


LARGEST WEEKLY CIRCULATION IN AMERICA

No. 472.

8URTL. STANDI.511
The spectators were wildly excited as Merry, straining every nerve, closed the gap and overtook the

flying hurdler from Humboldt.
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'FRANK MERRIWELL'S UANDICAP;
OR,

,

Hastings, the Hurdler from Humboldt.

By ~URT L. STANDISH.

CHAPTER 1.
A GIRL WITH BROWN EYES.

ItOh, Rob, I've found you at last I"
Two quivering hands grasped Frank Merriwell's.

.arm. The size of the well-worn gloves which hid those
hands indicated that they belonged to a girl, and also
that they were small and shapely.

"I beg your p~rdon!"

Merry lif~ed his soft fedora hat as he turned.
"Oh!"
It was an exclamation of mingled surprise, eon

fusion and keen disappointment.
She had dark eyes arid a sweet mouth, although

about both eyes and mouth there was a shade of sor
row, as if she had some time experienced great grief
and keen anxiety. She was not over eighteen years

old, and decidecIly pretty. In stylish clothes she would
have been regarded by ninety-nine men out of a hun
dred as handsome. Her dress, although neat and
tasty, seemed to indicate that she was a working girl.

"Oh," she repeated, "I-I'm so sorry! You're not
Rob!"

"Which is my misfortune, miss,". declared Frank.
"Just now it seems to me that I'd rather be Rob, who
ever he is, than anyone else in the world." .

She drew away, a trace of apprehension, mingling.
with her look of confusion and disappointment.

"It-it was a mistake on my part," she faltered

'.'Rob is my prother."
"Lucky dog I" said Merry.
ttyou-you~til I saw your face, you looked ex-
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actly like him. I was sure you were Rob. I'm so
. sorry you are not."
. "So am I," asserted Frank, now fully satisfied that

she was sincere and that this was not a "game" of
any sort.

Somehow his words and the look of admiration.'
which he could not hide, seemed to frighten her.

"I hope. you-you will-pardon me," she said.
"There is nothing to pardon. If I can be of any as

sistance to you--"
"No, no; you cannot."
\Vith this she turned and almost ran" in her haste

to get away.
Frank stood looking after her, while he whistled

softly to .himself.
He had been waiting for a car near the point where

Ellis and Stockton Streets from one side, and Fourth
Street from the other, empty on Market Street, San
Francisco.

The girl quickly vanished northward up Stockton.
"My curiosity is aroused," Merriwell confessed to

himself. "That's by far the prettiest girl I've seen
since striking the Pacific Coast. Dressed in glad rags,
as the fellows at college used to call 'em, she'd be a
queen. And I'll wager my life she's in trouble. I
read it in her splendid, brown eyes. Why is she going
up that street? It leads into Chinatown, and China
town's no place for a girl like her. I wonder if she
knows. I wonder if I ought to-"

He hesitated barely a moment.
"I will!" he exclaimed. "I hope she'll not see me,

but I'm going to follow her."
He lost no time in turning the corner and starting

up Stockton Street.
To his satisfaction, his keen eyes dis£..overed the girl

some' distance in advance, walking rapidly up the
street.

Merry took the opposite side.
"If she. attempts to go through Chinktown alone,

she may need some one to look after her," he muttered.
"She's graceful as a fawn. Look at that carriage!
It's the air of a lady, all right; but her clothes seem
to stamp her as a working girl. If she were a l::idy,
she'd not be going into the Chinese quarter alone."

Then·he slowly shook his head.
'lOnsecond. thought, I don't know about that," he

confessed. "I've discovered that some so?called San
Francisco ladies do peculiar things. . They even visit
Chinatown and smoke hop. It's amazing, but a fact'.
But that girl is too yOt11lg to be a hop fiend. It can't
be that she actually belongs to some refined family and

has become addicted to the pipe. It can't be that she
has dressed in that manner in order not to attract at
tention \vhen she visits some den in the Chinese quar
ter! Her carriage-if ste were wealthy she'd be rid
ing in a carriage. Unless-unless that were a part of
her game to escape notice."

A sickening fear began to creep over him. He had
heard of young girls of the city, belonging to some
of the best families, who had fallen victims to the
opium habit. The young bloods of the city frequently
visited the .Chinese quarter. Occasionally they"induced
respectable girls to accompany them "to see the
sights." The parents of these girls were deceived.
Usually they believed their daughters out with a thea
ter party. It was an easy thing to cut out the theater
and visit Chinatown. ' .

Sometimes the girls, eager. to experience the sensa
tion and having tBit desire to dally with danger,
which ruins so many ~rls, were willing to smoke a
little----just a whiff or two.' On their second visit they
ventured to smoke still more, and then came a great
desire to know the sensation of smoking a' whole
"pill." Thus., their faltering feet were led bit by bit
into the pathway of destruction.

.Frank knew all this, and the fear'. that the 'strange
girl, with the glorious brown eyes and sad mouth, had
visited Chinatown before and was hastening thither
again for no good purpose, grew upon him.

"She's not depraved," he murmured. "I saw inno
cence in her face. Some one can save her. If there
is any way that I can do it, it is my duty."

Frank Merriwell was one who never shirked from
what he believed to be his duty.

CHAPTER II.
THE FIGHT IN THE LAUNDRY.

Two rather flashily dressed young men, walking
rapidly, passed Merry.

"That's Bess," said one, who carried a light cane.·
"Sure," said the other, who'wore a plaid suit.
"They mean that girl!" Merry mentally exclaimed.

"They know her! They are following her into China·
town!"

This conviction added to his feeling of apprehension
for the safety of the girl. Those young men were
plainly cheap "bloods," such as no respectable girl
should know. They were the sort that hang on street
corners and ogle girls and seek to make mashes.

"\Vell, if they are her friends," muttered Frank,
with a growling intonatiQn in his voice, "1 sincerely
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hope I'll be given some sort of in excuse to punch their
heads. Of course she will not appreciate my action,
but it will give me no end of satisfaction."

By this time they-were on the border of the Chinese
section.

The two young men had walked fast, until ahead of
the girl. They crossed the street and stopped her
directly in front of a Chinese laundry.

Merry was yet too far away to hear their words, but
he saw them speak to her. She stopped short, seem
ingly in alarm and dismay. Then she tried to pass
them.

The fellow in the plaid suit stepped quickly' in front
of her.

Merriwell's jaws hardened, a flush came to his
cheeks and his eyes glittered. He quic~ned his steps.

Evidently the girl was both indignant and annoyed.
Further than that, she seemed frightened.

Both young fellows were talking to her earnestly,
but she did her best to get away from them. Sud
denly she turned, as if she would retrace her steps.

Then something happened that fully aroused Merri
well.

The fellow with the cane grabbed the girl on one
side, while his companion grasped her on the other.
She uttered a startled cry, but, before she could offer
any effective resistance, they rushed her in at the open
doorway of the laundry, before which they had stopped
her. '

Quick as they had been, Frank Merriwell was not
far behind them when they forced the girl through the
door.

He sprang in.
She was struggling fiercely and uttering cries of ter

ror.
Without a word, Merry reached one of the men,

grabbed him by the neck with crushing force, and flung
him slam against the wall.

uOh, help! help 1" implored the girl.

The other man, who had clung to her" quickly
whipped out a pistol, which he pointed at Frank, pull
ing the trigger.

Crack!
The weapon spoke, but the girl saved Frank, £Or she

struck up the man's hand and the bullet bored into the
ceiling.

"You cur!" grated ,Merry, as he clutched ,the fel
low's wrist to prevent him from shooting again, hold
ing his hand to one side.

Crack!

The pistol 'was discharged once more, but the bullet
flew wild.

Then Merry struck the fellow a smashing blow be
tween the eyes.
: The revolver fell to the floor.

Once more Frank smote the young ruffian with his
clinched fist. Then he released the fellow, who
dropped limply in a heap.

The girl was swaying, her face deathly pale. Ap
parently she was on the verge of fainting.

\Vith a spring, Merry caught her in his arms.
"Brace up, miss!" he breathed. "You're all right.

I'll look out for you, but, for goodness' sake, don't
faint !"

Her weight swung him round. This was a fortu
nate thing, for it brought him face to ,face with a
irenzy-eyed, yellow-faced Mongolian, who had rushed
from the back room and was on the point of striking
him with an uplifted flatirO'11.

Merry fell, to one side, carrying the girl with him,
and the flatiron left the hand of the Chinaman and
went flying through the air. Out Jhrough the front
window of the laundry it went, smashing the window
with a jangling clatter of glass.

"Chuckah-hi ki! Lalla luckt hi," chattered the wild
eyed Celestial.

At least, that was the way it sounded.
There was a little counter at the back of the small

room; with shelves behind it, and many laundry, bun
dles on the shelves.

Although Frank had almost fallen flat in the effort
to dodge the flatiron, he managed to land on one knee,
with the girl still limp on his left arm.

He leaped up as if unburdened~ A moment later he
had dropped the girl across', the little counter and
turned for business.

He saw the chap he had flung against the wall,
stooping to pick up the pistol that had been,dropped by
the other rascal.

It was a pantherish spring Merry made, and his foot
struck the fellow in the ribs, bowling him over and
over into a corner, ere he could get hold of the re
volver.

"Wally chuck ko mah hi-ki!" chattered the China
man, catching up a club from behind the counter and
charging Frank. "Ki-looly ki-hoka mah loo-loo!"

"I'll 100-100 you, if I get a good crack at you!" mut~

tered Merry, as he avoided the rush of the Celestial.

He was keeping his eye on the revolver. Before the
Chinaman could wheel and come at him again, he had
caught up the weapon.
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"Stop, you rat eater!" rang out Frank's voice, or
I'll make a milk skitnmef of your carcass!"

The sight of the pistol held, in the steady hand of
. that flushed, handsome, fearless, resolute youth, caused

the Mongolian to stop.
"No shootee!" he squawked.
"Then dropee dubee," said Frank. "Drop it quick,

or I'll bore you!"
"Allee lightee!" gasped the Chinaman, and the club

fell with a bang to the floor..
'fNow git--git into your den P' ordered Merry, mo

tioning toward the back room. "On the jump, Chink!"
"Allee samee jumpee I" palpitated the heathen; as he

toddled with queer, little, mincing steps toward the
back room, into which he vanished.

Merry caught up the helpless girl with one arm.
Holding the revolver ready for use, he strode out oj
the laundry, carrying her with ease.

CHAPTER III.·
A RUNNING FIGHT.

Frank had ma<ht a good fight and won thus far.
but it was not yet over, as he was soon to find out.

The open air seemed to revive the girl somewhat.
Discovering herself held on the arm of a strong young
man, she made a great effort to brace up.

"Oh, sir, sir," she fluttered, faintly, "please-please
let me go! 1--" ..

"Don't be frightened," urged Frank. "I am your
friend. I'll see that no harm comes to you!'

One of the young men who had attacked the girl
came reeling out of the laundry, uttel,"ing peculiar cries.
He:was followed by the Chinaman, who stopped at the
door, however, thrusting his head out and chattering
shrilly. .

The result of the racket made by the two was alarm
ing, to say the least.

Out of doorways on either side of the street came
running a number of excited men, the most of them
being Celestials. Windows on the street were flung
open and heads appeared everywhere. All this throng
began to shout and jabber. Many of them pointed at
Frank and the girl. Then there was a rush in that
direction.

HCan you walk, miss?" asked Merriwell. "All right.
This way, and we'll try t~ get out of this infernal
neighborhood."

"Stop them 1" yelled the young tough who had stag
gered ~t of the laundry, "He's carrying off Sung
Lee's wlfe I" .

This statement seemed to greatly infuriate the China-

men, for they rushed at Frank and would have as
saulted him, only for their fear of the revolver which'
he flourished.

"Keep your distance· or I'll bore some of you pig
tailed monkeys 1" he cried.

The toughs and the brutal and depraved men of the
neighborhood swarmed along after 'the retreating
youth and girl.

«gAw, wot yer tryin' ter do, Sporty?" demanded Qne
red-faced, red-headed, bull-necked chap. "Tryin' ter
hook off wid der Chink's gal, hey? Drop her, you
mut, ur wese'll scatter yer all over der street t"

"It would give me great pleasure to have you try
that scattering process on your own hook," muttered
Merry.

"He's stuckpt der Chink's gal! Hoi hot" mocked
another thug. "Wot'S a swell guy like him a-comin'
down here fer an' a-tryin' ter cop aut a Chinaman's

.. sweetheart I"
"The wretches I" palpitated the girl. "The brutes !"
"She~s a babyl"
"She's all right!" ,
"Looker dem eyes!"
"An' der crockery in her mout' ! Wow!"
"No wonder der swell bloke is mashed."
Frank feared the shame and confusion of her posi

tion would ovet'come the girl, and he said:
'"Don't mind the snarling curs, miss. KeeR on walk

ing. I'm going to shoot a few of these thugs if they
get any nearer:: .

He was compelled to turn about and walk backward
part qf the time, but he continued to hold the mob off
with the threatening revolver.

They reached.the corner of Powell Street, and the
girl uttered a cry of satisfaction and relief.

"There's a policeman!" she exclaimed.
An officer came slowly sauntering along toward

them, swinging his club and looking supremely indif
ferent.

"What's all the row about?" he demanded, as he
came up. ''What are yer howling about this way?
Chase yerselves before I wake up and fan a few of
yer."

Immediately Frank appealed to the officer for pro
tection, attempting to explain the situation. The
toughs howled and sought to drown his voice. One
of them, who seemed to know the officer, r,nade an c~ex

planation" that was a pure fabrication, seeking to in-
duce the bluecoat to arrest Frank. .

In the midst of this a car came clanging along the
street.
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Merry knew it was quite probable that the appear
ance of the policeman would add to the compliootion
and might prove a misfortune, in case the officer had
any friends in the crowd. Therefore Frank resolved
on action, and, suddenly, with a.lunge and a sweep of
his powerful right arm, he carried the girl clear of the
crowd into the street. He did not seek to stop the car,
but lifted the girl bodily and sprang aboard with her.

The toughs ran after the car, yelling and shouting
for it to stop.

Some of them attempted to board the car.
Standing on the steps, Merry held them off with the

revolver.
Two men appealed to Frank to know what was the

matter.
"Some thugs attempted to ~idnap this young lady

and drag her into a Chinatown den," answered Frank.
"I had a ra~her hard time getting her away."

The men took a good look at the girl, and their
sympathy was aroused instantly.

"I rather reckon we can chip into this, Jack," said
one, as he brought forth a long, ugly looking pistol.

"lapine so, Dave," nodded Jack, promptly produc
ing two equally ugly pistols. "vVhy, the bums are

~ trying to stop the car!"

Immediately he raced through the car to the front
end, where the running and cursing thugs were seek- .
ing to intimidate the gripman.

"Put on all stearn, partner," said Jack. "Don't
stop on your life! It ain't healthy."

Then he turned his pistols on the thugs.
"Get away there, you whelps!" he coed. "Go chase

yourselves· back to Chinatown, or there'll be mourning
in the dope joints you corne from."

"He looked like a man who was perfectly willing,
even anxious, to do a little shooting, and the gang fell
back from the fro~.t of the car.

Then one of them threw something that crashed
through a window of the car. A volley of missiles fol
lowed.

The women passengers on the car screamed and one
fainted. There was no end of excitement for a few
moments; but the men who ha~ drawn their weapons
in defense of Frank and the girl turned the tide. The
pursuing mob began to stop and give ttp. A few con
tinued to run with the car for about half a block; but
in the end all stopped.

"There, partner," said Jack, as he returned through
. the car and joined his friend; "I reckon we've lost a

fine opportunity to shoot up som.e toug4 citizens, which

the town wouldn't miss any, but we've saved our am
munition."

"I am greatly obliged, gentlemen," said Frank
"You carne into the game just when I needed you
badly, and I wish to thank you heartily. If ever I
can--"

HTq.ere, there, my boy'" said Dave, pleasantly. "I
judge' we did it for the gal more than for you. It's
all right, but you want to take care of your sweetheart
better in the future. Don't let her get so near Chink
town, is my advice. Invite ~ to the wedding, and
we'll call it square." .

The girl had recovered her nerve in a remarkable
manner, and these words caused her to blush furiously.
Heretofore she had been very pale, and this rush or
color to her white face made her wonderfully at
tractive.

Jack laughed heartily over the words of his friend.
"Yes," he nodded, "we'll take an invite to the wed-.

ding for ours. She stacks up all right, and I advise
you to play her straight. Give her the rags and the
shiners and she'll be the real· thing. Go the limit on
her, young man, and don't pike."

"By the way," added Dave, "here's my card. Send
the invitation to the Poodle Dog. The proprietor al
ways knows where to find Dave Bascomb."

He whipped out a card and gave it to Merry, an ex
ample which was followed by his companion.

"I allow you can always strike me the same way.
Jack Rowley is some known around the Poodle Dog
and the Spotted Pup. Now don't play any hold-out
game on us, but let us in at the nuptials, and we'll do
you proud by our refinement and modesty."

Then both men laughed together, and the girl
blushed still more furiously.

"When we are married, gentlemen," bowed Frank,
"1 certainly shall see that you Doth receive invitations."

And he carefully placed their cards in hi~cardcase.

CHAPTER IV.
.-..,

BESSIE HASTINGS.

"Why-why did you let those men think
think--"

The girl faltered in the greatest confusion. VVith
Frank she had just left the car.

"Foryour sake," he answered. "Wasn't it best that
they should fancy U$sweethearts? Then they would
not ask too many embarrassing questions. I did it for
your sake, and I hope you are not offended. Take my
arm. It will complete the bluff."



6 TIP TOP WEEKLY.

Hesitatingly she accepted his arm, permitting her
small hand to rest lightly upon it.

A momerit later Frank hailed a passing cab, which
he noted carried no fare.
"I~I-let me go home, please," urged the gir1.
"That's what I'm ~oing to do," said Merry. "I'm

going to take you home. Now, don't object, for I am
determined that you shall not be again exposed to
danger." .

It required considerable persuasion, but she finally
consented, giving a number on Maryland Street.

When they were seated side by side in the cab the
girl became silent, drawing far back into a corner for a
time. Frank talked to her in an effort to make her feel
at ease, which was no simple task.

Of a" sudden, she grasped his hand.
"1. want to thank you-I want to thank you,~ thou

sand times!" she impulsively exclaimed. "You are a
real gentleman, and you are so brave and kind I"

He checked her. •
"Say no more about that," he urged. "I did what

anyone in my place might have done."
"No, no!" she protested. "Few could have done it!

I've just been thinking about it. I've been thinking
how you fought those two rascals and the Chinaman.
Oh, I was so frightened! I think I fainted. But I
know you whipped them all. I felt you carry me out
of that place. Then I did try to be strong."

"You were a very brave little gir1."
"Oh, no; I was so weak-so frightened! I wa.s not

brave. I thought I should die from fright. And then
when that mob gathered and howled at us, and you
kept them off with your pistol.until you lifted me and
put me on the car. Oh, I believe you are the bravest
man I ever met!"

There was guileless, innocent admiration in: her
brown eyes and her frank speech. . There was not the
slightest touch of anything unnatural or affected about
her.

'Frank liked her. He could not help it. He was
deeply interested in her.

Still he refrained from seeking to pry into any of
her secrets, in case she had secrets. He had not asked
her h01ll it happened th~t she had ventured alone into
Chinatown. She might not wish to tell him that.

"You are too complimentary, Miss-Miss--"
"Hastings," she completed. "My name is Bessie

Hastings."
"And mine is Frank Merriwell."
She started; uttering a little exclamation.

"Frank Merriwe1l?" she said. "Why-.why, it can't
•

be you are the Frank Merriwell my brother spoke of
so often! Still-stilI you are just as 1 pictured he must
be. Are you the great college athlete?"

"1 graduated from Yale."
"Then you're the one! Oh,' I'm so glad I I'm just

delighted! But it's wonderful! I can hardly be
lieve it."

"How did your brother happen to know anything
;l.bout me?"

"He had a friend, Fred Canton, who went to Yale.
Fred was a freshman the last year you were at college.
He used to write Rob about you, and he sent him
papers that told about your great work as a pitcher and
football player and as captain of your teams. He said
every man at Yale was proud of you and lQved and
admired you." I

"I'm afraid he exagg~rated slightly," smiled Merry.
"I had some very bitter enemies at college, although
I also had a host of loyal friends."

"And Rob got to talking about you," the girl went
on. "He thought he'd like to be like you. And he
meant to go to fitting school and then to Yale if our
mine panned out. But after mother died, we became
involved in a lawsuit over the claim and lost it. The
Humboldt Mining Company wanted the property, <).nd
they produced a man who swore he had located the
mine and worked it, but he lied, for the original loca
tor is dead, and he gave the mine to mother because she
took care of him when he was ill. We didn'fhave the
money to carry the case to a higher court, so we lost
everything, and Rob had to become a day laborer. It

. was awfully hard on him, for it killed his hope of going
to Yale."

Frank had been deeply interested in this bit of his
tory, which he immediately confessed.

"It was a shame that you should be robbed in sucH' a .
manner," he said.

"It was a cruel wrong!" cried the girl, her eyes
I

. ,
g OW1l1g. . .

"How about the mine-did it pan out?"
&The Humboldj.·Company is making preparations to

work it on a large ~cale. They have put up buildings
and are getting the very latest machinery. The ore
they have taken from it is very rich. They will make
a great fortune out of"'that mine."

Frank had heard of many similar cases, and always
his indignation over such acts of injustice was aroused.

"Perhaps there may yet be some way of bringing the
rascals up," he said. "If your brother had the'
money--'" .

"No, it is hopeless," said Bessie, sadly. "Rob gave
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"I supposed yOt'l had some legitimate business that
called you there,'" Merriwell hastened to say, as she
hesitated.

"I did," she declared. "I know it's no place for a
girl who thinks anything of herself to venture unes

. corted; but, to tell you the truth, I was looking for
my brother."

"Ah!"
"Yes. I haven't told you part of my story. I don't

know why, but, if it wouldn't bore you, I -I'd like
t()---'-"

"1 haven't questioned you, Miss Hastings, because
your private affairs are none of my business; but what
ever you see fit to tell me I shall regard as strictly con
fidential."

CHAPTER V.·

BESSIE BECOMES CONFIDENTIAL.

It was a modest, respectable boarding house.'
Frank assisted the girl. from the cab. As he did so,

he saw a woman peering curiously from behind the
curtains of a parlor window.

"Miss Hastings," he said, "I wish you would permit
me to come in with you and speak to the landlady. I
may save you from the necessity of making some awk
ward explanations, or being regarded with suspicion."

He -had decided at once that the landlady would
think it a remarkable thing that Bessie Hastings should
come home in a cab, accompanied by a well:-dressed
young man. I

Bessie hesitated, but finally she agreed to Merry's
proposal.

up that idea. He still continued to speak of you some- Frank told the cabman to wait and escortedthe girl
times, but now-- What made you follow me to- up the steps. She had a key, and they entered.
day?" In the hall they were met by the landlady, who

She suddenly changed the subject. seemed determined to know what it all meant
"Why, I-I was interested in you, and I feared you Frank had an honest way,· and, without tellillg too

might get into trouble, for I knew you were going into much, he made an explanation that fully satisfied the
a dangerous quarter of the city. I followeq with the landlady. He was well known to Miss Hastings'
idea of being near to protect you in case you needed brother, and he had chanced to come upon her as she
assistance." was being insulted and annoyed by Bloss and Leary,

"It was so good of you! And I did need it" so he brought her home.
"Very much. Did you know you were being fol- "Them two rapscallions?" cried the landlady, who

lowed by those rascals who dragged you into that was a transplanted New Englander.• "They dur$t stop
laundry?" Bessie an' try to talk to her, hey? Well,I wisht I'd

"N0." _ hed them both locked up, jest as I threatened to! It
"You were not aware of it until they stopped you?" was mighty lucky fer her that you happened along. I
"No; I was frightened then, for I know them." hope you give 'em both what they deserve!"
"One of them spoke your name as he passed me. Do "Well, I shOOK them up a little," answered Merry.,

you mind telling me who they are?" elyou shotlld have seen him, Mrs. Spaulding!" ex-
"Their names are Bioss and Leary. They were put claimed Bessie. "He whipped them both." .

out of the boarding house where I live." She had noted that Frank carefully avoided mention-
"Put out?" ing the fact that the attack had occurred in ,China'
"Yes. Muff Leary was suspected of stealing from ,town.

other boarders, and the boarding mistress found out.l "I'm glad of that, the puppies!" nodded the land
that Tilly Bloss was a disreputable character. She had lady. "They ought to get something worse than a
to call a policeman to get rid of them, and then they whipping."

left only because the 0:ncer threat~ned. to lock them "I wish to talk with you a few minutes, Mr. Merri
up. I never had anyth111g to do WIth eIther of them, well" said the girl. "May we sit in the parlor Mrs.
although both tried to talk to me." S 'ld"?"· ,

• ...... '1' • ·Ch· " pau 111g."EVIdently they are faml lar WIth 111atown." , '
".y I' h d th t lk' b t . th d Why, to be sure, of course you may. \iVhat s thees . ve ear em a 111g a ou g0111g ere an . . . ...

h
.. 'h . " parlor for 1£ It lsn't for the enterta111ment of vIsItors?"
ltt1l1g t e pIpe. . .. .

Still Frank refrained from questioning her about So Frank a~d Bes~le sat 111 the parlor, and the glrl

herself, and finally they came to the number on Mary~\ grew confidential. FIrst, she observed:
land Street which she had given. "I don't know what you think of me, Mr. Merriwell,

for you saw me going into a\part of the city whete
where-----"
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There was something in his eyes and his manner that
led her to trust him and to speak without hesitation.

"My brother left horne a short time after we lost
our suit," she said. "I didn't want him to go. He

.worked a while, and then he left. It wasn't his fault;
he was led away. I hope you won't think badly of
Rob, for he's just the best fellow in the world when
he's all right. First he quarreled with Herbert."

t'Herbert?" questioned Merry.
ttYes. I haven't spoken of him before. He-he

was a friend of ours."
Again she was Blushing and confused. Immediately

Frank began to divine the truth.
ClVve lived up in Humboldt," she went on. ttHerbert

was horne from college when Rob quarreled with him.
Rob seemed to get sore because Herbert was going to
college and he could n~t. He called"" Herbert names
to me, and I didn't like it. He said he was a stuck-up
duffer, and things like that. Herbert isn't one bit
stuck up. He's at the U. of c., and he's doing well.
He's just perfectly handsome, and he's making a rec
ord in athletics. Last fall he won three events in the
college contests. That's what you call them, isn't it
-:events? This year he's on the track team, and he's
playing baseball some, too. .Naturally Rob isn't a bit
jealous, but he did get queer about Herbert. You see
that was because Herbert was going to college and
Rob couldn't go.

ttWell, Herbert used to corne over to see us pretty
often. We were living in the little cottage where
mother died, though we'd mortgaged the place heavily
to fight the mining company. Rob had an idea at first
that he could work and lift the mortgage, so we'd be
able to keep the place. Herbert used to corne over al
most every evening. You see, he wasn't going to be
horne only a short time, and so he visited us much
oftener than he would otherwise." ".

ttl fancy I understand," nodded Frank; whereupon
the girl blushed again.

"Well, about that time Weldon Butler carne along "
and got acquainted with Rob."

ttWho's Butler?"

etA scoundrel-a gambler! exclaimed Bessie,
warmly. "He was a great dresser and wore lots of
diamonds. I think he came up that way to investigate
some mining property he'd obtained in payment of a
gamblingbet. I wish we'd never seen him.

t.tThis Butler did his best to get in with Rob, and he
succeeded. In that way he was brought to our house.
I didn't like hil;11 from the first, and told Rob so. Her
bert didn't like him, either. It was Herbert who told

me he was a gambler and my brother was making a
mistake in bringing him to the house. I told Rob, and
he became furious. Said Herbert had better mind his
own business.

"Butler annoyed me, for he was always hanging
round and looking at me in a way I didn't like, and
trying to say flattering things. I gave him a' good
call-down lots of times, but it didn't seem to make a
bit of difference with him. If anything, he became
bolder. At last I told Herbert I couldn't stand it.
Then Herbert wanted to whip him; but I knew Butler
always carried a pistol and a dirk knife, and I just
made Herbert promise he wouldn't quarrel with him:

"But Butler was determined to drive Herbert away.
He went after Rob about it. One evening Rob came
in, and I-I-I'm afraid-he had been-"drinking."

.This time her blush was one of shame, but she
quickly went on :

ttl know who led him to do it! It was that villain
Weldon Butler! Herbert was there ~with me. Rob
proceeded to insult him. He said just the meanest
things! Asked him if he didn't have any other loaf
ing place, inferred that his room was better than his
company, and things like that. I tried to stop him, but
I couldn't. Herbert was a perfect gentleman. At last

"he rose, saying he would go. Rob seemed infuriated
because he hadn't been able to get Herbert angry. I
don't know just how it carne about, but finally he called
Herbert a coward and struck him. I sprang b~tween

them.
t'Then Herbert left, and I haven't seen him since."

CHAPTER VI.
ABOUT ROB HASTINGS.

"He went back to college," continued the girl; "but
he never wrote to me, as he promised he would. i
suppose he became disgusted with me for having such
a brother. I" don't know what else could keep him
from writing."

"That's not what prevented him," declared Merry,
positively. "

"Do you think it wasn't?"
"I know it wasn't. No fellow who cares for a girl

will quit her on account of her relatives. Usually the
opposition of brothers and other relatives, makes the
fellow all the more persistent and determined."

"Then why-'" Bessie faltered, seeming in great
perplexity.

"There was some other reason why he did not
write."
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"Well, he hasn't written; andI-I wrote him twice."
This confession seemed forced from her lips.

"vVhen you see him, he'll make it plain-he'll ex-
plain everything."

"I-I'm afraid I'll never see him again."
"Don't you worry about that. You will."
"Oh, butyou don't know. We've lost the cottage,

and he doesn't kn0"Y where I am."
"But you know where he is. You'll see him again.

How did you lose the cottage?"
"Rob let it go. He gave up-just said he wasn't

going to be a common day laborer. He was tired of .
it. It was Weldon Butler who influenced him. After
Herbert left, Butler became so very annoying that 1
finally refused to see him at all. One night he caught
me by surprise. I couldn't get away from him. He
wouldn't let me go, and he tried to force me to say I
would marry him. At last I grew very angry, and 1
told him I'd not marry him, even if there. were not
another man in all the wide world. I told him just
what I thought, and it stung him some, too. He
jumped up. 'All right, Miss Pride!' he cried. 'You'll
be sorry. You'll marry me yet! I'll make you marry
me!'

"When I told Rob about this threat, he laughed and
said that was the way for a ~ellow to conquer a girl.
He said Herbert quit too easily, and tha;t he •was a
bluffer, or else he would have stuck to it. I became un
reasonably angry, and I did call Rob some hard names,
for which I've been sorry ever since. Rob never
seemed to forgive me. Butler went away, but a month,
later he turned up again. Two days after that, Rob
left with Butler. He left a note for me, saying he was
going away to make an easier living than he could ~et

there. He said he was going to become a great athlete
and play baseball. I know Butler led ,him iIJto that.
Since then I've never set eyes on my hrother."

Frank understood. the sad expression about her
mouth and in her eyes. This trouble had worn on her
greatly. .

"1 had one letter. from him," she. continued. "He
said h.e was getting along finely. He was 'living here
in 'Frisco and making money. He sent me a hundred
dollars, but said he did it without Butler's knowledge.
I have that hundred dollars now."
~"Youhave ?"

"Yes."
"You haven't needed to use it?"
"I haven't been compelled to use it, but I've needed

the money many times."
"Why haven't you used it?"

"Because-because--"
Her head sank and her voice was lowered. She fal

tered over her answer. Finally, with an expression
of pain, she half whispered:

"Because I am afraid it was not honest money. I
told you Butler was a gambler. I want to give that
money back to Rob. I want him to return it, if he
did not come by it honestly." .

- "Did-your brother say what he was doing here in
'Frisco?'''

"He said he belonged to an athletic association and
was at work every night in a gymnasium; but I don't
think there is any way for him to make money like
that. Is there any way, Mr. Merriwell?"

There was something pathetic in the way she put
this question.

"There might be," said Frank, wishing to save her
pain; "but it is no, likely, unless he became an in
structor, and--"

"He couldn't do that, for he needed instruction him
self. I came to the city to find him. I've managed to
earn my living doing fancywork and painting.· At
every opportunity I've searched for Rob, but 1 haven't
been able to find him. But I've heard from him
through others who know him. I hear that he's well
dressed and has lots of money. ,Both Bloss and Lceary
claimed they had seen him in Chinatown. That was
why I went into Chinatown to~ay."

"Both Bloss and Leary lied!" exclaimed Frank. "1
don't believe either of them ever saw your brother.
They \vanted to get you into Chinatown. They fre
quent places in that quarter, and they had a foul
scheme, which they came very near carrying into exe
cution. Those two whelps will receive some attention
from me, the next time 1 run across them !" .

Merry's sympathy for the girt\ad been fullyawak
ened, and he longed to assist her in some manner. He
thought he might be of some assistance in finding her
brother.

"If he is actually concerned in athletics, 1 may get
trace of him," he said. "1 have been invited to com
Pete in the open meet of Western amateur athletes, to
be held at the Olympic Club Grounds next week. He
may be there. If 1 accept the invitation and remain in
'Frisco, I'll look for him. If I find him, I may dis
cover a method of getting him away from the influ-
ence of Weldon Butler." .

"Oh, .if you only could! If you could bring him
to me!"

"1 will. 1 promise you that, Miss Hastings. At
least, 1 feel certain I can do that much. In the mean- .
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time, if you continue your search for him, take my
advice and keep away from dangerous quarters of the
city, like Chinatown."

"Oh, my experience to-day has frightened me so
that in the future I'll be afraid whenever I venture out
alone, anywhere in the city. No danger I'll ever go
anywhere near a quarter like Chinatown. I didn't
realize what I was doing to-day."

Merry arose to leave. He promised to let her hear
from him again, and gave her his hotel address, urging
her to communicate with him in case she felt the need
of a friend.

Frank ran down the steps and sprang into the cab,
having given the driver a word of instruction.

"I'd like to find that worthless reprobate Rob Hast·
ings!" muttered Merry, as the cab rolled away. "The
young scoundrel, to desert a sister like that! Poor
girl! She is bravely facing the world and making her
way. \Vithout protection, unsop~isticated and inno
cent, she is exposed to a thousand perils here in this
metropolis of the Pacific Coast. Her beauty, for she is
beautiful, increases her danger a thousandfold. The
sharks of this town are looking for just such prey. If
it is in my power, I shall do something to aid her."

CHAPTER VII.
THE MEN IN THE ADJOINING BOOTH.

Merry looked at his watch. He discovered that he
would be late at lunch if he returned to the Palace
Hotel, where he was stopping with his athletic team.

Having made this discovery, Frank bethought him
self of an unpretentious little restaurant on Polk Street,
where they served delicious crabs and oysters.

Then, as the cab slowly pulled up one of the city's
numerous hills, he sllke to the driver and gave him
instructions to drive to the restaurant.

This little eating place was located no great dis
tance from City Hall, and they finally stopped before
it. The driver attempted to overcharge Merry, after
the manner of cab drivers everywhere and especially in
San Francisco. Frank soon convinced the driver not
only that he was perfectly familiar with the legal rates,
but that he kne\v both the distance they had covered
and the time spent since he hailed cabby. The matter
was finally adjusted, and Frank entered the restaurant.

The place was provided with numerous little booths.
where four people could sit in seclusion, while they
enjoyed the hospitality of the house. By drawing a
curtain the occupants of any booth could be screened
from observation.

Merry gave his order and partly drew the curtain.

He wished to sit there alone and meditate while wait
ing for service.

He fell to thinking of his recent adventure, of Bes
sie Hastings, and of the problem the girl was facing.

Three minutes had not passed when he was suddenly
aroused by the sound of a voice.

It seemed familiar.
"Let's sit in here," it said.
Merry sat up and peered out past the partly drawn

curtain.
Three persons passed the booth and entered the one

next to it.
"I thought so!" Merriwell mentally exclaimed. "I

fancied I had heard that voice before to-day."
He had recognized two of the three men.
They were the rascals, Bloss and Leary, from whom

he had rescued B~sfe Hastings.
Their companiQ11. was a slender man with a dark

mustache e,tnd a crimson waistcoat. He wore patent
leather boots and" a black derby hat. Diamonds spar
kled on his fingers and in his necktie. He had the at
mosphere of a gambler.

The partitions between the booths did not run all
the way to the ceiling. Eight feet from the floor these
partitions stopped, and above that point there was an
open space.. -,

Therefore, unless the occupants of any booth-lowered
their voices nearly to a whisper, anyone in an adjoin
ing compartment could hear what they were saying.

The three men who had just entered were not par
ticularly cautious. They seemed more or less dis
turbed, and· they began talking freely.

"I don't understand it now," said the stranger.
"How could one man alone turn the trick?"

"He was a pippin to fight," averred Bloss. "Wasn't
he the Iitnit, Leary?"

"Vifell, look at my left lamp, if you think he wasn't,"
invited Leary, in a tone of unspeakable disgust.

Frank smiled to himself.
"Evidently they mean me," he thought. "They do

not dream I'm so near."
tlBut you had her in Sung Lee's joint," said the

stranger. "How could one man, without help, break
in there and take her away from you?"

"He done it," said Leary. "He was a perfect
howlin' storm. Why, he didn't seem to mind it none
when a gun was pulled on him."

"Mind it!" cried Bloss, pipingly. "'Vhy, he just
went for that gUll as if it contained a load of water.
He took it, too."

"Oh, you bluffers are no good!"
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At this both Leary and Bloss remonstrated, seeking
to defend themselves.

"Nobody could 'a' done more'n we did," declared
Bloss.

"I never picked you out as great fighters," said the
stranger; "but I did think you might be able to get
away with one lonesome girl."

"So we would, if that was all we'd had to do."
"Sung Lee chipped in with a flatiron, which he

passed at the head of the scrapping gent."
"Who dodged, and the flatiron took out Sung's front

window."
"Then he got the gun and chased Sung back into his

hole."
The stranger swore.
"Rotten!" he said. "Press that button, Bloss.

\Vhere in blazes is the waiter ?,
A bell rang sharply.
Neither of the three dreamed that in the adjoining

booth a young man was laughing softly O\~er what he
had just heard.

A Japanese waiter came toddling along. appeared at
the booth and asked for their order. They gave it,
and he toddled softly away.

"I don't suppose you two chaps expect anything
from me after making such a mess of this business?"
said the stranger.

"Oh, we're not done!" hastily declared Leary.
"\Ve win this game yet," asserted Bloss.
"You don't get a dollar tili you do. You don't even

get a white chip. You told me you could rake in the
girl and hold her tight for me."

"Well, did,n't we come near it?"
"Nears don't count."
"If we'd ever scooped her in Chinatown, she'd been

yours for keeps, Weld," said Leary.
"She surely would, Mr. Butler," agreed Bloss.
"Mr. Butler!" whispered Frank :Merriwell, as he

stiffened up. "Mr. Butler! \Vell, now I am inter
ested !"

CHAPTER VIII.
BUTLER'S GAME.

"It's Weldon Butled" decided Merry. "It's the
scoundrel Bessie Hastings told me about! Luck is
with me!"

- From this point Merry had no scruples about play
ing the eavesdropper. The three men in the next booth
were rascals of the worst type. One of them had been
instrumental in doing an innocent girl a great injury.
The girl pelieved this man was ruining her brother,

and Frank had vowed to do something to aid her in
finding that brother and in wresting him from the grip
of the scoundrel.

Plainly, the three rascals were not aware that the
next booth was occupied.

Merry slipped over to the curtain and glanced out.
Then he stepped forth with the tread of a panther,
slid down the aisle, entered another booth and pushed
the button.

The waiter who appeared happened to be the one
who had answered his call in the first place.

"See that?" asked Merry, in a low tone, as he held
up a five-dollar gold piece.

"Yes," was the answer, and the eyes of the waiter
sparkled.

"It's yours."
"Thank you."
The waiter r~ached for it.
"On conditions," added l\Ierry, dra\ving his hand

away. "I happen to know the three ~ents in the booth
down there. I don't wish them to know I'm in tlJe
next compartment. Don't ser\'~ my order until after
they leave. Don't giye them reason to suppose there
is ~nyone in that compartment. If you're on the level
about this matter, the coin is yours."

"I'll get ipto trouble."
"Not a bit of it. There'll be no trouble here, I

promise you that."
The waiter held out his hand.
"I'll chance it," he said.
Frank gave him the money. Then he returned to

the booth he had first occupied, walking with apparent
carelessness, yet not making the slightest sound.

The three men in the next compartment were still
talking earnestly.

"You'll never get her near Chinatown again," de
clared Butler. "That gag can't be worked now."

"Not very easy," agreed Leary.
"I've got to get my hooks on her before \Vednesday

of next week. rye been keeping Hastings quiet. You
see, he doesn't know she's in 'Frisco. Thinks she's
still up in Humboldt and so mad with him that she
don't care a hoot about ever putting her brown eyes on
him again. If he knew she was in town, he'd be tear
ing things up to find her. If he knew I knew, he'd
be plenty sore. Next week comes the meet out at
Olympic Park, and I have Hastings entered for the
one-hundred-yard dash and the two-hundred-and
twenty-yard hurdle race. He'Jl get away with the hur
dle race easily, for~ he's the greatest amateur hurdler
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in the West. I've been giving him try-outs in various
lines, and I've settled on the hurdles to make a killing."

This was growing more and more interesting to
Frank.

"You say you have him entered," said Leary.
"Why, I thought this affair out at Olympic Park was
straight amateur?"

"So it is."
"But you--"
"I'm keeping dark all right. Apparently. Hastings

has entered straight from the Hercules Club. I worked
him in there with my influence. My hand doesn't ap
pear in the-affair, but I'm engineering it, all the same.
I tip you straight that you want to back Hastings with
all your coin to get away with the two-hundred-and
twenty-yard hurdles."

"How about the dash?"
"I'm pretty confident at·that, but, as. I said before,

I know he's the greatest hurdler in the West, and I'm
making the big \llenture right there. I've had hard
lu~ at the wheel lately, but I propose to retrieve out at
dlympic next week." .

"Will you have the chance? There won't be much
money flying on an amateur go."

"Don't you think it. Members of the Ajax are
ready to back Deer good and plenty. Then they do
say the college boys at Berkley are making a purse to
back Taylor. Hastings knows Taylor, and so do I.
rvIy man will make that college sissy look like a plugged
nickeL That will give me plenty of satisfaction. Tay
lor hung rdund Bessie Hastings until I put a spike in
his wheel. Hastings hates Taylor and wants to show
him up. You see Hastings is ambitious to go to col
lege, and he's sore because Taylor is in California
and he isn't. Now, I've given you chaps all these tips
because you really did try to get hold of the girl for
me. You don't get the money I promised--"

"What if we round her up yet?"

"That's different. My original Rroposition goes;
but don't get mixed with the coppers. If we'd landed
her in Chinatown, we could have thrown some dope
into her, after which it would have been easy sledding."

"She'll still be looking for her brother."
"Of course."

"Well," said Leary, "why don't you use him as a
decoy?"
. "How?"

"Write her a letter, signed with his name, asking
her to meet him somewhere."

"His writing--"

"Oh, I know a man who can forge the letter all
right, if you'll provide a sample of Hastings' writing."

Butler struck the table with his fist.
"It's a good scheme!" he exclaimed.
"Sure."
"I'll try it!"
"If it works," put in Bloss, hastily, "we get the

dough money promised us, eh?"
"Why--"
"I proposed the scheme," reminded Leary.
"All right," agreed Butler. "That's a fact, and if

I corral the girl, you get the coin."
At this point the Jap appeared and served their

order.

CHAPTER IX.

AMONG SPORTING MEN.
~ .

"A nice bt111ch I" thought Frank, who was itching to
get at the tfio of plotters. "But' this is my chance to
follow Butler up and get track of Hastings. If I'm
seen by Bloss and Leary, it will ruin my chance. 'What
can I do?" .

It didn't take him long to decide. He found an op
portunity to slip out of the booth and leave the restau
rant.

Merry hastened along the street, looking for a cheap
clothing store, which he soon found. He entered that
store as Frank Merriwell; but ten minutes later he left
it dressed'so oddly that it was impossible to recognize
him save by his face. As soon as he was on the street,
the expression of his face underwent such a remarkable
change that his best friends might have brushed past
him without fancying they knew him. He actually
looked cross-eyed, while his jaw drooped, his features
relaxed, and his expression was that of one decidedly
.:'short-witted," He pulled a wide-brimmed hat over
his ears, thrust his hands deep into his pockets and
slouched along until he was again in front of the res
taurant he had lately left.

He did not have to wait more than ten minutes, be
fore the men he was watching for appeared.

At the corner of Post Street they boarded a car, an
example which Merriwell followed.

Although Frank sat in full view of them in the car,
neither Leary nor Bloss recognized hiin as the youth
who had spoiled their dastardly game in Chinatown.

Merry had lost his lunch, but he did not mind that.
The task of shadowing the three rascals made him for
get that he had been hungry.

Leary and Bloss did not riQ-e far. Soon they rose,
bidding Butler good-day, and left the car.
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Merry had an opportunity to study Butler. The
man was about thirty .years of age, slender and active,
,"vith a sharp eye and a cold mouth. He looked un
scrupulous; and yet he was the sort· of a man that
wOmen of ;f certain grade regard as handsome. Frank
decided that he was the kind who might be driven to
any sort of crime in order to accomplish his designs.

Finally Butler left the car. Frank seemed dozing
when he did so, but he woke up after the car started,
seeme<;l to realize he wished to get off there, gave an
exclamation, ran to the steps and leaped off while they
were in full motion. .
Th~ conductor called him an idiot, but he paid no

attention, for- he was busy looking for vVeldon Butler.
Fortunately Butler had not disappeared. Merry was

after him, slouching along in the same careless man
ner. They climbed a steep slope and sauntered down
the other side. Finally Butler mounfed the steps of a
building that looked like a convent. The door opened
before his hand, and he disappeared within.

"That's not where he lives," thought Merry, in dis
appointment. "I wonder what sort of a place it is."

Four men issued frol? a· basement door, smiling'and
talking. Frank glanced atthe door and something like
a soft whistle esca~ed hi1lips, for he saw there was a
bar in the basement of the building.

An instant later he boldly mounted the steps and
pushed ope~ the main door, through which Butler had
vanished.

He walked directly into a carpeted hall, broad and .
long, running the full length of the building. 011
either side of the, hall were doors, all of which, save'
two at th€T far end, were closed.. ..

But barely' had Merry stepped into the place when
his ears were greeted with a sound that denoted the
character of the building.

That sound was the clicking of chips.
"A gambling house I'; -ih'Qught Frank. "Butler

spoke of losing money on the'vheel. He's trying it
again." I

He walked dow. the hall. The clicking of checks
came from a room on his right. To it was added the
sudden whirring of a ball spinning round a roulette
wheel.

In at the open door stepped Merry.

He found himself in a long room, fitted with gam
bling paraphernalia. and occupied by dealers and men
engaged.in a mild and quiet attempt to "clip the tiger's
claws." Possibly there were twenty-five or thirty
persons in the roobJ. At one end a swarthy, sallow
man was dealing faro. Another man sat on an ele-

vated office chair, like an umpire, watching every play.
Five men were playing. Two ro.ulette wheels were in
operation. A third wheei at the end of the room was
idle. The windows were shuttered at the bottom.

Frank knew there were many places like this one in
'Frisco, and all were being run wide open. It was a
city of gamblers. The hotbed of this vice was in the
vicinity of Chinatown, but gambling houses thrived all
over the city:. . '

Butler seemed t~ be well known in the place. He
was shaking hands with a fat, thick-necked chap, ,whom
he called Dugan.· Another man addressed the same fat
fellow as Spike. From this Merry knew it must be the
old-time prize fighter, Spike Dugan, who had once
aspired to heavyweight championship honors.

Others who seemed to be particular friends of Butler
all had the brand of the gambler or the crook about
them. Taken all together,' they were the sort to keep
clear of, unless a person was anxious to lose his money.

"A fine loH" thought Merry. "I wonder'if Butler
has introduced Rob Hastings to his chosen friends. If
so, I should think Hastings would get his eyes open,
unless he is crooked, too----and I don't like to think that
of Bessie's b.rother."

"What's doing~ Weld r' asked one of the group.
1 I " ,"Haven't heard much of you ate y.

"Dat's right," nodded Dugan. "Where yer been
keepjn' yerself, me old geegeel'

"I'm not frisking much round this town since the
Ocean House affair," grinned Butler.

"Dat was a dirty shame!" exclaimed the ex-pugilist.
"We had a sure t'ing on dat race, fer we had del' jock
fixed."

"I had him in my pocket," declared Butler; "but
those sharp guys suspected it and put up the job to
catch me giving him money. Then I had to hike to
get away from tl1e owner of the horse, who came
a-hunting me with a gun in each fist and blood in his
eyes."

"And the poor jock was barred," said a beak-nosed
man.

"An' we lost our dough," put in Dugan.
"Since then," said Butler, "I've been keeping mighty

shady."
Then they all laughed. Their unblushing boldness

in speaking of this piece of race-track rascality aston
ished Frank, who did not happen to know that the
whole affair nad been well aired by the newspapers.

"Well, wot yer up to now?" inquired Dugan.
"Oh, pikin' a little on the wheel or at the bank,"

was the answer. .



14 TIP TOP WEEKLY.

"But yer can't make' a livin' ,at dat, fer it's 'pure
luck. You must have somethin' else up yer sleeve."

"I have."
"Let us in. When you have anyt'ing it's alwus good.

Don't be mean wid yer old pals'!'
"Oh, you wouldn't think it worth working."
"What you think worth workin' I judge is good

enough fer us. \Vot's del' lay?"
"Amateur sports."
"What?" cried half the listeners, in genuine amaze-

ment: I I

"Knew it would jolt you some," smiled Butler
"That's the gag I'm following. That's the gig I'm
playing."

"\Vhy, how do you do it?"
"Oh, I've been getting on the inside, and I find out

there's lots of dust in the air whenever the amateurs
get out against one another. If it's a college go, the
college chaps rake every dollar they can to back the
men on their teams. They're loyal, and they back
their own side on principle. If a man goes out to get
the dope on all the men before the events come off, he
can make a good haul any day. Why, I've been living
comfortable off ready money gathered from the wise
little mammas' babies. It's a slick gr~ft, and I'm learn
ing something about working it every day I live. It's
almost too easy, for all these college affairs and most
of the amateur goes, not run by professionals under
cover, are on the level. Get the dope right, and there's
no danger of losing, because the best man or the best
team is bought up. You can't buy 'em."

Spike Dugan shook his head.

"Doa't tell us dat, Weld!" he exclaimed. "It ain't
human nater. \V'y, I never yet see del' geezer dat
didn't have a price."

"Well, just you go try to buy so~e of those fellows
and see what will happen."

"What's your next lay, Weld?'" asked the beak-
nosed man. "Put us next." '

"The amateur go out at Olympic Park next week."

"What's your dope on thatr"

"I've got a sure thing."

"Fix us on the sure thing."

Butler drew them close round him, speaking in a low
tone.

"Boys," he said, "I'm going the limit on Peter Deer,
the Ajax man, in the two-hundred-and-twenty hur-.
dIes. He has that event cinched. If you don't believe
I'm right, just look up his record. There'll be money
out on other men: but Deer win take the race in a

romp. If any of you want t.o make a stake, back him
for all you're worth."

CHAPTER X.

THE ROULETTE WHEEL.

Although Butler had spoken in a low tone, Frank
was near enough to catch every word.

Never 'had Merry seen a dirtier attempt at double
crossing. Here was Weldon Butler, in the midst of
his supposed friends, who were seeking his honest
advice, endeavoring to induce them to bet on a man,
who, according to his confidential statement to bosom
friends, had no chance whatever. Frank knew But
ler intended to back an entirely different man, yet he
had just declared, in pretended confidence, that he
was "going the limit" on Peter Deer, of the Ajax A:
A. Beyond question this statement had been made to
induce these supposed friends t9 shell out their money,
and it was his hope and intention to ~et hold of some
of that money.

"Talk about honor among thieves f" thought Merry.
"If this is a sample of it, I shouldn't care to be treated
honestly by them if I were one:"

He was now satisfied that Weldon Butler was a ras
cal of the lowest type, who woufd betray his best
friend in order to feather his own nest.

"I'd like to find a way to pinch Butler and pinch
him hard," said Frank, mentally. "Perhaps I may
find a way. I'll try to, at any rate."

"Are you sure about this Ajax man getting away
with it?" asked one of the throng round Butler..

"Well, I tell you I've had men watching every con
testant, and Peter Deer simply lays 'way over the other
men."

"Who are the others?"
"Up to date, five have entered. There'll be two or

three more before the entries close. There's Deer,
from the Ajax; Noblet Swett, Los Angeles; Casper
Lightbody, Nebo Club, SaJt Lake; Herbert Taylor, U.
of c., and a fellow by the name of Hastings, entered
by th.e Hercules Club, Sacramento." .

"And Deer is the sure winner?'l'
"Dead sure."
"Perhaps you'll change yourmind before the entries

are all in. A better man may show up."
"There isn't a better man west of the· Rockies, take

my word for that."

"'Vhat do y'0tl know about Swett?l"
"White livered. He has a \veak heart, and he'll

never push Deer."
"\\Tell, how about dis Taylor chap ?" inquired
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Dugan. "California usually make 'em hustle, I no
tice."

"That's in straight college affairs. This is an open
meet for Western amateur athletes. It..takes in all
the territory west of the Rockies, although most of
the contestants will come from California, of course.
There are better men outside the colleges than in them.
Don't waste any money on Taylor."

"'How'd you find out about LightbOdy?" asked the
beak-nosed man. "Salt Lake is a long distance."

"Oh, not so far. I have some friends there, and
they're giving men money to bet on Deer. Light
body has a weak ankle. He came West as a lunger, but
he's built up and thinks he's just as good as the best.
He won't cut any" ice."

"Well, dere's dat feller Hastings-how 'bout him?"
"He's a greenhorn:"
"Sometimes dey're der worst."
"Not this fellow. Never hurdled in his life in a

regular match. He has a swelled head, but he'll get
the swelling reduced. D~ wi11look after that."

"Weli, this amateur business may be a great graft
if there's money enough afloat," said the beak-nosed
man.

"But you want to work it on the dead q. t.," advi.sed
Butler. ·"If. they find regular sports are plunging into
it, there will be a hQwl. Get some. fellows who are
not known to stick up your money,hnd sit back quiet
yourself. That's the wiJ.Y."

He was fixing it up for them. He was encouraging
them to go in heavily on Deer. Then he, through his
unknown agen~, would cover their bets and' gather
into his own pocket their money, wit!lOut letting them
become aware of it.

Frank longed to tell them just the sort of man Wel
don Butler was. Not from sympathy for any of them,
but in order to expose the thoroughbred rascal in' all
his dirty tinge, to those who thought themselves his
pals.

Merry remained quiet, however.
While this conversation 'had been going on a man

had entered the room and was now playing roulette.
There were several players at the wheel, so that the
chips were all taken. The last comer was using
money, silver and gold, to make his'. bets.

Frank saw this man and recognized him.
He was Jack Rowley, one of the two men who had

aided Merriwell to get Bessie Hastings away from
the Chinatown mob.

.A few minutes later Butler left his associates and

pushed up to the .wheel. Seeing all the chips were
out, he also began to make bets with money.

The 'crowd packed closely about that table, growing
more and more interested in the game.

Frank secured a position where he could watch the
play, but took no part in it.

Rowley wa.s plunging. He scattered his money
about in a reckless fashion, but Frank soon observed
that he had a system. He pursued with his heavy bets
the run of the numbers up and down the table from
one section to another, while his smaller bets were
scattered to catch, in case the play broke out of the
natural run. Occasionally he bet a hundred at a clip
on the req. or black, odd or even, as his judgment led
him to believe best. His luck was good; he was win-
m~ •

Butler changed a fifty-dollar bill for silver dollars,
but he lost them in a hurry.

Then he tossed over a hundred-dollar bill and was
given a hundred silver dollar!:!.

He was nnt playing as heavily as Rowley, still he
was putting up a rather stiff game. _

As usual, the wheel was making the most of its
money off the upikers" who were betting cautiously.

Fortune often seems to favor the bold plunger, while
it. frowns in a most p~istent wayan The "piker."

The game was a fascinating one, but Merry knew
the house was not running the Wheel at a loss. The
players who went against it were playing against odds.
There were thirty-six numbers on the wheel, besides
the single a and double 0, making thirty-eight pocket:>
for the ball to drop into. The bank paid thirty-five
for one when a bettor won. On even chances thirty
eight for one ~hould have been paid. There was also
a chance to 'bet on the three columns of numbers and
on three s.ections of tw~lve numbers each, the bank
paying two for one if the better chose the right colUmn
or section; but if the ball fell into either of the a's,
the bank took everything bet in this manner.

While watching, Frank fancied he saw Rowley place
a dollar on the twenty-eight. A moment later he
noticed that the dollar was not there, but there was a
dollar on the thirty-one, which was the. next number
below the twenty-eight on the same column..

Thirty-one came just as Rowley sharply demanded
to know what had become of his dollar on the twenty-
eight.. . .

"I don't know anything about it, sir," said the
dealer, as he counted out thirty-five dollars and placed
them on the thirty-one. "You must keep track of your
owtl; money. I can't do that."
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"My dollar must have been moved onto the thirty
one," said Rowley.

"Not on your life!" retorted Butler, as he gathered
up the winnings. "That was my dollar."

Their eyes met.
"It may have been," said Rowley; "but I savvy your

game, Weld Butler. I know you a heap well."
"And I know you, Jack Rowley!" sneered Butler.

"Don't give me any of your hot air."

CHAPTER XI.
TROUBLE AT THE TABLE.

They glared at each other. There was bad blood be-
tween them. •

"I'm pot saying my dollar was moved to the thirty
one intentionally," said Rowley; "but it was moved
somewhere, and--"

"Better not make any talk you're not ready to back
up," interrupted Butler.

"I never do. Go on with the game, Mr. Dealer.
Something will drop if it happens again."

"Look out that you're not it," said Butler.
This was dangerous talk where men carried pistols

on their hips, as these two undoubtedly did, and those
present knew it. The dealer informed them that there

/'would be no trouble; but he Knew his word could. not
prevent trouble in case these two gamblers chose to
go after each other with lead or steel.

Frank resolved to watch the board closely.
The game continued calmly for some time, Butler

having caught i. winning streak with the coming of
thirty-one.

Rowley continued to plunge. He finally stacked ten
silver dollars on twenty-three, with other bets scat
tered. about further up the board.

Butler placed' ten silver dollars on nineteen, a num
ber nearer Rowley than the twenty-three.

Twenty-three came.
The dealer rapidly raked in the cJ1ips and money,

after which he counted out three hundred and fifty dol-
. lars as the winnings on twenty-three.

Both Rowley and Butler reached ;for the money.
"It's mine!" cried Butler.
"Not on your life!" retorted Rowley, as he quickly

scooped it up. "I placed that ten on twenty-three."
"You're a liar!" frothed Butler. tty ou placed ten

on nineteen!"
Then both men started to whip out pistols.
Frank had shifted his position until he stood close to

Weldon Butler, and he promptly grabbed the man's
wrist.

At the same moment, some of Butler's friends
clutched the wrist of Rowley.

Both men were prevented from drawing.
"Shoot him, Weld!" shouted the crowd. "He has

your money!"
But Weld could not shoot, for Frank Merriwell

would not let him draw his pistol forth.
"Gentlemen," cried Frank, clearly, "I saw it all, and

I tOClk particular note of those two bets. I know who
placed the money on nineteen and who placed it .. on

twenty-three. It was that gentleman's money on

twenty-three, and he had a right to pocket the win

nings."

He pointed at Rowley.

Inst~d of settling the matter, this produced an aw-

ful uproar.
"It's a game!" yelled Butler. "It's robbery I"
The crowd reached for Merriwell. j

Frank knew what was coming, and he lifted Butler,

pitching him across the table. Then he whirled and

struck out swiftly, hurling men backward.
Rowley broke away from the man who had grabbed

him. He wrenched out his pistol and flourished' it.

o ":By smoke!" he roared; "I'll shoot up the first man

who tries to lay a fil,1ger on me or this chap who has

backed me! I won the money, and this whole bunch
can't take it away from me while I'm alive!"

His eyes blazed, and they saw he was in earnest.
They f~ll back before him.

"Better get out lively, young fe1lov.1" said Rowley,

addressing Frank: "When they break loose, there
may be lots of lead flying in the air."

He backed to the door, still holding his revolver
menacingly. Just as he disappeared Butler rose from
behind the table and fired a single shot.

Frank leaped out through the door.

"'Hustle, youngster!" p~]pitated Rowley. "There
may be some further shooting."

They ran along the hall, sprang down some steps
toward the basement, .turned and passed through the

barroom, and thus reached the street.

In front of the building stood several cabs.
"In!" exc).aimed Rowley.

Then he gave the driver an order.

Frank leaped in; Rowley followed; away went the
cab.
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CHAPTER XII.
FRANK FINDS AN ALLY.

"Well, young fellow," said Jack Rowley, "we pulled
out of a mighty tough pinch there, considering the
fact that Weld Butler had his gang with· him."

"I think so myself," confessed Frank.
"And it's likely I owe you a whole lot of thanks for

keeping me from being shot up some. The gang had
me, and I couldn't draw. .I thought Butler would get
his lead into me, but I saw you grab his wrist."

"Yes."
'·Besides that, you shipped right in and backed me on

that bet the sneak tried to steal. Only for you, he
might have scooped my money."

"I knew it was your money.';-
"Allee samee, you were a whole lot nervy or foolish

to chip in ,from the outside. I'm willing to credit it
to nerve."

"Thank you," laughed Frank.
"For you don't seem half as foolish as you look."
"Thank you agajn."
"Keep the chal1ge. Take my advice and steer clear

of that bunch. They're pisen."
"You seem to know them pretty well." .
"Oh, 1 know some of them from A to' izzard. It·

isn't often I stand on the front side of a wheel. I've
rolled the marble and dealt faro out in the sagebrush
for twenty year, and I know pretty near all the pikers
and plungers. Butler has been into everything. Vve've
been looking for each other's skelps ever since a little
mix-up in Leadville, Colorado: nine year ago. .. Some
day I'll get him-or he'll g~t me."

"He is a bad man."
"The limit."
"I'm looking for his topknot myself."
"You?" cried Rowley, in surprise. "\Vhy, I didn't

suppose--·" ,

"Likely not. You fancied I blew in there by acci
dent."

"Sure."

"1 fbllowed Butler."

"Now you interest me--mu~h."
"He's· concerned in a little game that I hope to

spoil."
"Moreinterest What's the game?"
. "-
"Ruining a young chap and his sister. The girl is

from the country. She's here in 'Frisco looking for
her brother, who was led away by Butler: ,This hap
pened ctfter Butlerproposedniarriage to the girl and
was turned dow~."

"l\Iore interest. This is getting hot, my boy. Go
on."

'"'That's about all.. You've seen the girl."
"I have?"
"Yes."
"vVhenr.'
"To-day."
Rowley whistled.
"I think you're having a pipe dream," he said.
Frank took out his cardcase and found Rowley's

card.
"You gave me this not so many hours ago," he

said.
The man seemed bewildered.
"Gave it to yoU.'? Why-why, 1 don't-it can't be

you are-"
"I am the chap who was defending the girl from the

Chinatown mob."
"Great smoke!"
Rowley.leaned forward and looked at Merry, who

had permitted his features fo relax into their normal
condition.

For a few moments the wan seemed too astonished
to speak.

"Why, you don't look a bit as you did back there in
that joint!" he declared. . .

"I presume not."
"A d 'n you re not dressed as you were when I saw

you with the girl."
"No."
"What does it mean ?';.
Frank explained, making the whole matter as clear

as possible in a few words. Rowley listened with
ever-increasing interest to the story.
. "Surprising!" he declared. <IAnd you're not the

girl's sweetheart?"
"Nat 'at all."
"Evidently Dave and I didn't pipe you two off cor-,

recto And you're taking all this interest in a strange
girl you met by chance on the street?"

"Yes."

"Say, give me your hook! Shake! You're the
right sort."

"Y "'d M " hou see, sal erry, t ere were two reasons why
I should stand by you in the gambling- house. In the
first place, 1 owed you a great deal for the manner
in which you and your partn&r stood by me when I
was helping Bessie Hastings. That was enough. In
the second place, 'you were right and Butler was try
ing to beat you."

"I see. And I thought you a silly chap who had
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strayed into the joint! Well, I was fooled sonie!
You're all right, boy-you're all right! If I can help
you or the girl--well, just tell me how. You'll find
me there with the goods, and I reckon Dave Bascomb
will stand with me. We might be able to make this
Butler canter some."

"I have a scheme," said Merry.
"'Display it."
"I meant to follow Butler up and get track of Hast

ings, but this' business spoiled the plan. Still I know
where and when to find both Butler and Hastings. I
heard him talking about the meet of amateur athletes
out at Olympic Park next week. Hastings is am
bitious to become an athlete, Butler has him entered
for two events, the one-hundred-ya<d sprint and the
two-twenty hurdles. He is confident Hastings can
take the hurdle turn, and he's going to back him for
the limit."

''Well ?"
"It's likely you never heard of me, but I have done

some hurdling myself."- ..
"So?"
"Yes. I can give you my record at Yale and since.

If I can get into that hurdie race, I believe I can beat
Hastings."

"Are you in condition?"
"1 keep'in condition constantly."

. ,
"But you haven't done any hurdle racing recently?"
"Not recently. Between now and next Wednesday

I'll do all that is necessary to get the height of the
hurdles and the pace."-

"Well?"

"If I, beat Hastings, Butler will lose lots of money."
"Siue.· 1 see. The only thing is, can you do it?"

"I'll give you an opportunity to see me try out. I'm
not one who bets-am agaInst betting. Still it
would please me to see the knife sunk deep into
:Butler."

"I tumble," said Rowley. '~If you can beat Hast
ings, it gives me a chance to do the knifing."

Frank said nothing.

"Boy," cried the man, "I'll see you go it any time
you say, and I'll bring along a man who knows about
that business. rn take his advice. But can you get
into this tournament 'fI'

"I thinkso."
•

!fIt's for Western amateurs."

"I have a mine down in Arizona, and I'm there a
part of the year. Perhaps that will let me qualify."

"First thing is to find out if you can enter. Next

thing is to enter at the last moment. I'll have to leave
that to you.., If I took a hand, they'd be sure to find
out all about me and reckon there was some sort of a
game behind it. It's up to you. Play the hand."

Before the end of that cab journey they had ar
rived at an agreement satisfactory to both.

CHAPTER XIII.

BROWNING SPRINGS A SURPRISE.

Frank Merriwell succeeded in entering for the hur
dle race in the great me~t of 'vVestern amateurs, but it
was clearly understo-;d that he might be handicapped
on his record. iI

He succeeded in demonstrating to the satisfaction
of Jack Ro\vley that he would be able to make Rob
Hastings hustle. Rowley interested Bascomb, and the
two went after Weldon Butler's money, which he was
so anxious to bet on Hastings.

Apparently Butler was not at all interested in Hast
ings; but it was not long before va.rious other parties

.appeared, who were willing to bet that the young chap
from Humboldt would be the winner.

In fact, Butler actually bet a small sum of money
on Peter Deer; but Merry knew this was a blind.

Merriwell visited Bessie Hastings and told her he
had obtained trace of her brother. She was greatly
excited when he had completed the story.

"You must take me to him right away I" she ex
claimed.

He explained .that such a thing was impossible.
"He will be at Olympic Park Wednesday," said

Frank, "and I'll arrange it so yot_ll meet him then.
He is entered for the hurdle race, in which I am to take
part. Weldon Butler will bet a large. sum that your
brother wins that race. It is probable that Bob has
been promised a part of the'money in case he wins."

"Then I. hope he does not win!" she cried.
"Why do you hope that?"
"Because !t will turn his head. If he loses, he may'

give over this foolish idea that he can make money in
such a manner and return home." .

Then the look of sadness came to her face once
more.

"Home!" she murmured. "We have no home now!"
"Lam going to do what I can," said FranK,' "to see

that he does not win. If he loses, Butler may be in-
furiated and throw him over." I

"Yes; y~s, that is true!"
"Esp~cially as Butler will bet so much money on

the result. I will take you out to the park, but y'ou'
'.
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must not let your brother know you are there until
after the hurdle race. \;\Till you promise ?"

"vVhy do you wish me to promise that?"
"I have the best of reasons. If he is defeated and

Butler becomes infuriated over the result, it will be
the proper-inoment for you to"put in an appearance."

It was finally arranged, Bessie agreeing to every
thing Frank proposed. Merry also warned her against.
the plot to decoy her into a trap with a fake letter.

Nat only did Frank enter for the hurdle race, but
Bart Hodge entered for the hundred-yard dash.

'vVednesday was a glorious day, and a great crowd
gathered at the park to watch the contests, which be
gan at ten o'clock in the forenoon.

Of course all of the Merriwell party were 011 hand.
Even Browning managed to get out of bed in time to
take a bath, eat breakfast and r~ach the park before the
opening event was pulled off.

Hammer throwi.ng and shot putting interested the
big fellow, who had once been Yale's champion in
feats of this sort.

"Huah!" he grunted, as the distance of the winning
shot put was announced as thirty-six feet arid eleven
inches. "That's too easy. A man who can't put her
forty feet has no business looking for glory."

The hammer throw was won at one hundred and
twenty-five feet and seven inches.

This alsc. brought a muttered growl from Browning.
"Vot peen del' madder by you, Pruce " inquired

Hans Dunnerwurst. "1 pet your life dot hammer
couldt nod throw you dot far alretty now. You vos
a has peen."

"Go on!" exclaimed the big fellow. "I can throw
the old thing further than that. If I can't, I'll eat my
hat."

This aroused the indignation of the winner.
"Who is the big stiff making that talk?''' he inquired,

loudly. "I'll bet he can't throw the hammer a hundred
feet."

Immediately Browning was .aroused.
"Just give me. a chance," he urged, warmly. "I'm

not in first-class condition, but I'll guarantee to beat
the record here to-day."

Although such an attempt was something out~ide

the regular program, it was finally arranged that
Browning should demonstrate what he could do.

Bruce pulled off his coat and vest, removed his collar
and necktie, flung aside his hat, opened the neck of his
shirt and rolled up his sleeves, displaying his massive,
muscular arms.

"He looks as if he might do something," observed a
spectator. "He's a perfect Hercules."

At this another man laughed softly and sneeringly.
"That whole crowd he runs with is a bunch of

bluffers," said this man. '"'They call thems'elves' an
athletic team, and their leader, a chap by the nam~ of
l\1erriwell is entered for the hurdles. Rob Hastmgs
will make' Merriwelllook as if he was standing still."

The speaker ,"vas one of \Veldon Butler's agents,
who had been betting Butler's money on Hastings.

Immediately a small, quiet man in gray tapped But
ler's man on the shQulder and drew him aside.

"Have you any dust you wish to risk on Hastings
against' the field?'" he inquired.

"N0, I've already posted five thousand dollars that
Hastings will win. But I have a thousand left which
I will risk even. taking the field against Merriwell."

"Indeed? You surprise me by your nerve. Do you
know that .Merriwell has been handicapped twenty
yards on account of his college record as a hurdler ?"

"No."
"It's right. At that, I'll go you even money that he

beats Rob Hastings."
"Done for a thousand I"
Then they departed to find a stakeholder.
The man in gray was one of. Jack Rowley's agents,

and the pooled money of Rolwey and Bascomb had
been covering Butler's bets for the last twenty-four
hours. As most of the bets had been made, it was
necessary for Hastings to win; but now Butler was
getting cautious and seeking to change the betting so
that he would rake down something in case Hastings
defeated Merriwell, even though Hastit:lgs did not 'Yin
thehurdles.'

Bruce Browning, having prepared for the effort,
entered the circle and picked up the hammer.

In a few moments he was ready to make the throw.
The spectators watched in silenGe, although some of
them were laughing sneeringly, believing the giant was
indeed a bluffer who could not "make good."

Round and round Bruce swung the hammer. Sud
denly, .with a mighty surge, into which he put all his
marvelous strength, he sent it hurtling through the
air.

Away, away it sailed.
A shout of astonishment went up.
"He's done it!"
"He's beaten Edgren!"
"Great Scott! What a throw!"
Edgren, the winner of the contest, turned green with

dismay and envy.
Browning had sent the hammer many feet beyond'

the mark made by the winner.
The distance was quickly measured.
"One hundred and fifty-one feet and four inches!"

cried one of the llien with the tape.
Bruce {vas putting on his collar and necktie.
"That's rotten I" he growled. "If I was in practice

I'd try it again and make a decent kind of throw."
"Who is he?"
"He must be a professional strong man!"
"He's a wonder!"
"What's his name?"
"Why, that's Browning, the man who made the
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great ha:mme·r-throwing record at Yale foltr or five
years ago. Only one man in this country has ever
beaten his record in a contest, and I'll bet something
he could beat that man to-day."

This astonishing feat by Browning drew much atten
tion to Frank's party, and gradually it became known
that 11erriwell had entered for the hurdle race, but had
been handicapped because of his record. There were
those who declared this was not a square deal, as
Merry had not been in a hurdle race for two years, and
it was generally believed that Frank had very little
show under the circumstances.

The hurdle race was not to take place until three in
the afternoon, and Frank haclpersuaded Bessie Hast
ingsto remain away from the park during the fore
noon.

The .hundred-yard dash was' scheduled for eleven in
th~ forenoon.· "

Rob Hastings was one of the favorites for this event,
although not the prime favorite. The latter was a fel
low' by the name of Swallow, who hailed from Boise
City.

Bart HO'dge had not been considered until it be
came known that he was one of Merriwell's party.
After that he became an object of more or less in
tere~t, but few believed he stood any show with S\\~al

low, "and some wagered money that he would finish
behind Hastings.

At length the time for the dash came, and the con
testants appear~d.

Then it was that Frank Merriwell obtained his first
view of Rob Hastings.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE DASH.

PhysicaIIy Hastings was indeed a splendid l:!reature.
He was as clean cut as a race horse, vet beneath his fair
skin played muscles of steel. He had fine shoulders
and a grand pair of arms. His legs were symmetrical,
yet suggestive of strength. His waist was small. His
neck swelled at th~ base, rising into a splendid col
umn that was surmounted by a finely formed head.
Back to back he did look like Frank Merriwell. In the
face there W'aS not much resemblance.

Merry studied him intently, trying to read his char
acter and learn his weaknesses from his features and
his. bearing. The youth carried himself 'I,,,ith a self
confident air, and about his face there \vas a touch of
overbearing haughti~s. Plainly, he was a person
who would have little patience with those beneath him
in position, in case he were to rise in the wodd. His
chin was the one weak feature of his face, and that
was not exactly bad. It was too short and lacked the
firmness .of one who would fight to a finish against
overwhelming odds. It was the chin of a person highly
ambitious, who would struggle with all his soul as long
as he could hold the lead in any contest, but who might
lose heart the moment he fanciedinevita1;le defeat
stared him in the face. It was such a chin as Merry

had observed in the pictures of men who had been won
derfully successful in many ways, but had failed in the
zenith of their caree-s when met by unexpected and
powerful antagonism.

Merry did not underrate Hastings in the least. He
knew the fellow posse~ed wonderful physical abili
ties and. might prove to be a hard man to down in any .
sort 01 a contest.

Hodge appeal'ed with the foot racers. . Merry
glanced at Bart and" saw a grim face, full of silent,
bulldog determination. Here was a fellow who did not
know the meaning of. the word defeat, who would
never yield while life lasted and a particle of strength
remained in his body, who would rise from one defeat
and go-forth to another contest, with unwavering and
undaunted heart. To him a hundred defeats meant
nothing as long as there still remained the remotest
possibility of victory next time.

"The man who wins in this world," muttered Merry,
as he surveyed his comrade. "AU his oIel-time way
'\vardness has. turned to a fixed character and a deter
mined purpose. He will succeed through bulldog
persisteriQe."

Merry had seen the chqracter of Hodge change and
develop. Fortunately for Bart, they had met at the
time when Hodge· was wavering between tyvo courses
in life. Frank's influence had led the passionate fellow
into the right path. He did n.t fear now that there

·would ever be any real backsliding. on the part of
Bart.

Swallow, the favorite in this race, was.a slender
chap, seeming built of steel springs. He was overcon- .
fident. He looked the ~ther runners over with an air
of indifference, as if he feared none of them and really
felt something like contempt for them all. It is pos
sible he su~veyed Hastings a little longer than any
of the rest.

Hodge he barely gave a cursory glance.
There were six of them, and all had more or less

reputation, with the exception of Hastings. . .
The spectators without seats lined one· side of the

course. They greeted the runners with cheers.
"Hey, there, GimbreB Make 'em go some to-day!"
"Hello, Katen! You're the man!"
"Hurrah for Sv.;allow! He'll win!"
\"What's the matter with Hastings? He'll make

therr! hurry someJ" .
Frank's friends gathered about him in a hurry.
"Methinksit is up to us to d~sturb the air with a

murmur," said Ready.
"vVe must give Bart a cheer," said Morgan.
"Lead it, Merry-lead it!" ·palpitated Rattleton.

'fAll ready, everybody!'" .
"I vos alretty now," said/Hans.
"vVait," urged Merry. J"Let's give him the cheer

after he wins."
He said this as if he considered -it a settled thing

that Bart \"ould win.
"Bub~bub-bub-but he mum-mum-mum-may not

win," stuttered Joe Gamp. .
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"In which case he will feel better if we do not cheer
at all."

The boys were disappointed, for they had thought to
give Bart encouragement by cheering.

Frank, however, gave Hodge all the encouragement
he needed. Just before the runners lined up for the
start, Merry stepped out and spoke a few words to his
bosom friend. Those watching saw a light shine in
Bart's eyes and a smile come to his grim lips, while
he nodded a bit.

Everything was quickly arranged. The runners
were directed to line up at the mark. The starter
stepped out with his pistol.

Befdre thi~ Merry and his friends had hurriedly
changed to the other end of the course 'where thev
could witness the finish. The tape was d~awn and the
judges were waiting. The spectators back of the ropes
pressed forward and leaned out to watch the race.
One side of the course was open to the grand stand,
which was crowded. .

"On vour mark! Set !"
It wa"s the voice of the starter.
Six young fellows crouched on the mark in various

positions, ready to leap away like frightened grey-
hounds at the signal. .

The starter lifted the _pistol. A moment later there
was a puff of smoke and a sharp report.

Three of the runners got off at the same instant, all
starting handsomely. \

They were Hastings, Swallow and Gimbrel.
Bart seemed to start a fraction of a second slow.
~ome of his friends groaned, but the sound of their

groaning was swallowed by the general murmur,
Which began to rise and swell.

It was amazing how beautifully those runners came
down the course together. But \vhat surprised many
was the pace set at the very start. It left two of the
rt)l1ners behind in the .t!rst twenty-five yards.

Hodge hung close. He had chosen Swallow, it
seemed, and was permitting him to be the pacemaker.

Gimbrel managed to hold his position. If anything,
Hastings' drew ahead slightly up to the beginning of
the second quarter. Then he seemed to pull up for the
purpose of letting the others reach him.

They came up. Half the distance was covered.
Gimbrel shot into the lead.
"Too soon!" exclaimed a spectator. "He has

spurted too soon !" .
Gimbrel gained two yards in a hurry.
Hastings looked surprised when Gimbrei passed

him, Then he seemed to try to set his pace by that
of the other, but he appeared to be laboring.

The spectators were excited.
"Gimbrel! Gimbrel!" rose the cry.
"Bah!" shouted a man in the stand. "Gimbrel is

beaten now! Swallow wins!"
"Swallow! Swallow!" ,
"What's the matter with Hastings?"
"He's all in !" came the answer from the loud-voiced

man in the stand. '"Never had a show."

Indeed, it seemed that this man was right, ror Hast
ings was losing ground. Swallow pushed up abreast
and passed him. Hodge, clinging close to Swallow,
also passed Hastings. The latter seemed to attempt a
spurt, bl1t it was a fizzle. He looked over his shoulder,
as if in terror that the other two runners should pass
him also. .

"He never could run!" cried a man among the spec
tators back pf the rope. "He'll be a peach at the
hurdles !" .

Bart Hodge was watching his opportunity and hus
banding his best energy. Be felt that Swallow would
seize the proper moment to spurt, but it was his inten
tion to be at Swallow's side when that happened.

So, without alarming Swallow, Hodge held on until
he felt it would be folly to delay longer.

Then he shot up beside Swallow in a twinkling.
He was just in time. ,
Swallow had chosen that instant for the supreme ef

fort, and he began to spurt.
But a strange thing happened. Hodge had made the

spurt a moment earlier and he seemed to secure greater
impulse than Swallow. He forged to the front, pass
ing Gimbrel, while the people in the stand rose as one
and roared their astonishment.

"Who is he?"
"Look at him!"
"He wins!"
"He'll beat Swallow!"
"Now, boys!" cried Frank. "This is the time! Let

her gal"
He led the cheer for Hodge, and it seemed as if

everyone of them tried to split his throat. That cheer
was electrifying. It seemed to lift him and carry him
in one last, mad burst of speed against the tape, which
he breasted fun four feet in advance of Swallow.

.Then he was caught in the arms of Frank Merriwell.

CHAPTER XV.
JACK ROWLEY MAK1j:S A PLEDGE.

The bulldog determination of Bart Hodge had made
him the 'winner. It had carried him against the tape
in that last wonderful burst of speed when a less reso
lute man would have wavered and lost. And the race
won, Hodge was "all in." He had husbanded his en
ergy for the supreme effort and then spent it all at
the proper moment.

No wonder his friends cheered again! No wonder
they were proud of him. .

In the stand were a few Yale men who echoed their
cheer.

Phil Swallow was both sore and disgusted. He had
been beaten when he was confident of victory, and he
felt that he had been robbed. He told the friends who
surrounded him that he might have won, but he had
not reckoned on Hodge in the race.

And Hastings? He came in fourth~apparently do
ing his best. . He seemed badly winded, but Merry's
keen eyes read him like an open book and saw he had
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played the game as directed by his backer. Butler was
out for the money that day, and it was not his policy
to have Hastings take the dash.

"There'll be more of Butler's money flying in the
air before three this afternoon," thought Frank.

Merry knew Rowley and Bascomb had their agents
at work covering Butler's money wherever it could
be found. These two men were lying low, after the
style of Butler himself, and they hoped to knife him
deeply, for all of the fact that Frank had been handi
capped twenty yards. Their confidence in Merry was
surprising, to say the least.

Bart recovered in a few minutes and was escorted
to the dressing room by his proud comrades.

"Part," said Hans, patting him on the back, "you
vos shust as goot as I efer vos. Yah I"

"He's a Dim Jandy-no, a Jim Dandyl" spluttered
Rattleton. .,

"He certain is there \~·ith the goods," said Buck
Badger. "That sure stirred my blood up some. The
way he put it over Swallow was a caution."

"That man Hastings will be punk in the hurdle
race," laughed Starbright.

"Do you really think so, Dick?" asked Merry.
"Why, sure. Didn't you see him blow up in the

dash ?"
"Boys," said Frank, in a low tone; "Hastings will

do the stunt of his life at the hurdles. He didn't want
to take the dash."

"Why not?" asked big Dick, wonderingly. "Isn't
he after a rep. ?" (
. "Not the way college men go after a rep. He's play
ing double. You never see a college man go into any
thing unless he's out to win, and therefore all races
are on the leve1. Mark my word, Hastings will make
it hard for whoever tries to defeat him at the hurdles."

."But you'll do it."
"If I can."
"You'll do it," repeated Starbright. "I don't care

if they have put you back twenty yards." .
Frank was not overconfident, for he realized that

the handicap would be a hard one to overcome. He
knew that he would do his level best, and he meant to
win if he had it in him.

After Hodge had been rubbed down and had
dressed, the boys wandered out onto the field and
watched other contests for a while. Finally they left
the park and took a car.

Arriving at their hotel, Frank found Jack Rowley
waiting for him.

"P rtn " 'd R 1 "I" . ed h'a er, salow ey, ve Just rats anot er
instal1ment of dust to keep Butler from getting too
gay. If you're as good as that nmning mate of yours
who scooped the dash, you'll make this Hastings
hurry. Say, that man Hodge is a corker! I didn't
think he had it in him to beat that racer Swallow."

"I told you what Hodge could do."
"You did so, and that makes me a plenty confident·

in you. You're level headed, and you know vour book
in this kind of a game. It's new to me, but":--"

"You know I have not advised you to bet on me.
It do not believe in betting. At the same time, it
would do me a great deal of good to see Butler lose
heavily. Further than that, I am anxious to beat Hast
ings for his own sake and for his sister's sake. If
Hastings loses, there is a fine chance of a quarrel be
tween him and Butler. The girl will be on hand to
meet her brother, and the young fellow may be rescued
from a career of trickery and deceit. Butler is simply
using him as a too1."

"Sure, sure. I lmow you've not pushed me on in the
game to get Butler's money; but all the time you've
been thinking what a jolly good thing it would be to
have somebody scoop his dough." ,

"I confess that. I didn't wish to see him go about
looking for bets without finding takers."

"He's finding plenty of takers. I have it straight
that he'll take the strap off another bundle of long
green shortly before the hurdle race comes off, and
I've coached my boys to get in on him as fast as he
flaunts his wealth. I just wanted to see you and find
out how you felt and if you were all right."

"I'm feeling fit as a filly."
"Didn't know but Butler might be up to some of his

tricks with you."
Frank looked at the man searchingly.
"\Vhat sort of tricks ?"
"Any old sort. Butler has enough risked so he'd

try bribery--"
Merry flushed.
"I hope you don't think--"
"No, no I" interrupted Rowley. "I'm certain you're

on the level and can't be bought at any price. Still I
thought he might try it." ..

"He knows I've been handicapped."
"Yes."
"And he reckons that it puts me out of the running."
"I reckon he does."
"Therefore it's not worth while, as he regards it, to

attempt to play any crookedness with me."
"That's a good thing. If 'Veld Butler found he

couldn't buy you, and he thought you might be dan
gerous, he'd surely look for a method of doping you.
Your r:ecord frightened the officials, and they' put you
back so they opined you'd have no show. I'll beta
stack of blues that Pete Deer has been monkeyed
with."

"Do you think Deer would sell out? They tell me
he's a square sort of chap." .

"Square as most fellows go, but I've found nearly
everybody has a price. Now, though you're not t:isk
ing money on this, I want to make you a proposition."

"Go on."
"If you defeat Hastings and win the hurdle race, I'll

giv~ you a good dig at my 'winnings-anything that's
fair."

"\'fait," said Merry. "I have a proposition to make
to you."

"Let it drive."
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"Rob Hastings and his sister owned a mining claim
up in Humboldt County. The Humboldt Mining
Company wanted it. They faked up some false evi
dence, brought suit and secured the claim. From what
the girl says, the mining company· practically stole that
mine. I believe there is a chance to get at the bottom
of the affair a!Jld regain the property for the boy and
girl; but it will'take money to push the thing through.
If I win this race to-day, 1: wish you would promise to
back the boy and girl in investigating the affair and
in bringing a suit against the Humboldt Mining Com
pany, in case there is any evidence of fraud unearthed.
If they can be backed, they may stand a chance of re
gaining their property. If they do regain that prop
erty, you will not lose a cent by helping them. On the
contrary, I am sure they will feel such deep gratitude
that you will be well remunerated for every dollar you
Jlut into the fight. What do you say to that?"

"It sounds gooa to me," said Rowley. "Do you
want me to sign writings of any sort?"

"Hardly. I have found that men of your stamp con
sider their word as good as most men consider their
bond. All I ask is that you giveme your promise."

Ro}vley held out his hand. .
"There's my paw on it," he said, heartily. "Now

dig in and win, not for me, not for yourself, but for the
girl. You may not be in love with her, but I swear
you've got a mighty soft spot in your heart that she's
found, and I honor you a heap for it. I can tell when
a man is on the level."

CHAPTER XVI.
THE ST4RT.

The starter pointed his -short-barreled pistol into the
air and pulled the trigger.

Bang!
Eight clean-limbed, lithe, determined young hur

.dlers leaped away at the report.
. The hurdle race was on.

The course had not been- laid out in front of the
stand; it was roped off, out in the middle of the park.
Both sides were lined with eager, interested spectators.

With the exception of Frank Merriwell, every hur
dler had started from the mark. Frank had been set
back twenty yards.•

Twenty yards were to be overcome as a handicap in
a ten~hurdle contest of two· hundred and twenty yards
if he won.

Few there were who believed he had any real chance
of winning. .

Of course his friends were among those who had
confidence in him, although they all felt that he had
been unjustly discriminated against.

That Jack Rowley and Dave Bascomb had dared
back him, was altogether surprising.

But Frank had a way of inspiring confidenCe in ab
solute. strangers when he so desired, and he had won
the confidence of these two men who were anxious to
"put the Knife into Weld Butler." ..

Swett, of Los Angeles, and Lightbody, of Salt
Lake, seem~d to get away best among those starters
oo~~~ ,

The start made by Merriwell, twenty yards behind
the others,attracted the attention of manv. It was
necessary for him to go twenty yards further than any
other contestant before reaching the first hurdle, and
he had realized from the first, that much of his success
in cutting down the handicap must come from his
cleverness in starting.

Knowing this all the while, Frank had crouched with
every nerve strained and every muscle ready for the
signal.

When the pistol spoke, he seemed to shoot ahead at
fuB speed on almost the first stride. .

It was, indeed, an amazing start, and it did much
to cut down the disadvantage \vhich he faced.

Taylor, the U. of C. man, got off a bit slowly, but
he did as well as Hastings, whose lack of experience
worked again:st him thus at the beginning.

Still, both Taylor and Hastings got into their.stride
better than Hazlett, of Fresno, and \Vokott, of Port
land, Oregon.

Peter Deer, the general favorite, started handsomely,
but not quite as q1,tickly as Swett and Lightbody.

For the first time during the day, Rowley and Bas
comb showed themselves openly on the field and did
not attempt to disguise their sympathy with and inter
est in the handicapped hurdler, Merriwell.

Just before the start, Rowley had chan.ced to come
face to face with Weldon Butler, who was accom
panied by Tilly Bloss and Muff Leary.

"Well?" exclaimed Butler. "What are you doing
here?"

Rowley smiled. . .
"Although that is none of your business," he. said,

"I don't mind telling you that I am here to gather up
some of vour dust after this event is finished."

"Some' of mine?" said Butler, in surprise. "Why,
how is that? Have you been piking?"

"Call it piking if you like, but I reckon that my
1110ney and Bascomb's .has c~vered most of the money
you have staked on thIS'. go. .

"'Is that so?" cried Butler. "How do you know I've
staked anything ?t, .

"Oh thae~ all right. You think you're clever, but
we've been onto your game all along. Hastings didn't
go after the dash because you instructed him not to.
He mussed the business in order to give you a chance
to get plenty· of bets, when you backed him for this
affair."

"Y01.ll are wise!" sneered Butler.
"Yeu bet! Ydu've had some of your gang betting

your money on Hastings, while I've had a few friends
covering all they wanted to bet. I've played your
garJtl. and now I'm looking for your coin."

Butler laukhed scornfully.
"Is that a fact?" he cried. "Well, you'll get' it-in

the neck 1 Hastings will win easily."
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"Got any more money you want to risk on that?"
"Don't happen to have. Bloss and Leary chucked

&p the 1ast of my barrel fifteen or twenty minutes ago;
but if I had ten thousand more I'd risk it on that lay."

"And lose it. Hastings is beaten."
"\Vho by?"
"Merriwell."
Again Butler laughed.
"That fellow who starts twenty yards behind the

others? Why, you're crazy! Have you been caught
by him? Has he led you into sticking up your good
money agai$t Hastings? I thought some of his own
pious gang/who never bet, were doing the trick on the
sly, for I discovered that some chump thought he could
win out. You raked a bet of mine off the wheel a few
days ago. Well, I'll take that money back to-day, with
interest."

"If you do, you are welcome to it, although you
were the one who tried to steal the money on the
wheel."

"I'll not take the trouble to call you a liar here; but
some day I'll find the opportunity."

/,You know what follows."
'''Oh, I'll be ready. I don't reckon you can shoot

any quicker or any straighter than I can."
With this, Butler nodded sneeringly and passed on,

still accompanied by his satellites, Bloss and Leary.
In spite of his pretended confidence, \Veldon Butler

began to be worried about Merriwell, for he knew
Jack Rowley was too shrewd to risk his money in any
thing where there was no possible show of winning.
More than that, he felt that Rowley would not bet un
less he was very confident. \\That led him to be so con
fident? Butler began to worry and ask himself if
Rowley had "fixed" the event in any manner. \Vas
it possible the man had reached Hastings and tampered
with him?

Having this to worry about, Butler watched Merri
well when the start was made. He was surprised to
see Frank get away so cleverly, and he gasped as he
realized Merry had cut down the distance several yards

·by that beautiful feat.
Still the handicap ,vas enough, it seemed, to preveqt

Frank from having any real show.
Hastings would win. He must win!
"If he doesn't," thought Butler, "I'm broke! I

won't ha\fe a dollar in the world."

CHAPTER XVII.
THE HURDLE RACE.

Over the first hurdles sailed Swett and Lightbody,
clearing them with graceful ease.

The others followed closely, with the exception of
Merriwell, who was about fifteen yards behind any of
them at that point.

Peter Deer had settled into his stride, and it tf1'1.as
seen that he came up to the first hurdle perfectly, meas
uring fhe distance to a fraction of an inch, so there
was not the sli~htestmiscalculation or faltering.

Deer \-vore yellow and black. On his breast was the
word "Ajax."

Herbert Taylor, the college man, was a handsome
chap; a blue-eyed blond, just the fellow to make many
friends. At sight of him Frank had understood very
well why Bessie Hastings had cared for him.

Merry had planned to keep Bessie away from the
course until the last moment before the race started.
Browning and Starbright were left to bring her up.
It was not thought best that Rob Hastings or Herbert
Taylor should become aware of her presence before the
start.

Taylor had a following, as also did Walcott, another
college man. Their friends displayed the college
colors and carried pennants, which they began to wa:ve
as soon as the race began.

The college men cheered.
Frank's friends were silent. They were waiting for

the "psychological moment."
On to the second hurdle sped the racers, and it was

seen that Merriwell had cut down the distance a yard
or slightly more.

"He'll never rake it at that mate-,·-I mean he'll never
make it at that rate!" spluttered ::rarry Rattleton.
"He's got to cut the distance d:'i,il iz..3ter than that.
if he hopes to win."

"Don't get excited," advised Bart Hodge, grimly.
"He knows what he's doing. 'Watch him."

Frank did know what he was doing, and he crept
nearer and ne~rer to the rear man among his competi-
tors. ,

At the fourth hurdle Swett missed his calculation.
lost his stride, faltered and was passed by Deer. Hast
ings came up beside Swett and threatened to pass him.

Lightbody held the lead, but Deer was pressing him
closely.

The crowd began to grow excited. \Vhen the fifth
hurdle was reached, the excitement had increased to an
uproar, for it was seen that Merriwell was almost
abreast of Hazlett.

"Look at Merriwell!"
"See him come!"
"He's closed the gap!"
"He'll pass Hazlett!"
" 'Rah for Merriwell!"
"But he's still ten yards behit1M the leader," re

minded a cool-headed man. "He has no show to win."
At the fifth hurdle Merry went ahead of Hazlett.

He was up with \:Valcott in a moment. \Valcott gave a
look at Merry, seemed dazed as he realized the ex-Yale
man had cut down twenty yards, and suddenly fell back
hopelessly. . .

At the sixth hurdle Frank had five of the contestants
ahead of him. Deer was pressing Lightbody, while
Rob Hastings was not two strides behind Deer. To
most of the spectators it seemed that the race· lay· be-
tween these three. . ..

Lightbody ' .....as beginning to labor. He realized that
Deer was at his heels, and he feared to let the' lellow
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come up. It was Deer's reputation that he never lost
the lead once he secured it.

At the seventh hurdle Lightbody, his heart throb
bing madly and his breast heaving, saw Deer draw up.

But right there something happened that aroused
the crowd to stilI wilder excitement, .for Hastings
seemed to pull open the throttle and put on a full head
of steam. He went up beside Deer in a flash. They
sailed over the hurdle, touched ihe ground together
and went on, with Hastings taking the lead right there.

But something else was happening. Frank Merri
well had let himself out, and he was doing his best. He
passed man after· man. He began to press the leaders.

Lightbody's heart seemed to fail him, for he was
passed by Taylor. ,

"Merriwell is in this race!"
"He's making them go some!"
"Look at him-just look I"
"But he can't win. It's Deer or Hastings!"
"It's Hastings! 'Rah for Hastings!"
In truth, it .seemed to be Hastings, for Rob had in

creased his lead slightly.
It is probable that Peter Deer was both astonished

and disgusted by what had happened. His plan to take
the lead from Lightbody at that stage of the race had
worked perfectly; but he had not considered it possible
that anyone would take the lead from him. .

Frank Merriwell was making an amazing ,speed.
He judged every distance perfectly. He cleared the
hurdles by the smallest possible margin, yet he cleared
them without· faltering or doubt. He came up to them
all in perfect form.

H'e was close to Lightbody-then he flashed ahead.
Taylor was passed with the same ease, and he bore
down on Deer.

At the eighth hurdle Deer and Merry were together.
, But Hastings had made a decided gain, and he
seemed to be flying quite as fast as Frank.

Merry realized this. He' knew the time had come
when he must get in and push Hastings or lose the
race. It had seemed that he was exerting himself in an
almost superhuman manner before that. Even to
Merry it had seemed that he was doing his level best
and could do no more..

Now, however,he knew he must do more in order
to win. He thought what it meant if he won; not once
did he think of failure." He knew Bessie Hastings
was watching him with staring eyes and wildly beating
heart. He knew his frieJ?ds were watching~. - .

It was the Yale cheer that reached his ears. Yes,
they were watching. They expected him to win; they
:vere confident that he would win. , They were cheer
mg.

Merry's eyes were fastened on the back of Hastings.
He must close the distance between them.

He would! .
He fiiq!
Never in all his life had he exerted himself more.

He sum,moned·all his strength and determination and
fairly '£few. .

The spectators grew mad with wonder and excite-:
ment as Frank. straining every nerve, closed the gap
and overtook the hurdler from Humboldt.

Side by side they sailed over the ninth hurdle, and
the fierce dash to the finish was on.

CHAPTER XVIII.
THE FRUITS OF VICTORY.

One hurdle more!
Merry had been compelled to summon his energies

for the supreme strain earlier in the race than he
should.

Could he keep it up?
Could he hold out?
Such a spurt would have been fatal to the hopes of

anyone but a youth in perfect physical condition and
with the heart of an unconquerable lion. Thousands
of physically perfect men would have failed in his
place. It required one whose mental development and
whose unconquerable determination was up to the
standard of his physical ability.

Brains count, even in a hurdle race. Brainsalone
cannot win, but brains combined with the necessary .
physical qualities usually triumph over mere animal
perfection. Frank had used his brains all through the
race, and they had aided' him to a marvelous extent
in overcoming the handicap against which he had
struggled.

He knew now that the slightest faltering would
mean disaster. The slightest relaxing would bring de
feat when victory was within his grasp.

The emotions of Rob Hastings cannot be described.
Fury rose and burned like fire from the pit in his heart.
He had believed himself invincible. He, likewise, had
used his brains in the race; but now he was up against
another, whose brain power and physical perfection.
was superior to his. .

He flung back his head and strained every nerve,
when his heart seemed bursting. Unconsciously, he
brought up his hands and pressed'them to his breast,
which was the worst thing he could have done. His
fists were clinched, his teeth were set, his eyes were
glaring.

"I will win! I will win!"
The words seemed crying in his soul. Still the bit

ter gall of defeat seemed to touch his tongue, even as
he kept at Frank's side for another moment.

Over the tenth hurdle shot 1{erry. Hastings, barely
touched it with his heel. Still that was enough to
break his perfect stride, and Merriwell crossed the line
two feet in advance, the winner.

When Hastings realized he was beaten, he ~ung up
his arms and fell to the ground.
. Before anyone could lift him, a pretty girl forced
her way out, knelt on the sward .and lifted his head.

"Rob, Rob-brother!" she cned.
It was Bessie Hastings..
At that moment Frank Merriwe11 was being sup-
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Frank Merriwell's Red Challengers;
Oil,

THE END:

The Next Number (473) Will Contain

The ChaUenge-Two StaS1clpointsof Spott-The Ba.d
Man-A New Kind of Mine-Tile Incliu.:-The
Manager of the Indians-The Reclskin Players-The
&cond Battu-The First Scores-Th,Merriei Start.
The 'Shot-Seventeen Innings. .. ,";

THE HOT GAME WITH
I

THE NEBRASKA INDIANS.

to decoy your sister into his power. Although he did
not tell you, he had known for some time that she
was in 'Frisco.. Even now he has a plot .on foot to
trap her by means of a forged letter, with your name
signed to it. But that plot will be squelched in a hurry,
now that you have met her. Take my advice and stick
by your sister. Go back to Humboldt."

"I believe I will."
. "Let me intro<;luce~yot1 to Jack Rowley, who backed

me for a large sum to-day., Mr. Rowley, Mr. Hast
ings."

Rowley had been waiting for Frank. He shook
hands warmly with Hastings.

"Boy," he said, "YOtt made a game race of it, but
you were up against a wiz, and you couldn't win. I've
made a stake to-day, and now it's up to me to keep a
promise to Mr. Merriwell. He wants me to back you
in a suit against some concern that robbed you of a
mine. "I'll be there with the coin."

Hastings was astounded.
"vVhy, this is something wholly unexpected!" he

exclaimed. "1-1 don:t know about--"
"Accept his backing," advised Frank. whispering in

Rob's ear. "I'll see that he has no claim on the prop
erty in case the suit is won by you. He is grateful
now, and will agree to anything. We'll get the whole
business in writing as soon as possible. I'll stand
by you if you treat your sister right in the future."

"I give you my word to treat her right I" said Hast-
lUgS.

"Then come," said Merry. "She is waiting for us ..
outside. Come on, Taylor, old fellow, she is waiting
for you, too."

Together they went out to join Bessie.

ported by two of his· friends, although he gaspingly
declared that he was all right.
. Jack Rowley, his face flushed, burst through the

crowd and reached Merry, whom he grasped, shout
mg.

"You did it! Whoop! You're the greatest thing
on two legs I You sure have busted We1d Butler for
fair to-day!" ,

Merry quickly recovered. Rob Hastings had been
lifted to his feet. Bessie was clinging to him.

"Bessie," he was saying, "you-you here? What
are-you-doing here?"

Herbert Taylor joined them and offered assistance.
He, too, was astounded to see Bessie.

As they moved away they came face to face with a
pale-faced, fierce-eyed man, who placed himself before
Hastings.

It was Weldon Butler.
"You whelp!" panted Butler. "You threw the race!

Rowley bought you!"
"You lie!" said Hastings. "I lost it squarely."
"Well, I'm broke-and all through you!"
"You deserve to be!" exclaimed Bessie. "Don't

speak to him, Rob! Come with me. Don't ever have
anything more to do with him."

"Let me speak to him just a word," said Jack Row
ley, pressing forward. "I rather reckon I lifted your
scalp good and clean this day, Butler. It's been a right
good day for me."

Butler was so enraged that he lost his head. With
an oath, he jerked out a pistol and tried to shoot
R-owley.

It was the hard fist of Frank Merriwell, planted on
Butler's ear, that stretched the man on the ground..

. Then the enraged spectators sprang on him, dis
armed him~ beat him, handled him roughly and finally
turned him over to two officers, who dragged him
away. r·

""-.
. "I pelief he got somedings vot peen coming him to
a long vile," observed Hans Dunnerwurst, in satisfac
tion. "Id vill dood him gootness. Yah I"

Later, in the dressing room, .Merry was introduced
to Hastings by Taylor, who seemed to have come to
some sort of an understanding with Rob. '

"You beat me-you beat me bn the square, Merri
well," said the lad from Humboldt. "I don't see how
you did it with all that~andicap. I'm awfully glad to
know you. Used to hear lots about you. I did think
I was just as good as you, but now I know better. I'll
be no third rater. Perhaps I haven't used Bessie just
right. Anyhow, this will split Weld Butler and I, and
perhaps it's just as wel1."

"It is a good thing, Hastings," declared ~ferry.

"Butler is a gambler. He doesn't care a rap about
clean sports. All he cares is to win. He's been trying
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APPLAUSE.

Owing to the number of letters received, the editors
of TIP Top cannot undertake to secure their publication
under six weeks. Those who contribute to this depart
ment must not expect to see them before that time.

. I wi~h I could see, W. S. Gray, of Martin, Tex. I think Brad
IS all nght, too. I lIve next to Texas. I would like to see some
of .those Eastern guys who are' afraid to get out of sight of
tnelr mamma de~r. I wonder if they ever saw any longhorns?

I remam, as an Oklahoman, C. V. ROBERTS.
McLoud, Okla.
Maybe not, but Easterners are 'not as bad as you think.

They get a great distance from their mammas, as a rule. Is the
sight of longhorns conducive to courage?

Dea.r Tip Top friend~, I come to praise t,he Tip Top, not to
~ury It. I am an old-tIme reader of the TIp Top.. Have read
It .from the first to the last. So I think I might possibly get
!hls lett~r printed. I think that it is the best weekly published
In Amenca to-day. Brad, Dick, Hodge and Frank are the best
of the bunch. Let me say a word in regard to Chester A.
D~m'~ be too h3;l'd on h.im, for he may one day become one of
Dick sown parttcul:.r friends. Then think how sorry you would
fe~l abusing one ~f Di~k's friends. Hip I hip! hurrah! for Frank,
Dick and all theIr frIends. . Let Frank come to Minnesota on
his sporting tour: From an unknown GoPHER.

Melros.e, Minn.
We agree that you ought to be allowed to appear in the Ap

plause column, not because you want to so much, but because your
letter is worth it.

I have r~ad !he Tip :rop from the first issue to the presel:"t
one, and think I~ benefiCial to both old and young.

I began readmg same while attending the Corwall Military
Academy, of Cornwall-on-the-Hudson. At the time, was in my
last prep. year and had decided upon entering Harvard, of which
my father and brother are both graduates. I became so infatu
ated with Frank Merriwell at Yale that I began to look upon

··that college as my favorite, and entered same instead of Har-
vard.

Read Tip Top during my four-year course and found that by
following Merriwell's footsteps as· near as po~sible, it helped me
to become popular with my fellow students, and· also was the

means of my making "Skull and Bones," the best senior society
at Yale.

I am now employed in my father's brokerage offices and find
the weekly' help~ me in business. My father used to chide me
about read!ng TIp Top trash, as he called it, and told me I had
b~come qUite old enough to drop such rot. One morning I ar
Tlved at the office quite late, and went into dad's private office
to rep?rt, found him deeply intere~ted in a Tip Top, so, inter'
ested, m fact, that he left me standmg about five minutes before
he saw me. He is a constant reader now

My father is one of the oldest memb~rs of the New York
Stock Exchange, and I think if Tip Top is sensible enough for
him to read, that it must be O. K. for anyone.

I, for one reader, with to thank Mr. Standish for the· bene
fit I have derived through his weekly. I have learned to govern
my temper, after long practice, and remain cool-headed at all
times, which is half the game in business, especially in Wall
Street. v,ery respectfully, SKULL & BONES (Society).

You must have attended college, or have an- excellent imagi
nation, for your description of the life is fine-a little stretched,
but I suppose that is necessary.

I am a youth of sixteen, and I feel the hot blood run to my
face when anyone runs down Frank and Dick Merriwell. for
they are my friends. I like Bart, Brad and all of the boys' that
are true blue. I have to read about the ball games, as I am a
baseball fiend. Yours sincerely, A TIP Top READER.

Winnifield, La. .
You find the hot blood of youth cOt,rsiJlg through your veins

and mantling your cheeks with wrath. Don't get too angry.
Keep cool. You will find that.things will straighten themselves
out in time.

Every week there comes a paper
To a little far-out town,

Far from busy mill or factory
To where the sun. at will shines down.

Or, where in the wintry weather,
Old Storm King of frost so hoar,

With his breath and beard of snowflakes
On each hearth he wages war.

Every week this little beacon .'
Draws us to the dealer's store,

Where, among its columns dreaming,
We can feel our troubles o'er.

~ut now who can really blame us
. For our happy, cheerful looks,
If he only stops to realize

Weare reading Burt L.'s books?

And the players in this weekly
Burt L. handles at his will.

Better far to me than Henty
Or the men of Henty's skill.

But now, just to spare more blunders, .
I will make my letter short,

And I'll leave health, wealth and pleasure
Hovering round S. S. and Burt.

Iowa. "A TIP TOPPER OF IOWA."
Really an excellent poem. This is one of the best that has

come in in many a day. You have the art of rhyming. We will
welcome more from your pen. .

It is a shame the way some of these people are talking and
writing about the characters. As some one has said, they should
start a book of their own. It would be ~lorious. Mr. Standish
would have to take a back seat-not. James S-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-r,
Esq., is a bird. Cap'n Wiley should c:ome to the front ·again
to defend his rights, the right of story-telling which he has copy
righted. What would the story be without Smart, with his talk,
talk, talk? Some say it would be better, but I say, let him stay
in. Am sorry Dick has left Fardale, and I also wish we would
hear more about him. I think Porfias del Norte has the lives of a
cat, but he has passed in his chips at last. Now just one word
about the girls. June is all right and is made for Dick. Zona
Desmond should die an old maid. Doris for Hal. Earl Gard
ner should have Grace Garrett. J wish Arlington would show



28 ,TIP TOP WEEKLY.

up over in Europe and meet the Spaniard; there would be a
hot time then, sure. Wishing you all a hapP~T future, I remain,

Newport, R. 1. WILLIAM FENCERAIL, ESQ.
It is evident the stories have a general interest for you. Some

of your suggestions might well be carried out.

My knowledge of books. or at least, the knowledge which I
think I have, enables me to say that the Tip Top is of the very
best quality, and like all good reading, very elevating. The nu
merous characters, which naturally are of various types, are all
well pictured to us by the author.

The high school of which I am a member has forbidden
scholars to read any novel during school hours, Tllis is because
some are "trashy." Still, that does not stop me reading Tip Top.

I am glad to see Dick emulating his brother, as he is hard
to be excelled, and his actions are so plire and refined that they
cannot be subject to criticism. Brad and Earl are both model
young men. Dave Flint must be praised for his uprightness, and
oh, how I love that "pie boy," Obediah, and that naughty Ted
Smart. ..

June is a sweet and a true girl and so is Doris. I do not
think, though, that she is esteemed 3j rightly or thought of in
the same light in Dick's mind as June. YETIVE.

Wapello, la.
Your high school judges correctly as regards some. Still, we

a,re pleased to think that Tip Top is not of these.

Dorisites, we must rally to the flag of our dear Doris, as I see
in No. 455. which I have j1iSt finished, a remark that by a popular
vote Jone would be the winner. Where are all you Dorisites?
When such a remark is made, let us rally and show them that
we Dorisites are not afraid to come out and sustain her honor.
Let us all write and have as many Doris letters published as
those of June, at least. We !mow that such a sweet little thing
couldn't help but have more admirers. June is a very nice girl,
but Doris is the kind that seems to grow into your heart in
spite of all obstacles. Yours sincerely, RoBERT BARllOWMAN.

Spring Valley, Ill.
Between these two factions we could not venture to express

an opinion,. Each must take care of itself. It is interesting to
see. how sharply these contests are being waged.

I see in the number of the Tip Top Weekly issued on the
- eighteenth, a Juneite writes a letter praising the qualities of

June, of course, and und:;rneath the letter is a little note in
which it says that the fact that June is the girl for Dick is
almost "a settled thing." Now what I would like to know is,
are the Dorisites going to stand for it? There has been more
than one appeal tothem, but still they sleep! Some of these ap
peals have been more ardent than this, and have failed; therefore,
]\ cannot hope this will do much. There is no need, however, to
give the reasons why Doris is the girl for Dick. They have
been given so many times that every reader must know them by
heart. Now I have a proposition which I would like to set
forth, and it is this: Let every letter for Doris and every letter
for June be counted as a vote for each one. Then let the
readers of the Applause column keep count and announce the
result weekly. This would soon show whether "the fact that
June is the girl for Dick is a settled ,thing." Now let every
body g;et busy and send in their letters. Don't fool around, but
act, and say whether you approve of it or not. Just send in
your letter. That will show your approval. If you write, the
]uneites will have to defend their champion. We will fight to.
win, and if we lose, no one can say we are disgraced, .but we
want no girl picked by acclamation. I think Dick is too young
to think of marrying. yet. I also think that June is a nice girl
and a good character. I think Tip Top Weekly a fine paper.
The only fault, if there is any,; is that Dick is too perfect.
Wishing S. & S. and B. L. S. success. I close, A DORISITE.

You think a person can be too perfect? Here is a question
worth discussing. Between these various factions we cannot
make any choice. We can, only recommend your letter to our
readers.

Please don't be overjoyed to hear from me. I gratefully write
this· because anyone Concerned in the "make-up" of the Tip
TOl) is my friend, and don't allow it to pass from your memory.

I will endeavor to give you a few favorable comments on the
great work of Burt L. Standish, the wonder of this wide, wide
world, no doubt. It causes my heaving bosom to palpitate with
manifold emotions simply indescribable to elucidate, every time I
lay my lunch hooks on those "ideal publications for the Ameri
can youth." Cap'n Wiley, James Stretcher, Esq., and myself are
in a great way connected, as we are all, to a large extent, im
mense ndmirers of the truth. I salute Frank MerriweU and his
friends its true-hearted Americans; and may their shadows never
grow less. I have 'already noticed a couple of letters from
Flanagan, Ill., and am not sorry to say I am a native of that
town myself. Especially the letter of William Harkrider, who is
the very image of Dick Merriwell himself, as far as 1 can re
member, since I saw Dick last. I trust you wiII prace this
manuscript where all tnJ,e admirers of the Tip Top Weekly can
cast their toplights on it. I remain, abruptly, your humble
servant, Jos. WrLEY STRETCHER COHN.

12 Johnson Street, Chicago.

We will so place it. Mr. William Harkrider will probably feel
highly honored. And Flanagan, !ll.-how proud it should be
of you.

If any readers have all, or most, of the Tip Top Weeklies from
No. I to 370, I will exchange. from 370 to present date and
pay postage both ways. If you want me to return them will do
so. Would like ever so much to get the number where Frank
proposes to Inza. I have other novels I wiII exc.nge for Tip
Tops. BLACK-EYED GIRL.

Fay, Tex.

Those who are intefested in this please answer.

A weekly, tlie first to appear,
And the best on the whole hemisphere

Tip Top is its name,
. And great is its fame,

May it live on for many a year.

An author, the best in the land,
Wpose stories are much in demand,

And I hope' he'll ne'er stop
Writing for the Tip Top,

As said stories are just simply grand.

A youth that is truly "true blue:'
An athlete of ability too,

Why, what do you think?
He don't gamble or drink!

Three cheers for Frank MerriwelI, true.

A lad that was in the front rank,
Yet expelled by a sirty old crank.

So he left "fair Fardale,"
But will soon enter Yale.

Hurrah for the brother of Frank I
Little Rock, Ark. "LIMERICK."

If we had the skill to write verse,
We would say that this isn't "so worse."

Its meter is neat, '
Its logic complete,

And the form of expression quite terse.

I at? p~eased to read. that the boy from St. Joe, Mo., has
had hIS WIshes fulfilled m regard to a character from Missouri
for, in my opinion, "Stretcher" is ,A:ertainly from there is an)'~
thing he says is to be believed. Tip Top is all that could be
wished for in the way of describing the undoing of the villainous
plotters and the triumph of our heroes-Dick and Frank.

Don't be led by Chet Arlington's ways, '
Imitate instead Dick Merriwell. brave.
~ickering's set might have seen better days.
KIckers had better be put in a cage.

Yours affectionately, GEN. MILES.
Winthrop, Mass.

Let us hope that all true Tip Toppers follow your advice, as
expressed in your closing lines. The art of combining, poetry
and prose seems easy for you.
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for the beam in thine own. 1. M. Kicking, I. M. A. Mistake,
I. M. Disgusted, Two Canucks, etc., go cautiously, lest you be
cast into outer darkness. Do not re..,;le Brad, Dick and other
angels of Brightness, and uphold his Plutonian majesty; Chet
Arlington; for a day of reckoning is at hand, and if ye do not
use thy ·talent to some good purpose there will be weeping
and wailing and gnashing of teeth. For I say unto YOU, the
Tip Tappers are on thy trail. O! ye hypocrite, who, alarmed
by the wrath of the avenging angels, doubles on thy trail and
says, "Accursed be a student of human nature." Thou art an
eyesore to thy native land. even so•. Forsake ye the ranks of the
wicked,·O ye of hypocritical fame, ere it iS'too late. 0 ye Tip
Toppers, lift up your heads and welcome the King ~f Honor,
Nobility and Truth. Who is this King of H,onor, Nobility and

. Truth? Frank Merriwell, strang and handsome. O! ye kickers,
O! ye mistakes, a! ye Britons of America, beware of the just'
wrath of DISMAL JONES.

"Nursery of Great Men," U. S.
Thou hast said. And thy' words have gone ,forth as' a great

wind. And the building shall rock, and the unworthy shall
tremble, and there shall be great heavings and rumblings. Even
so. There shall be wailing and gnashing of teeth:

;'

As near .as I can remember, it was about one year and a half
ago, soon after Dick rescued June from the dogs, that I be
came a regular reader of Tip Top,-and since that time it has not
had a more ardent admirer among the innumerable host /of
readers than 1. rhe portrayal of athletic games and sports of
all descriptions are vivid and electrifying, while the descriptions
of places and points of interest visited by th~ heroes are both
instructive and interesting. And, by the way, while Frank and
Dick are both traveling, why not take a trip SQuth, taking in
Virginia? I'm sure it would be enjoyable to all hands. Con
gratulations to Brad on his apparent success in capturing the
aitections of Nadia. Hoping long life, prosperity and happi
ness to Frank, Dick, Burt L. and all the rest, I remain, a Tip
Topper, . C:aESTER A. TUCKER.

Petersburg, Va.
Perhaps Mr. Standisb-will be willing to follow your suggestion.

We are glad to know that a year has made you sucb an en
thusiastic. reader.

Speak not of the mote that is in thy neighbor's eye, but look
different times we had our favorite dish of clams and coffee, and
sometimes beefsteak or sausages. .

When the skating was good we spent our time playing hockey.
We also hunted partridges and squirrels and rabbits. ,

Altogether, we had a fine time of it, and I consider such, fun
as this is far healthier than all the medicine in the world.

And now for a word or two about our Canadian winter.
The majority of Americans imagine that we are snowbound
for half a year, sometimes being a fortnight before we can shovel
our way from our houses. In this they are as much in error as
the¥ are when they think that all Canadians are French speaking.
I have read some of the imitations of Tip Top, and have found
mdst of them to be not worth the paper they were printed' on.

Yours sincerely, "NEW BRVNSWICra;a."
St. Andrews, N. B.
Your letter iSBa good that we wish you had gone on and told

us something more of your Canadian winter. Your camp makes
1\5 wish we had been there. .....

I have been a co.nstant reader of nearly all weeklies pub·
lished. I consider Tip Top the best. Of the two brothers,
Dick is my favorite. I hope he will return to school and drive
out Q1ester Arlington in disgrace. In talking of girls, I think
June is the girl for Dick, even if her brother is ~ase and her
mother a cold-hearted, lofty woman. Ray Garrett 18 a fine fel
low for backing up Dick and the boys when they were turned
down at Maple\vood by Benton Hammerswell. Ray's sister Grace
is a fine girl, and I hope Earl Gardner succeeds in capturing
her. I think it is about time for Frank and Bart to marry,
for if I had such a girl as either of them I, WQuid be afraid
of some one stealing her and would marry at once. In his fight
with Porfias del Norte r hope Frank crushes him under his
feet as a man would a venomous reptile. I also hope Dick and
Brad and the professor have a fine time in' Europe. Fea.ring
my first letter will be too long, J will close, with best wi/.hes to
Burt L Standish and success to Street &: Smith. Very truly
yours, E. W,

Wheeling, Va.
You would be the kind of a person most girls would like to

have. They want some one who will marry them quick before
anyone. else tries to get them away, as a rule.

JOHN FORD.

there be many

I read of a man who robbed his boss,
But he was caught by a cop.

After serving his term he led an honest life,
For he read a book called Tip Top.

TIP TOP.

One night I 'read a book,
When it was finished I had to stop;

It was the greatest book I ever read,
The name of it was Tip Top.

It told of a youth
Who cannot be called a fop;

If you want to read about him,
Get a book called Tip Top.

The Tip Top has certainly helped me out a good deal. Be
fore I commenced reading it I used to sit around and .. never
exercise any. I could not play ball and never saw the inside
of a gym. Now I take exercise every day and I caught for our
nine last year. Wishing success to S. & S. and also Burt L., I
remain, ' EDWARl) DaMN, JR.

2576 Harney Street, Omaha, Neb. •

Weare slad it has had such an excellent influence 'on you.

'A father scolded his boy for reading five-cent trash,
The boy! showed it to his pop,

. And now, every week he goes to the book stand
'. To get a book called Tip Top.

San Francisco, Cal.., s
A most excellent series of examples. May

more such, though they needn't all be in rhyme.

\

TO DICK.
Hurrah for Dick Merriwell!

The bravest of the brave,
Who many times has risked his life
Another's life to save.

Down with that Chester Arlington!
Whose heart has been untrue,

Three cheers for pretty, little June,
Who's always been so true.

The meanest foe to noble Dick
Was Hammerswell, the stray;

But the truest friend of good old Diek
Was Grace, the Island fay.

St. Louis, Mo. - A. Ross.
Very pretty. You write a nice poem.

If you w~ allow me some space in 'the Applause column.
of Tip Top, I will take the pleasure of relating to the readers\
of that grand publication how I spent the winter of 1902-03.

In the fall I, in the company of two other fellows, built a
brush camp in the woods which are back of the town. When
we had finished it we found it was not proof against the wintry
winds, so We proceeded to hew off logs with our hand axes and
to build a log cabin. By the time we had constructed it, it was
Christmas, and the snow was off the ground, so we gathered
moss and filled the chin~s and cracks of the sides and roof;
then we carried clay abourtwo hundred yards and made the roof
so that the water could not get through, A few days after that
we carried a stove to the "Fardale Lodge," as we caIled it.

On New Year's Day we had same boiled clams, which one of
us brought right from the beach. We also had baked beans
and hot coffee; then we re;;w the latest Tip Tops, after which
we went home. .

Throughout the winter we went to our hut through all kinds
of stormsl sometimes on snowshoes and often without them. At
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PROF. FOUI\Jl'\E'"

E~TIO"~_A_MP_Al1$W~

PROF. FOURMEN: I am 16 years old and weigh g8 pounds. I
am very weak for my age. Would like to know how to gain in
weight, also in strength? I. Would punching a bag help me to
gain in strength? 2. Is football good for me?

St Louis, Mo. . A ST. LoUIS Boy.

r. It might, although, if you are weak, you need other things
more than that.

2. Football is also another thing that you do not need and
should not have. As now played it is a wretched game. In
the first place, you should get out in the air as much aspossible~

Practice deep breathing and drink plenty of pure water-three
gla§ses, hot, on rising in the morning; the rest cool during the
remainder of the day. Then take a few minutes' exercise in
the morning before drinking your hot water and also after that
take a cold bath. Get a pair of two-pound dumb-bells and
exercise your arms. Jdin in any baseball, han~bal1 or tennis
games you can, and walk, row, run, swim and wrestle whenever
you get an opportunity. If you can, get a job as a grocery or
laundry driver and exercise yourself by industriously following
your work. Drink neither tea nor coffee, eat plenty of plain
food with a large portion of green vegetables mixed in, chew
your food well, keep regular hours and avoid any dissipating or
weakening vices. Don't smoke or chew. If you will look over
these columns from time to time you will see plenty of sug
gestions which may be of use to you. I should say the main
things in any system of training are plenty of pure water, pure
air and plain food.

PROF. Fot.rRMEN: Inclosed you will find twelve cents in stamps,
for which please send me "Frank Merriwell's Book of Physical
Development." Here are my measurements: Age, 16 years 3
months; height, 5 feet 6~ inches; weight, 125 pounds; chest,
3I inches; expanded, 34 inches; waist, 26 inches; left forearJ;ll,
9~ inches; right, IO inches; arms, 100 inches; neck, 13 inches;
right thigh, I9 inches; left, I8~ inches; calves, 13 inches; wristd,
60 inches; shoulders, I6~ inches. I. Is my weight right? 2.
How are my measurements? 3. How can I ~et heavier, as I
think I am too Iia-ht? Sometimes my knees ~ain when I run.
4- How can I remedy this? I have a pair 'of three-pound dumb
bells, two-pound Indian clubs, chest weights, a punching bag, a
set of boxing gloves and a pair of wrist machines. 5. When
should I use these and how long? There is not any gymnasium
in this town for me to go to. 6. Should'I drink milk between
meals or at meal time? 7. What is good for poor wind? 8.
How can I enlarge my arms and legs? With the best wishes to
Burt L. and yourself, I remain, respectfully yours,

East Hamilton, Conn. ARTHUR ]. STRANBERG.

I. No. It is about ten pounds too little.
2. Fair. Your chest is good and your waist, but your shoulders

and biceps are not much. You. should use your Indian clubs,
dumb-bells, il,vrist machine, punching bag and boxing gloves on
them. .

3. By deep breathing, drinking plenty of water, eating plain
food and observing regular hours.
. 4. By keeping on running; exercise in time will strengthen
them. .

$. In the morning. Use either the dumb-bells or the clubs
before breakfast or your bath, but never the two in the same
morning. Fifteen minutes of either is ample. Use your other
implements during the day, preferably in the afternoon between
two and four. Reserve any time you have in the mor~ing for
our-of-door exercise. Forty-five minutes of quick exercise is
long enough for anyone at a stretch. Be sure and produce a
sweat. Then drink hot water and take a bath.

6. Between meals, if you wish.
7. Deep breathing and an occasional two or three-mile run

say once or twice a week.
8. Your arms by the use of your wrist machines, dumb-bells,

Indian clubs, punching bag, boxing gloves, etc. Your legs by
bicycling, horseback riding, hopping, jumping, kicking and
squatting. Your book on· physical culture has been sent It will
show you how to exercise.

PROF. FOURMEN: I am 19 years r month old, 5 feet 8 inches
in height and weigh 132 pounds, stripped. Chest, contracted, 31
inches; normal, 3:2~ inches; expanded, 36 inches; left wrist, 6%
inches; right, 60 inches; left forearm, II inches; right, II%
inches; left biceps, II% inches; right; 12% inches; .neck, 14
inches; waist, 28 inches; from shoulder to shoulder, 190 inches;
thighs, :2I inches; left calf, I3~ inches; right, 14 inches. I can
run the roo-yard dash in 104-5 seconds, and can do 5 feet 3~
inches in a high jump. I can also do 18 feet :2 inches in the broad
jump. I. How are my measurements? 2. How are my records?
3. Am I built for an athlete? 4- How can I broaden my
shoulders? 5. I go to a gymnasium every night, and ·as I have
just joined I would like you to give me a list Of exercises to do
there. 6. Would you kindly give me a course of diet on which
to train? Hoping to see this in print, I remain, yours respect-
fu~ R~~

San Francisco, Cal.
I. Fair.
2. Good.
3. Yes.
4- By using the traveling rings and the parallel bars. Also the

rowing machine.
5. I cannot do that, because, as a rule, each gymnasium has a

system of its own. I would advise yo,y ·to practice deep breath
ing, to use the dumb-bells and gripping machines, in order to
strengthen your arms. Punch the bag, throw the medicine ball
and play handball as much as possible. You need to take on ten
pounds weight, which can be done by drihking plenty of water.
If you can 'help it, never quit an exercise without getting into
a sweat, and never leave a sweat without taking a bath with
soap.
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Tip Top BaseBallTournament
\

====== IS. NOVV' OPEN ======
90 Articles Given Away as Prizes

The two teams which at the end of the season have the highest average, or, in other words, play the
greatest number of games, score the most runs and have been least scored against by opponent will be
declared The Winners. Of the two winning teams, the one having the higher average will be declared
the Tip Top Champlon.hlp Team of the', AII..American Base Ball TourlWDent for 1905. and
will receive a large pennant bearing the above device.

IT WILL ALSO
RECEIVE AS
WILL THE
SECOND TEAM

.;

I Pair Base Ball Trousers
I Pair Base BallStockings
'I Pair Base Ball Shoes
I·Base Ball Shirt
I Base Ball Cap

.. ." ..
FOR EACH
PLAYER. IN
OTHER WORDS
A FULL EQUIP
MENT FOR
EACH TEAM......

.Enter the Contest I
Play BallI

Make a R,.ecord in
the National Game~/~
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Tip Top Base Ball Tournament Coupon
,
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Cfhe cAll-Sports Library
U Teach the American Boy n()qJ) to hecome an athlete and so lay the .

foundation of a constiftttion greater than that of the United States•.#?

• - Wise Sa;yf.ngs From Tip Top.

We. quote the above because there are but two publica
tions that really teach our boys' how to become athletes
The Tip Top Weekly and The All-Sports Library.

The former was established y~ars ago, '~prang into instant
favor with boys of all ages and has held first place in their
hearts ever since. The All-Sports Library was published
only recently, but its success is marvelous. It has rapidly
out-distanced its older competitors and now: ranks second
only to Tip Top. .

It is difficult these days to find a true boy who is not
fond of, or who does not take some interest in, athletic
contests.. Our schools have baseball, hockey, football, and
track teams. T,he All-Sports Library deals with the adven
tures of plucky lads while indulging in these healthy pas-

•times and should be read, therefore, by. every boy who .,

wants to .learn all that is new in the various games in which
he is interested. These stories give many pointers and ex
pose many tricks that one could not possibly acquire save
through long experience.

Boys, we ask that you purchase just one copy of The All-Sports Library.
You are hard to please if you do not vote it the best and biggest five cents worth
of reading you ever had.

PRICE,. FIVE 'CENTS
At all newsdealers, or sent, postpaid, by
. the pUblishers upon receipt of price-

The Winner Library Company, 2 Duane St., New York
I
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BE A ROOTER
Root For a Record in the National
Same and for Tip Top Prizes
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Do You Want to Try for the Pennant T
Do You Want a Fine Outfit for Your Team T
Do You Want to Score High in the National Game '1

HERE IS YOUR CHANCE

Root for the Famous Tip Top Prizes and Pennant

PLAY BALL
Watch £Very Number 'or Further Announcement.'


