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'liCK MERRIWELL'S COOLNESS;
o~

A"t "the Nev-ada Gold Fields.

By BURT L. STANDISH.

CHAP~ER 1.

A CLOSE GAME.

*you're out!" shouted the umpire:
The roar of delight which rose from the roughly

':lilt open stands, where close-packed humanity broiled
l the full glare of the powerful sun of southern Ne
ada, had a curiously elemental sound about it. Deep
?ned, full-throated, and rough of accent, there wa~

. wild enthusiasm about it which showed the intense"
:tId utter 9-bsorption of the burly miners in the game
~hich was one of the few diversions their situation
!forded them.. _

When they approved of a play their delight and
lleasure instantly were made manifest in a' manner
vhich left absolutely no doubt as to their fe~lings in
he matter. If a man fell down they were equally
luick to roar out approbrious epithets of a sulphurous
:haracter until the air fairly smoked. .N. bystander,
mused to this sort of th-ing, might well be excused
)r: fearing for the unfortunate player's personal
afety.

A baseball game, no matter where it is pl~ed, or
Jy whom, is pretty sure to be viewed with eager in-

terest and enthusiasm anywhere from Maine to Cali
fornia.' There is no sport like it, and certainly none
which has such an enormous following. In the great
majority of places the "fans" are subject to some meas
ure of restraint, though ;;I. person seeing one of' the
important games at the Polo Grounds, in New York,
might not think so.

lt takes a place like a big mining camp, where
human nature is more or leSis in the raw, to show how
completely' a crowd may be rendered uncontrollable
by excitement and revert to something very close to
the elemental.

As Dick Merriwell, the famous Yale pitcher, lis
tened to the roars of delight which so quickly fol
lowed yells of derision and disdain, his forehead puck
ered a little.,

"Just like a lot of kids," he murmured, as his
gaze swept the tiers of hot, perspiring faces. "It
takes mighty little to start them' going either way."

"More like dynamite," put in a voice at his side;
"and it ..takes·a precious small spark to make 'em ex
plode, too."

Dick glanced questioningly at the. clean-cut, square-"
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chinned, capable face of the young mine superinten- ciency, I can tell you. There's a strike. I hope Black
dent who sat with him on the bench, clothed in a faded don't fan."
uniform, the shirt of which bore the letter "Y," :Merri~ell smiled a little.

"As bad as that?" he asked quickly. "You're in rather a hard position, Wadsworth," he
Erving 'Wadsworth nodded emphatically. said. "You want to win, and yet you don't want to."
"It certainly is," he responded. "They're a tough "Oh, that part he hanged!" the superintendent burst

crowd to buck up against, I can tell you. Perhaps out, his eyes fixed anxiously on the batter. "If I
you'll appreciate just how tough they are when I tell could have put off the game in any legitimate way,
you that I did my darndest to get out of playing this I'd have done it; but you don't catch me throwing it
game." now, no matter what happens. If anything should

Merriwell raised his eyebrows. Wadsworth sidled happen, though, 1'd hate to ha.ve roped Buckhart and
a little as he shook his head. you into it."

"No, it wasn't because I was afraid we'd be licked," Merriwell laughed lightly.
he explained. "I don't believe you've been in Gold- "Don't let that disturb you any," he retorted. "I
field long enough to notice the spirit of antagonism reckon Brad and t can take care of ourselves. But
the .boys display toward those over them. Because don't you think you're worrying unnecessarily, Erv?
we're their bosses, they seem to think they're in duty These fellows are rough, of course, but that doesn't
bound to hate us, and they surely do it with remark- mean they haven't a sense of fair play."
able vigor. There isn't any pleasant mingling of all Wadsworth scowled.
sorts and conditicjUs of men around these diggings, I "You don't know 'em as well as I do," he returned
ca~ tell you. I found that out pretty quick after I pessimistically. "That's what I used to think, but
landed here. There's a hard and fast line between the I've---"
miners and our little bunch, and if we don't play He sprang suddenly to his feet.
shinny on our own side, things are apt to be did- ".IsJ hit!" he shouted. "Run ! G~t going, Pete!
ding.;' Stir your stumps! Don't let him beat you to it.. Good!

"I see," Dick replied, with a smile. "And this That's the stuff! Got 'em going, boys! Only one
game?" down, Carton. Lace out a little two-bagger, now."

"It is more likely than not to cause bad blood.. It'll Being tne next at the bat, he walked over toward
be all right if they win, of course; but they're not the plate, leaving Merriwell thinking of whpt he had
winning so far. You see what I mean, don't you? said.
They're not interested in having the best team win. I The Yale pitcher realized that, with a crowd like this,
They want to win, and if they don't-- Well, that such an exhibition of favoritism was no more than
might turn out to be the spark I spoke of." natural. He had played ball with all sorts and condi-

He paused abruptly. The concentrated roar ha4 tions of men imd before an infinitely varied lot of
ceased, but from all parts of the stand came pithy re- fans, and he rarely had' found an appreciation of good
marks and admonitions to the pitcher as the next bat- _baseball completely swallowed up by partisanship..
ter faced him. Some there might be, and often were, whose sole de-

"Eat him up. Bill I" s~re was to see their own particular team win by fair
I'Fan the son of a gun!" means or foul;, but the majority were good enough

.I'He's only a rotten ink thrower. He ain't a man!" sportsmen to recognize the good work of an opponent,
\Vadsworth glanced significantly at Merriwell. even if they denied him the applause which'. they
I'You see?" he murmured. would give to a member of their own team.
Dick nodded. Merriwell and his chum Brad Buckhart had appeared.
~'Yes. I suppose explosions are. bad· for business?" at Goldtfeld that morning without the slightest idea
"Exactly. I wouldn't give a hang if we could scrap of what was in store for them. They had come to the

it out on, the field here, and get it over with." The, Nevada mining town on business pure and simple,
superintendent's eyes flashed and his fists doubled un- with no more idea of playing baseball than of taking
consciously. "1 reckon we'd have as good a chance as part in an international prize fight.
anybody. But it won't stop there. They'll carry Wishing to learn certain particulars concerning a
their grouch into the mines, and a sore, surly crowd rich and supposedly high-grade gold property, .they·
with chips on every shoulder doesn't make for effi- had gone straight from the station to the officesoi
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the big Goldfield Extension Mining Company, where
Erv,ing Wadsworth, an, old Yale graduate, was one of
the 'superintendents.

Before DiCk could get a word out concerning his
errand, however, Wadsworth greeted them rapturously,
declared them to be veritable lifesavers, and then he
broke the news gently that they were to consider them
selves engaged as, the battery in a game scheduled for
that afternoon between the Goldfield Extension miners
and a pick-up team composed mainly of the, office
force.

"Dee-lighted!" laughed Dick. "But as we are not
members of your office force, how are you going to
work us in?"

"Oh, that doesn't cut any ice," Wadsworth hastily
assured them. "Either side is at liberty to draft in
three outsiders. The miners seldom do, because they've
got"'such a push to, pick from; but our crowd is much
smaller and not so athletically inclined, so we have
to go elsewhere for men or else be licked out of our
boots." .

It being then not far from noon, there was little
time to b~ lost. Uniforms had to be hunted up, points
given about the other team, and a number ".of other
things looked after, with the result that Vvadsworth
and his friends were kept on the go until their arrival
at the ball field.

It was now the end of the fourth inning and things
had gone very well. "The Dudes," as the miners
styled their opponents, had proved themselves sturdy
adversaries. Dick found his fellow players a very
dece~t lot of fellows. Half of them ~ere college men
wno acted as superintendents <l:nd in various other
capacities about the workings, and though none saye
Wadsworth was a varsity man, they were fairly well
up in the game and did better than he had expected
from his friend's account. '

Thanks to a timely two-bagger from the bat of
Buckhart-the Texan was a splendid stick man, in
addition to being one of the best catchers Yale had
ever seen-'and a well-timed sacrifice made by Dick,
they had secured two runs against their opponents'
single tally.

'''But that's not saying we'll keep the lead," Merri
well thought, as he sat on the bench. HWhen those

. boys connect with the ball, they sure drive it to the
limit, which is mor~ than anybody could say for this
crowd of ours." " f

A~yell of approval greeted the first strike called on
Cartrin, the HDudes'" third baseman, and when it

had died away, Dick linked his hands loosely over one
knee...'

"Getting a bit more strenuous," he mused. HI won
der if Erv can be right, after all. A riot would cer
tainly vary the monotony of life, but I can't say I'm
especially keen to have one come off."

CHAPTER II.

IN GOOD FORM;.

"The Reds," as the miners called their team, proud
of the fact that they were out, for blood, were not to
be disdained. The lure of a~ gold field draws men,
from all sorts and conditions of life, and among those
in this community were three who had played profes
sional ball in some of the minor leagues, to say noth
ing of several others nearly as good.

The "Reds' " pitcher, Bill Keating, while having no
very extraordinary variety of curves, was a ma~tJer

of what is even more valuable to a twirler-speed and
control. He also had more than the usual allowance of
gray matter, and the combination is a hard one to

. beat. He was, natur('.1ly, a prime favorite with his
mates, and one of the few who was not cursed uphill
and down dale when he failed to do what that' de
cidedly autocratic crowd considered the proper thing.

"Fan the son of a gun, Bill!" one man yelled, when
Carton swung at a high, close one, and missed.

"Eat him up 1': roared another. "\Ve want a chanct
to git some 1110re runs."

Carton squared himself at the plate, quite undis
turbed by the general turmoil. Unfortunately, his
nerve was far in excess of his skill with the stick,
for '\-vhich reason he ,vas at the tail of the list. Keat
ing was well aware of this and pitched accordingly.
He took his time, and when the ball finally left his
fingers and came snapping and twisting toward the
plate, it looked .straight and a bit wide of the pan..
But Carton, ,with .every nerve taut, saw it take a shoot
and he felt that it would cut a corner. Like a flash
he struck.

Plunk!-the ball was in the miner's mitt; and from
the stand rose a howl of approval which quite dr.@wned

, the umpire's voice:' With an exclamation of disgust,
Carton threw down his bat and walked back to the
bench.

"I'm certainly the punky boy, all right," he remarked,
as he dropped down beside Dick. "I, don't believe I
could hit a football if it was thrown straight over the
center of the pan.'"
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"Don't let that discourage you," Merriwell returned
quickly. "That chap is some twirler, let me tell you.
He's played professional ball, or I miss my guess."

"Yes, he pitched for New Orleans a season or so.
The trouble with him is that he falls off the water
wagon too often to be depended on, and they let him
go. Well, Erv's up. He sure ought to do some
thing."

Wadsworth was already at the plate, his handle
wound swat stick held ready for business. In the old'
days he had been a great first baseman and a steady,
d~pendable hitter. T,.hat he had lost little of his skill
was apparent earlier in the game; but, with two out
and a man still clinging to the initial sack, he would
have to be more than ordinarily good to accomplish
anything in this inning.

"Why doesn't that fellow go down to second?"
Dick muttered. "Doesn't that coach of yours know
his business?"

"He ought to," Carton answered, glancing across
the diamond. "Pete isn't much of a base runner,
though, and I reckon he's scared of Keating's getting
h· "1m.

"Shucks!" Merriwell exclaimed forcibly. "He's got
to take chances at this stage of the game."

"I wish you'd go over and help him along," the third
baseman urged. "Phil Copeland isn't much at the
game, and you can start him down a great sight bet
ter."

"Why, sure," Dick agreed instantly. "I'd have done
it before, only I didn't like to butt in."

He sprang up from the bench, but had not taken half
a dozen steps when 'Wadsworth fell on the second ball
handed up by Keating and sent it out on a long drive
into left field. For a time it looked like a two-bagger,

• at least, but Stoll, who was covering that territory,
spri~ted after it, made a cIeverpick-up and whipped
the sphere accurately to third..

Meamvhile, Pete Black, ,apparently as hard to stop
as he was to get going, circled the second hassock
and kept 011, with evidently no doubt in his mind that
he was doing the cor-rect thing, in spite of the shouts
to hold it. .

"Get back!" yelled Dick, waving his arms. "Back
to second-quick 1"

The fellow stopped, whirled around and started back.
The ball traveled too fast for him, however. There

was ~ momentary dallying on the line, but Black was
not quick on his pins and was swiftly tagged out.

"Yah! yah.! yah!" roared the crowd delightedly.
"That's the stuff fellers! They can't play ball!"

"Git after 'em, now! \Nipe 'em off the face of the
earth !"

"Git busy with your swat sticks! vVe want runs!"
"Yes, give us more rUllS I"
As the Red!, loped in from the field and' their oppo

nents took their places on the diamond, the din was
terrific. Whoops, yells, shrill whistles, and cat calls
made it impossible to hear a word.

Dick took his place in the box, expecting the tur
moil to cease directly; but it did not. Instead, it
redoubled in volume and intensity. Quite unper
turbed, he threw a few swift ones to Buckhart. It was
evident that the crowd was trying to rattle the stra:::>.ge
pitcher. They did not quickly realize that their ef~

forts were wasted.
Finally, Mike Schaeffer, the stalwart first baseman,

stepped up to the plate and stood there gently swing
ing his bat. Then the concerted roar changed t~ a
chorus of individual yells.

"Swipe the cover off it, Mike!"
"Lam him good!"
"You can do it; he's only a paper-:-collar dude!"
There was a confident smile on the miner's rough-

hewn face, for he had made a clean single off this
pitcher in the second inning, and he felt that the good
work had only commenced.

Djck took his time and presently sent up a dead
slow ball.

Waiting stolidly, Schaeffer saw that it could not pos-.
sibly cross the plate, and declined\to go after it.

"Give us some more ginger, old man," he grinned.
"Looks like your pitching was dead."

Merriwell did not reply sa:ve by a pleasant smile,
but, behind the pan, Buckhat1;\ chuckled as he ~aid:

"Speed? Why, old socks, he's got cords of it!
You'll get a h,eap.more than you want before the
game is over."

Schaeffer's slmv', unbelieving smile widened. He,
too, was an ex-professional, and had perfectconfi
dence in his ability to size up a pitcher. He had put
Dick down as a fellow, who knew the game well, but
who was not to be especially feared.

His request for speed had .not been altogether a,
joshing one. He hated a slow ball more than any other, .
but he had, nevertheless, perfect faith in his ability
to hit any kind that was put over the pan. Therefore,.
he went ~after the next one pitched by Merriwell.
This proved to be an elusive drop. To be sure, it
was slow, but, somehow, it got down to the ground·
much faster than the batter anticipated. .

"Strike!" called the umpire..
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"Even with him, Merriwell, old chap," cried Wads
worth.

"Give him another like that," urged Keating, the
captain of the miners' team. "He'll knock the cover
off."

Dick made no reply. With silent lips he continued
his calm, unruffled box work. He knew better, per
haps, than any of his teammates, that if this hmiky
batter landed on the ball, he was likely to drive it tv
the limit of the field, and he was n:ot anxious to start
the inning that way. He tried a couple of coaxers,
but Schaeffer was on his guard and declined to be
tempted.

"He's going to make you a present, Mike," laughed
Keating. "He's scared of that swatter of yours."

Buckhart called for a straight one, and Dick laid
it carefully over the inside corner.

Schaeffer, evidently expecting another ball, let it
pass.

"Two strikes 1" called the umpire.
The next ball pitched would tell the story. The

noise from the stand had. ceased as the spectators
.watched eagerly for their favorite hitter to make
good.

Between Meri:"iwell and' Buckhart there passed a
signal, and the Texan was fully prepared for what
followed.

Not so with Scha<:ffer. The batter was taken off'
his guar.d when Dick suddenly shifted his position
and changed from one foot to the other upon the
rubber... Schaeffer was further surprised to see Merri
well use his left hand to deliver the ball.

'.

The miner had called for speed, and now he got it.
The sphere <:arne hissing from Dick Merriwell's fingers
and took a sharp shoot just before it reached the pan.

Schaeffer struck at it with all the strength in his
muscular arms, but he failed to touch it by at least four
inches.

It spanked into Bucl;chart's mitt, and Brad gave a
whoop of joy as the umpire shouted:'

HOut!"

CHAPTER III.

BAD BLOOD.

For a moment there was dead si1en~e. Schaeffer,
recovering his balance, looked dazedly at his bat and

.then at Merriwell. The smile had vanished from his

.face and his forehead was fixed in a frown.
As he dashed his bat petulantly to the ground and

strode away, he was greeted by a cherus of jeers
. from the stand.

Bill Keating, however, was of a decidedly different
temperament.

"Only one down, boys," he cried cheerfully. "You're
up, Binder. Stir your stumps and show us what you
can do!"

"He'll have to do better than your crack hitter,"
laughed Wadsworth. "What's the matter with you
fellows, anyhow ? You don't seem to be showing up

-well to-day." .
He had quite forgotten his anxiety lest the game

should develop an unpleasant soreness on the part of
the miners. He was playing for all he was worth,
and was playing to win. With him· the game was
now the thing, as it had always been once he got
into it; .and he jo~hed the Reds in exactly the same
way he would have joked with a college team, for
getting that the miners might not take his remarks
in the spirit in which they were intended.

It was quite evident that they did not care at all
about being paid back in their own coin. It was all
very well for them to roar ·and jeer at the opp'osing
team, and even their' own men; but, once another
started in to do the same thing, a growl of protest
arose, mingled with pithy admonitions for the super
intendent to "close his trap," and other remarks of a
like nature, the only effect of which was to make
'Wadsworth keep on as he had begun.

"Sandy" Binder was noted for his temper. He was
angry because Schaeffer had struck out, for he had set
tIed in his mind that M'tke would make first at least,
and that he would advance him another sack or two,
possibly sending him home.

He would still make a hit, of course, but,- unless it .
. was a homer, he would not be assisting to bring in a

run that would .,;,tie the score. Consequently, as he
took his place at the plate, there was a scowl on his
bulldog countenance which contrasted vividly with the
expression of pleasant good humor with which Merri
well regarded him.

In another jiffy Dick sent over an erratic. twister,
which seemed to have a squirming movement, com
bined with just the proper speed.

Binder missed by at least a foot.
"Great!" laughed the Texan, as the ball buried itself

in the pocket of his mitt.. '~That sure was a grapevine
twist, pard. You've got some seductive kinks up your.
sleeve to-day."

Binder scowled still more fiercely and took a fresh.
grip on his stick. His lips were drawriback Ii bit
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from his teeth, which were somewhat irregular, very first. Wadsworth was off the sack and ready to take
much stained with tobacco,' and, seemingly, strong the slow bounder.
enough to bite off a spike. Merriwell went over to first with four clean jumps,

Merriwell teased the batter with two balls that looked and turned to take the ball from Wadsworth, only to
tempting, but which proved to be bad ones. Binder see it twist out of the captain's fingers and go spin
came near swinging at both of. them, but checked him- ning around his feet. Wadsworth managed to pick
self just in time. it up and snap it to Dick, but that little delay was

"Oh, swat 'em!" grinned Buckhart. "Slash away, Binder's salvation; for his feet struck the hassock
my friend! It won't make a whole heap of difference even as the ball reached Merriwell's eager fingers.
whether you strike at the benders or not." "Safe!" shouted the umpire, who had leaped toward

He hated a poor loser who played with a grouch on, 0< the base line and wap crouching to get every move-
and he decided to liven things up a bit. ment of the play.

The batter did not r.eply in words, but, deep in his "Hard luck, old fellow," Wadsworth said, shaking
throat, he made a growling sd\tnd which was not his head regretfully. "That was mighty close. We
pleasant. had him cold if I'd only been on the job .and got the

"Hear the pussy purr," murmured the Texan ball cleanly."
blandly. "That'~ sure a~right good imitation, old "Accidents like that will happen now and then,"
sport." returned Dick.

Binder's eyes flashed ominously, but he dared not The cro\vd on the stand yelled delightedly and
reply, his whole attention being concentrated on Mer-riwell. stamped with their feet. Binder had lost the sullen

. scowl ana looked almost human.
Dick planted his feet and teetered on his toes for

a moment. Backward he swung, poised. upon one pin, Among the playe,rs themselves there was consider-
his left foot lifted high above the ground. There able doubt regarding the justice of the decision, many
was a swift, forward motion of his body, a broad sharp thinking that the runner should have been declared
swing of his arm, and the sphere came whizzing over out. No one questioned the decision, however. In
the inside corner of the rubber. a matter as close as that the runner is given the prefer-

Binder missed again. '\ ence, and, though the umpire was a miner, he was not
"I told you," muttered BuckhalCt, jU3f'loud enough one ohhe Goldfield Extension force, and there was no

for the batter to hear. "Too bad you can't se~ 'em reason to think him at all prejudiced. He was an
come over." old baseball man and knew the game from A to Z,

'The miner gave an angry snarl and moved his ,and th~s far his rulings had. shown an earnest effort
shQul~ers con\'tllsi'ie1y, but he could think of no fit- to be fair and square with both sides.
ting response. Binder danced off first, evidently prepared to' go

"Better let him have asquint at the next one, pard," down with the first ball pitc~ed. He changed his
said the Texan, calling' for the "dope ball" as he sig- mind, however, after Dick had put the sphere over
naled. "Slow down. Give us the weary waft. Let to Wadsworth twice with lightning speed, and forced'
it hang fire some." .him to keep close to the cushion.
, Once more Dick poised himself on his right foot Stoll, catcher for the Reds, proved himself rather

and took that long, balancing swing which seemed an easy mark. He was so eager to make a killing
to indicate that, he would use great speed. Then he that he slammed at the first ball pitched, which hap
proceeded to pass up one of the prettiest slow benders pened to be a drop. ' Misjudging it, he popped up a
ever delivered. weak fly behind the pan. This Buckhart had no diffi-

The min'~r struck a bit too quick, but managed' to culty whatever in smothering.
catch himself in the midst of the swing and check "Two down!" sang out Wadsworth. "That's the'
the. movemen~ until the ball was near enough. When stuff, Dick. This chap's easy meat'''
he did hit it, hqwever, it struck with a dull, punky Ben Acker, one of the fielders, was a notoriously
sound ?n the end of the bat and went bounding slowly poor hitter, but, seeing Binder taking a good lead off
and tWistingly toward first base, some three feet in- first, he sought to help him by swinging at the first
side the line. " ball down. He might have saved himself the strike,

Binder flung aside his bat and stretched himself .for however, for a little thing like that never troubled
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Buckhart. He pulled the sphere down and lined it
swiftly and accurately down the diamond.

Unfortunately, Joe Payne, covering second, failed to
hold the hot one, and the miner made his base by a
good margin through the error.

"They can't hold it I" shouted Keating. '~Now,

Ben, get next to it, and let's tie up the score."
Acker squared his shoulders and got a fresh grip on

the bat. He knew how much' depended on his mak
ing some sort of a hit, and he was determined to do it.

Anxious to have a good start toward third if his
teammate should happen to connect with the ball,
Binder continued to edge off second. With the sphere
held in both hands, Merriwell leaned forward as if to
get Buckhart's signal. Suddenly he'turned squarely,
and Binder saw that he was caught, for the shortstop
had skipped past him and was covering the base. Real
izing that he had no chance of getting back to second,
the miner made for third.

They had him pinched on the line. He dodged back
and forth for several seconds, trying to work his way
.toward third, 'bqt being steadily forced back to second

Finally the ball came into Dick's hands, for the latter
had placed himself on the base line with the others.
He made a fake movement to throw, and then started
for Binder.

The crowd was breathless as it watched the nuner
~tretch himself in a desperate effort to reach third
ahead of Merriwell. Few of them had any idea that
Dick could run him down, but, to their astonishment
and rage, he did, nailing him between the shoulder
blades with the ball and sending him forward upon
hands and knees, plunging full across the sack.

"Out1" decided the umpire. !

CHAPTER IV.

THE GROWL OF THUNl>ER.

Instantly a grumbling, rumbling series of expostula-
tions arose from the stands.

"Robbery!"
"Kill the umpire!" ."
"Wait till I catch you afte,r the game, you rat! I'll

paste the face off you!" .
Tl:tere was no possible room fot:. doubt concerning

the justice of the decision. Billder had not touched
. the hassock until thrown there by the impact of Merri
wellis push. But the objection was all of a piece with

, the growing irritation of the crowd, which had been
~ppa.rent for some little time. The miners were angry

because their team, was not winning, and they vented
their spite in any way which they thought ,would
annoy their opponents. .

They made little impression on anyone by their
.childishness, however. The umpire paid no attention
whatever to them, and the m~n in the field promptly
threw aside their gloves and cantered in to the bench.

"Beginning to get sore, aren't they?" 'Wadsworth
commented, as he and Dick walked toward the bench.

Dick nodded. '.
"Yes. You don't often run across a crowd like this~

I suppose conditions have a lot to do with it, but they
strike me as being a lot of awful poor sports."

"They're that, all right," the superintendent agreed
emphatically. "It wouldn't surprise me a bit 'if they
broke up the game; providing, of course, that we keep
our lead."

"Anything you'd like us to do?" Merriwell asked.
"I mean in the way of holding back on the josh, and
all that."

Wadsworth's eyes flashed angrily.
"No," he answered. "I'm sick and tired of their

£001 actions. They're like a lot of spoilecf children,
instead of grown men. We'll play the game for all
there is in it, a!'1d they can go to some warm locality
if they don't like it."

Dick smiled.
"The old bulldog is beginning to stick out allover

you, Erv," he chuckled. "I'm with you, though; and
I reckon, if there's ~ mix-up, we can show them a
thing or two."

Forsythe started things rather discouragingly by
knocking a high fly over toward left field, the ball
being promptly gobbled up by the man covering that
territory, thus raising the spirits of the onlookers' aqd

. making them lesssurly.
Their enthusiasm was dampened, however, wh~

Buckhart sent a clean bingle to right field.
"That's the right sort!" cried Wadsworth. "Now

we're off! Everybody get busy! Put your war .club
against the leather, Merriwell, and send Buckhart
home. We need another r~n to cinch things."

Bill Keating had sized up the Yale pitcher rather
more accurately than any of his companions,andhe
was cautious. His caution led him into. a hole, for he
soon had three balls called on him, while not a strike
had been declared.

~ 0

TIienext one he put squarely over the center of the
pan. Dick played the game and let it pass.

"Strike one !"declared the umpire.
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The crowd on the stand manifested its approval
Joisily,

Keating reached for the in,Side corner on his next
delivery and caught it.

"Strike two I"
Amid the bawling of the jubilant miners, Wads

worth frowned anxiously.
"Surely he's not going to let the fellow fan him,"

he murmured.
A moment later the ex-professional sought to send

over a high one across Merriwell's chest.
Dick lifted his bat, holding it loosely, and dropped

the ball on the ground with a skillful and difficult bunt,
something wholly unexpected after two strikes had
been called.

Buckhart had been held close to first by Keating,
who was remarkably good in his ability to make runners
hold their bases. Unless a man' had a good start,
it was worse than useless for him to try to steal on
the miner's catcher.

But that bunt sent Brad racing to second, though
Merriwell was out at first.

Then came Jack Copeland, a tall, broad-shouldered
fellow who was Wadworth's assistant. He smashed
a daisy cutter past the shortstop. :ijuckhart leaped
over it to avoid being hit as he ran, and was sent home
by Wadsworth, who was coaching at third.

Copeland reached second amid an ominous silence
from the crowded stand. There rose a roar of de
light, however, when Keating forced the next man at
bat to put up an infield fly, and thus ended the in
ning.

In the sixth, throu~h a series of errors on the part
of the infield, the Reds got ,another run and, fora
time, their adherents were wild.ly joyous over it. Being
cut out of any further scoring, however, they relapsed
into a state of growling sullenness, which grew more

.and more pronounced as the game progressed. They
carped and picked at every decision of the umpire
which was not in their favor, absolutely regardless
of the justice of the case. They deliberately set about
trying to break up players on the other side, and,
when the. umpire protested, he was jeered and' yelled
into a reluctant silence.

Littl~ by little there became apparent to 'everyone
acueons feeling of tension and unrest. It was in the
air and impossible to ignore. Every man on the field
felt sure that somethilng was coming.

Some of the miners were perhaps a trifle more
seriotls and they kept close to the bench when they
were not in the field. They had that instinetive feel-

ing of there being safety in numbers and held them-
selves ready at any moment to get together in a bunch
the instant the storm burst.

On two men the thing had quite the opposite effect.
Both Buckhart and Erving Wadsworth, instead· of
becoming silent, increased their joshing, jibing re
partee, determined to give back as good as they re
ceived. They were both disgusted at the stand taken
by the peevish crowd, and were resolved that no
human being should shut them up by threatening
rowdyism. ..

Dick Merriwell was perhaps the only man whose
manner remained quite unchanged. He had not in
dulged in much give and take in the beginning; he
neither increased· or decreased it now by so much as
a word. Absolutely unperturbed, he continued his
work in the box, or took his turn at the bat, with cool
nonchalance and complete disregard of attempted in
terrruptions. This self-possession excited not a little
admiration on the part of his associates. Several
times, however, when men facing him at the plate grew
perilously near to insult in their remarks, he shut them.
up with some clever sarcasm which effectually turned
the tables and started even their own teammates laugh
ing at them.

"I don't see how you do it," remarked Wadsworth,
as they stood together toward the end of the eighth
mmng.

Keating had risen to an extraordinary pitch of ex
cellence and, after fanning two men in succession, was
now engaged in putting it all over Hal Carton.

"Do what?" inquired Dick, glancing toward the
. young superintendent.

"Keep your temper so well," the latter explained.
"You're as cool and calm and unruffled as if they
were a decent sort of crowd instead of what they
are."

Merriwell smiled a bit..
"Just a matter of habit, Erv," he responded. "In

sidet.,. I'm bubbling. A dozen times in the last half
hour -I'd have given almost anything.if I could only
have taken one of those hulking ruffians by his throat
and choked, him quiet, or, better yet, beaten a little
sense into his thick skull. But what's the use?"

Wadsworth grated his 'teeth.
"No use, I s1,1ppose," he admitted; "but it would cer

tainly be a whole lot of satisfaction." ..

"Quite so. Unless I'm very much mistaken, though,
we are likely to be vouchsafed that satisfaction very
shortly. But, placed as you are, I hardly suppose you'
want to start things going?"
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"No, of course not," the superihtendent put in
hastily. "That would never do. I'd get a fearful
laying out from the head" of the company, and might be
fired altogether. You're right, Merriwell. We can't
do anything but wait for them to start a rumpus."

"Which will come, I should say, in about ten min
utes," Dick remarked quietly.

"You mean if they don't score in the beginning of
the ninth?"

"Exactly. We're one run to the good. If they
don't tie us, at least, you can be pretty sure they'll
break loose. They're just itching for an excuse now,
and it won't have to be a very reasonable one, either.
Of course, Erv, if you say t~e word, we might let
them get a couple of runs, and avoid--"

Wadsworth flushed scarlet, and his lips parted for
a sharp retort, when he happened to catch' a..glimpse
of Merriwe11's twinkling eyes.

"By Jove I" he exclaimed. "If I thought you were .
in earnest I'd beat you to a pulp-I sure would. Let
'em get a couple of runs, indeed! vVe'll play the rest
of the game for all we're woi~th. I don't give a hang
what happens afterward."

"Good for you," Dick murmured. "Better tell the
boys to bunch together when the storm comes. We're
likely to have our hands full."

He glanced significantly frollJ the overflowing stand
to the little group on the bench near them. .

\Vadsworth smiled grimly.
~'They'll bunch, all right," he said tersely. "Well,

there goes Hal. Come on, fellows. It's up to us to
keep these tarriers from making any more runs, and
don't you forget it."

CHA:PTER V.'

THE STORM BREAKS.

There was no faltering, no delay in romping out
upon the field. With the faint but unmistakable rum
bling of thunder in their very ears, the men com
posing the team might have been frisking out for a:
bit of practice for all the signs of nervousness they
showed.

"They're a right sandy bunch," Buckhart said, in
a low voice to his chum, as he 'strapped on his body
protector. "You wouldn't think there was a norther
going to break plenty sudden over these diggings.
I sure do admire a crowd like that."

"How about yourself?" Merriwell. asked, with a
faint smile. "Don't you figure on being in i~?"

The Texan grinned joyfully.

"Why, pard, I wouldn't be left out of this little
party for a wad of long green as big as your wrist,"
he laughed. "That varmint with the bullet head and
eyes playing tag with each other has been spilling
his words around here a whole heap and he has got
me some exasperated. I've picked out aright likely
spot on his jaw, and if I don't get a chance to make
connections, I'll be mad as a flea-bitten coyote. You
he~r me vociferate I" I

Dick chuckled.
"All right; only let them start the ball rolling, ana

look out for rocks. Also, don't try to fight the whole
bunch at once. If you get crowded, fall back on the
main boqy."

The Texan picked up his mask and slipped it over
his head. Through the wire meshes his teeth gleamed
in a wide smile.

"Oh, ,sure," he agreed promptly.
Though he seemed to make light of the expected

trouble, Merriwell knew enough of the character of
these miners to realize that, in the case of a regular
mix-up, the position of Wadsworth's friends was'
likely to be risky to a degree.

Once started, a mob will do things which anyone
of its component parts would shrink from doing alone,
and the overwhelming number of the opposing party
made the odds against the little body of mine officials
and clerks decidedly formidable.

Moritz, a wiry little chap who played short on the
miners' team, was the first man up. Dick worked
swiftly with him, yet he was not careless, though his
manner ;was calculated to give that impression. He, t
had fine control, but made no effort for a strike out,
preferring. to depend on his support as long as the
belses were empty and the situation not threatening.

Eventually, Moritz hit an incurve and sent it skim~

ming along the ground some six feet inside the third.,.
base line.

Hal Carton had no trouble in placing himself in
front of that ball, but, arthough a clever infielder, he
.made a most exasperating fumble and then threw wild
to first in his eagerness to retrieve the error.

Wadsworth leaped ineffectually for the ball,and
Keating, standing near third, shrieked at Moritz to
take second, which the fellow did with ease.

"Here we go I" cri~d Keating, hustling to the plate.
"This is where we get sonie runs, boys:"

The crowd of onlookers roared their approval, but
there was a curiously threatening undercurrent to the
sound.

As the captain of the Reds squared himself and
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dug his spikes into the ground with an odd, twisting'
motion, Buckhart refrained from letting loose any of
the sarcastic remarks which were trembling on his lips.
He had nothing against the' sandy-haired, bright-eyed,
murcurial chap, for Keating had played .fair and
square from the very start and apparently tried his
best, though with small success, to restrain his co~

panions.
Keating waited atthe plate while Merriwell took the

signal from Brad and wheeled like a flash to snap
the ball to second, for Moritz was one of those tantaliz-

-'ing base runners who dance off the sacks, trying to
lead a pitcher into throwing wild to catch him. This
he now did, clapping his hands and capering off toward
third, and, though Dick lined the sphere down twice,
each time the wiry little fellow danced back in safety,
laughing provokingly.

Keating made no effort to drive out a long hit.
Instead of that, he reached beyond the plate and bunted
I\ferriwell's first ball, which had been pitched wide as
a coaxer.

Moritz, having a good start, flew on the way to
third, while Keating suffered "at first the penalty of
his sacrifice.

This was baseball. With only one out and a man
on third, the miners' team stood a splendid chance to
tie the score, if not more. It was an .admirable op
portunity, too, for a squeeze play, and apparently
'Wadsworth and his men realized this, for the in
fielders crept into the diamond and balanced on their
toes ready togo after the expected bunt.

But big Mike Schaeffer was at the bat, and he was'
not good at bunting. He was perfectly able to do it,
but he was ,a man who had never learned the im
portance of submerging selr'for the good of his team,, .

and 'a bunt is decidedly not spectacular as compared
to a three-bagger or a homer, either of which was not
uncommonly. the result of the burly chap's skill with
the stick.
. 'Whether Merriwell divined this or not, it would be
impossible to say. His first ball was certainly wide
and was followed by a high one at which Schaeffer
refused to reach.

"Two balls I" said the umpire.
A !)lament later a sharp inshoot caused tM batter to

leap back He was not hit, but Buckhart came near
having a passed ball.

"Three balls !"
"He's going to walk you, Mike!" came from Keat

ing. "He's scared of that arm of yours."

"I wonder," murmured the Texan, tossing the spher~

back to his churn. "I opine you've got another guess
corning, old broncho."

Schaeffer knew the game and did not try to land
on the speedy, close one which Merriwell shot over.
The ball clipped the inside corner and the umpire called
it a strike. Schaeffer had dropped his bat and started
for first.

"Come back, old buck," chuckled Brad. "Don't be
in such a hurry."

'With a scowl on his face, the big fellow retraced
his steps, and, picking up his. war club, squared him
self again.

Merriwell was not hurrying, nor was he wasting his
time. He knew too well the utter futility of that at
any stage of the game,but more especially at this
critical moment, and his movements were perfectly
calm and deliberate. Presently Schaeffer got a high
drop, at which he decided to strike when he saw it com
ing over in a manner which indicated that it would
be good.

The ball hit the upper side of his bat and went into
the air~

Like a flash, Buckhart tore off his mask, whirled,
looked upward, located the ball, and went after it.

A gust of wind carried the ball farther and farther
away in the direction of the stand, but the Texan
stretched himself amazingly, and there would have
been no question whatever of his getting under it, save
for the fact that his progress carried him through a
group 0'£ half-grown mine lads, sprawling on the grass.
They were either singularly obtuse, or else deliberately
malicious in not getting out of his way, and, just as
the catcher was taking that last forward plunge, with
head lifted and arms out~tretched, he stumbled against
a le'g which appeared suddenly in his path.

'With a low exclamation of dismay, Dick saw him
stagger, struggle desperately to regain his balance, and
then plunge headlong. .

The next instant a shout of joy arose from every
man in the field. The plucky Texan made no effort
whatever to save himself from the shock of the fall,
but kept his hands outstretched and, in the very act
of toppling over, shoved his big glove under the ball.
The sphere stuck fast in the pocket of the mitt and re..;
mained there while Brad landed heavily on his face and
scrambled to his feet again, blood trickling from· the
bridge of his nose, which had come into contact with
a sharp-edged stone.

The players saw him pause an instant at the group
of boys, and heard the rumble of his angry voice
as he said somethin.g; to them, but his words were
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swiftly drowned by the chorus of jeers arising from.
the near-by stand.

'lAw, stow your gab!"
"You wasn't tripped!"
"Stop cryin', an' play the game!"
"Yes, git going! Play the game!"
Buckhart stopped abruptly and glared fearlessly at

the tiers Qf men who were eying him with ugly ex
pressions, and Dick took ;:L single step forward, his
eyes narrowing. For an instant he was afraid the
expected explosion was coming. Then he gave a sigh
of relief, as Brad brought his teeth together with a
snap, squared his shoulders, and started back to the
plate. His -self-control had put off the inevitable for
a while.

"Great case of horseshoes," jibed Moritz from third,
as the Texan passed him.

Brad regarded him with a grim smile.
'''It sure was !" he agreed evenly. -"If 1'd missed that

foul, the whelp who tripped me would have had about
the sorest head you ever saw. I tell you those I"

The crowd on the stands preserved an ominous
silence, which was like the calm before a storm. As
Dick waited for the hangdog Binder to approach the ,
plate, he seemed to feel the tension in the air as one
is sometimes conscious of electrically charged atmo
sphere before a thunder shower.

It was surely a test of nerve to stand there calm and
unperturbed, with pulse perfectly normal ind mind en
tirely on the progress of the game,yet knowing that
at any moment the field was likely to become a scene
of riotous violence. But there never had been any
question of Merriwell's grit, nor of his ability to main
tain a cool front under trying conditions. -

:As Dick pitched, Moritz, according to' his habit,
jumped away from third, ma~ing a fake start for the
plate. He stopped short and retreated al!nost instantly,
but behind him Carton had covered the sack and' was
ready for business. Merriwell had pitched a high ball,
sending it into Buckhart's hands in such a way that
Brad was ready to throw instantly.

Behind Binder's back the Texan caught the ball
and lined it to third with lightninglik~_rapidity.

Keating shrieked at Moritz:
"Get back-get back! Look out!"
"Look out-look out!" yelled the coacher from the

,opposite side of the diamond.
Moritz whirled like a flash and flung himself to

ward the base, one hand outstretched. The ball spanked
into Carton's grasp 'and he brought it down sharply
on the miner's head.

The umpir~ had had barely time to take half a
dozen steps toward the base, so swift was the play,
and for a second he paused while, in breathless silence,
the whole field waited for that decision whicli might
decide the game. Then--

"Out at third 1" the umpire shouted.
Dick's lips parted, but the words trembling on them

were neyer spoken.
\Vith a roar of fury, which seemed the louder and

more ferocious in contrast with the deathlike pause, the
spectators leaped to their feet, arms brandishing and
faces contorted.

"Kill him!"
"Stone the son of a gun!"
"Robbery! The man was safe I"
"Knock his head off I"
The ,next instant the spectators were pouring out of

the stand and racing toward the unfortunate man, who
stood dazedly on the spot from which he had given
his decision.

CHAPTER VI.

FACING AN ANGRY MOB.

It all had happened with such inconceivable rapidity
that, even though they were in a measure prepared for
something of the sort, the men on the field had scarcely
an instant for action.

As in the flash of an eye, Merriwell was conscious
that Brad had torn off his mask, wrenched the bat from
Binder, and was running toward the pitcher's box.

From first came the thud of Wadsworth's feet, but
faster yet billowed the' vanguard of angry mob. In
a second they hati.engulfed Carton and their own man,

.Moritz, who had only just scrambled to his feet, and
carried them along irresistibly. '

In another second stones began to fly and empty bot
tles hurtled into -the diamond, while all the time the
air resounded with yells and curses, turning the place
into a perfect bedlam.

Seeing that the umpire, Sam Hicks, was too be
wildered to move, Dick sprinted over' to his side just
in time to receive on his chest a rock that almost
knocked him over. Another moment and the more
swiftly running miners had reached them.,

The foremost, a hulking fellow with beetling brows
and a scar athwart one cheek, caught Hicks a buffet
on the jaw which sent him reeling. He had no chance

_to repeat the blow, however, for, like a flash of light,
Dick's fist shot out and sent the fellow sprawling.

!Another manj' brandishing a bat•• was close behin<.1,
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but, with a lithe quickness which these more heavily
moving men could never equal, Merrhvell seized the
club as it was raised aloft, twisted it from the miner's
hand and sent the fellow staggering into the crowd
behind him. Then he l~aped back a few steps and
raised the bat threateningly.

"Keep back," he commanded, in a calm, level tone.
"The first man who gets within reach of this dub will
have his head smashed."

"And so will any other!" exclaimed Buckhart, ap
pearing at his comrade's side,' with 'Wadsworth close
behind.

The leaders hesitated. There was an expression on
this young fellow's face which told them that he was
in deadly earnest, and none of them was particularly
anxious to be the one to test the truth of his words.

The din was still deafening, and from behind came
now and then a flying stone, thrown too wildly to do
any damage. Rapidly the crowd, arriving from the
stands, was spreading out and edging around to the
rear. Another moment and the little group would be
completely surrounded.

Payne and Jim Forsythe, playing at second and
short, had by this time reached the group: . Last of all
came Carton, armed only with the baseball, which he
still clutched. He had managed to squirm out of the
crowd somehDw and join his friends at the last mo
ment. The outfielders were shut out completely.

Penned in by that mob of howling, seething hu
manity, it was small' wonder that more than one face
blanched, or that clenched fists trembled a bit here
and there. Six men against as many hundreds, with
only two bats to depend on as w:eapons, stood a mighty
slim chance of escaping with whole heads.

There was just one thing in their favor: they had
stood their. ground and shown not the slightest trace
of fear. There is no man who does not appreciate
courage and admire it, even in spite oj himself. Had
they'shown fear or weakness and started to run, the
end would never have been in doubt for an instant.

The angry, unreasonable crowd, sore at what they
considered an unjust decision, .and determining to
break up the game anyhow, had swartll-ed up'on the
field in the excitement of the moment. But they had
no leaders. , It was not a premeditated assault. Had
one man started in to beat up the members of that little
bunch, the rest would have followed gladly. But with
two bats, held in muscular; capable hands, menacing
them, and two faces in the front rank, cool, self-pos
sessed, and unafraid, no one seemed anxious to take
that first step. Thus they hesitatedTand were lost.

The inarticulate roars gradually subsided, resolving
themselves into individual snarls and angry expostu~

lations.
"It was robbery!"
"The man was safe!"
"Why don't you play fair!"
"He beat the ball to the sad<:!"
At that moment Keating, flushed and persptnng,

shoved his way roughly through the crowd. His eyes
caught Merriwell's for an instant, and in them was
a great relief at finding that no harm had been done.
The sandy-haired miner was a true sport. He had
done his best to play fair from the beginning, and had
tried hard to keep down the rowdyism on his team"
but one man is more or less helpless when the others
are all against him. At the present moment his blood
was up and he was seething mad.

"What in thunder do you blokes think you're do
ing!" he frothed, his blue eyes turning a steely, glitter
ing gray. "Who's running this game-me, or you
scum in the stands? Tell me that! What in time do
you mean, jumping down here and breaking things

Jup? Why don't you stay where you belong?"
His face was so fiercely threatening as he thrust his

jaw out belligerently at those in the front rank, that
several stepped back instinctively.

"Aw, don't go off your nut, Bill!" a big fellow said
uneasily. "We was robbed, an' you know it."

"You don't have to teU me what's what," snapped
Keating. "That ain't your affair, is it? I can look
after this team without help, let me tell you. A
fine' crowd you are, chasing' down here an' breaking
things up without gi~ing ine a chance to get a word
in edgewise."

He whirled r,ound and faced Diclc.
"You're a square man," he said, more moderately.

"You saw that play" too. : What did you make out of
it? Was he'out or not?" \

Dick hesitated a second, every eye :fixed upon his
face. ' He had seen the play, and ·seen it probably to bet
teradvantage than the umpire. When the latter ran
toward thir.d, he, no doubt, thought he was going to
get a clearer view of the proceedings. Instead of that
he was worse off than before, Carton's left leg, as
he straddled the base, somewhat obscuring an unin
terrup~ed view ot the hassock.

From the pitcher's box, however, Merriwell had
watched every movement with a keen attention, and
he was as certain as anyone could well be, consider
ing the lightninglike nature of the play, that Moritz
had been tagged a 'fraction of a second too late.' .
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His momentary hesitation was caused by the idea
they might think his answer influenced by fear, but
it did not last long.

"To the best of. my belief, he was safe," he an
swered quietly; "but if you think I say that because
I'm afraid, Keating--"

"Rot !" . interrupted the sandy-haired captain, with
a snort. "Who thinks you're afraid? You're the man
I took you to be, all right."

A chorus of agreement arose from all sides. Faces
began to lose that sullen, angry look, and here and
there grins appeared, decidedly sheepish in quality.

"You'd better ask Carton, though, to make sure,"
Dick went on hastily. "He ought to know.",

But the third baseman was uncertain.
"I couldn't tell to save my life," he confessed.

"The thing was so blamed close that my hand seemed
to hit his head at the identical moment his fingers
touched the hassock."

Which, of course, meant that the runner should have
been declared safe.

"Now, you see what fools you've made of your
selves," Keating said scathingly. "Raised all this
ruction for nothing, delayed the game, an' showed
what bum sports you are. Best thing you can do is to
go 'way back an' sit down. You want to keep your
traps shut, too, an' don't go picking at S?-m Hicks.
He ain't got no interest in how the game goes, an'
any feller's apt to make a mistake now an' then."

His words. seemed effectually to release the ten
sion and relieve the strain under· which the crowd
labored. There was a chorus of shamefaced laughter,
a few jests, and joking appeals to Keating not to be
too hard on them; and the mob broke up to drift
back to the stands, which had' been almost entirely
emptied during the fracas. The 'few decent towns
people had apparently become alarmed by the violence
and departed as quickly as they could.

Keating turned to Dick, his, eyes twinkling pleas
antlynow.

"You've got sand, youPg feller," he commented ap
provingly. "It ain't everybody as would stand up
against that bunch with only his bare fists."
_ "And a bat," Dick laughed. "Don't forget that."

"You didn't have that till later. And, say"-Keat
ing's face grew rather serious as his eyes flashed around
at the 'other fellows-eel hope you ain't going to lay
it lfP agin' the boys for being a 'bit sore. It's jest
their way, you know. Myself, I believes in wearing
a grin to the last ditch, but everybody ain't constituted
that WfJ-Y. Th~y don't mean nothin' by it, an' you

must remember they've been bankin' a whole lot on
winnin' this here game. You wouldn't have stood no
show at all but for this twirler an' his mate you got in
at the last minute."

"Of course we wouldn't," smiled Wadsworth. "I
only put. them in to make things interesting. Other
wise, it would have been a regular walk-over. Be
sides, the game isn't over yet, you know."

"Right you are," chuckled Keating. "But I mis
doubt the score'll be changed. Let's get busy, though,
an' end 'er."

Without further discussion, the players hustled back
to their places.

:As Dick walked back to the box, swinging his glove
by one finger, Sam Hicks stepped up to him, his hand
outstretched.

"I'm sure obliged to you, son," he said awkwardly,.
his face flushed with embarrassment. "I got a hunch
you saved my life that time."

Merriwell gripped the hand heartily.
"Nonsense 1" he smiled. "They weren't as desperate

as all that."
The miner shook his head.
"You don't know 'em. But for your standing up an'

facing 'em without turnin' a hair, they'd likely have
pounded the life out 0' me. I don't know what was
the matter with me: It all come so sudden it jest
seemed like I was paralyzed an' couldn't lift a finger.
You see, I sure thought that, feller was out."

. "Naturally," Dick returned. "Any man might have
made the same mistake. Carton's leg prevented your .'
seeing the cushion perfectly. Another time-"

"Never again," interrupted Hicks fervently. "I'm
done! There ain't gain' to be no more umpiring for
me around these diggings. But look here, son, if
there's ever anything Sam Hicks can do for you don't
you forget to mention it."

"I won't," 'Dick smiled.
"Good," said the umpire, in a tone of satisfaction

and relief at having gotten over his thanks.
Straightening up, he buttoned his coat, drew down

his cap, and took his place behind Merriwen.
"Play ball!" he called.

CHAPTER VII.

DICK WINS THE GAME.

Binder had had one ball called on him before·, the
fracas began. At the plate now, he gripped his stick
and settled himself with a wriggling motion of his
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Regretfully, Moritz turned and retraced his steps

to third, while Binder came trotting back from first.

A curious silence had fallen upon the field. It seemed

as if every man, spectator and player alike, was so

absorbed in watching that he had no time to yell.

Even the customary coaching from back of the base

lines had ceased.

Dick now sent up an inshoot that was so close that

the batter fell back to escape it. A tremendous, con

certed sigh arose. . Relief predominated, but there

was an undercurrent of irrepressible anxiety from

Merriwell's teammates. It could not be possible that

Dick was going to pass this man, and yet, such things

had been known.

"In a hole-you've got him in a hole," cried Ke'!'t

ing, his face clearing magically..

Cool and serene, the Yale pitcher received the ball

from Buckhart.

\Vhen the Texan signaled for an outcurve, he shook

his head slightly. Then Brad called for an in, and

Dick whipped one burning across Binder's shoulders.

"Strike!" called the umpire, as the batter slashed

the empty air with a force which sent him whirling half

around.

"It sure don't look much like a hole to me," laughed

Buckharf joyfully. "That's the idea, partner. Give

us one more like that, and his goose wi~l be cooked

right brown."

"Don't let him worry you, Binder," spoke up Keat

ing. "You can hit him-you must! We've got to have
that run!"

His voice rang confidently, but he could not keep

the gleam of anxiety from his eyes. His hands, hang

ing close by his sides, clenched aFd unclenched them- .

I selves, ceaselessly..

A sudden hush, more noticeable than any which had·

fallen before, settled upon the field. Every eye was

focused upon that line between box at:td pan. The

next ball would tell the story.

The flesh over Binder's jawbones seemed to harden.

His hands gripped his bat despe·rately. He moistened.

his dry lips with an almost equally dry tongue.

"He'll try another inshoot now," he thought. "He's

..... ."vVaif !"

i\pother moment and they both saw it finally squirm

over the line and stop.

"Foul ball; strike!" cried the umpire.

body. He realized perfectly that the result of the"

game depended entirely upon him. Moritz was danc

ing about at third, eager and ready to scoot home on

anything that seemed in the least promising. If he

could be brought in safely, the score would be tied

and the miners still would have a fighting chance for

victory. Binder gritted his teeth and made up his

mind to briJ:lg in that run or perish in the attempt.

Merrivv'ell was equally determined that he should

not, and to that end he brought into play every bit of

his skill.

"Take your time, Binder," urged Keating. "Make

liim put it over. \Ve've got to get this run."

Merriwell's first ball \vas wide and the batter made

no effort to reach it.

Moritz, remembering his extremely narrow escape,

,visely refrained from getting too far from sack num

ber three.

"That's the stuff I" cried the sandy-haired captain

approvingly. "He's got to get 'em over for you.

You only need to wait."

lVlerriwell, as usual, was taking his time, and a full

}Uinute passed before he passed up another one. The

delivery was quick and apparently w'ith an effort for

speed, but the ball came sailing slowly through the air.

and seemed to the batter, waiting with nerves tense

and muscles taut, a perfect eternity in reaching the

plate. He saw that it would come over, and though he

tried to restrain himself as much as possible, he" could

not resist the impulse to strike at it.

Unfortunately, he struck too soon and the effect,

though quite different from what he had intended it,

:was singularly like a bunt. The ball struck the ground,

and, twisting round and round, rolled slowly down the

first-base line.

Moritz was -off like a bullet, racing for the plate.

Merriwell and Wadsworth both leaped for the ball,

and the latter, being nearest, reached it first. He

would have snatched it up but for Dick's sudden, sharp

admonition.



TIP TOP WEEKLY.

fooled me. once with that ball, and he thinks I won't
be looking for it again." .

Consequently, when he saw Merriwell hand the next

one up, high and swift, the miner was confident that

it would break for an inshoot. He thus made the mis

take of trying to decide in advance what the pitcher

would do, which is an error the best stick men seldom

fall into. A twirler who is worth his salt is consta~tly

trying to think what sort of a ball the batter will ex

pect and seeking to give him something quite different..,

The chances are,that he will succeed, but if the man

at the plate is re~dy for anything, he has a vastly
greater' chance of making a hit than one whose mind

has been,made up beforehand. The latter may see

the unexpected coming, but it is usually too late for him
to shift from pis preconceived idea and meet it.

.The present case proved to be an example of this

point. The ball Dick passed up was a drop, going down
toward the ground as if drawn by a magnet.

Binder struck over it and, with a sinking of the
heart, he heard the plunk of the sphere as it struck
Buckhart's big mitt.

"You're out I" sang the umpire. ,

An irrepressible shout of enthusiasm and relief went

up from the members of the victorious team. From

the rest of the crowd on the field came-silence.

There were no signs of any further rowdyism or

violence. All had had enough of that for on~ day.

But the min~rs' feeling of antagonism toward the

mine bosses was far too strong· to permit them even
to recognize the good playing of their rivals.

Keating came up to the group gathered in the middle·
of the field. He was shaking his head sorrowfully.

"I misdoubt they'll ever learn to be real sports," he

said regretfully, glancing at the stream of men making

their way toward the gates. "I reckon it's suthin' as

has to be...-born in a cove."

He caught Merriweil's eye and his face brightened.

"You're a great twirler, young feller," he com

mented; "do you l<:nowthat?"

Dick smiled:

"I'~e done a bit of it," he explained. "I'd rather
play ball than eat. \Vherl'-a man's as fond as that of
anything, he's 'pretty' sure to make good at it."

..

"I misdoubt it," rejoined the sandy-haired man. "A

pitcher is born,. not made. But, twirli~g the horse

hide.like you do, I expect you could be took on by one
of the big leagues!'

Merriwell ~aughed.

"So I've been told," he returned.
"Hurn 1 Who told you?"

"John Lawton.'~

"What-Lawtori~of the Giants?"

The Yale m~n nodded. and Keating's eyes widened.
alarmingly.

. "Ha I" he exclaimed. "And what might your an

swer have been?"

"Nothing doing!'

Keating pursed up his. lips and shook his head
slowly.

"Too bad," he murmured. "I expect you know your

own mind, but it seems awful good material wasted.
Well, I must hike," he went on, more rapidly, and

with a twinkle in his eyes. "If the boys see me talkin'
,much longer they'll say I sold you the game. By-by."

A dozen steps away he turned back.

'''Just the s,ame, Wadsworth," he chuckled. "you'd

never \~on that game but for Dick Merriwell."

..

CHAPTER VIII.

THE STRAIGHT FLUSH MINE.

"You certainly pulled that off to the queen's tastei

Dick," Wadsworth remarked, as theyleft the grounds
and started up the street.' "I never saw a bunch look

cheaper than that crowd of howling maniacs when

you took the wind out of their sails."

He chuckled at the recollection.

"It ""as Keating who did t~at, not I," Merriwell
returned quickly. "He's a great little sport."

"Yes, I know that; but he didn't run any risk."
I

"Neither did I," Dick put in hastily. "1 found out
long ago"Erv, that a mob of this kind,is pretty much

like a dog."

. "A dog I" the superintendent repeated, with a puzzled

look.
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"Yes. You know the sort that raises ructions and

acts as if he was dying to chew you up. If you run,

'Je's certain to hike after yoti and do his best to
::hew you; But did you ever try standing still and,

waiting for him to catch up? Well, do it some day.
Just hold your handout when he gets to you--"

"And have him grab it," interposed 'Wadsworth.

"Very likely," Dick smiled. "r.t him. Once he

has it in his mouth the brute won't know what in

:hunder to do with it, and he'll look so blamed foolish

you'll nearly die laughing at him. It was just the
same with that mob. The only possible thing to do

was to stand our ground. That feazed them. They

didn't know what to do, and there wasn't anyone

to start things going, so the whole thing we11t flat as

a pricked balloon."

"Sounds good," commented Wadsworth; "but, all

the same, it takes a pile of nerve."

The three friends were rather late in leaving the
grounds, 'Wadsworth staying to look after their be
longings and get them stowed away in a small shack on
the premises. The crowd had drifted away ahead of
them, and so had the other members of their own

team, for it was rather late.

"Jiminy .cripes I"~ the superintendent ejaculated sud·

denly, after a mom~tary pause.

"What's the matter now?" Dick inquired.

A slight flush had overspread \Vadsworth's face, and

there was a frown of annoyance on his brows.

"I'm a hot one, all right I" he said. "])0 you realize

that I haven't given you fellows a single chanc~/to

explain what's brought you to Goldfield. I grabbed
you before you could get a word in edgewise."

"Don't let that worry you, '-£rv," Dick laughed.

"We've had a corking afternoon, and now we can

settle down to business witp.out feeling we've missed
~nything. I'd be awfully obliged, though, if you could,

spare me a little time to-night."

"Sure thing," 'Wadsworth agreed emphatically.

"You may have my whole evening, if yod like. Of

course, you boys are going to~ine with me. We'll
clean up at my rooms, and then hike down to our
club. You won't find it quite so tony as the New

iYork joints, but it's not bad for the,wilderness, and'

they put up a good feed, all right."
They found that he had in no wise overestim~ted the

attractions of the Goldfield Club. There was nothing

pretentious about it, but it was thoroughly comfort

able and affording conveniences which one would

never dream of finding in a mining town.

There was a big lounging room, a smaller writing

room, which also served as a library, and a dining

f'oom big enough to accommodate a hundred persons

at one time. On the second floor wq.s a billiard room

and several bedrooms for the use of members and

guests.
It was here that many of the mine officials took

their meals and spent 'their leisure time, for house

keeping was a problem of extreme difficulty.

Wadsworth' tried to get his two friends in there

for their short stay, but found that everything was

filled up. They were able to secure a room at the

hotel, however, which would serve their purpose well

enough.
A table had been reserved in the cor1J.er of the din

ing room, and, when they were settled here and dinner

ordered, the superintendent leaned back in his chair

with folded arms.
"You may as well fire away, Richard," he remarked.

"We can talk here better than in the crowd afterward."

"What I'm after is to find out something about the
Straight Flush Mine," Dick explained promptly.

"What is it you want to know? Own any stock?

Getting cold feet about holding it?"

Merriwell shook his head.

. "Nothing like that," he returned. "It's my brother

~ho wants the information. Tht stock is quoted on

the curb at twenty-eight, you know, and he has a
chance to buy in ten thousand shares at twenty-five:

From all he has been able to learn, it's a great proposi

tion, but he's naturally anxious to get a little more

dope about it before he invests heavily in it."

"Yes, of course," Wadsworth agreed. "There has

been such a bunch of wild-cat mines floated in Gold

field that I don't blame him at all. It's a darned shame,

too! Everyone of those fake propositions. incorpo

rated for ,the sole purpose of squeezing the public,
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hurt the legitimate mines *hich are doing business
honestly, and have real values behind them."

"And Straight Flush is one of these?" Dick asked.

"It sure is!" Wadsworth declared emphatically. "It's

one of' the richest things around here~ vVhy, son, they

took out more than two million dollars' worth of are

inside the first six months, and the stock jumped from

two dollars a share up to thirty. It's been hanging

around that point ever since. I've always kicked my

self that I didn't get in on the ground floor, but I was
stone-broke at the time, and couldn't manage it."

"You think, then, that at twenty-five the, stock is a
good investment?" Merriwell inquired.

"I certainly do. It happens that they are shut down

at the present time, and, of course, the production

has gone off a bit; but there isn't a doubt that the
value is there." '

"Shut down?" Dick asked quickly. "\Vhat's that
fad"

. "Waiting for new machinery. They worked the old

outfit overtime, and, as I remember, it was second hand

to start wit~. Consequently, they're down and out till

the new lot can be rushed on."

Merriwell sat silent for a few minutes, crumbling
his bread absently.

"Is it usual for machinery to break down that

way?" he asked presently.

"Well, I can't say it's very common," vVadsworth
admitted; "but I've known it to happen before. It

shows rather poor Judgment on the part of the man

agement to let things go all to smash. Generally
they order the new stuff far enough ahead so that

there won't be any delay in shifting. I was talking

to Maddox, the president, only the other day, and he
told me they'd fired the superintendent for incompe

tence.. They're all pret,ty hot under the collar at the

delay, and you can't blame them. It's 1'nighty hard

to have your production cnt from ten thousand a

day to;nothing."

"I should think so," Dick agreed. "Still, the value

is there, whether they're taking it out or not."

"Sure. But it hurts a mine to shut down. The

stockholders don't know what to make of it, and often

they get scared. That means bearing the stock and
all kinds of trouble. It wouldn't surprise me a bit

if that's why your brother has this chance. Some
body's getting cold feet and wants to pullout. All I

can say is that they're blamed foolish."

"There isn't a doubt in your mind, then," Di~ re
marked, "that the stock's a bargain at that price?"

The waiter set down a thkk, juicy steak in front of

\Vadsworth, who picked up carving knife and fork.

"Bless you, no!" he laughed. "I went all over the
workinfTs less than t\vo months ago, and there's gold

enoughin sight to last 'em a dozen years.- The vein is

unusually 'wide, and they've really only skimmed off

the surface. There isn't a property in Goldfield, ours

included, that I'd bank on more confidently than
Straight Flush."

"vVell, that's very encouraging," Dick replied. "I'll....

wir~Frank to-morrow, and tell him--"
"

"No, you won't," \Vadsworth interrupted.; "not on
my authority alone. I believe in it, all right, but I

don't want anybody to plank dmvri good money on my
word. You go and see Maddox to-morrow and have

a talk with him. He's a good sort, and-- By
Jove! I've got something that's better yet. You
know Malcolm Stuart?"

"The mining engineer?"

"Yes, and one of the most famops in the cou.ntry.

He's absolutely honest, and if a man can get his,signa
ture to a favorable report on a mining property, that

man can sit down and take things easy for the rest
of his life, for Stuart wouldn't lie for any money yotl

could offer him. It was he '\vho went over Straigh(

Flush in the beginning, and his report which started
the jump in their stock. vVell, he's somewhere around

the club, for I saw his name in the visitor's book.
After dinner I'll hunt him up, and you can hear ,,,hat

he has to sayan the subject."

It was not difficult to locate the mining engineer,

and Dick took to him at once. He was a big, hand

some chap, a littfe past forty, with a square, deter

mined chin, and honest eyes. There was an air of

capabiF:v about him which was most reassuring.

"Straight Flush?" he repeated, '\vhen they were
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CHAPTER IX.

THE CIPHER TELEGRAM.

The offices of the Straight Flush Mining Company
'were not palatial, but nothing in Goldfield was that;

The buildings had been hastily constr'ucted during

• 1 h d the boom, and since thenA:here had been no, time toseated in a corner of the lounging room and Dlct{ a
h t make them 'more permanent.asked the question. "Yes, I examined t e proper y d

There were also rows upon rows of flimsy, woo enand sent in a report on it. It produces one of the
ld structures which housed the miners, and were inter-highest grade ores in Goldfield. At twenty-five I shou .

spersed with large.,r,' but equally ramsh~ckle, buildingscall the stock a decided bargain."
'l?" wherein were stores of various sorts, offices of all

"I understand the mine is shut down temporan y. kinds, and saloons. Of the latter, there seemed to be

Dick remarked. almost as many as there were inhabitants, but all
"Yes Maddox had an 'incompetent superintendent,

, were doing a rushing business.
who let things go. Maddox should have fired him six H~re and there some one, with more time than the

months back. He told me to-day that they hoped to majority and a greater faith in the lasting nature of
have the new machinery installed within ten days." conditions, had erected a structure of concrete, and

Dick hesitated a moment, and then glanced at the the bank building was noticeably solid and substan-

engineer. tial. The predominating impression, however, was
"There's no chance, I suppose, Mr. Stuart," he asked, one of rush and hurry and a careless disregard for

"~f the vein petering out, or anything of that sort?" looks and comfort in the face of the more important

"There's always that possibility," theother answered necessity for making money.

promptly. "Veins are tricky things sometimes, and It was a little before ten' the ~ext morning when

they have a way of pinching out when you least ex- Dick, accompanied by his chum, stepped into the dark

pect it. I saw no indicat~on of that here, however. hallway of a barnlike edifice on the principal street
The principal vein is unusually broad and apparently and entered a door on the right which bor:e the sign
holds its depth. In fact, its formation is similar to the , of the Straight Flush Mining Company.

famous Tonopah lode which has pr~duced f~bulous The room was fairly large, and with a number of

amounts and has still an apparently mexhaustIble re- desks scattered about. They were all closed, how-

serve." ever, and the only occupant was a boy of about six-
They talked for some little time on this and kindred teen, who lounged forward as the two friends ap

subjects, and when they finally parted Dick practically peared.

had decided on sending a favorable report to Frank. "Is IvIr. Maddox in?" Merriwell asked.
There could be no question of ~uart's integrity, nor "Yep. 'Want to see him?"

of his belief in the value of the mine; and, with that "For a few minutes, if he isn't too busy."

to back him, Merriwell felt he, could scarcely go wrong. The youth took Dick's card, ;ind, without even

"I'll just pay a visit to Mr. Maddox, though," he waiting to learn his business; he disappeared with it
thought, "before sending the wire. If the new ma- into a private office formed by roughly partitioning off
'chinery is delayed much longer, very likely the price a corner of the big one.

may drop still further, and perhaps Frank can pick it "It looks as if the cr,owd was having a vacation

up for less than twenty-five." until the machinery comes," Buckhart remarked, seat

ing himself on a chait. "I'll waithete while you see
-;)'

the old broncho."

A moment later Dict<: was summoned by a gesture
from the boy, and, entering the smaller-office, he found
himself in the presence of a slight, dark, 'keen-fea

tured man of about thirty-five years of age, who
apparently had just risen' from his desk near the win

dow. His quick, bright eyes took in the Yale 'man
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from he~d to foot with a single appraising glance,
and then he put out his hand.

"Glad'to meet you, Mr. Merriwell," he said pleas
antly. "Take a chair."

When Dick had seated himself, the older m;in
dropped back into his desk chair.

"Well, what can I do for you, sir?" he went on
courteously.

"I'm sorry to trouble you," Merriwell returned;
"but I'm interested in your mine and I thought you'd
tell me a few things about it."

The president picked up a pencil and began 'tap
ping his desk rhythmically with it.

"No trouble at all," he replied pleasantly. "I'm al

ways ready to give any information I can, all.d things

happen to be a bit slack just now. You've heard
about our misfortune; .peJ;'haps?"

Dick nodded.

"The breaking down of the machinery; you mean?"
he questioned.

"Yes-an outrageous performance I" Maddox ex
claimed, his face darkening. "The hoists and other

apparatus were operated until they literally fell to

pieces, and not a word was said to us until they were

useless. The fellow in charge must. have been an

absolute fool, though he came to us well recommended

and seemed to get good results. He said he didn't

want to go. to the ex~ense of buying new machinery

until he had to. And now we've been shut down for
more than a week, and are losing more than ten thou

sand doltars a day."

He st?pped abruptly, and his face- cleared some

what.

"You must excuse me," he apologized; "but, really,
when I get started op thjs subject I fi~d it, difficult

to stop."

"I don't blame you," 'Dick said., "It's certainly a

trying situation. . How 11?-uch longer do you figure

onhaving to stay closed?".

"Two weeks at the most. I hope to resume work
in ten days. The stuff will be shipped by fast freight

on Thursday, and, of course, as soon as it is in~talled,

we shall get to work again."

Dick hesitated a moment before he spoke.

"Do you think this will affect the standing of the

stock?" he asked presently.

"Possibly-a few' points," Maddox responded.

"There are always people who take fright at any

thing. But it will give men with heads on their

shoulders an opportunity to pick up bargains. The

value is there, you know, and can't get away, whether
w'~'re operating or not."

"Yes, of course. The reason I'm asking these ques
tions is because a brother of mine has a chance to pick
up a considerable amount of the stock at twenty-five."

Maddox raised his eyebrows.

"Twenty-five I" he exclaimed. "Why, it hasn't
gone down so low as that in over a year."

"This is at private sale," Dick explained.

The faintest possible wrinkle of anxiety appeared
/ .

on the president's forehead.

"This is news to me," he said quickly; "and frankly,
I'm'sorry to hear it. Of course, with us, who know

the true conditions, fluctuations of this kind make
no difference whatever. I wouldn't sell a share of

my stock for ten dollars over the quoted price, but
I hate to see people frightened into parting with their

holdings on account of an accident which we might

have prevented had we selected our superintendent
with better judgment."

"Yes, it's rather hard lines," Merriwell agreed.

"But, of course, it's a windfall for those on the out
side who want to get in. The question is, will it go

any lower?"

"I don't see how it can," Maddox returned emphat

ically. "The market price may not even get down to

twenty-five. I should advise your brother not to los;
an hour in snapp"i'ng the lot up. Well, what is it?"

The office boy had stuck his head inside the door.

"Want me to go with that telegram now?" he in
quired. "

The president frowned.

"Yes, of course I do I" he answered sharply. "I

thought you'd taken it over long ago. Get busy
and hustle. It's important."

The head was.withdrawn, and Maddox sank baCK
in his chair.
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"A more utterly stupid boy I never had," he com
plained. "I let the rest of the force take a vacation
until things are running again, 'but I fancy I'll have
to get back one who has some intelligence. That wire
to the manufacturers should have been in their hands
by this time, instead of just getting off. No, Mr.
Merriwell, I should say that your brother had better
not lose a moment in securing that block of stock.
There isn't a question but that it will go up at least ten
points very soon after we start up again. It's a
great bargain."

Merriwell stood up and reached for his hat.
"Thank you very much, Mr. Maddox," he said, "I'll

send a wire to that effect at once. I'm sorry to have
taken your time."

"Not at all, not at all," -the president assured him,
shaking his head heartily. "I'm very glad to have
helped you out. I hope I shall see you again S00n.
Perhaps you'll take dinner with me at the club some
night. Good-by. You can find your way out, I think."

Closing the door behind him, Dick rejoined his
friend, and together they left the office.

'i.
"Everything O. K. about the mine?" Brad inquired,

2S they went toward the street.

Dick did not answer. He had stooped to pick up a
folded sheet of paper lying near the outer door. There
was no writing on the outside, so he opened it to see

what it might be.

For an instant he knit his- brows over the brief con
tents. Then, suddenly, he realized that this was the
telegram the president had been in.- such a hurry about
sending. Oddly enough, it was not addressed to a
manufacturer of hoists or any other sort of mining

machi~ery, but to a firm of curb brokers having offices
on Broad Street, New York. It was a firm which Dick
had more than once heard of as making a specialty of
mining stocks. It seemed curious that Mr. Maddox
should have made such a mistake.

Wmoment later he gave a stifled exclamation. The
message was written in a code and unintelligible to
the ordinary individual. The code happened, however,

,to be the identical one, with orily a few minor varia
tions, which Frank Merriwell had used for a time and
~ith which Dick was perfectly familiar. While puz..

zling over the address, his mind had taken in, almost
'unconsciously, the meaning of the contents. These

were of a nature to fill him with astonishment.

"Sell thirty thousand shares poker at market.
Waste no time about it, but don't dump in heavy lots.",

"Poker 1'" Dick muttered. "Humph! That's

Straight Flush, of course. He don't dare put the name
down, even in a code message. By Jove! And he's
the one who told me five minutes ago he wouldn't sell
a single share for ten dollars over market price.
There's a nigger in this woodpile, sure."

CHAPTER X.

THE SURPRISING STORY OF SAM: HICKS.

"I allow there must be, partner, if you say so,"
Buckhart grinned. "But I can't say I'm a whole
lot wise to what the woodpile is, even."

Merriwell was about to reply when the office boy
came dashing in and nearly ran them down.

"Say!" he burst out. "See anythin'-- Oh, you

got it. T'anks."
He snatched the paper from betweeft Dick's fingers,

and made off again.
"Don't say nothin' about my droppiq.' it to the boss,

will yer?" he called back from the door. "He'd raise
merry thunder."

Without waiting for a reply, he dived out of 'sight,
. leaving the two friends to follow more slowly to the .

street.
The telegraph office was in the next block. Dick

had noticed it as they came from the hotel, but he
, did not turn that way now. Instead, he took the oppo~

site direction and walked sl9wly ~long, turning the
problem over in his mind.

It took but little thought to reach the 'conclusion
that something was decidedly wrong. Maqdox never
would consider the selling of so much stock-possibly
his entire holding-if things at the mine were as he
had represented them.

But what had gone wrong? That was the vital
guestion, and Merriwell, though as well iaformed gen-
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erally as the majority, did not know enough of the de
tails of veins and ores and mining operations even to
hazard a guess. It must have been something most
unusual to have deceived such a man as Malcolm
Stuart.

Presently Dick outlined the state of affairs tt> Brad,
but the Texan could suggest no explanation, save the
self-evident one that Maddox knew what had hap
pened and was striving to keep that knowledge from

leaking out until he could unload his holdings upon

the innocent, ignorant, investing public in t'he East.
"It's a rotten shame!" Memwell exclaimed hotly.

"Of course, he got his stock at bottom prices, and I'll
bet he's taken out more in dividend~ than he paid for
the whole shooting match. Yet here he is trying to
gouge the public out of twenty-eight dollars, or tb,ere
abouts, a share for what he knows is worthless.. ~t

must be worthless, you know. Otherwise he'd never
let it go."

"Sure," Buckhart agreed. "H;e's a snake in the
grass, I opine. It',s a right lucky thing you foun~ that
paper. You've sure saved Frank a nice littie wad
of the long green."

"Yes, but think of the other fellows who are going
to be done out of 'their eyeteeth," Dick returned. "A
lot of them probably can~t afford to lose. I wish--"

"Fine day, gents," said a voice close at hand.
It was Sam Hicks, the umpire .of the day before.

Hands deep in his pockets and hat pulled down over
his eyes, he leaned against a building, the picture of
easy-going idleness.

"Hello!" Dick laughed. "Resting after your stren-

uous experience?" "-

"Well, you might call it that," the miner chuckled.
"Only I've been resting jest like this for more'n a

week."

"Out of a job ?"
"Sorter that way-·yes: You see, I was workin'

in the Straight Flush till it shut down, an' since then

I ain't landed nothin' else."

Merriwe1l's eyelids flickered a little.

"Why did they shut down?" he asked quietly,

Hicks hesitated an instant; something down the

street seemed to interest him.

"Machinery broke down," he explained tersely, with·
out turning his head.

"What was the real reason?" Dick urged, in a sig
nificant tone.

Hicks wheeled swiftly round,' his fa<;e flushing
d~rkly. The indolent, lazy attitude had vanished, and
"" .

. in his eyes was wonder, mingled with what looked very
like fear.

"vVa-what-do-you-mean?" he faltered.
Merriwell stepped close to him.
"Look here, Hicks," he said, in a low, quick voice,

"I know broken-down mac~inery wasn't the cause of
closing that mine. I don't know the reason, but you
do. What was it?"

The crimson ebbed out of the man's face, leaving it
unnaturally pale. He had taken his hands out of his
pockets and was shifting nervously from one foot to
the other. His eyes were averted. The pause threat-

- . i
ened to drag on indefinitely.

"What was it?" Dick repeated quietly. "You told
(

me yesterday that if there was ever anything you
C01.tld do for me you'd do it. vVell, you're not a piker,
are you? You're not the sort of a man who breaks
his word?"

The man flung back his head with an angry .ges
ture.

"No, I ain't 1" he snapped. "I meant what I said,
~n' 1'11--"

He broke off,abruptly and glanced around uneasily.
"I'll tell you," he went on, lowering his voice to

a whisper; "but not here. Let's hike down the street
a ways, where there ain't anybody hangin' around." .

In the five minutes it took them to reach and pass
the last house in the row, not a word was spoken.
Hicks walked with face set "straight ahead· and that
same veiled, frightened look in his eyes. Whenthey
paused fifty feet from the house, close by a big bowl
der, he looked defi~ntly at Dick.'

"You kin have me jugged if you want to," he said,
with attempted bravado; "but I don't look on it as
stealin'."

Merr~well's eyes ~idened.

"Will you tell me 'what you're talking about?" he.
exclaimed.
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"I didn't take no more'n I'd 'a' got if I hadn't been

turned off," the miner went on. "I would 'a' stopped
the minute I got a new job, an', anyhow, old Maddox

hasn't got it on me any. If I could only git to Tono
pah, or any place but here, I'd be all ,right. Throwin'

the whole bunch of us on the town jest nachural~

took up every job there was lyin' around loose. I don't
see how you--"

"Stop!" Merriwell exclaimed sharply. "I don't un
derstand a word you're saying. t want to know why
the mine was abandoned. I'm not accusing you of
anything, Sam."

"Ain't I tellin' you,' protested Hicks. "Haven't t
been gain' down every--" ",

He broke off abruptly and his jaw dropped~. For a

full minute he gazed at Merriwell's face, 'the blood
rushing into his own until it was a dark crimson.

"Well, of all the danged fools!" he exclaimed finally:
"You jest wanted to know-- Oh, gee! Me for
the nutty house ! You didn't know nothin' about what
I done? Whew? I sort of give myself away,
didn't I?"

"You certainly did," Dick agreed; "and, having
gone as far, you may as well finish it up and relieve
our curiosity. You ought to know we're not the sort
to blab things about."

Hicks cast a swift glance of scrutiny at each face
in turn. Apparently he was satisfied, for he smiled
grimly.

"1 reckon you are," he said. "Anyhow, it don't
make no difference. I'm bound to tell you. It's this
way: When they closed up the mine, it sartainwa~

a surprise to us fellers. The h'ists was pretty much
on the bum, but they might 'a' lasted a bit longer.
They said as, how we'd be back to work in two weeks,
an' for a couple 0' days I didn't think much of it. ,But
when Ed Coley an' th' rest 0' his crowd41iked for
Frisco, I begun to smell a rat."

He paused and scratched his head reflectively.

"They was all working to~ther that last day,"
he continued,' "an' arter they was gone I begins to.
remember !hings. Hagin, the super, was down in their
level an hour before quittin' time, for one. When he
come hustlin' past where I was workin' he didn't

look overpleased, neither. About half an hour arter
that one 0' the h'ists busted up, an' when we was gain'

out we was told not t~how up till further notice. The
machinery had give out an' they had to git new-so

they said."
"You didn't believe that?" Dick questioned eagerly.
"Sure-then. But when Coley an' the rest went to

Frisco, I begins to think. Why would they have the

coin to go when most of us was dea,d broke? I
couldn't figure it out, so, two nights arter, I went down
to see."

Merriwell's eyes were gleaming.
"Into the mine?" he asked quickly.

"Sure. It was ~asy enough. Old Kogy was watch- '

man, an' he allus goes to sleep right early. I clumb
down the ladder, which wasn't no cinch, an' hunts
about. I went straight to where Coley an' the rest
was workin' . There was the tools an' everythin' jest as
they left 'em, natural like. A blast had jest been fired,
but the rock not cleared away. I clears it, an'--"

He stopped and glanced swiftly around. The two
. ~ ~

Yale men, intensely interested in the recit~l, bent'.for-
ward.

"Yes?" Dick que~tioned. !
"I found-lime," the mirier whispered dramatically.
"Lime!" e~hoed Merriwell, in ,a puzzled tone.
"A bed 0' lime!" repeated Hicks triumphantly. '''The

vein was gone-not pinched out, but· gone. I don't
go for to understand it, not bein' learned, but there it
was-gone, an' nothin' but limestone underneath. I
never seen nothin' like it before, an' I've mined a con
sid'able number 0' years."

"A-h !"

'With a long-drawn sigh, Dick straightened up. This
. was what Maddox was trying so desperately to con
ceal. The vein had come t6 nothing. In some strange,
inexplicable fashion the gold-bearing are which had
promised so well on the &urface, was only a 'crust that '
covered a worthless substance.

"\Vh<!-t did you do ?", Dick asked presently. IJ

Hicks flushed and twisted his muscular fingers to
gether.

"I to'-I stole some 0' the good ore," he confessed. "I
was strapped, an' there was the wife to think about. I
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diqn't take no more'n I'd 'a' earned in a day, honest
I didn't."

Merriwell shrugged his shoulders.

"It's none 'of my affair," he said slowly. "I don't

know as you're any worse, or as bad, as Maddox,
only he's doing the thing just inside the line of the
law. Did you go down again, Sam?"

"Every night, reg'lar:' admitted the miner.
Dick thought hard for a minute or two.
"Would you take me down, and two others?" he

asked at length.

Hicks looked worried.

"We might get pinched," he objected.
"I'll take the blame if we do," Merriwell assured

him. "You'd better do it. There won'~ be any risk
to speak of."

"Well, all right," agreed the miner grudgingly.
"When do you want to go."

"To-night. Where will we meet you."
"S'pose we say right here at eleven o'clock," Hicks

suggested, after a moment's thought.

When they left him a few minutes later, Buckhart

was smiling.

"Ructions!" he commented, with considerable en
joyment. ~'I opine this is going to beat a three-ring

circus for fun. Who's the third man, pard?"

"Malcolm Stuart, of course," Merriwell answered.
"He's an expert, and his ,word is better than lots of
others persons' bonds."

--,
CHAPTER XI.

THE MINE AT MIDNIGHT.

Darkness, thick, dense and impenetrable! It filled
every nook and cranny, pressed down from above,
dogged the heels, and swallowed up' the faint shadows
of the four men walking slowly' in single file through
the lower level of the Straight Flush Mine.

The tiny spark of light in' the cap of the leader
seemed· only to emphasize the intense gloom. Cer
tainly it was of little use to reveal obstacles, for they
were constantly stumbling over heaps of ore and tools
of various sorts which cumbered the narrow tunnel.

"Surely, we must be almost there/' said the second
man, at length.

There was a vibrating eagerness in his voice. The.
speaker was Malcolm Stuart, who was anxious to reaCh
their desti~ation for the purpose of investigating the
strange story which Dick Merriwell had brought to
hIm. As a problem of his profession, it thrilled him

with a scientific interest; as a possible reflection on his
integrity, it roused him to anger. His reputation was

worth more to Malcolm Stuart than anything-or

everything-:else in th~ world.
Strictly speaking, no one could hold the engineer

at fault. He had reported oft conditions as he found
them, without allowance for curious and unexpected
freaks of nature. But he knew that thousands of in
vestors all over the country had faith in the mine be

cause he had passed favorably on it. They would not
uljierstand how blameless he really. was when their
money suddenly vanished into thi.n 'air, and thethought
that the man he had believed in was deliberately plan
ning to unload before the truth became known, shift
ing the loss upon the innocent and ignorant,' filled him

with fury.
"Fifty feet more, sir," replied Saot Hicks, in an

uneasy tone.
Sam knew the engineer by reputation, and Stuart's

presence here filled him with foreboding. It would all

come out, and visions of the penitentiary danced be

fore his eyes.

Stuart quickened his steps. The light in the miner's
cap flared and flickered, and, stopping suddenly, burned

clearly again.

"Here it is, sir," said Hicks.

He had no' need to point toward the roughly circu
lar 'b:ole, filled with chunks and broken pieces of are•.

Instantly Stuart was down ?n his knees, tossing the
debris away. The others hastily bent to help him, and·
for ten minutes they worked in feverish silence until
the hole was cleared. Then the engineer drew' a pdw
erfu1 electric lamp from his pocket and flashed it. .
downward.

I
I

Around and around the bright circle flashed, taking
in every crack and crevice. Sometimes' it paused, qui'v..
efing like a live thing, only to, move on restlessly
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;1gain. And always the eager eyes followed its move
ment. More than once the man bent until his face

almost touched the rock, and several times he broke
~ bit from it with a small hammer he carried. His

lips were tightly pressed together and there was '!- deep

furrow· between his eyes, which seemed to grow swiftly

deeper as the examination progressed.

At last the spot of light came to rest and the man's

eyes sought Merriwell's.

"You are quite right, Mr. Merriwell," he said, with

a cur.ious sort of quietness. "I am sorry to say that

Maddox is a scoundrel."

"The vein has come t~ an end?" Dick askeci curi

ously.

Stuart nodded.

"Exactly. It rests on lime. There may be a few
hundred thousand dollars' worth left to be cleaned up,

but that is all."

"But might it not commence again further down?"
Merriwell suggested.

"Quite impossible. The whole hill is what we term

a slide. In other words, eons ago some disturbance
cause""<i part of an elevation to slide away from its base,

coming to rest on some lower surface. The vein of
gold ore was at the bottom of this moving mass; the

limeston¢ below it was the surface of that lower level.
There is no possible geological connection between the

two. To find the re'st of the vein one would have to

seek the spot from which the hill was detached."

"But might not that be done?" Merriwell questi~ned

eagerly.

Stuart arose and brushed the dirt from his clothes.. .
The flashlight snapped out, leaving them only the flick-
ering flame ~f the miner's lamp.

. "It has been done already," the engineer answered.

"Unless I am very much mi~aken, the remainder of

the vein is located on the property of the Goldfield Ex

tension mine,. a couple of thousand yards or so up the•
slope. The fonnatio!J. is very similar,. and pay are
started almost on the surface."

"He squared his shoulders and his face hardened.

"Shall we not be going?" h.e asked quietly. "I have
a: little work to do to-night, and, in the morning--"

• •
He did not finish, the sentence, but there was not

one of the men who failed to understand wnatwas in
his mind. It looked very much as if Lewis Maddox

was in for an extremely uncomfortable interview.
In almost complete silence the four men made their

way back to the shaft and toiled up the ladder to the
surface. More or less winded, all of them, they

stopped here to rest a little and then stg.rted down to

the town.
Arriving on the outskir1;s, Hicks paused.

"This is my way," he said, indicating the western

part of the settlement.

Stuart turned to him quickly.

"I am very greatly obliged to you, Hicks," he said, '

holding out his hand. "You have done me a great

service. Isn't there some way I could return it-a

job, perhaps?"

The miner shook hands a bit awkwardly.

"I'm out 0' work," he began hesitatingly, "an' there

ain't none to be had here."

"Where do you want to go? Tonopah? Bullfrog?"
"Anywheres 'u'd suit."

Stuart hastily drew out a memorandum book and,

scrawling a few lines on a p~e, handed it to Hicks.
"Give that to the superintendent of the Craw's Nest,

at Tonopah, and he'll take you on. Wait a minute,

now. You've got to move yourself and family-if
you have one."

\

Pulling. out a roll of bills; ne peeled off one. A

glimpse at the :corner of the bill made the miner's eyes
pop out.

"There," Stuart said, thrusting it into the fellow's'

hand. "Don't thank me. I am still your debtor."

He walked quickly away before the miner had a

chance to sp~k. Dick was following him, when Hicks
caught his arm. .

"You won't say nothin' about them there-er-,'

little bits 0' ore, will you, sir?" he whispered.

"Not a word," Dick returned quickly.• "GoOd-Jay
\

and. good luck."

A little later, at the club, Dick and Brad were bid

ding the engineer good night. Stuart had than1,<ed

Merriwell rather more fervently thil.11 the Yale. man
considered necessary for the small part he had played

in the affair, and accompanied them to the door.
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. "Of course, I shall have it out with Maddox to
morrow," he said decisively. "It will upset my plans
considerably, for it is vitally important for me to take

the early train East; but it is eyen more necessary to
straighten things out here. Maddox must stop his
underhand proceedings instantly."

Dick hesitat~d for an instant and then said doubt
fully:

"I don't suppo~e you'd care to intrust me with that,
woulg. you?"

Stuart gave him a penetrating glance, and then he
smiled a littl~:

"Possibly," he said. "You have proved yourself ex
tremely quick-witted so far. Have you any plan?"

Merriwell nodded and spoke rapidly for a few min

utes. When he had finished the engineer's face was
decidedly less troubled.

"I 'don't see why that shouldn't work," he said

. promptly. "It will certainly relieve me of a lot. of
worry. Suppose you come back for a few minutes
and we'll go over it in detail."

CHAPTER XII.

BLOCKING A SHADY, DEA~'"
, .

"Back again, ep,?" pertly inquired the languid office
boy, as Dick Merriwell appeared in the doorway next
'morning. "Yes, the old man's in, all right. You

can go rIght in. He ain't busy these days."

The Yale man crossed the room and knocked lightly

at the door of the private office.

"Well?" snapped a voice.

Evidently Lewis Maddox was not in the best of
humors, and Dick smiled curiously fo.r an instant be
fore he pushed open the door and stepped inside.

The president was standing by a safe in the corner,_
and, as he glanced around, a look of annoy~nce flashed
into his face. It was gone in an instant, however,

.and was replaced by a smile.

"Ah, Mr. Merriwell!" he said pleasantly. "Good
morni,ng. Sit down and make yourself comfortable."

"Thank' you," Dick said coolly; "but my busine.:ss

is very brief."

Perhaps there was that in his voice which warned
the mining man that something unpleasant was com
ing. At all events, Maddox swung around, his back
to the closed safe, and his slightly narrowing, specu
lative eyes fixed on Merriwell's face.

"Indeed?" he murmured..

"Yes. I came to ask you to wire your bankers at
once, telling them that you withdraw the thirty thou
sand shares of Straight Flush which you ordered them
yesterday to sell at market."

The president gasped and a dark flush crimsoned his
face.

"What do you mean?" he gasped.
"Exactly what I say:' Dick retorted coolly. "A:nd

I should urge the necessity of haste. The market will
open in a few hours, and it would be unfortunate.

should any of that stock be sold."
The crimson flush deepened to purple on the presi

dent's face, and his eyes flashed dangerously. The
veneer of polished suaveness had vanished, leaving the
character of the real man plain for all to see.

"How dare you!" he exclaimed furiously. "There
isn't a word of truth in what you say. You have the
gall6f an army mule to come in here and tell me what
I must, or must not do. Leave my office instantly!"

Dick leaned against the door and folded his arms.
"Rather poorly done," he rrlurmured-"a,nd quite

useless. Yau see, I happen to understand your code,
and, picking up your telegram on the floor outside, I
found it was not to the manufacturer of hoisting ma

chinery."
"You read it-a private message?" gasped Maddox.

Dick nodded.
"Involuntarily, I assure you:' he explained. "In the

light of later developments, however, I am not in the
least sorry. Will you write that message? Time is

passing, you know."

"No!" thundered the president. "You insolent
puppy! If you do not lea~ the office instantly I shall

have you put out."

He took a step toward the telephone.

"I wouldn't do that if I were you," Merriwell said
quietly: "You see, I went down into your mine last

night and took a look about."
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With livid face and staring eyes, the slim, dark man
staggered back against the closed door of the safe.
One hand caught the knob and held it tightly. His
lips moved, but no sound came from them. He moist:"'
.ened them several times with his tongue, and at last
he spoke.

"You-went-_U

"Yes, and found the rea~on for the closing down.
It was not worn-out machinery. Will you write that
message?"

Maddox did not answer. He was thinking hard.
Time-only a litt1~ time, was what he wanted. Every
minute gained after the Stock Exchange opened would
put more dollars in his pocket. He wasted no thought
on how this meddler had found his way into the mine
and disco:vered the thing he had tried so hard to con
ceal. That was unimportant. The vital thing now
was to gain time. If only his stock sold he would be
all right. He could start again with the proceeds.
There would be impleasant whispers, of course, but
no one could prove that he had known of the worth
lessness of the mine. This fellow was no expert. and
his word would ge for nothing.

With a returning grip upon himself, the president
straightened up and his face grew calmer. He would
brazen it out. Malcolm Stuart, the only man really
•to be fea~ed, had left Goldfield. Maddox himself had

chanced to see him board the train that morning.
"Will you write that message ?" Merriwell repeil-ted

somewhat impatiently.
"No!" retorted Maddox. "And, what is more, I

shall have you arrested at once, on the charge of tres
passing."

Dick shrugged his shoulders.

"As you like;" he said calmly. "It would b,e a very., .

foolish move, though."

, A glance at the clock showed him that it was almost
nine. Allowing for the difference in time and possible
delays, the. telegram should be· dispatched instantly.
His face hardened. and the careless, easy-going expres
sion vanished.

"Let uS end this," he said tersely.. "Unless you
: write and send· that message at once, I shan wire an
..~dvertisement to every 'big newspaper in· the country.

giving the details of what you have done, and making
it impossible for you ever to enter business in your own

name again."
"Bah!" retorted Maddox, scowling. "What of it?

Who would believe a statement signed by a' man ut~

terly unknown in the mining world ?",
('Not many, perhaps," Dick replied evenly. "It hap

pens, however, that my name will not appear. The ad·
vertisement has already been drawn up and signed by

-Malcolm Stuart!"

The president reeled against the safe. A sort of
mist whirled befor~ his eyes, and, when it had cleared
away, he looked limp and nerveless

"Stuart!" he whispered.

"Yes ;he was with me last night. It was he who
made the examination. Will you write that message,

or must 1--"

"N0, no!" gasped Maddox,· staggering toward his
desk. "It would ruin me. Don't send it. I'll do what
you want."

With every bit of bluster gone, he fairly fell into
his chair and drew a sheet of paper from the rack. He
looked ten years older in almost as many seconds.
His fingers trembled as he fumbled for a pen, and,
as he plunged it hastily into the inkwell, asplutter of
black splashed over the clean' blotter.

"Wa-~hat-'shall I-write?" h~ faltered, glancing
up at Merriwe.U.

TI:tE END.

"Dick Merriwell's Reliance; or. The Man Who Had
Served Time," is the title of .the story which will ap
~ear in the next number of TIP Top, to be published
on September 9th. . In this the author, Mr. Burt L.
Standish, presents to his readers one of the most dra
matic and picturesque narratives that ever has come
from his pen, Compelled to play the role of a detec-. .; .

rive, Dick Merriwell performs a feat which, by reason
of its cleverness and its astonishing res~lts, excites the
wonder of his friends and brings to justice a criminal
who had every reason to believe that he was free frOIJ:l
suspicion. Seldom has Mr. Standish written a: story
so gripping and so replete with qualities that mUst ap
peal to every heart.
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BREATHING THROUGH THE NOSE.
It is all-important, in order to preserve the system from shock

and the danger of contamination by foreign substances, that be
fore the air enters the lungs it should be made as nearly as pos
sible of the same temperature as the blood, and should be de-

·prived of all particles of dust, which might be a hindrance to the
bodily functions.

The entire course of the tortuous nasal canal is lined with
mucous membrane, and this membrane is of a highly vascular
structure. That is to say, the whole tissue is flushed with blood

·by a perfect network of vessels, over which the air we breathe
passes, and from which it borrows the requisite lleat. . The
mucus which is secreted by· the membranes is also advantageous

-cin rendering the atmosphere suitably moist.
In the light of these considerations, the differences between

air breathed in through the nose and that taken in by the mouth
becomes at once apparent. In the first case it is gently drawn .
in through the winding canals, and is tempered and purified on
the way, while the ~ir which reaches the lungs by way of the
mouth comes upon them all at once, and is identical in nature
with the surrounding atmosphere. whether that be warm or cold,
dry or moist, full of dust or free from it.

Of no less importance than the benefits accruing to the whole
system from properly breathing through the nose are'those which
result to the nasal membranes themselves. In the process of im
parting heat and moisture to the air as it passes over them, the
tissues are prevented from accumulating an oversupply of
mucus, and any excess of blood pressure in the parts is relieved
by the contact of the cold air which is constantly breathed in.
One investigator has even gone so far as to assert that many
forms of colds may be greatly benefited by a correct breathing
exercise taken every few hours.

However that may be, it is certain that the disadvantages of
mouth breathing are too numerous and glaring to be lightly
passed over. . .• . . ..

A DEUCATE MECHANICAL FEAT.
. Mr. Williams, watchmaker, recently accomplished. a remark-
· able mechanical feat-that of drilling a hole through the entire
length ofa common pin, from head to point, .the opening being
just large enough to admit of the passage ora fine hair. Mr.
Williams is the mechanic who, two years ago, .cut a sewing
needle in two lengthwise, and then drilled holes and fastened it
together so nifely that the split could not be seen with the naked
eye. .

A SNAKE IN THE DRAWING-ROOM.
By T. M. ROD~Y

"I suppose, uncle, you had lots of adventures with snakes
while you were living in India?" .

"'Not very manY,my boy. Snakes 'are not so frequently ~~t

with as people who have never been there seem to imagine."
"But I thought that the whole country swarmed with them,

and that hundreds of people were killed by snakes every year."
"There are plenty of snakes in the country, no doubt; but with

very few exceptions they are naturally timid, and conceal th~-
selves at the first sound of a human footstep. ,

"There is a snake known as Hamadr:,'as elaps, which is.markeii
like a cobra, but is much larger, and even more savage and

. venomous. This. creature is said to attack men, and even to pur
sue them, without the slightest provocation. Happily it is seldom
found; and as some set-off against its unpleasant qualities, it
gobbles up other snakes-even the dreaded cobra itself-when
ever it can catch them. From this laudable habit it has also been
named the ophiophagus-the snake eater.

"A good many of the poorer natives of India are killed by
snakes, especially in the cold season. They sleep' on the mud
floors of their huts, wrapped in a blanket or a rizaHhat is, a
quilt padded with cotton. Snakes are very fond of warmth, and
it often happens that a cobra or other venomous snake enters a
hut, and cuddles up to one of these people as they lie on the
floor. Presently the sleeper turns and disturbs the' snake. One
nip of its deadly fangs, and the reptile glides away, having done
its fatal work. But I am afraid that a great number of the
deaths set down to snake bite are really murders.

"The natives of India set very little value on human life. It
is not at all uncommon for a caild to be cruelly murdered for
the sake of a few paltry ornaments which it is wearing, and the
total value of which is only a few cents.

"As for snake bites, it is often set up as a cloak to conceal
murder.

"Poison is easily administered to a troublesome husband, a
superfluous wife. or any other obnoxious member of the house-
~~ .

"Two punctures are then made in the arm or leg of the dead
body, and it is taken to some rural thannah or police station,
where the 'snake bite' is pointed out, and duly entered in the
station rO;imamcha or diary, as having been the cause of death.

"Then the body is buried or burned with all speed, according
as the victim was Mahomedan or Hindu; and there is another
false entry in the official returns for that year."

"Bother official returns I" exclaimed my nephew, with that
charming frankness for which some members of the rising
generation are distinguished. "Can't you tell me of some ad
veutures with snakes?" •

Thus gently besought, I told him of some narrow escapes
which had come within my personal experience. Here is a snake
story to begin with:

We were living at a town which I will call Mofussilpore, in
the district of Behar. In the cold weather evenings we always
had a fire in the drawing-room, and my wife's favorite seat,
when we were alone, was a large fender-stool in front of the fire
place. The top oj. this stool was covered with wool work, and
this was bound al the edges with broad-striped gray tape, such
as is used for nailing down mats in Indian houses. .

After dinner one evening I settled down in the veranda to
smoke, while my wife went into the drawing-room, the lamps in
which were burning dimly, having been turned down when we
went to dinner. She went up to the fender-stool, and saw, lying
on the floor, what looked like a large loop of tape which had
got loose from its fastenings. She stooped to pick it up-and
grasped the cold, clammy coil. of a snake! Most providentially,
she dropped the reptile before it had time to twlst round and
bite. .

The cry which she uttered aroused one 9f our menservants,
who was half asleep in the adjoining badminton room-this was

. before lawn tennis superseded battledore and shuttlecock-and he
ran into the drawing-room just as a large keraitglided out from
its retreat under the fender-stool. With a yell of "Ai bapre!"
(Oh, my father!) the servant rushed, to get a stick, and ..ttacked
the snake with great vigor. .
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Hearing the commotion. I ran into the drawing-room; but by
this time the snake was done for, as its spine was broken in half
a dozen places.
, If the creature had bitten my wife, nothing could have saved
her; for the bite of a kerait is very nearly-if not quite-as
deadly as that of a cobra.

A CLEVER CONVICTION.
By GEORGE COX.

Cases in which a man has been convicted of crime on purely
circumstantial evidence are of frequent occurrence, but in the
majority of instances it would not be difficult to point to at least
one weak link in the chain of guilt. Though numbers of innocent
persons have in this way suffered punishment, here is a striking
case in which a criminal was found guilty on testimony that left
no room for even the shadow of a doubt. ,

One night an assassin entered a drover's house in Ohio, killed
the inmates and secured a sealed package containing eighteen
hundred dollars in bank notes. In order to conceal his crime,
he set fire to the house before leaving it. The building burned
slowly, and the neighbors were able to extinguish the flames and
to discover the murderous work which had been done.

The assassin, before leaping over the fence, had torn open the
wrapper of the package and flung it on the ground. This was
picked up by the police, and marks of blood were found upon it.
It was the only clew in their possession. ,

After twenty-four hours the murderer returned to the town.
The police suspected him, because he had been mysteriously
absent, and was known to have been intimate with the drovei. '
They did not arrest him, but constantly watched him for months.

He had been poor, but now seemed to have money. In the
course of a week he married, and went away on a wedding tour.
Two d~tectives, followed him. Whenever he paid a hotel bill, or'
offered money for any purpose, they secured the bank notes
'which had been in his possession.

Subsequently he made several journeys, with the detectives
behind him. and finally went to Minnesota. There he paid out
a twenty-dollar bill with a red thumb mark on one corner. The
police arrested him as soon as they examined it.

On the trial the torn wrapper with its blood mark was identi
,fied as having been in the drover's possession. The bank notes
which had been traced to the ,assassin were put in it with the last
one paid out by him on top.

The smear of, blood on the wrapper corresponded precisely
with the marks on the bank note underneath. The specialist's
magnifying glass revealed unerringly how the murderer's thumb,
in tearing open the envelope, had touched the first bank note. It
WaS circumstantial evidence conclusive 6f guilt. The murderer
was convicted and hanged.

The police ill this instance understood their business. They
had their theo!}' in relation to the crime, but they had no evi
dence upon whIch to secure a conviction. They had their torn
wrapper, and were confident that the bank note which had been
directly underneath would have a corresponding smear of blood.

They allowed the assassin to go where he liked, and waited
patiently for him to convict himself. In the end they secured
evidence establishing his guilt with absolute certainty. J

Circumstantial evidence can be as conclusive as direct proof,
and it is sometimes more trustworthy, because tbere is less
chance for perjury or conspiracy.

ONLY A RAT.
A boy ten years old suddenly appeared on the street, with a

rat trap held high in his hand, The trap contained a rat-an old
veteran-who had probably eaten twenty times his weight in
cheese. For years and years he had been too fly for those who
sought his destruction, but the pitcher bad gone to the well once
too often. He was squealing and squirming about, but there
was no one to pity. The boy had scarcely gained the street when
there was a rush for him, and men and boys were heard shout-

iniiIeos got a rat '"
"Lemme git my dog I"
The man who knows all about rats was there, of course. Also

the man who has made the killing of rats a specialty all his life.
"You don't want to fool with that rat," cautioned the first.
"I think 'I know my business," bluntly replied, the second.
Three or four dogs were brought into the crowd. The man

who is always wi11ing to boss the job also got off the street car
and elbowed his way in to demand:

"What's all this fuss about? A rat, eh? Now, then, every- ,
body stand back. Gimme that trap 1" ,

The boy demurred. It was his trap and his rat. He felt that
he ought to be consulted.

"Let 'er go, Gallagher I" yelled one of the cro\1{d. ' .
A policeman now appeared. He began to use hIS offiCIal elbows

to open a path for his body, but the crowd resented the action
and began to hustlt; him until he threatened to collar so~e o~e.'
Meanwhile the twp men who knew all about rats were Jawmg
with the man who wanted to boss the job, and the boy was de
claring that his brother would lick the man who stole his rodent.

"Look out for the cop 1" '
The crowd began to circle around, and the boy fell down and

lost his trap. Some one picked it up and shook the rat out,
and dogs, and men, and boys were all mixed up and falling over
each other. In the confusion the rat got away into the sewer, the
policeman rapped three men on the back with his club and the
crowd dissolved, leaving about a dozen,hats being kicked around
on the battleground. Then a lot of peoplellhook their fists in
the air, and another lot caned somebody a 11ar, and everybody

"'went away mad, and threatening to get even if it took him a
whole year.

A PUZZLED PIG.
Some years ago, a farmer being very much annoyed by his

best sow breaking into a cornfield, search was instituted in vain
for a hole in the rail fence. Failing to find any, an attempt was
next made to drive out the animal by the way of her entrance,
but, of course, without success. The owner then resolved to
watch her proceedings, and, posting himself at night in a fence
corner, he saw her enter at one end of a hollow log outside the
field, and emerge at the end within the inclosure.

"Ho, ho!" cried he, "I have you now, old lady I"
Accordingly, he proceeded" after turning her out once more, to

so arrange the log-it being very crooked-that both ends opened
on the outside 'of the field. '

The next day the animal was observed to enter at her accus
tomed place" and shortly emerge again. Her astonishment at
finding herself in the same field whence she had started was ex
ceedingly ludicrous. She looked this way and then that, grunted
her dissatisfaction, and finally returned to the original starting
place. After a deliberate survey of matters, to satisfy herself
that it was all right, she again. entered t~e log. On emerging
yet once more on the wrong SIde, she eVlnced even more sur
prise than before, ~nd, turning about, retraced the log in an op':,
posite direction. Finding this effort likewise in vain, after look
ing long and attentively at the position of things, with a short,
angry grunt of disappo'intment, and perhaps fear, she turned
short round, and started off on a brisk run, nor could either
coaxing or driving ever after induce her to visit that part of the
field. She seemed to have a superstition concerning the spot.

A BULLDOG'S NATUR.E.
A savage-looking bulldog, which belonged to a schooner lying

at a wharf in San Francisco, fell into the bay unnoticed by any
0t!e on board. After vainly trying to scramble up the vessel's
side, he caught hold with his teeth on a rope attached to a small
boat lying alon~side. Then he attempted to place his forefeet on
the line to use It as a rest, but in this he was again unsuccessful
for every time he made the attempt the small boat would back;
the rope would sag and the brute would duck'beneath the surface.

Every time he came up again he was hanging by the teeth with
a sort of deathlike grip to the line. This exercise, without beI'\e
ficial results, seemed to eXhaust him even more than his attempts
to reach the deck of the vessel. For a few moments he rested
then, turning his ugly face and his wicked eyes toward those on th~
wharf, he .set. up.a howl. A Newfoundland leaped into the water,
true to hIS lllstmct, and swam toward the struggling bulldog
The latter, also showing his nature, regarded the rescuer's ap~
proach as a challenge to fight. Releasing his hold on the painter
he turned and not only put himself on the defensive, but growled
and snarled, and fin.ally made an attempt to bite the one that
would have helped hIm to a place of 'safety. '
T~~ Newfou~dland, n~t a c?ward by nature, but hot a fighter,

reahzmg that hiS good mtenhon was not appreciated or under
stood by the brute that had given such howls of distress turned
and swam to the boat steps, from which he mad~ his way to the
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wharf, s~o?k him~elf and trotted away. In' the meantime the
u~app~ecIatlve terper swam back to the,painter, got another grip
wIth his teeth on It, and howled anew. About this time some one
belonging to the schooner seized the rope, hauled the shivering
brute alongside, and, seizing him by the skin of the neck hauled
him on board. " "

ONLY A COMMERCIAL TRANSACTION.
She was an aristocratic but vinegar-faced lady and she had

called on her friend Mrs. Grindstone. '
"He:s a char!Ui.ng li~tle fellow, Mrs. Grindstone," she said,

referrmg to Wlllte Gnndstone, Jr. "Only five years old you
say? you'.u give mc: a kiss, w<?ri't you, Willie?" '

Wllhe did not, evmce any SIgnS of eagerness to comply with
the request, but he kissed her.

"That's a good boy," said the visitor; ,"but what are you hold-
ing in your hand so tightly?" ,

"It's a quarter mamma gave me," said the truthful Willie·
"she said she 'spected you'd want to kiss me, and I wouldn't d~
it for less."

EASY TOOTH PULLING.
Before the days of chloroform there was a quack who adver

tised tooth drawing without pain. The patient was placed in a
chair, and the instrument applied to his tooth with a wrench,
followed by a roar from the unpleasantly surprised sufferer

"Stop,:' said the d~tist; "compqse yourself. I told y~u I
would gIve you no pam, but I only Just gave you that twinge as
a specimen to show you Cartwright's method of operating."

Again the instrument was applied, another tug, another roar.
"Now, don't be impatient; that is Dumerge's way; be seated

and calm yourself. You will now be sensible of the superiority
of my method." ~

Another application, another tug, another roar.
"Now, pray be quiet; that is Parkinson:s mode, and ,you don't

like it, and no wonder." , .
By this time the tooth hun¥ by a thread; and whipping it out,

the operator exultingly exclaImed: ;
"That is my mode of tooth drawing without pain, and you are

now enabled to compare it with operations of Cartwright, Du
merge, and Parkinson." -----

STOPPING A LEAK WITH SAWDUST.
To stop the leakage of a boat by the use of sawdust appears at

the first suggestion ridiculous. It is a common method, however,
employed bybackwoodsmen of the Adirondack region.

One day last summer a party having considerable baggage, dis
covered upon unloading it into a scow at the end of the regular
"carries," that the boat leaked badly. To delay for repairs would
occasion considerable annoyance, and without repairs, to proceed
seemed impossible.

At this juncture one of the guides said:
"I think I can fix it. Just unload the boat again."
This was done, and then the guide brought from a sawmill

near the spot a quantity of sawdust. This' he sprinkled thickly
upon the water on either side of the boat.

"Now," continued he, ''load up again."
This was done, and when the weight again sank the boat, the

influx of water through the sides and bottom sucked in the saw
dust, which finally accumulated in the crevices, swelled under the
action of the water, and actually stopped the leakage.

GETTING A CROWD.
Everybody knows how curious the average pedestrian is, and

how easy it is to collect a crowd. Going home along the street
a few evenings ago, our friend Dan ;McCord suddenly stopped,
and lighting a match, began seai-ching carefully on the edge of
the pavement. He, soon had half a dozep people, round him, one
,of whom asked: ,. " '

,"What are you looking for?" -
"A ten-dollar bill," replied Mac curtly.
Thereupon the questioner pulled out a lot of matches, lighted

,one, and assisted in the search, an example which was, quickly
followed by two or three others, while the crowd rapidly in-
<:reased. .

"Whereabouts did you lose the bill?" again asked the first
'speaker. . ,

"I didn't lose it. I'm only looking for one; it's so long since I
possessed one," was Mac's stolid reply; and then the crowd
melted'more quickly than it had gather~d. '

APPLAUSE
.~~Jt1>~~
This is the "Get Together" Department. Here, evetJ' week, the

"Tip Top" friends chat with the editor and with each other. The
"Tip Top" family knows no geographical boundllrles: an o..er the
great round earth, from North to South, the members stand shoulder
to shoulder with Burt L. Standish for truth, honor, strength, courage,
and clean living. :Many letters are received-letters of comradeship
praise and friendly criticism-and while we have not suflicients~
for their immediate publication, they are all welcomed, in turn, to
their place by the fireside.

Enjoys it Immensely.
I have read your TIP Top WEEKL"! stories for a good while,

and enjoy them immensely. I think that Feather is a scoundrel.
My brother also reads them. FLOYDE DAVIS.

Gloversville, New York.

S.,.t on Earth.
I have got five girls to read the TIP Tops, and all think they

are the best books on earth. I have read the TIP Tops from No.
375 to the present date. My favorites are June, Doris, Inza,
Dick; Tucker, Buckhart, Jones, Kid Lee, and Bob Claxton. I
like Claxton because I am a Southerner myself. Three cheers
and a tiger for Burt L. Standish. KATHERINE P.

Chester, Pa. .

Satlsf.ctlon.
I take great pleasure in informing you that your celebrated

Merriwell stories have made many of my leisure hours, which
otherwise would have been dull, pass pleasantly by. I congratulate
Mr. Burt L. Standish on his earnest efforts to promote clean,
wholesome, and elevating literature among the American youth
of to-day. Wishing you continued success, I remain, yours truly,'

Philadelphia, Pa. A SATISFIED RE.AD~

Thinks ··np Top" a Great Educator.
As I am a constant reader Of TIP Top, and have been for a

number of years, I want to show my appreciation of what ,Burt
L. Standish is doing for me and for the American youth. TIP
Top is the greatest, educator for young men that can be found,
and I recommend it to all of my friends. Wishing TIP Top great
success, I subscribe myself a loyal Tip-Topper. FRED HElKE.

Brandt, Ohio.

HIs Favorite Characters In ··T", Top.--
Although I have been a reader of TIP Top for over five years,

this is my first attempt to write to the Applause column. I think ,
TIP Top is the king of all weeklies. I like it because of its clean,
manly teaching. It has caused me to quit several of my bad
habits, and has benefited 'me in other ways too numerous to men
tion. My favorite characters are Dick, Frank, Brad, Tommy
Tucker, June, Inez, and Doris. GEORG!: TUCKER.

Marion, Illinois.

The Real Thing. .
I have read TIP Top as long as I can remember, and I find it

is the real thing. It has helped me by showing me it would be
bad to begin to smoke and do other things that most boys thin'"
make men of them. I would like to have "An Ardent Reader;"
who signed himself so in No. 717 of this ,weekly, send me his
name and acidress, as I think I can help him to complete his file.
I would also like Frank Smith, of New York City, to .send me
his house address. I send my best wishes for a long life to Burt
L., Street & Smith, and last, but not least, the king of them all,
TIP Tap. ,LEWIS FISHER.

720 West Lexington Street, Baltimore, Maryland.
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So many inquiries reach us from week to week concerning the
various manuals on athletic development, which we publish, that
we have decided to keep a list of them standing here. Any number
can be had by mail by remitting 10 cents, and 3 cents postage, for
each copy, to the publishers.

Frank Merriwell's Book of Pbyslcal Development.
The Art of Boxing and Self-defense, by Prof. Donovan.
U. S. Army Physical Exercises, revised by Prof. Donovan.
Physical Health Culture, by Prof. Fourmen.

Photography ana 'Bookkeeping~

PROF. FOURMEN: What do you think of the professions of
photography and bookkeeping? How do they compare?

Cooper, Texas. W. WEICHSEL.
It would be somewhat questionable to recommend bookkeeping

or photography as professions to any ambitious young man of
this day. Bookkeeping is one of the most important elements of
modern business, but the bookkeeper, in the average case, is on
the lowest rung of the commercial ladder. The bank clerk
starts as a bookkeeper, but strives earnestly to become a teller,
cashier, or higher officer. So in the mercantile houses,' the ,
bookkeeper is toiling away at his desk to earn ho~est promotion
to more important and interesting posts. Study bookkeeping by
all means, but if you have the ambition of Young America, make
it a worthy means to a worthy end. As for photography, it is a
doubtful proposition: there are ven unsuccessful, and very
successful photographers, but there seems to be no middle course.
To make fame and wealth in photography a man must be by
nature an artist, like the painter and sculptor. The photographer
with an eye for the picturesque, and taste in composition and
color values, may attain some reputation and command high
prices for his services, but the merely commercial photographer,
particularly in the small cities,. usually has a struggle for ex
istence.

What Becomes of College Athletes.

PROF. FOURMEN: Does a devotion to athletic sports' unfit a
student for more serious work when his college days are done?
I have been told that most famous athletes are failures in pro
fessional and commercial life. Is this true? Do many of them
enter professions? , WALTER RAINSLEY.

Baltimore, Maryland.

Interest in athletic sports will unfit a student for a useful
career only when it proves so absorbing that he is unable to give
thought to the responsibilities which will confront him when his
school days are over and he must address himself to the task of
choosing an occupation which will enable him, not only to sup
port himself, but to relieve the necessities of those who are de
pendent upon him. In many cases, parents make great sacrifices
in order to send their sons to college, knowing that college-bred
men have material advantages over men who find it jrnpossible to
go to college. The world expects more 'of young men who have
been afforded the advantages of college training and 'associations
than it does of those who leave a grammar school to go into a
workshop. College athletics should be regarded as a diversion,
and not as constituting one of the serious purposes of life. While
it is true that many famous athletes have sunk into oblivion when
their college days were ended, it cannot be said that this is true of
all, or even of. the majority. Heroes of the" gridiron, the dia
mond, the rowing shell, and the track now are to be found oc
cupying honorable places in nearly all tHe professions and in com-

mercial life. A well-developed body and a healthy interest n
clean, outdoor sports constitute one of the best assets that a man
may have at the beginning of a professional or commercial career
-provided, however, that the development of brain has not been
sacrificed to 'the development of brawn.

Professional Boxing.

PROF. FOURMEN: I am an old reader of TIP Top, and would
like to know how I frame up. Age, 17 years 8 months·; weight,
ISO pounds; neck, IS% inches; chest, 37 inches; waist, 29 inches;
thigh, 20 inches; calf, 14% inches; height,'5 feet 8 inches. It is
my ambition to be a professional boxer, and I am taking four
lessons a week, with gymnasium work every night.

Wheeling, West Virginia. AN OLD TIP-TOPPER.

Your measurements are excellent and show very good train
ing, but a slight increase in weight might qe of value in your
boxitg practice. There is much to be said for and against pro
fessional boxing, but the general opinion remains that the sport
is much better as a diversion than as a profession. Through
the unwritten laws of social life, the professional pugilist is
looked down upon as a man below the status of refined and
cultured people; but, though it may seem inconsistent, the'
amateur boxer, who is also a gentleman, is lauded as something
of a hero. and an interesting exponent of the manly art. Why
not first fit yourself for some honorable and lucrative business
or trade, and then satisfy your love for boxing by trying to he
come a good amateur? The amateur is certainly the man that
gets the fun in the sport, while t~ professional has a pretty
up-and-down sort of a time, trying to pound out a respectable
livelihood.

To Gain Weight.

PROF. FOURMEN: Please answer the following questions in the
TIP Top 'WEEKLY: How can I gain 25 pounds in weight? I go
to bed at .~'ight o'clock and get up at four o'clock. I exercise
fifteen minutes with dumb-bells and take a cold sponge bath. I
can chin the bar twenty-five times. Below are my measurements:
Age, 19 years 4 months; height, S feet 7% inches; chest, 32
inches; waist, 29 inches; calves,I2 inches; weight, lIS pounds.

New Martinsville, West Virginia. C. L. ,

A man who could tell anyone how to gain twenty-five pounds
in weight would need no other means of livelihood. It is quite
possible, however, for an earnest worker to bring his weight
near the normal figure, by giving attention to his diet, habits,
and system of exercise. You seem to have the right ideas of
physical training, but it may be that you do not eat just the right
foods. Let your diet consist of good, wholesome flesh-forming
foods, such as cereals, vegetables, nuts, milk and 'cream, eggs,
and a fair amount of, sweets. Salads, dressed with plenty of
olive oil, are beneficial, and a moderate quantity of roasted or
broiled meats may be)ncluded. By all means drink all the pure
water you can. Your measurements are fairly good, but they
show a need of careful training in the regular exercises of the
gymnasium. "

Development of the Lungs.

PROF. FOURMEN: I have read TIP Top for some tiine and I
ta~e the liberty t~ ask you a: few questions.. I am 16 ye;r:s old;
helght, 5 feet S.mches; welght, lIS poun1s; biceps, 10 inches.
~exed; cal~, 13 lI~ches; chest, normal, 29 mches; expansion, 32 '
mches; walst, 27 mches. How are my measurements? Would
running help my lungs? How could I develop the muscles in ,my
arms? How much are copies of "U. S. Army Physical Exer-
cises ?'" R J. L.

Somerset, Pennsylvania.

With your height, your ideal weight should be about one hun
dred and twenty pounds. Some of your other measurements
might also be brought «p. Moderate running would help your
lungs, but the use of chest weights and deep breathing are_espe~

cially desirable. Dumb-btU exercises would develop your arms.
Copies of "U. S. Army Physical Exercises" can be had by sending
ten cents and three cents postage to this office.



Batter Up! PLAYBALLI Line It Out!

TIP TOP CHAMPIONSHIP ·
TOURNAMENT OF 1911

IIrEI' .. '1=1' 'I=Ji 'eEl' IS' '1:=1' '1=1' '1=J' 1m,
lOne chance for glory and the TIP TOP Pennant I
• 1Wo chances for a complete equipment of uniforms m

l:EQIN ~'::I ie' lea' ,~OURNA.=NT CU:~~S OC~=ERI5t:J

FIRST-The team. that plays the greatest number of games, scores the most rUns
and loses the fewest game~ will be declared the TIP TOP CHAMPIONSHIP
TEAM OF 1911, and will receive A HANDSOME CHAMPIONSHIP PENNANT
OF FINE SILK, bearing an appropriate inscription.· In addition, the team will
receive A COMPLETE EQUIPMENT OF NINE HIGH-GRADE UNIFORMS,
consisting of cap, shirt, breeches, belt, stockings and shoes. The suit will be
of gray, trimmed with the colors of the club, and lettered with the insignia of
the club. The shoes will be 'Of fine black calfskin with steel spikes.

SECOND-The team showing the next highest average will be declared the
winner of second place in the tournament, and will receive a prize of the same
equipment of uniforms.

CONDITIONS OF THE CONTEST
For each game played during the season by a competing team the manager must fill out a certificate, like that
below, sign it, obtain the endorsement of his postmaster or a reputable news dealer. as provided in the certificate,
and mail it to this office. In 'lddition to this, newspaper accounts of the game should be sent with the
certificate if possible. THE LAST CERTIFICATE OF THE SEASON MUST BE MAILED ON OR
BEFORE OCTOBER 15th.
In the event of a tie between two teams, the batting and .fielding average of the teams will be considered.
The captains of competing teams are therefore advised to preserve the detailed score of each game, but not
to send it to this office unless requested to do so.

TIP TOP BASEBALL TOURNAMENT OF 1911
CLUB CERTIFICATE

N_ oF T-,. . .. .. . __

N_ of Oppo.lntr Tcam. " • ••••

Wi........ •__•__"_. • • .·_.------.

Pi_IScq....._. ._••• • ._· .--

Malta.er _. ~ ._. --'

Adtlru. • • ._.__.~-.-••--------••--------•••

Date_. • ._••_._. ••••• _

. Entlor-ement 0'
\.Bo.tma.ter or
~e~. tlealet' "' .,;;.. • _ _ -_••__

MEMBERS OF TEAM

Pitehe~•• ••__• • • • • ._••__._••_

Catch.~ • ••••• •• • •• • • •• - _

1.t B...e~ ~ •• ._••••__• • __._. .------.---------

2Dd Bue_•••_._. • • ._ - ._._.__._. •••__••_._

l •
3d Bue ~~__• •---- "---••------.----.-------••---._
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====A~~ OF' THE BACK NUMBERS OP,======

TIP TOP VVEEKLV
THAT CAN NOVV' BE SUPPLIED

~98--DickMerriwell's Drive, 5SI-Dick Merriwell's Best Work. 662-Dick lIIerriwell's Restraint. 734-Frank Merriwell's Treasure
494-DicJiCMerriwell's Return. 5S2-Dick Merriwell's Respite. GG3-Dick Merriwell's Ginger. Map. '
495-Dick Merriwell's Restoration. 5S8--Dick Merriwell's Disadvantage l)(i4-Dick Merriwell's Driving. 735-Frank Merriwell, Prince ot
496--Dick Merriwell's Value. 5S4-Dick Merriwell Beset. 665-Dick Merriwell's Good Cheer. the Rope_
497-Dick Mel:riwell's "Dukes." 5S6--Dick Merriwell's Distrust. 666-Frank lIIerriwell's Theory. 736--Dick Merriwen. Captain 0'
49S-Dick Merriwell's Drop Kick. 5S7-Dick Merriwell. Lion-Tamer. 667-Frank lIerriwell's Diplomacy. the Varsity.
409-Dick Merriwell's Defeat. 5S8-Dick Merriwell's Camp-site, 668-Frank Merriwell's Encour- 73T-Dick Merr!well;s Control
500-Dick Merriwell's Chance. 5S9-Dick Merriwell's Debt. agement. 7S8-Dick Mernwel~s Back Ste
501-Dick Merriwell's Stride. 59O-Dick 1Ilerriwell's Camp-Mates 660-Frank Merriwell's Great Work 739-Dick Merriwell s Masked J
502-Dick Merriwell's Wing-Suit. 59I-Dick Merriwell's Draw. 67o-Dick Mel'riwell's Mind. emy.,
50S-Dick Merriwell's Skates. 592-Dick Merriwell's Disapproval. 671-Dick Merriwell's "Dip." 74o-D!ck Merriwell,S Motor Ca:
504-Dick Mel.'riwell's Four Fists. 59S-Dick Merriwell's Mastery. 672-Dick Merriwell's Rally. 741-D~ckMerriwell sHot Purs,
50S-Dick Merriwell's Dashing Game 594-Dick Merriwell's Warm Work 673-Dick Merriwell's Flier. 742-D~ck Merriwell at Forest I
50B-Frank Merriwell's Tigers. 595-Dick MerriweIl's "DoUble 674-Frank lIIerriwell's Bullets. 748--D~ck Merriwel~ in Court.
50S-Frank Merriwell's Flying Fear Squeeze." 675-Frank Merriwell Cut Off. 74~DICk Merriwell ~ Silence.
li09-Dick Merriwell in Maine. 59lr-Dick Merriwell's Vanishing. 676-Frank Merriwell'S Ranch Boss 74o-D!ck Merriwell.s Dog. '
510-Dick lIIerriwell's Polo Team. 59T-Dick Merriwcll Adrift. 67T-Dick lIIcrriwell's Equal. 746.,....D~ck Men:iwel~ s Subterfu;
511.,....Dick lIIerriwell in the Ring. 59S-Dick lIferriwell's Inlluence. 67B-Dick lIIcl'riwell's Development. 747-DICk Merrl,well s Enigma.
512-Frank lIferriwell's New Idea. 599-Frank lIferriwell's Worst Boy. 679-Dick lIIC'l'riwell's Eye. 748-Dick Mer~well,P?,fea,ted;.
513-Frank Merriwell's Trouble. 60o-Frank Merriwell's Annoyance 6So-Frank Mcrriwell's Zest, 749-Dick lIferrlwell s WlD*'
514-Frank Merriwell's Pupils. 601-Frank Merriwelfs Restraint. 68l-Frank Merriwell's Patience. 750-Dick Merriwell;s SJi:y ase.
515-Dick Merriwell's Satisfaction 602-Dick lIIel'riwell Held Back. 682-Frank Merriwell's Pupil. 751-Dick Mer~iwells Pick, .
516--Dick Merri\\'ell's Discernment.603-Dick Merriwell in the Line. 6SS-Frank Merriwell's Fighters. 752-DickMerrlwell~ntheRoCki!1g
5lT-Dick Merriwell's Friendly Hand 604-Dick Merriwell's Drop Kick. 684-Dick Mcrriwell at the "Meet" 75S-D!ck Merr!well.s Penetr.atlo1.l
51S-Frank Merriwell's New Boy. 605-Frank Merriwell's Air Voyage.6S5-Dick Merriwell's Protest. 754-D~ck MerrlweIl.s IntuitIon.
519-Frank Merriwell's Mode. GOG-Frank Mcrriwell's Auto Chase.686-Dick Mcrriwell ,in the Mara- 755-D~ck Merriwell,s Vantage.
52o-Frank Merriwell's Aids. 607-Frank Merriwell's Captive. thon. 756-D1Ck Merriwell,s Advice.
521-Dick Merriwell's 'isit. 60S-Dick Merriwell's Value. 68T-Dick 1I1erriwell's Colors. 75T-D!ck MerriweU s Rescue.
522-Dick Merriwell's Retaliation. 609-Dick Merriwell Doped. 68S-Dick MerriweU. Driver. 75S-D1Ck Men·~weU,. American.
52S-Dick Merriwell's Rival. 6lo-Dick Merriwell's Belief. 689-Dick Merriwell on the Deep. 759-Di!lk Mernwell s Understand-
524-Frank Merriwell's Young Crew 611-Frank Merriwell in the Mar- 690.."...Dick Merriwell in the North 76o-DilDkg'M i 11~ T t
li2li-Frank MerriweU's Fast Nine. ket.' Woods. c ' err we 'iI u or.
526-Frank Merriwell's Athletic 612--Frank Merriwell's Fight for 69l-Dick lIIerriwell's Dandies. 761-Dick Merriwell s Quandary.

Field. Fortune. 692-Dick Merriwell's "Skyscooter" 762-Dick Merriwell on the BoardS'
527-Dick Merriwell's Reprisal. 6lS-Frank Merriwell on Top. 693-Dick Merriwell in the Elk 763-Dick Merriwell, Peacemaker.
52S-Dick Merriwell Dared. 614-Dick Merriwell's Trip West. Mountains, 764-Frank Merriwell's. Sway.
529-Dick Merriwell's Dismay. 615-Dick Merriwell's Predicament 694-Dick Merriwell in Utah. 76li-Frank l-lerriwell s Compr\l
liSo-Frank Merriwell's Son. 616-Dick Merriwell in Mystery 695-Dick lIIerriwell's Blutt. hension. .
531-Frank Merriwell's Old Flock. Valle'y~ 696-Dick Merriwell in the Saddle. 76G-Frank Merrlwell's Youn;:'
lIS2-Frank Merriwell's House Party 61T-Frank Merriwell's Proposition 69T.,....DickMerriwell·s Ranch Friends Acrobat.
533-Dick Merriwell'sSummerTeam618-Frank Merriwell Perplexed. 698-Jj'rank Merriwell at Phantom 76T-Frank Merr!well's Tact.
534-Dick Merri~ell's Demand, 619-Frank l-Ierriwcll's Suspicion. Lake. 768-Frank Mernwell;s Unknown.
5S7-Frank Mernwell's Proposal. 62o-Dick Merriwell's GaUantry. 699-Frank Merriwell's Hold-back. T69-Frank Merriwell s Acuteness
53S-Frank MerriweU's Spook- 621-D!ck Merr!well's Condition. 70o-Frank Merriwel!'s Lively Lads nO-Frank • Merriwell's, Youn·

hunters. 622-D1Ck Mernwell's Stanchness. 701-Frank lIIerriwell as Instructor Canadian. ,
5SO-Dick Merriwell's Cheek. 623-Dick Merriwell's Matcb. 702-Dick MerriweU's Cayuse 7Tl-Frank Merriwell's Coward.
540-Dick Merriwell's Sacrifie.(\. 624-Frank Men'iwell's Hard Case 703-Dick Merriwell's Quirt. • 772-Frank MerrIweU's Perplexity.
541-Dick Merriwell's Heart. 625-Frank MerriweU's Helper. 704-Dick lIIerriwell's Freshman 773-Frank Merriwell's Interven-
,542-Frank Merriwell's Ne~ Auto. 626-Frank lIIerriweU's DOUbts. Friend. tion.
54S-Frank Merriwell's Pride. 627-Frank Merriwell's "Phenom." 705-Dick Merriwell's Best Form. 774-Frank Merriwell's Daring Deed
544-Frank Merriwell's Young 628-Dick Merriwell's Stand. 706-Dick lIIerriwell's Prank. 7T5-Frank Merriwell's Succor. '

WInners. 629-Dick MerriweU's Circle. 707-Dick MerriweU's Gambol 776-Frank Merriwell's Wit.
545-Dick lIIerriwell's Lead. 630-Dick 1I1erriwell's Reach. 70S-DiCk Merriwell's Gun. 777-Frank MerriweU's Loyalty.
54G-Dick lIIerriwell's Inlluence. 631-Dick lIIerriwell's Money. 700-Dick MerriweU at His Best 778-Frank MerriweU's Bold Play.
547-Dick Merriwell's Top Notch. 632-Dick lIIerriwell Watchl'd. nO-Dic!::: Mcrriwell's Master lIIiild 7T9-Frank Merriwell's Insight.
548-Frank Merriwcll's Kids. 6SS-Dick Merriwell Doubted. 711-Dick Merl'iwell's Dander 7S0-Frank Merriwell's Guile.
549-Frank Merriwell's Kodakers. 634-Dick MerriweU's Distrust. 712-Dick Merl'iwell's Hope' 781-Frank Merriwell's Campaign.
550-Dick 1I1erriweU. Freshman, 635-Dick Merriwell's Risk. 713-Dick Merriwell's Standard 782-Frank M'erriwell in the Ns·
55I-Dick Merr!well's Progress. 6M-Frank l-Ierriwell's Favorite. 714-Dick MerriweU's Sympathy. tional Forest.
552-Dick Merrlwell, Half-back. 6S7-Frank Merriwell's Young 711l-Dick Merri'¥ll in Lumber 783-Frank Merriwell's Tenacitr..
55S-Dick MerliweU's Res~ntment. CliPpers. Land. 784-Dick Merriwell's Self-sacnfic !.
li54-Dick Mernwell Repaid. 6SS-Frank Merriwell's Steadying 716-Frank lIIerriwell's Fairness 785-Dick Merriwel!'s Close Shave,
555-DickMerriwell'sStayingPower Hand. 717-Frank Merriwell's Pledge' 786-Dick Merriwell's Perception. '
li56-Dick McrriwelJ:s "Push." ,639-Frank lIIerriwell's Record- 718-Frank Merriwell, the Mall of 787-Dick Merriwell's Mysterio!:
li!?T-Dick MerriweU,s Running. Breakers. ' Grit, Disappearance. '
508-Dick MerriwelJ s Joke.' 640-Dick MerriweU's Shoulder. 719-"-Frank Merriwell's Return 78B-Dick Merriwell's Detectl
559-Dick Merriwell's Seven. 641-Dick Merriwell's Desperate Blow 'Work.
56o-Dick lI1erri'!Vell's Partner. Work.., 720-Frank ~rerriwel1'sQuest. 789-Dick Merriwell's Proof.
561-Dick Mernwell .ill the Tank. 642-Dick Merriwell'sl,Ex~m~le. .:' 721-Frank lIIerriwel1's Ingots. 700-Dick Merriwell's Brain Wo:
562-Frank l\Ierriwell ~ Captiy... 643-Dick Merriwell At Gale s Ferry 722-Frank Merriwell's Assistance. 79l-Dick Merriwell's Queer Ca -:
li63-Frank MerriwPll s Traihng. 644-Dick MerriweU's Inspiration. 723-Frank Merri;vell at the T92-Dick Merriwell, Navigator.
li64-Frank Merriwell's Talisman. 645-Dick Merriwell's ShootinA'. Throttl~. 793-Dick Merriwell's Good Fello.
565-Frank Merriwell's Hors~. 646--Dick M~rriwell in the Wilds. 724.,-Frllnk Merriwell the Always ship.
566--Frank Merr!well;S Intrnsion. 647-Dick Merriwell's Red Comrade Ready. ' , 794-Dick Merriwell's FUll.
567-Frank Mernwell s Blui!. 648-Frank lII~rriwell's Ranch. 725-Frank :!>Ierriwell in Diamond 795-Dick Merriwell's Commenc~,
56S-Dick lIIerriwell;s Regret, 6~9"":Frank lIIerriwell in the Saddle Land. ment.
569-Dick Merriwell s Silent Work. 6nO-Frank lIIerriwell's Brand. 726-Frank Uerriwell's Desperate 796-Dick Merriwell at Montaul
57o-Dick lIIerriwell's Arm. 651-Frank Merriwell's Red Guide Chance ' Point.
571-Dick Merriwell's Skill. 652-Dick Merriw~Il's Rival. 727-Frank Merriwell's Black Ter- 797-Dick Merriwell Mediai:o~'
li72-Dick Merriwell's Magnetism. 6M-Dick lIIerriwell's Strength. ror.' 70S-Dick Merriwell"s Decision:
573-Dick Merriwell's System. 6M-Dick l\f~rriwell's f'lecret Work 728-Frank lIIerriwell Again on 799-Dick Merriwell on the Grea
574-Dick Merriwell's Salvatioll. 655-Dick Merriwell's Way. tbe Slab. Lakes.'
575-Dick Merliwell;s Twirling. 65§-Frank Merriwell's Red Visitor 729-Frank lII~rriwell's Hard Game SOO-Dick Merriwell Caught Nap
fi76-Dick Mernwell s Party. 65 <-Frank Merriwell's Rope. 7aO-Franl, MerriweU's Six-in-band ping
li77-Dick Merriwell;s Back~rs. 658-Frank Merriwell's Lesson. 7al-Frank lIferriweU's Duplicate. 801-Dick Merriwell in the Coppe..
57S-Dick Merriwell s Coach. 6;,l'l-Frank Merriwell's Protection 7S2-Frank lIf~rriwell on Rattle- Country
579-Dick Merriwell's Bingle. 6ao-Diclt Merriwell's Reputation. snake Ranch. SO'>-Dick Merriwell Strapped
58o-Dick Merriwell's Hurdling. 661-Dick Merriwell's Motto. 7SS-Frank Merriwell's Sure Hand 80S-Dick Merriwell's CoolneSs.
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Ifyou want any back numbers of our weeklies and cannot procure them from your news-dealer, they can be obtained dire
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EARLY N U M B E R S OF THE

TIP TOP WEEKLY
WILL BE FOUND IN THE·NEW MEDAL LIBRARY

A few years ago we were obliged to disappoint thousands of readers who wanted the
stories of the early adventures of Frank and Dick .1Ierriwell which were published in Tip
Top, because we did not have copies of the numbers that contained them. Itwas impossible
for us to reprint Tip Top Weekly, so we made the stories up in book form and published
them in the New Medal Library at intervals of about four weeks beginning with No. 150.

Here is a list of these splendid books which contain Nos. 1 to 509 of Tip Top
Weekly. Our experience with these books has taught us that thousands of boys are
overjoyed at this opportunity to secure their favorite stories in a more compact and
permanent form. Price, Fifteen Cents per copy.

Iso-Frank Merriwell's School-days.
167-Frank Merriwell's Chums.
178--Frank Merriwell's Foes.
184-Frank Merriwell's Trip West.
1-8g-Frank Merrh1<ell Down South.
193-Frank Merriwell's Bravery.
197-Frank Merriwell's Hunting Tour.
20I-Frank Mernwell in Europe.
2Os-Frank Merriwell at Yale.
209--Frank Merriwell's Sports Afield.
213-Frank Merriwell's Races.
2I7-Frank Merriwell's Bicycle Tour.
22s-Frank ~'~erriwell's Courage.
229-Frank Merriwell's Daring.
233-FraI,k Merriwell's Athletes.
237-Frank Merriwell's Skill.
24o-Frallk Merriwell's Champions.
2<t4-Frank Merriwell's Return to Yale.
247-Frank l\Ierriwell's Secret.
2SI-Frank :Merriwell's Danger.
254-Frank Merriwell's Loyalty.
2s8--Frank Merriwell in Camp.
262-Frank Merriwell's Vacation.
267-Frank Merriwell's Cruise.
271-Frank Merriwell's Chase.
276--Frank Merriwell in Maine.
280-Frank Merriwell's Struggle.
284-Frank Merriwell's First Job.
288-Frank Merriwell's Opportunity.
292-Frank Merriwell's Hard Luck.
2g6--Frank Merriwell's Protege.
300-Frank Merriwell on the Road.
304-Frank Merriwell's Own Company.
3oB-Frank Merriwell's Fame.
3I2-Frank Merriwell's College Chums.
3I6--Frank Merriwell's Problem.
32o-Frank Merriwell's Fortune.
324-Frank Merriwell's New Comedian.
328--Frank MerriwelI's Prosperity.
332-Frank MerriwelI's Stage Hit.
336-Frank MerriwelI's Great Scheme.
34o-Frank MerriweII in England.
344-Frank Merriwell on the Boulevards.
348--Frank Merriwell's Duel.
352-Frank Merriwell's Double Shot.
3s6-FrankMerriwell's BaseballVictories
3S9-Frank MerriwelI's Confidence.

362-Frank l\!erriwell's Auto.
36s-F::ank Merriwell's Fun.
368-Frank MerriweIl's Generosity.
S71-Frank Merriwell's Tricks.
374-Frank MerriweIl's Temptation.
S77-Frank Merriwell on Top.
38o-Frank Merriwell's Luck.'
s83-Frank MerriweIl's Mascot.
386-Frank Merriwell's Reward.
s89-Frank MerriwelI's Phantom.
392-Frank Merriwell's Faith.
39s-Frank MerriwelI's Victories.
3gB-Frank Merriwell's Iron Xerve.
4ol-Frank Merriwell in Kentucky.
404-Frank Merriwell's Power.
407-Frank :Merriwell's Shrewdness.
4Io-Frank Merriwell's Set-back.
4I3-Frank Merriwell's Search.
4I6--Frank Merriwell's Club.
419-Frank Merriwell's Trust.
422-Frank Merriwell's False Friend.
42s-Frank Merriwell's Strong Arm.
428--Frank :Merriwel1 as Coach.
431-Frank Merriwel1's Brother.
434-Frank Merriwell's Marvel.
437-Frank 1\Ierriwel1's Support.
44o-Dick MerriweII at Fardale.
443-Dick MerriwelI's Glory.
446--Dick MerriwelI's Promise.
449-Dick Merriwell's Rescue.
452-Dick Merriwell's Narrow Escape.
455-Dick Merriwell's Racket.
4S8--Dick Merriwell's Revenge.
461-Dick MerriwelI's Ruse.
464-Dick Merriwell's Deliverv.
467-Dick MerriwelI's Wonders.
47o-Frank Merriwell's Honor.
473-Dick Merriwell's Diamond.
476-Frank Merriwell's Winners.
479-Dick Merriwell's Dash.
48z-Dick Merriwell's Ability.
48c;-D'c1( Merriwell's Trap.
488-Dick Merriwell's Defense.
491-Dick Merriwell's Model.
494-Dick Merriwell's Mysterv.
497-Frank Merriwell's Backers.
sao-Dick Merriwell's Backstop.

503-Dick Merriwell's Western ~Iission.
506-Frank lIerriwell's Rescue.
509--Frank Merriwell's Encounter.
5I2-Dick Merriwell's Marked Money.
SIS-Frank Merriwell's Nomads.
SI8--Dick MerriweIl on the Gridiron.
52I-Dick 1ierriwell's Disguise.
524-Dick Merriwell's Test.
S27-Frank Merriwell's Trump Card.
S3o-Frank Merriwell's Strategy.
S33-Frank Merriwel1's Triumph.
536--Dick Merriwell's Grit.
S39-Dick Merriwell's Assurance.
542-Dick Merriwell's Long Slide.
54~-Frank Merriwell's Rough Deal.
S4~Dick Merriwell's Threat.
5SI-Dick Merriwell's Persistence.
S54-Dick Merriwell's Day.
SS7-Frank Merriwell's Peril.
560-Dick :Merriwell's Downfall.
s63-Frank Merriwell's Pursuit.
S66-Dick 1ferriwell Abroad.
s69-Frank Merriwell in the Rockies.
S72-Dick Merriwell's Pranks.
57s-Frank Merriwell's Pride.
S7B-Frank Merriwell's Challengers.
sSr-Frank Merriwell's Endurance.
S84-Dick Merriwell's Cleverness.
s87-Frank Merriwell's Marriage.
Sgo-Dick MerriwelI, the Wizard.
593-Dick Merriwell's Stroke.
5g6--Dick Merriwell's Return.
S99-Dick :Merriwell's Resource.
602-Dick ~Ierriwell's Five.
60s-Frank Merriwell's Tigers.
608-Dick :'Ierriwell's Polo Team.

Published about March 14th, 19II.
6II-Frank Merriwel1's Pupils.

Published about April 4th, 19II'
6I4-Frank Merriwell's New Boy.

Published about April 25th, 19II.
6I7-Dick Merriwell's Home Run.

Published about May 16th, 191 I.

62o-Dick Merriwell's Dare.

STREET & SMITH, Publishers, NEW YORK CITY


