat near <Zrowfoot. .

He shook his head.
"No learn," he answered.

. Dale was urged to sing again, and, with fine expres
sIon and deep feeling, he rendered "My Dixie Sweet
heart." At the finish of this he leaned over the piano
and began to examine the music· while talking to
Phyllis in low tones.

"You must have a sweetheart," she smiled glan-
cing up at him. '

"What makes lOU; think sot'''
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"I judge by the way you render that song."
"See how I'm misunderstood," he smiled. "I'm so

very young and unsophisticated. I've never had a
sweetheart."

"Is it possible? Have you never seen a girl you
thought you cared for?'''

"Only one," he murmured, looking down at her.
She felt a thrill, and her lashes drooped.
"Only one? Why, most boys see dozens of them.

You must be different from the average boy."
"Oh, I don't know about that. I think I'm just an

ordinary chap."
"I'm sure you're not. Do you mind telling me her

name?'''
"Do you think that would be proper?"
"Oh, you might tell me. You might trust me."
"Would you keep my secret ?"
"Then it is a secret ?~'

"Oh, yes; I've never told anyone else."
"Then you will tell me?'''
"Not everything. Not her full name. I'll just tell

you part of it."
The girl was listening eagerly, although seeking to

repress any show of anxiety. .:IiI

"I'll never tell anyone," she promised earnestly.
"Not even your best friend ?'''
"No, not even Sadie Hewett, my best friend."
"Well, then, her name is-June."
Phyllis bit her lip to repress an e:l&lamation.
"June?" she murmur~d, with the slightest intona-

tion of disappointment. "Why, I don't think I know
her. Have I ever seen her?'''

"I don't think 'you have," answered Dale. "Until
recently I had never seen her myself. I met her by
accident, and I found her even fairer and sweeter than
her name. _J uile ! It's like a breath of wild roses. It
is suggestive of the sweetest month of all the year, just
as the June I met is the sweetest girl in all the world."

Phyllis uttered a little exclamation and rose hastily
from the piano.

"Won't you sing, Jack?" she asked, turning to .
Cooley, with an inviting smile.

"Not this evening, thank you," he answered. "I'm
quite overcome by the dulcet notes of the mocking-
bird." . .

"You say that very coolly, indeed," laughed Dale.
'fI'm sorry if my warbling has disturbed you."

"Oh, not at all," was the retort. "It is highly amu
sing, I assure you."

"Don't be sarcastic, Jack," whispered Phyllis" her
hand on his arm.

Thereafter during the remainder of the evening she
gave Dale scarcely any attention. Nevertheless, Cooley
could not throw off his irritation, and when the time
came for Sparkfair and Crowfoot to leave he followed
Dale into the hall.

"You're clever, Spark, my boy," he said. "You
have a winning way."

"Don't embarrass me with compliments, my dear
fellow," retorted Dale. "While you hand out these

pleasing things with your right, I know you have your
left clenched behind your back. You're not going to
fall on my neck and overpower me with your affec
tion."

"I wouldn't mind falling on your neck just the
same," said Jack. "'As I said, you have a winning
way: Although you were batted out of the box to
day, you won the game. I presume you expect to de
feat Wellsburg Wednesday?"

"I have no idea of doing such a thing-single
handed. At the same time, with the assistance of
eight others, I'm going to do my level best, Cooley."

"But you won't win!" exclaimed the Wellsburg lad
harshly. "I hope you pitch! If you do, we'll pound
you worse than you were pounded to-day! . We'll put
you to the stable inside of three innings ! You feel
very well satisfied with yourself to-night, but you
won't feel so good after that game!"

"We'll see," laughed Dale.

CHAPTER XI.

ON THE FIELD AT WELLSBURG.

On Monday something like a bomb was thrown into
the Farnham Hall camp,. Up to that time it had been
supposed that Wellsburg'would play in Bloomfield.
The bomb came in the !hape of an announcement in a
letter from the Wellsburg Athletic Committee which
stated that the game must be played in Wellsburg.
The committee cited the fact that already Wellsburg
had played the most of its games away from home,
and, as Farnham Hall had been taken onto the
schedule after the season opened and the regular
schedule was prepared, it was regarded as just by them
that the newcomers should face the city team on the
grounds of the latter.

Of course' this aroused great indignation at Farn
ham Hall. Many of the boys were outspoken in their
denouncement of Wellsburg, and not a few advised the
cancellation of that game. .

The athletic committee held a meeting at I P. M.
and deliberated on the matter. During the course of
the meeting they sent for Frank Merriwell and asked
his advice. Frank responded by appearing before the
committee and advising them to accept ·Wellsburg's
terms. Yet he agreed that the treatment accorded
Farnham Hall by the city team was not fair and just.

"If you do not accept their terms," he said, "\Vells
burg will be able to claim the championship of the
county. Had we been listed ..on the regular schedule
of the county teams, we could stand out for our rights.
\Ve could place our team on the field Wednesday and
claim the game by forfeit if Wellsburg failed to qP
pear. As matters stand now, if we should do such a
'thing, the interscholastic committ~e of the. cOlmty
would be liable to refuse to recognIze our claIm, and
It. seems to me we might be cast entirely out of the
reckoning. I advise that you accept this proposition,
at the same time remonstrating against the injustice
of it."
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Wellsburg took the field.
Frank Merriwell was on the Farnham Hall bench.
"I'm going to leave you now, boys," he said. "I'm

going to let you fight this game yourselves. I'm con
fident that you'll do just as well without me; and if
you win, the glory will be all yours."

"We'll win if it's in us to do so," vowed Sparkfair.

Bob Bubbs walked out to the plate.
"Get Stubby, Flick!" cried Lovett.
"He'll be easy!" laughed Cooley. '
"Did he ever hit a ball-did he ever?" came from

Tindall.
"We're all behind you, Flick, old fellow!" encour

aged Barry.
"Give me the zigzag!" shouted Lovett, from right

field.
It seemed, with the exception of the pitcher, that

the entire We1lsburg team was barking away as Flick '
toed the plate.

"You bet they have!" stiffly retorted Uncle -Eb.
"These fellers think they're gain' to have a snap right
here to hum, but I ruther guess they'll find it no
cinch !"

"We may have to do a little coachin' to-day, Eben."
"That's right, and I kinder wish we had the deacon

along to help us out. He's a good one on the coachin'
line. Mebbe they wouldn't let us git down on the line
here."

"I don't s'pose the deacon will come over. They
say he was ruther cut up over his enthusiasm at that
last game."

"It wa'n't-that so much, but I 'sped his woman give
him fits when she gut him home. She won't let him
come over here."

Barely had he uttered these words when Uncle Eb
gave a cry of surprise and pointed his cane toward
the gate, where, amid those still crowding onto the'
grounds, were seen Deacon Hewett, with his wife
clinging to his arm.

"Am I dreamin', Eli?" asked Uncle Eb. "Is that
them ?"

"That's them," said Given. "I can't hardly believe
. it myself. She's takin' him right up to the' grand

stand. We won't have him with us, but he's here."
Already the two teams had finished practise and

were prepared to face each other as follows:

CHAPTER XII.

WELLSBUll.G.
Perkins, If.
Lovett, rf.
Boyd, 55.
Cooley, 1st b.
Tindall, 3d b.
Soul, d.
Barry, 2d b.
Madder, c.
Flick, p.

BLANKED IN THE FIRST

FARNHAM !PALL.
Bubbs, 55.
Netterby, 3d b.
Bemis, If.
Sparkfair, p.
Crowfoot, c.
Brooks, 1st b..
Hollis, 2d b.

. Lander, rf.
Barking, cf.

.!

This advice was acted upon, and on \Vednesday the
Farnham Hall team journeyed to Wellsburg.

Not only the tean. took the journey, but, with very
few exceptions, every Farnham Hall lad did likewise.
Burning with indignation and patriotism, they pro
ceeded to the city, resolved to support their players
loyally. '

Long before Wednesday all Bloomfield knew what
had happened, and the little town was greatly exer
cised over the matter. As a result, the morning train
was crowded with passengers from Bloomfield, while
scores who did not make the journey by rail did so
by team.

Wellsburg was. a city of some nine thousand inhab·
itants. It was a prosperous and flourishing place, very
proud of itself and its institutions. On the previous
year it had been greatly galled by the fact that the
little town of Pittston won the rowing championship,
which Wellsburg had held for several years. The fact
that Bloomfield, a place even smaller than Pittston,
should suddenly produce a baseball-team which threat
ened to step in and carry off the county champion
ship both aroused and angered the \Vellsbttrgans.

The baseball-field was located within the city limits.
It was a fairly good field, with the exception of a short
right-field fence. The Wellsburg batters had prac
tised batting for that fence. therefore they believed
that on their own grounds they had a decided advan-
tage over their opponents. .

Midway in the fence stood a telegraph-pole. Balls
batted over the fence beyond the pole counted for
home runs. If they did not pass beyond the pole, but
did go over the fence, they were reckoned as two-base
hits.

On arriving at \Vellsburg, the Farnham Hall boys
were surprised and further annoyed to learn that no
particular section of the bleachers had been reserved
for them. This made it necessary for them to proceed
to the ground some time in advance of the general,
crowd, in order that they might secure seats in a
body.

When the hour for the game to begin arrived every
seat was taken. The grand stand was filled, and ropes
had been stretched to keep the standing spectators from
crowding onto the field.

It was an eager, expectant crowd, and the' Wells
burg spirit was in evidence. A great majority of the
spectators did not refrain from showing their annoy
ance over the fact that these chaps from Bloomfield
had ''butted into the game" and were threatening to
carry off the championship. ,

"Do 'em up to-day, Cooley!" "Give 'em their medi
cine!" "Bury them so deep they'll never crawl out!"

These and various similar cries came from the'
crowd.

Eli Given and Uncle Eb Small had driven over to
the city together and were on the bleachers.

"S'pose our boys have gut any show, Eben?" ques
tioned Eli anxiously.
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Bubbs threw back his head and stared skyward.
"I can't reach those," he grinned. "Pull 'em down,

Flick."
"One ball!" announced the umpire.
The next ball looked high, but it took a sharp drop.
Bubbs struck over it.

."One strike!"
"Oh.!' oh l' oh!"cried Boyd, slapping his hands ar.d

dancing about nervously. "vVhat a shame! He
couldn't see it!" '•

. "That was a drop too much for him," laughed
Cooley.

"They're all easy to-day, Pitt!" whooped Soul, from
center field.

Pitt Flick, the wonderful Wellsburg pitcher, smiled
with confidence. Although he was prepared to do his
best, he felt that he had an easy task before him.

Bubbs fouled the next ball, which was not caught.
This made the second strike.
"You did well, Stubby," said Madder derisively. "I

didn't think you'd touch it. You must be mad to
think you didn't get a hit."

"If I'm mad, you're Madder!" retorted Bubbs.
"But no matter how mad you are now, you're going to
be still madder before this game is over."

"You can talk some with your mouth, can't you I"
sneered the catcher.

"Well, I never do any talking with my feet," Bubbs
flung over his shoulder.

Then, as Bob was a bit off his guard, Flick whistled
one over the inside corner, and the third strike was
called.

Sparkfair looked serious as Towser came to the
bench.

"Don't talk with the catcher, Bubbs," he cautioned.
"It doesn't pay. Talking to the batter is an old trick.
All you fellows keep your .faces closed while you're
batting." .

The Wellsburg boys were cheering for Flick, who
smiled and bowed in acknowledgment.

Netterby looked sour enough as he walked to the
plate.

"Here comes Old Cheerfulness I" cried. Madder.
"Oh, say, stranger, do smile alittle. Just let me see a
flicker round the corners of your mouth."

Net did not seem to hear these words. He was
watching the pitcher and waiting for the ball. When
it came he smashed it onto the ground, but Boyd made
a brilliant one-hand stop and whistled the sphere across
to Cooley. .

"Run your head off! run your head off!" Cooley
laughed at Netterby, as the latter came dovm the line.

"Why, this is too much of a snap I" shouted a huge
We1lsburgan, from the bleachers. "Aren't you going
to let them get to first to-day, boys?" .

"Look out, Bean-pole I" cried another fellow, as Hi
Bemis stalked forth to the plate.

Bemis flushed and muttered something to himself.
"Don't chew your tongue, Lengthy," remonstrated

Madder. "It's an awfUl bad habit. Still, I don't

blame you,. for you must be hungry. You look as if
you hadn't had a square meal in a year." .

On the Farnham Hall side Uncle Eb and Eli Given
were getting anxious. .

"This feller oughter hit it out, Eben." said Eli. "If
he ken git to first and they ain't changed their battin'
order, Sparkfair will be next. He's a buster when it
comes to knockin' 'em."

"Mow him down, Flick!" urged Barry. "Slaughter
him as you did the others 1. We'll wipe out this band
of Indians to-day I"

Flick responded by whistling over two benders, both
of which fooled Bemis, and two strikes were called.
Then the pitcher tried two teasers, but Hi refrained
from biting and managed to hit the next one delivered.
It was a weak fly just over the pitcher, and Flick
started to walk in, without waiting for it to be caught
or even glancing round. His con~dence was justified,
as Barry easily held the fly.

"I tell you it's too easy-too easy I" roared the big
VvTeUsburg man in the crowd. .. . .

As he trotted in to the bench, Cooley went out of
his way to speak to Sparkfair.

"Remember what I told you in Bloomfield Satur·
day," he said. "We're going to put you into your
stall, with the blanket on you, before three innings are
over. Better keep your change pitcher, warmed up and
ready to take your place. He's a better man than you
are, anyhow."

"I appreciate your advice mosthighly," smiled Dale,
not the least ruffled. "I'll have him all ready to take
my place the moment you bat me good and hard.
Don't worry about that, Cooley."

Perkins, a good hitter and a fine base-runner, led
off for Wellsburg. Dale opened up by driving Perkins
back from the plate with a swift one close to him.

"He's wild!" cried Cooley, from the bench. "He
never did have any control I" .

Then Dale bent one over the outside corner, and a
strike was called. . '

"Oh, no, he hasn't any control I" barked Bubbs;
"Just wait for him! He'll walk you I" .

"Why don't you give him a walk, Spark?" came
from Netterby. "He'll never get to first any other
way!"

"Yes, walk him!" rumbled Berlin Brooks. "It will
save me the trouble of catching the ball if you do let
him hit it. I'm tired,' and I don't like to work too
hard,"

"You'lI be still more tired before this game is
over!" came from the big Wellsburg rooter.

"Gal-ding 'eml How sassy they be!" piped Uncle
Eb, in exasperatiop.. "They're tryin' to git our boys
all worked up by their sassiness."

"S'pose they will r' asked Eli. "We'll have to say
somethin' ourselves pretty soon, Eb, I've gut a han
kerin' to make a few remarks now."

Although Perkins tried for a pass, he' was finally
compelled to hit, and drove the ball into the diamond.
Netterby scooped it cleanly and whistled it across to
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the bleachers.. "Wasn't that a peeler! Wasn't thata
snappin' good throw!" .

"It was a jim hickey," agreed Given. "Say, don't
it stir you up to hear them fellers cheer like that?
We've gut to learn that cheer so we can jine in. I
jest like to see that feller down front wave his,arms
when he gives the signal for the boys to let it out." .
. "Oh, it's easy to steal on the chief!" ca:me from

Bubbs" as the uproar subsided. "You can all play the
robber to-day! It's perfectly safe!" .

Boyd looked determined enough as he stepped out to
hit. Dale made no great attempt to strike the man
out, believing it best to reserve such efforts for critical
times. As a result, Boyd hit a hot grounder some ten
feet inside of the first-base line.

It was necessary for Brooks to get off the sack to
stop the hall. The big fellow leaped off promptly and
trapped the skimming sphere with one hand. As he
did so, he was compelled to make a long reach, and
down he went, rolling over flat on his back, with his
feet toward first.

Sparkfair was alive to the game, and he had dashed
toward first the moment the ball was hit. He reached
it and turned toward Berlin, who plade a snapping
throw, without attempting to rise.

Dale received the ball even as Boyd made the last
leap for the sack. While the runner was in the air
the Spalding was caught, and the umpire declared
Boyd out.
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Brooks, who lazily stretched up his left mitt and
caught it with one hand.

"Wow! wow!" whooped Uncle Eb.
"Ye I ye!" piped Eli Given.
"Never mind, Perk," came from Cooley; "you came

near driving it through that hole."
"Wonder where he sees the hole," laughed Bubbs.

"He must be cross-eyed."
"Here comes Lovett!" cried a spectator. "He'll

start us off!"
But it soon began to look bad for the batter, for he

fanned at the first two balls and missed them both.
"He doesn't seem to love it!" piped Bubbs.
"Somebody'll murder you ·if you keep that up,

Stubby," came from Cooley.
"A breeze from the cooler regions," chuckled Tow

ser.
Then Lovett dropped a little fly over the infield and

reached first.
"We're off at last!" shouted Soul, rushing onto the

coaching-line. "Get a lead, Bert! You know what I
can do!"

Lovett was reckoned one of the cleverest base-run
ners on the home team. Although Sparkfair knew
nothing of the fellow's reputation, he had a premoni
tion that the runner would attempt to steal second.
Between Spark and Crowfoot passed a signal unseen
by the enemy.

Young Joe stood back of the plate in the proper
position to take the ball and throw quickly. His feet
were about twelve inches apart, with his body bent for
ward from the hips and his hands held ready. He did
not crouch in an awkward position like many catchers,
for crouching causes the back-stop to lose time in
straightening up for a throw. Cooley's prophecy that Sparkfair would be batted

Dale used an out curve and a fairly high ball. out of the box inside of three innings proved alto-
Boyd swung at it with the idea of bothering. the gether false, for during the first three innings neither

catcher as much as possible, but with no intention of team scored, although Dale made a strong bid for a nm
hitting. in the first of the second, reaching first on a safe hit,

Lovett went shooting toward second at great speed, stealing second, and trying to get home on Crowfoot's
having made a pretty start. single to right field. A fine throw from the field cut

Crowfoot lost no time by stopping to use a long-arm Spark off at the plate. After that Brooks and Hollis
swing. The moment he caught the ball his hand came fell easy victims to Flick's curves.
back to the level of his ear, and an instant later the In her half of the third Wellsburg led off with a
sphere was whistling on a line toward second. hit, and again the runner tried to steal second, only

"Slide! slide!" cried the coacher. • to fall beneath Crowfoot's accurate and bulletlike
Lovett slid, but Hollis was in perfect position to tag throwing. As the fourth inning began, Uncle Eb rose

him, and the ball came into Fred's hands at precisely on the bleachers, waved his crooked cane, and shouted:
the right height. He nailed it onto the sliding man an "By gumr I guess you fellers realize you're playin'
instant before Lovett's hand reached second, and the a baseball-game to-day! You thought you had a cinch,.
runner was declared out. but I guess you've changed your minds I"

Then rose the new cheer of Farnham Hall, boom- In tn1th, both the Wellsburg players and the specta-
ing across the field in heavy tones: tors knew at last that it would be necessary to fight

"Boom! boom! boom! We want it! every inning through to the finish. This realization
What? did not seem to please a large majority of the sym-

Room! room! f:'f.s! al~oom for A. S. of A. D. pathizers with the home team. The crowd was irri-
'Rah! 'rah! 'rah I 'Rah! 'rah! 'rah! 'Rah I 'rah! 'rah! tated still more as they comprehended that the boys.

Farnham-Farnham-Farnham Hall!" from Farnham Hall were out to win if possible and
"Lordy massy! Lordy massy!" spluttered Uncle seemed to have an even show for success. The crowel

Eb, wavill,g his -cane and nearly. falling down between grew clamorous and insulting. There was little good .

•
£.'"
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nature in the remarks fired at the visitors. These loud
mouthed rooters did their best to rattle Farnham Hall
at bat and to' disconcert Sparkfair while he was in the
box. For once in his life, although he remained cheer
ful and confident, Dale put aside every vestige of
frivolousness. He was sincerely in earnest,. and his

, earnestness and confidence impressed every one of his
players.

"We'll win this game, boys," he said, "or we'll die
trying. For one thing, thus far we've got a square
deal from the umpire. That's to Wellsburg's credit."

"But it's the only thing to Wellsburg's credit," carne
from Fred Hollis. "In every other way she has·
treated us rotten."

In the fourth Barking reached third, but died there.
A wild cheer of delight went up from Wellsburg as

Boyd led off with a beautiful two-base hit.
. Cooley bunted and was out, but Boyd had reached
third.

Tindall tried in vain to bring the runner horne. He
perished at first, and Boyd was held at third. Soul
fouled the ball six times in succession and then struck
out.

Sparkfair opened the fifth with a sweet single.
Crowfoot dumped the ball in front of the plate, and

Dale took second. Joe was out at first. Then Brooks
smashed a hot grounder through Boyd, and again

'Sparkfair made a desperate break for a score.
Never had Dale strained harder for anything, and

his speed as' he came rushing in to the plate was that
of a forty-yard sprinter. He flung himself forward
and reached the pan a second before he could. be
tagged. . . ,

Farnham Hall went wild with joy, and in the grand
stand Deacon Hewett joined in the cheering, rising to
his feet ,and shouting shrilly. .

Suddenly he stopped and looked round at his wife.
"Holler once for me, Elnathan," she urged.
The deacon complied. '.
Flick was not disconcerted, and he settled down to

his prettiest, striking Hollis and Lander out.
Nevertheless, it began to seem that one run would

be enough to win that game.
In the last of the fifth Wellsburg could not reach

first. The sixth passed with no more runs, and so did
the seventh. In the eighth WeUsburg suddenly woke
up. Two hits landed a runner on third and on second,
with no one out.

The uproar was deafening. Although the Farnham
Hall boys cheered, that cheer was drowned by the mad
howling of the crowd. .

This crowd was doing its level best to rattle Spark
fair, but from his appearance no one would have

. dreamed Dale heard even a murmur.. Not only was
he cool, but he was exasperatingly deliberate. He took
all the time allowable, thus getting the follo~ing batter
anxious each time before the ball was pItched. In
this manner he "worked" the batter, who was anxious
to make· a hit that would bring home one or more
rlins.

With one man out, Spark pursued the same tactics
on the next batter, and he like\vise perished.

Following this, an easy fly was batted over Dale,
who called for Hollis to take it.

Two men being out, both base-runners started, al-
though there seemed no hope ofsecuring a score. .

At this juncture one of those exasperating things
happened, for Hollis, feeling absolutely confident of
himself, allowed the ball to drop out of his hands. He
picked it up and lined it home, but in his· anxiety he
overthrew, and the second runner scored, giving .Wells
burg two tallies and the lead.

How the crowd bellowed ! Jack Cooley embraced
the two runners who had scored, shouting in their
ears:

"Here's'where we win! We've got the game now!"
On the bleachers two old men sat in pale-faced si-'

lence, both looking sick at heart. . . '
"Wasn't that awful, Eben!" groaned Eli Given.
"Awfu1!" carne from Uncle Eb. "Why, I know

it give me heart-disease! . I know I'll die from that!"
But what followed was. still more '~awfu1." The

umpire, who had seemed so fair, suddenly lost his
judgment, or became determined to favor the home .
team, for he passed the next batter, although two of
the called balls were plainly strikes. .

The man who followed lifted a fly to Jake Lander
in right field, and Lander muffed it. ,

The next batter, in the midst of the terrific din,
sliced a hot oile into the diamond, and Netterby booted
it out into the field.

Bemis was excited. He rushed for the ball, saw'a
runner going horne and completed the terrible work
by making one of the wildest throws ever seen on that
:field.

When the Smoke cleared away Wellsbl1rg had four
runs, and everybody believed the game was over.

Apparently it made no difference that Sparkfair rose
to the occasion in his might and retired the home team
on strike-outs. Everyone believed ,there was no hope
for the visitors.

Both Hollis and Bemis carne in to the. bench'with
heads hanging and faces flushed with shame. Instead
of growling at them, Dale urged the players to keep
their upper lips stiff and fight it out.

"We've got to do it right now,'"he said. "Forget
that throw, Bemis. It's your hit. See if you can't
get to first." ,

But Hiram could not recover so quickly, and he
w.alked out to fall easy prey before Flick's crafty de
livery.

"Only two more, Pitt!" laughed Cooley. "We
fooled with them a long time, put we had to do it at
last. Here comes Spark-the mighty Spark! He'll
be pie! You're a dead one, Sparkfair !"

A moment later Dale laced out a beautiful line drive
and cantered down to first.

"Not dead yet, Cool," he said.
"Oh, just the same as that,." answered Jack.
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Crowfoot followed Dale, and he,too, hit safely.
On this hit Spark romped to third.
Crowfoot stole second on the first delivery to

Brooks.
Berlin was a heavy hitter when he did hit, and now

he tried hard for a home run. In fact, he tried too
hard, for he put up a foul, and died. 0

"That's the last gasp I" laughed Cooley. 0 "Only one
more, Flick!"·

Fred Hollis glanced at Dale, then walked out to
the plate and stood waiting. He continued to wait
while Flick tried to fool him, with the result that, be
fore the pitcher was aware of it, Hollis had been given
a pass to first. 0

The bases were filled.
On the bench Jake Lander seemed sleeping. The

boys nudged him.
o "It's your turn to bat, lake," said Netterby. "For

the love of goodness, wake up! Great Cresar! if we
only had a batter now!"

"I'm a batter I" growled Jake resentfully.
"This fellow hasn't hit it to-day, Flick," cried

Cooley. Hyou can fan him."
Lander was seen to take an unusual position at the

plate. As a rule, he batted right-handed, but now he
stood up to the plate to bat left':handed. He was seen
to cast a longing look toward the telegraph-pole in
the right~field fence. . .

Flick handed up a hot one.
As if he had gaged the distance to the telegraph

pole, Sleepy Jake drove the ball just beyond that. pole
over the fence.

It was a home run, and four scores came in.
Imagine the demonstration on the Farnham bleach

ers 1 Even Sparkfair "had fits." He embraced Jake
as Lander crossed the pan.

On the bleachers two old men seemed fighting
madly, but they were simply pounding each other over
their heads in enthusiasm that could not be restrained.

0, Farnham's scoring ended there, and Wellsburg came
up in the ninth, facing the necessity of scoring one run
to tie or two to win.
. Sparkfair's speed and control was the finest he had
exhibited that day. Before him three' batters fell
without even fouling the ball.

As the last one fanned, the booming FaTl;tham Han
cheer rang over Wellsburg Field.

For Farnham had won the championship of the"
county!

';['HE END. ..
,
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, I am now going to write a letter to the TIl!' Top. .
I never have seen any letters from this place, so thought I

would write a little in praise of the dear old king of weeklies,
TIP Top.

I like all of Frank's and Dick's friends, and of the girls, I like
June, Elsie, Doris, and Inza.

I would' like to exchange postal cards with the TIP Top
readers. EDITH WELSH.

lIS South Mulberry Street, Easton, Pa:
Dick and Frank, Edith, will be pleased to hear that you like

their friends.

I have been a reader of the king of weeklies, TIl!' Top, for
about two years. I now take up my pen to write .you a few
lines of praise. I pronoun~ TIP' Top the. best boys' ,literature

existing to-day. The chief character, Dick, is a model that
any young man is greatly benefited by copying. Friday is a
day in my humble life that I look forward to with ~eat delight,
the day when TIP Top arrives at this town. HaVIng just con
cluded No. soo, I thought that it was time to send in to you
a few lines. Mr. Standish has the boys on his side. He knows
how to interest boys .by presenting to them a boy's story. All
his characters in TIP Top are true to life, and one quite often
comes across one of them. I don't wonder a bit at the popu
larity of TIP Top. It deserves it, without a doubt.

Grove Street, Port Chester, N. Y. JOHN H. MILLER.
We are glad to hear that you appreciate the tremendous

influence for good that TIP Top has exercised on the character
of the American boy.

I think the TIP Tops are the best ever.
Des Moines, Iowa. RAYMOND CIOWLEY

Short, but to the point.

I have been a reader of TIP, Top for several years, but have
never before entered my name in the Applause column. I think
it is remarkable how cleverly and accurately Mr. B. L. Standish
describes his characters and their actions. I think of all Frank
Merriwell's good points; his unchanged and ever-present sense
of honesty and fair play in all things is the finest.

Milford, N. J. PAUL D. VOORHIES.
Mr. Standish shows that he is a master of charaeter-drawing.,
Burt L. Standish is a great football writer, and I hope he con

tinues the iI'eat work. This is my first letter to the Applause
column, and I hope to see it in print. I would like to state that
I am saving souvenir postal cards and will exchange.

.. LAURENCE SMITH.
S8 California Avenue, All~heny City, Pa.
Have no fear of Mr. Standish's keeping up, the good work.

Our readers write in and say that the stories are getting better
every week:

Having read your famous literature for over Six years, I
am entitled to express my opinion. I think that Mr. Standish is
the most celebrated author that ever existed. TIP Top is the
£nest publication ever published. I do all in my power to
persuade all the young men to read the famous weekly. I think
Frank Merriwell and Dick Merriwell are models of young
America. Hoping this does not go to the waste-basket, with my
everlasting regards to Burt 1.. Standish and Street & Smith, I
am, A TIRELESS READER.

Black Diamond, Wash.
This is the second letter we have received lately from the

famous little community that ships its coal to Seattle and other
Pacific coast cities.

I have been reading TIP Top WEEKLY for two or three years,
and think it is the best paper out. Certainly you cannot find
another weekly which gives such good advice and is so inter·
esting as TIp Top. I think Frank and his brother Dick are the
ideal American youths, and are doing more for the sensible
boys of Am~rica than any other persons.

Walden, N. Y. MolUUs E. HULTSLANDER.
More boys have been helped in forming a manly character by

taking Frank Merriwell for a model than any other person in
literature designed to influence young men.

Having read your most popular weekly for several years, I take
the liberty to express my opinion of the characters. I think Dick,
;Brad, and the rest of their bunch are fine and dandy; these are
my words to fill the bill. AN EARLY BEGINNER.

Watertown, N. Y.
May you always derive as much pleasure from reading the

famous TIP Top WEEKLY.

I remember when first I met Frank. 'Twas on a fall after
noon; Frank was just alighting from a train in Fardale village.
A boy, who later proved to be Bart Hodge, kicked a. dog and
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then tried to impose upon its owner. Frank interferred, and as
a result made his first friend. ROBERT W·INSTON.

Franklin, Pa.
·May you and Frank always remain good friends.

As an old reader of the "Ideal Publication for the American
Youth," I would like a little space in that valuable department
of th~ TIP Top, the Applause.

TIP Top is truly a wonderful book. It outdistanced all com
petitors from the start and laid away many imitators.

Burt L. Standish should have a niche in the HaIl of Fame.
What a wonderful mind he must have! What an imagination!
Just think, readers! to write a story week after week for ten
years, and a story capable of holding one's attention from
cover to cover! GEORGE A. WEBER.

Ravenna, Ohio.
Burt L. Standish has already a niche in the Temple of Fame

the hearts of the boys of America and all other English-speaking
countries.

Dick and Frank Merriwell are two of "America's models,"
and deserve to be.

Mr. Standish is one of the greatest boys' writers in the world,
he and Mr. Alger being my favorites. He deserves all the praise
he gets.

My sister, who is a Sunday-school superintendent, reads TIP
Top; also my father. AN ALBANIAN OF THE B. L. S.

Albany, N. Y.
The tone of TIP Top is such that ministers, as well as Sunday

school superintendents, read the stories and, of course, allow their
sons to, also.

I have been a reader of TIP Top for the last two years, and
find it the most interesting piece of literature. I am very mUch
interested in the Applause column, and always read letters from
the different readers.· WK. E. MOLINEAUX.

IrS Garrison Avenue, Jersey City, N. J.
The Applause column contains many very interesting letters.

•
TIP Top is "king of weeklies" all right, all right! Dick and

Brad are certainly the "real thing." A. E. HEMEON.
263 Chatham Street, Lynn, Mass.
It certainly is the king of weeklies. There are thousands of

others who agree with you in this sentiment

I have never seen a letter in the Applause eolumnfrom this
pla,ce, and I know there are lots of people interested in our
beloved Merriwells and their friends.

I have been a eonstant reader of the TIP Top ever since I
was twelve years old. I am eighteen now. I claim that is a
long time for a girl to read one kind of a weekly story. The
TIP Top is the first weekly I ever read. I have read many
others, but find none so interesting. E. F. HART.

Box 423, 'Chetopa, Kan.
Tn> Top can hold the attention of the reader in a way unap

proached by other publications.

DEAR CAPTAIN Wn.EY: Where have you been all this time?
Why didn't you write to me? I will tell you of an experience
which I had the other day. I was fishing and could not catch
any fish. I threw overboard a quantity of smalI pieces of iron
wire. The fish quickly ate these up, thinking them to be worms.
I, then attached a magnet, which I carried, to my line, and threw
it overboard. All the fish who had partaken of my bait were
immediately drawn to my line. I began to pull my line aboard,
but· the weight of the great amount of fish broke it, and that is
why I came home fishless. CAPTAIN L. I.A.R.

New York City, N. Y.
This story almost prostrated dear old Cap'n Wiley when he

heard it, and he was unable to make any reply. You have
Hoored the cap'n and his friend, 'Baron Munchauscn!

Some time ago I wrote a letter, which was published in your
famous "king of weeklies," and have decided to write again.

I am a constant reader of TIP Top, whicli name aoes not half
express its worth. Being a soldier stationed at Fort Meade,
S. D., in the Black Hills, TIP Top is like pouring oil on troubled
waters in my restlessness. I only wish it came oftener.

I cannot begin to describe the merits of the characters. I wiII
simply state that among all the heroes of whom I have read,
Dick Merriwell is the greatest. J. ~ DODGEN.

Troop F, Sixth Cavalry, Fort Meade, S. D.
The reason Frank Merriwell is such a noble character is that

he is the embodiment of all that is worthy in the growing young
men of to-day. .

I have been a reader of your weekly for several years, and
think it stands at the head of all other weekly papers. The
author, Mr. Standish, is one of the best, and I hope he will
be able to keep the good work going on. Frank and Dick are
a model for all young men. I have quite a few back numbers
of TIP Top, and if' any of the readers would like to exchange
other weeklies for them I would like to hear from them.

Barnard, N. Y. JAS. H. CROFT.
You could not pick out two finer young men than Frank and

Dick Merriwell as models for the young men of this genera
tion.

Could ynu give me any particulars about the coal mines in
the State of Wyoming? I am thinking about going there to
work, and could you please tell me how the miners work there
and what they pay them? Could you please give a good guess
about the distance between Cape Breton and the said State, and
give me any particulars about the train fare.

Cape.Breton.... A TIl' ToI' READER.
Write to the general passenger agent of the Union Pacific

Railroad for the information you desire.

This is my second letter to the Applause column, so I will
tell about how your famous weekly is spreading all over Hous
ton. First I will tell you how I commenced to read TIP Top.
One day, about a year ago, my brother brought home a TIP Top.
I asked him why he read such trash. He said if I would read
one I wouldn't think it was trash. So I took one of them and
commenced· reading it, and I have been reading TIP Top ever
since. When I commenced reading TIP Top I told most every
body I knew to read it. They have been reading it ever since.

Houston, Tex. LEON LEWIS.
Your friends will feel deeply grateful to you for ha"lrlng started

them on the right road reading TIP Top.

Being a sincere Tip Topper, I now take liberty to say a few
words of praise for the king of weeklies. I think Mr. Standish
is about the best juvenile writer· of this age. Will you send me
the titles of TIP Top? JOHN S. FETTERoFF.

Llewellyn, Pa.
Consult the catalogue wbicli will be mailed to you in a few

(lays.

r would like to say a few' words of 'praise for the most inter
esting weekly, TIP Top. In my opinion it is the best weekly
published, and it has earned the name of "king of weeklies."
No other weekly publication is a& much read on this globe as
TIP Top. I have been reading TIP Top since it first came out,
and my interest never flags. The more I read them the better
they seem to get; and I would stake anything that if a person
reads one TIP Top that person would want to read them all.
The characters are truly wonderful.\ . ELIAS SHAPIRO.

New York, N. Y.
You show a keen appreciation of the king of weeklies.

I started to read TIP Top about two years ago. Among the
many books I have read I think TIP Top is far ahead of them all.

Mr. Burt L. Standish is certainly a delightful "",riter, for old
as well as young. His stories are so real and his descriptions
of persons so original. "BLVE EYES."

Wilmette, Ill.
You have hit the nail on the head.
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I have only taken a few copies of the TIP Top WEEKLY and
like it v~ry much. I think I shall take it all the time. I aiways
thoug~t It 'l"'as trash. WALTER A. HOUSE.

UhnchsvIlle, Ohio.

We hope that you will become one of our stanch and loyal
readers.

. I .think; the pretty little !prl that calls herself "Brown Eyes"
IS nght Itt what she says 111 No. 503. My sister sent a letter
to the Applause saying she would like to correspond with read
~rs, and she got so many letters she couldn't answer them. I
hke the TIP Top the best. DON DAY, JR.

Room 7, Union Station, Terre Haute, Ind.
If your sister's mail increases much more she will be obliged

to get you to help answer the letters.

I like all of Frank's and Dick's friends and hate most of their
enemies. I hope to some day see the TIP Top come out in book
form from No. I to the last one published, so I can again enjoy
Frank and Dick's sports and travels. A. G. STRICKLIN.

Huntsville, Tex.
If you are anxious to read of Frank's adventures again, con

sult the catalogue of the Medal Library. One has been mailed
to you.

As I have not seen a letter from this city for quite awhile in
the Applause column, I would like to have you put this in, to
show that the TIP Top is read in Canada as well as in fhe
United States.
. I have read the TIP Top for over a year, and also the Medal

Library up to date, aDd would rather have a book written by
Burt L. Standish than a book by any other author I know of.

H. C. C!.AXK.
:244 Charlotte Street, West St. John, N. B., Canada.
Vve agree with you in your opinion of Mr. Standish's merits

as an author.

Having read TIP Top for almost six years, I think I am en
titled to give my opinion of it. I think it is the cleanest and
best weekly ever published, and have converted most of my
friends to this opinion. I had a hard time inducing 011e of my
friends to read one, but persevered, and succeeded. Having
read that one they got as many of the back numbers as they
could, and are now the most enthusiastic of Tip Toppers, I
myself have read almost every number. O. P.

Cleveland, Ohio.
Once read, always read. That is the effect of TIP Top on all

who have their attention called to this famous pltblication.

Having read TIP Top from No. 350 to date, I take the liberty
of writing a letter to the Applause. This is my first letter to
TIP Top, the best weekly 'published, but I will not attempt to
praise the characters, as I like them all, and they have already
been praised by the boys and girls who read Tip Top. I haven't
seen many letters from New Hampshire, and I wonder why the
readers don't write from here, as I am sure that the weekly
is read here as well as in other States.

If any of the readers have any numbers of the famous TIP
Top WEEKLY previous to 350 that they would like to exchange
for the later issues, or that they would like to sell, I wish they
would write me. I would like to correspond with any of the
boys and girls who read TIP Top, and I will answer all the letters
I receive. Have you No. 327 in print, also the remaining num-
bers where Dick is in Mad River League? CARL M. LAnD.

Rayrnol\d, ~. H.
A catalogue has been sent to you, whieh wi1l give the desired

information concerning Dick and his adventures.

Why should anybody be afraid to read TIP Top W~l<LY in
a street-car?

One evening, as I was riding home on a street-car, I noticed,
in a comer seat, a young man about eighteen all huddled up
with something in his hand, his eyes steadily upon it and pay
ing no attention whatever to what was going Oil around him.
r had seen hinl in the gym., and as ~0011 as r had the chance I

took a seat next to him. He seemed abashed and quickly
shoved the paper in his pocket.

After a little while he took it out, and I saw that it was a
TIP Top. I asked him how' it was this week, and to let me see
the frontispiece, for I usually get the TIP Top on Saturday, thus
having a chance to read it Sunday. After that we began to talk
about the characters in the TIP Top, its system, Prof. Fow
men's part, etc.
. You can bet your life-please excuse the slatlg; I couldn't help
It-when we were finished he read that TIP Top as if he would
read any other book.

If this should come to the eye of Mr. Wm. Barnes, Jr., of
Philadelphia, I would ask him to address me at 3~8 Chelsea
Street, East Boston, and would correspond with him.

Instead of saving postal cards, I am saving transfer checks of
the cars, and would be pleased to exchange for the sytems of
other cities. Hoping to have the pleasure of seeing this, my
second attempt, in that book of books, the TIP Top, I am,

Dorchester, Mass.. J. B.
No reader should be ashamed of being seen in public with the

best boys' paper. Most of the young men are so proud of being
regular readers that they take pains to let people know that they
are loyal Tip Toppers.

I received the TIP Top album several weeks ago. I could not
get any frames in this town, so I had to send to Reading for
them. They sent me a half-dozen, but, unfortul1ately, they were
too small, so I had to send again. Now I have the pictures
beautifully framed. The book itself is the best I ever read. I
have often bought another book. Before I got through half of
it I became tired. I've only been reading TIP Top one year and
a half, but I know its value. The characters are all perfect.

816 Laurel Street, Pottsville, Pa. Lou RAYl\WND.
You now have a set of pictures to be proud of, and can point

to the portraits and say to your friends: "Here is a gallery well
worth having!"

I write you at .the request of several Missouri friends, who
feel that we Missoltrians have been slighted. To start with, I
will say that the author of TIP Top should see the rapid rise of
l.·iissouri in recent years-and I believe he does. He has shown
us some favors in having Frank visit our great World's Fair at
St. Louis and by introducing J-A-M-E-S S-T-R-EcT-C-H-E-R
to TIP Top readers. For these favors we thank him, and every
sane person will say that "grand old Missouri" is entitled to a
character in "grand old TIP Top." .Now, here is our request:
We wal1t the Honorable J-A.M-E-S S-T-R-E-T-C-H-E-R to
attend Fardale and become a member of Dick's flock and go with
him to Yale,. Again, we implore you, give us more of Stretcher
and Missouri. He is an irtteresting character, as I have noticed
the Applause from all over the United Stats.s, and not once have
I heard a whisper against him. We Missourians "must be
shown," Mr. Standish, so show us that you \vant to be fair in
allotting the characters to the different States.

MISSOURI STRETCHER.
When Mr. Standish sees your letter he will act upon your

suggestion if he feels that your request can be complied with
without interfering with what future plans he may have for de
veloping the plot of his stories.

I have been a constant reader of TIP Top for some time, and
consider it "king of all."

My favorite characters are, of course, Frank and Dick, but
what would we do without Smart, Bradley, Obed, Brad-my
third choice-and the rest?

Would be pleased to correspond or exchange post-cards with
Sweet Sixteen, Virginia; Chic, of Saginaw, Mich; Miss Mc
Clung, and any others.

I can assure them that I wi!! send some good post-cards for
I go to Palm Beach, Fla., in two weeks. Letters or post-~ards
will be forwarded to me, however, from here. JA.CK COVERT.

. Goshen, N. Y.

TIP TOl? is "king of all," as you say. Other weeklies have
tried to imitate it, but failed jgnominiously after struggling along
for a few months. They quict~y die, alld no on' hears anythiug
about them afterward.
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PIlOF. FO"C.lRMEN: I am 16 years old, and would like to become
a short-distance runner, such as 25, 100, and 120 yards. My
weight is 125 pounds; height, 5 feet 6~ inches; neck, I3~
inches; chest, normal, 3I~ inches; expanded, 35~ inches; waist,
26~ inches; leg, 32~ inches long; calf, I3~ inches; thigh, 20~
inches; hips, 34~ inches; ankle, 9~ inches; biceps, normal, 12
inches; expanded, I4~ inches; forearm, II~ inches; expanded,
13 inches; shoulder, 18 inches. A running stride of 6 feet 3~
inches. Make a hundred yards in I2~ seconds. Do you think
the crouch start is best for short distances? AMATEUR.

Trenton, N. ].

YGur build is good for one having sprinting aspirations. A
croucl!ing position at the mark gives the runner an opportunity
to get swiftly over the line.

P1l0F.FO"C.lRMEN: As we have read TIl' Top WEEKLY for quite
awhile, we would like to ask you a few questions about our
measurements, .and what physical exercise will do us most good.
Our measurements are as follows: No. I. Height, 5 feet; age,
13 years 4 months; right biceps, 10 inches; left, 10 inches;
right wrist, 6~ inches; left, 6~ inches; right thigh, 18 inches;
left, .I7~ inches; neck, I2~ inches; calves, 12)14 inches; right
reach, 29 inches; left, 28% inches; shoulders, II inches; ankles,
854 inches; chest, normal, 29~ inches; expanded, 3234 inches.
NO.2. Height, 5 feet I inch; age, 13 years 4 months; right
biceps, 10 inches; left, 1054 inches; right wrist, 5)14 inches; left,
5~ inches; right thigh, I7~ inches; left, 1754 inches; neck, I2~
inches; calves, 12 inches; right reach, 26~ inches; left, 26~
inches; shoulders, 13 inches; ankles, 8 inches; chest, normal;
2534 inches; expanded, 3I~ inches. We play on our school
basket-ball, football, and baseball teams. Please tell us which
exerCise I and 2 needs the most. Respectfully yours,

I White Street, Haverhill, Mass. MARVIN GEORGE.
As you failed to give your weight, I can only guess at your

proportions. However, your. measurements indicate that your
weight is ·about one hundred and seven or one hundred and eight
pounds. In that case you need not worry about deficiencies.

PROF. FOURMEN: Can you tell me how I can get wind? I
smoke and chew and also eat pastry. I drink lots of cold water.
Age, 18 years; height, 5 feet 3 inches; across shoulders, 32
inches; weight, 127. pounds. As I want to bea boxer, please
answer these 4(uestlons. When I box three rounds I am all
winded; also, when I run seventy-five yards, am all fagged out.
I keep re,ular hours-from ten o'clock to six.

Lawrenoc, Mass. A WOULD-BE BoxER.

.No wender your wind is bad when you destroy your lunes
with £"ul toil3cCO smoke. The filthy habit of chewing wastes the
saliva and affects the system generally. To increase your wind,
first give up your bad habits. Take deep-breathitt&, exercises
for five minutes morning and evening before beginning other
exercises. Long, brisk walks and cross-country running will
give you what you want. Your weight is good. Use a punching
bag to strengthen the .arms as well as to increase the power
of your breathing apparatus

PROF. FOUltMEN: I am a young reader of TIP Top who would
like to ask a few questions. My measurements are as follows:
Height, 4 feet II~ inches; weight, 98 pounds;. chest, expanded,
2934 inches; calf, 12 inches; neck, 1254 inches; thigh, I6~
inches; biceps, natural, 934 inches; expanded, 10 inches. My
records are as follows: Standing broad jump, 6 feet 3 inches;
running broad jump, 12 feet IO~ inches; running high jump,
3 ·feet 4 inches; sixty-yard dash, 71-5 seconds. I. How are my
measurements? 2. How are my records? 3. What are my de
fe~ts, and how can I remedy them? 4. Wha~ are my g~:,d
pomts? JUST A KID.

I. They are fair.
2. Very good, for a boy of your age.
3 and 4- You need a general "filling out," which can be ob

tained only by persevering in a' strict course of all-around gym
nastics.

PROF. FOURMEN: Having be'ena constant reader o.f your great
weekly TIP Top, for about three years, I take the lIberty to ask
you a' few questions. My measurements ~re as foll~ws: A~e,
13 years 8 months ; ~eight, 5 !eet 3~ mches ; welgh~ WIth
clothes, log pounds; bIceps, II I11ches; expanded, 120 Illches;
neck, II~ inches; wrists, 6 inches; forearms, 10 inches; calf,
12 illches; hips, 31 inches; thighs, 22 inches; chest, normal, 32
inches; expanded, 35 inches. I. How are my measurements?
2. What are my weak points, also my strong ones, if any? 3.
What course of exercise should I take to develop my weak
points? 4. When r ride a bicycle it makes my stomach sore.
How can I remedy this, and what is the cause of it? 5. What
set of books should a boy of my age read-that is, what are
some of the standard authors? How are Standish, Optic, Cas
tleman, Alger, Dickens, Cooper classed? 6. What is the great
est distance that a ball was ever curved from a straight line,
going ninety feet, that is, from the pitcher to the batter? This
is my first letter to this department, and as I am very anxious
to hea r from these questions, I hope you will print them as soon
as possible. I remain, an anxious admirer,

Raymond, N. H. ERNEST H. MCCLURE.

I, z, and 3. You have not attained full development and lack
weight. Eat to take on flesh, and exercise with dumb-bells, In
dian clubs, punching-bag, and pulley-weights. Your chest ex
pansion is cood.

4. You probably ride too fast and strain the abdominal muscles.
Try a moderate, easy spin. If your stomach still troubles you
take long walks instead. It does not matter so !J¥1ch what
means a person uses to get exercise, so long as he gets it and
he derives beneficial results from the exercise.

5. Your selection is a good one.
6. There is no exact means of determining the curve that a ball

takes after it leaves the pitcher's box. At best, it is only a few
inches.

PROF. FOURMEN : As I have read TIP Top for about a year and
a half, I take the liberty of asking you a few questions. Age, 1634,
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years; height, 5 feet 3% inches; weight, stripped, !I8 pounds;
chest, normal, 32. inches; expanded, 3434 inches; thighs, 18
inches; calves, 12 inches; neck, 12 inches; wrist, 6% inches;
biceps, right, normal, 9 inches; expanded, 90 inches; left, normal,
8% inches; expanded, 934 inches;. shoulders, around, 36 inches.
I. How are my measurements? I belong to the Y. M. C. A gym.
and take regular classes twice a week. I play basket-ball, and
when I play very hard I have pains around my lungs. As my
father died of consumption, do you think this causes it? 1 am

-round-shouldered, and I have so acquired the habit that I call
not help from stooping over when I walk. Hoping to see this
soon in your best weekly for boys, I remain,

Pueblo, Colo. "A PUEBLO Boy."
Continue your work in the gymnasium class, and at the same

time get all the outdoor exercise you can. When you play
basket-ball you enter into the game with too much enthusiasm
and overwork yourself; Let up a little from time to time and
take a rest. Have the attending physician of the Y. M. C. A
examine your lungs· to find out if there is any organic trouble.
You must break the habit of stooping when walking. A little
thought given to the matter and the exercise of a little deter
mination will soon break you· of this bad habit. Walk straight
and sit up straight, and your lungs will be benefited accordingly.

P:RoF.FouaUEN: Having been for several years a constant
reader of TIP Top, I take the liberty of asking you to advise
me as to how to get the best information for becoming an
athlete. Have never been in training and want something that
will take me from start to finish. Sincerely yours,

Greencastle, Ind. AWELL-WISBER.
Your request is somewhat indefinite. There are a great many

branches of athletics, anyone of which you may be suitable for.
But the only way to find out is to begin with general training,

such as can be found in any up·to·date gymnasium. After ex
ercising with the purpose of gaining an all-around physical devel
opment you will gradually find out that you are better fitted for
some one particular thing. Then you and your athletic adviser
will have something definite to work on.

PROF. FOU:RUEN: I wish to state my admiration for the TIP
Top WEEKLY. I started to read the TIP TOF, then stopped, and
read an imitation, but went back to the good old TIP Top. I
wish to ask you a few questions about my physical develop
ment. Age, 14 years 2 months; height, 5 feet; weight, 100
pounds; chest, normal, 29 inches; expanded, 3134 inches; waist,
25 inches; biceps, 9 inches; thighs, 16)i inches ; calves, 12
inches. I think my chest expansion could improve and my waist
decrease. EEL.

Baltimore, Md.

Your waist, instead of being too large, should measure four
inches more. Your chest measurement is just about right.

PROF. FOUU,!EN: I am a reader of TIP TOF, and would like.to
ask you a few questions. I am I6;/z years old; height 5 feet
5~ inches; weight, 120 pounds; chest, normal,'30 inches; ex
panded, 32~ inches; biceps, right, II~ inches; left, II~ inches;
waist, 2834 inches; calf, 14 inches; neck, 14 inches. How can
I strengthen my ankles, as they are very weak and turn over
when I am running? How are my measurements? Ire.
main, yours truly, M.uNE.

Bridgton, Me.

You are fairly well built for one of your age. Hyaur ankles
are very weak wear silk ankle supporters when running. Mas.
sage night and morning will strengthen the muscles and give
you relief. .

TIPTOP BASEBALL TOURNAMENT IS NOW OPEN.
The two teams which~ at the. end of the season, have the highest average-the members of which

play the greatest number of games, score the most runs and have lost the least number of games, will be
declared the winners. Of the two winning teams, the one having the higher average will be declared the
TIP TOP CHAMPIONSHIP TEAM OF THE ALL-AMBRICAN BASEBALL TOURNAMENT FOR 1906,
and will receive a large pennant bearing the above device. Each winning team will receive a full equipment
fomine members, consisting oftrousers, shirt, stockings~ shoesand cap. Is thiS:notworth working for, boys{ .

DON'T FAIL TO SEND IN YOUR COUPON AT ONCE.
No IlOfIce taken U! lillY score Dot eIliered on thb coupon. Coupons lIluSt be properly me<\o out. One coupon for each PIlle.

TIP TOP BASEBALL TOURNAMENT COUPON.
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Payable to anyone who can show that the new Five-Cent Library, I

I
I
++

is not now longer by thousands of words than any other Five-Cent Library. i
Here's your chance, boys.

The biggest five cents' worth published in America, and the

I best., too. Stories of boys who succeed in life. A different s.tory .
every week. Get your photo published. MIQHT AND MAIN prints
pictures every week of successful boys. -i Por Sole 6y all NInf'SdaI.... or wlil In ..at oa recelpt 01 prico 6,y tho Po1>llsbon. . .'

ETHE WINNER LIBRARY COMPANY.
~~~;~~~~~+++++++++-+++.++++++++++++++++++++++++



A GRAND IDEA
THE old popular favorite, Frank Merriwell, has signalized his triumphant return to

the pages of TIP TOP, beginning with No. 512, by opening a novel

SCHOOL OF
ATHLETIC DEVELOPMENT

where he has put into practice some clever schemes long entertained, with the idea,
of building up the constitutions of backward lads.' Here, there has naturally opened
up a glorious opportunity for meeting new characters; while the strange adventures
and thrilling situations connected with up-to-date American sports are handled as only
Frank Merriwell knows how.

The famous TIP TOP promises great things from this time on to its world
wide circle of admirers, and with this novel field open to such a talented pen, you may
rest assured, boys, Burt L. Standish will spread such a feast before you as has never
before been dreamed of.

Tell all your young friends that Frank has come back to his own, better equipped
.than ever to arouse the interest and enthusiasm of his vast army of boy admirers.
Consult the catalogue below for titles.

512-Frank Merriwell's New Idea; or, The American School of Athletic
Development.

513 -Frank Merriwell's Trouble; or, Enemies of the School.
514-Frank Merriwell's Pupils; or, The Wizards of Water Polo.
5I5-Dick Merrlwell's Satisfaction: or, Hot Work at Indoor Baseball.
516-Dick Merriwell's Discernment; or, The Heroism of a Coward.
517-Dick Merriwell's Friendly Hand; or, The Boy Who Was Sa~ed.
518-Frank Merriwell's New Boy; or, The FoUy of Dale Sparkfair.
519-Frank Merriwell's Mode; or, Winning the Confidence of a Wild Lad.
520-Frank Merriwell's Aids; or, ~'The Secret Order of Scalp Lifters."
52I-Dick Merriwell's Visit; or, Hot Times at Farnham Han.
522-Dick Merriwell's Retaliation; or, Fardale Against Farnham Hail.
523-Dick Merriwe1l's Rival; or. Dale Sparkfair at Fardale.
524-Frank Merriwell's Young Crew; or, The Mystery of the Boat House.
525-,Frank Merriwell's Fast Nine; or, Champions of the County.

Price. Five Cents.
For sale by all ne'Wsdealers. or sent postpaid by the pu.blishers

u.pon receipt of price.

STREET ~ SMITH, PubLishers, NEW YORK


