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Frank Merriwelrs Encouragement;

THE AWAKENING - OF WILLIE WEST.

By BURT L. STANDISH.

.
CHAPTER I.

WORK AND PLAY.

Frank opened the door quietly and looked into the
cabinet-making 'department of the manual-training
school.

_ It was Saturday afternoon, and none of the boys
was supposed to be at work in that building. Never
-theless, Merry discovered one solitary figure, in blouse
and overalls, bending over a piece of work at a table
near a window where the light was exceptionally
good. -

Merriwell had more than half-e;x:pected to discover
the lad, for he had learned that Willie West, enthused
and _absorbed in wood-carving, had of late become
.dissatisfied with the regular hours set off for labor -

_in the manual-training department and had· shown
an inclination to work overtime in spite of a rule
requiring/every lad to stop promptly at the expiration
of the periodS for labor in the trade school.

Upon this afternoon of. the week all the boys of
'the school were exempted from routine requirements

and given liberty to amuse themselves in wha.tever
-proper manner they might choose.

So intensely absorbed was Willie West that he
, heard no sound as Frank came forward and paused
behind him, looking over his shoulder at the large
block of wood,upon one face of which he was deli,
catelyand skilfully chiseling -a wreath resembling
leaves and flowers. The master's eye took quickfiote
of the marvelous excellence of -that work, which was •
really most remarkable considering the brief training
of the lad who had executed it.

"That's first-class, West," he said.
With a startled cry, Willie jumped aside, dropping

his tool.
"Oh-oh, Mr. Merriwell, is it you?" he exclaimed.

"1 didn't hear you. I thought I was alone."
In spite of himself, the boy was trembling some~

what over the sudden shock.
"You were so taken up with your work that you

didn't hear me come in," said Frank, bending oV4(r
the block and inspecting it still more closely. "There's
no question about it, West, you have a natural and
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marvelous talent for wood-carving. Not many tyros
c~uld .dupliCate this piece of work.'·

"Oh, I like the work," said 'Willie. "I love it!
But, somehow, I can't seem to do anything as well
as I wish I could. Even when I, know just what I
want to do, even when I can feel' that knowledge
\vithin me, I can't seem to make my hand do it right."

Merry smiled a bit.
"That is the experience of all great artists, whether

. they be sculptors, painters, authors, poets, or, in 'fact,
anything that demands great imagination. and origi
nality.. Michael A11gelo himself, one Mthe greatest
masters of art tlie world has ever produced, \Vas never
wholly satisfied with the marvelous creations :of his
brain and hand, yet he performed a variety of labors
which cause our modern artists to w'onder and to
regard him as a creature almost ~uperhuman. Asa
sculptor, his works stand to-day as the most perfect
and powerful models in tIlat line. As a painter, he
was even superior to the great Raphael himself. As
an architect his Titanic and amazingly perfect mOlJ,U
ment, St. Peter's Cathedral, has filled 'the peopleof
all civilized uations with awe and wonderment for
centuries. This marvelous man· even wrote· pOetry
which would have m~dehim remarkably noted as a.

I genius had he possessed no other talents. \Vhen a
persoh reaches the point at which· he is perfectly sat
isfied with the accomplishments of his labors, he
ceases to progress. Satisfaction 'and contentulent are
very well in some things, but the satisfied and· con
tented man will never give the world any great and
enduring work. Aimless, idle, lazy discontent is an
evil thing. The person who is dissatisfied· with his"

"lot in Ii fe, yet makes no earnest, definite, persistent
effort to improve, his condition, is of little va.lue -to "
himself and the community in \vhich he Hves." The
world is full of· such lazy, discontented, tlseless be
ings."

"My mother a1wavs told me that discontentment and
'dis!'>atisfaction with 'our condition in life was wrong,
even wicked," said West. "She even pointed outevi
dences of her theory in shiftless, unthrifty neighbors."
.. "To a certain extent, she was right," nodded Merry;

"but, to the degree in which she believed dissatisf~c

tion was harmful in all its phases, she was wrong. In
olden times and in other lands where 'caste was t1~ore
prOt"lounced thartin our time anel·our country, it was
difficult for a person of humble birth to rise in the
world. Mind, I'm not saying it \vas impossible~' for
the SOns of paupers, robbers and persons of the low
est 'Order have even' become' l:lonarcl1s,and founded

"

houses afroya1ty. At the same time, thousands of
others who possessed' unusual . talents have been
crushed beneath the curse ofbirth arid caste.

"In America to-day a man may rise to a11l1\lst any
cov~ted position,in case he has the talents and the
health, energy andperseveral1ceto apply those talents.
I believe that l11any a great gellius, has been lost to
the\vorld si1l1ply because he was not properly trained
in 'his youth to acquire physical' strength ~U1d health,
with whi~h he niight have acc0111pl~shed wonderful
things during> his manhood. It was this belief that
led me to found this school. My theory is misun
derstood by thousands of' people, who fancy I set
physical development "and atl~letic skill above all other
tl~ings. Athletics and physical training are simply a
means to an end, \Vest.

"It requires a person of great. detennination and
perseverance to work drudgingly for the physica1ele
velopment of his body, and those who dobuild them
selves up physically by si,tch drudging work can never
obtain the best results. In order to secure the best
results at anything, a person must take pleasure in
the labor by which he briJ;rgsabout those results. That
is why I believe-nay, I k110\v-that boys should be
interested in the pleasant features of manly sports and
athletic· development.

, "To begin at the very start,vVest, the little child_,
\"ho romps and plays and, tumbles around is tU1COl1

sciouslytraining its body and building up a founda
tion of health. This is a law of nature. A small
child romping .and racing with a playmate or a dog
is doing something nature requires it to do in some
manner in order to progress physically as its body_
grows.. In our schools and colleges the gravest mis~

take is made when the majority of the students ate
permitted to stand back as idle s~ectators while the
strongest and most skilful of their comrades compete
in sports and games. 'Those strong and skilful chaps
are not the ones \vho need such training and exercises
1110st ;. it is the weaklings \vho are looking on,and
\vho· should be ericouraged and urged to take part in
games and training of some sort which will do them
the most·good.· .

"A11d there is a pleasure in work just as much as

there is in play. This some boys discover for them
selves, but the greater majority look on work as an~

unpleasant but necessary evil, to Which some day they

must· devote a certain portion of their time and atten
tion in order to make a living. .The boyw1~oearly .

learns the pleasur~o£ congenial work is· fortunate.
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You have got a taste for it, West; but you're making
a mistake of another sort-a serious mistake."

"Am I?" cried Willie wonderingly.
"Yes; I will tell yOll how. Yall are giving too

much of your time to this work in which you find
such pleasure. YOll can't be satisfied to labor at your
wood-carving during the hours for such labor, but you
steal in here at other times and. work when you should
be at play. You still think, perhaps, that you are
wasting time when you give it over to mere play.
You'~e not. In y01;1th play and sport is a necessity
for every healthy chap. The harder you work at
some chosen labor, the greater your need of relaxa
tion and play. Relaxation and amusement clears and
rests the brain. Athletic sports and exercises build
up strength and health. A certain amount of study
trains the mind. These three things, properly com
bined and directed, make a successful man."

"Oh, but when one is awfully interested in his work
and not nearly as much interested in sport, I can't see
any reason why he ~hould waste his time on the lat
te~. Besides, Mr. Merriwell, you spoke of Michael
Angelo and his wonderful work. I've read about him
myself, .and he was a man who labored persistently
without relaxation, day in and day out, from one
year's end to another."

-. - "Yes, even so," agreed Merry; "and there are
many others like him. .But yOll are speaking of
jY.Iichael Angelo when he had arrived at manhood.
Some men are endowed with such constitutions of
iron that they can perform incredible feats of labor
and endurance without breaking down. They are ex
ceptiol)s, however, and by these exceptions we must
not judge the masses.

"Some persons will find they can get more out of
.life by working hard while they work, then dismiss- .
ing all thoughts of work with the laying down of
their tools, and either resting or seeking relaxation
and pleasure in some other way, than by driving them
selves to the very limit at their labors and giving no
thought to' anything else. I have trained myself to
a point at which r can dismiss every thought of labor
when the time comes to abandon it. If I could not do
this, if I carried my work with me all the time, figura
tiv~ly speaking, it wopldn't be long before I would fe.~

the injurious effect upon my health. Through my sys
tem. of working hard' while I work and putting all
worry about that work aside at the end of my hours of
labor, I have succeeded in retaining my health and
strength and all the youthful vim and energy that I·
secured by years of systematic body-building.

"West, you're a boy who needs physical training
as much as any lad in this school. You are follow
ing the regular course of exercise laid out for you,
I know; but whenever you find time in which you
might play unrestricted, you slip in here and work:
as you have been working to~day. It's wrong. You
must stop it. It was for the purpose of telling you
so that I came here this afternoon.'''

"How did you know I was here, sir-how did you
know anything about it?"

"Every little while," smiled Frank, "you leave a
piece of work at a certain stage of completion when
working hours are over, and it is found much further
advanced when you next come to take it up at the
regular working time. This revealed to me the fact
that you were working here when you were supposed
to be elsewhere. This very afternoon I looked for
you among the other boys out at the opening of the
new toboggan-slide. They were all there, but I
couldn't seem to find you with them. They are en
joying that healthy, outdoor sport, 'West, while you
are shrttting yourself up here in this workroom. There
are some young folks ovet here from Wellsburg, and
they, too, are having great sport at the slide, as guests
of the school."

"But, Mr. Merriwell, I-I don't care for tobog
ganing."

"When you came here y<;>u did not care for
skating."

"Nun-no, sir."
"You like it now?"
"Pretty well, sir."
"You couldn't swim."
"No, sir."
"You can swim now."
"Yes, sir."
"You were afraid to box and wrestle."
"Yes, sir."
"You find some pleasure in these things now, don't

you?"
"Yes, sir."
"And I'm sure you'll find tobogganing one of the

most agreeable of winter spo"rts."
"But-but, Mr. Merriwell, I-I'm afraid to do it."
"Oh, is that so?"
"Yes, sir. I never could bring myself to go shoot

ing down that slide-never in the world."
Frank laughed outright.
"Possibly that's true," he said; "but I doubt it.

One time you felt certain you never could bring your~

self to enter the swimming~tank."
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"Oh, but you-yOtt went in with me at first. You
encouraged me."

"I've tried to give you encouragement in various
lines, "Vest. You have, made excellent progre~s, too."
. The boy laughed.

"Isn't it funny, Mr. MerriwelI," he said, "that
almost every fellow in the school still thinks I'm an
athlete? I haven't tried to keep up the deception. The
only person I've feft it necessary to deceive was my
mother."

"Your mother?" exclaimed Frank, in surprise.
"Yes, sir."
~'vVhy should you feel it necessary to deceive her?"
"Because I knew what would happen if I told her

the truth."
"vVhat 'would happen?"
"She would take me out of schobl to-morrow, sir.

I haven't lied to her, but I've avoided answering the
questions she keeps repeating in her letters when she
asks me how I'm getting along here. She is worried
to death for fear the boys are rough and brutal. She's
in distress lest I shall go in for too strenuousexer
cises and take part in rough games in which I may
be injured. I've had to deceive her by avoiding an-

, swering these questions and writing each time about
. how much I like it and what a good time I'm having
and how I'm getting along splendidly."

"H'm!" muttered Frank. "I've written your father,
but I presume he hasn't shown my two letters to your

. mother. I've written him that you were making
progress in the manual-training school and the gym
nasium; that you had learned to skate and to swim
and were wrestling and boxing and doing all the other
things the boys at this school do." ,

"Oh, he never showed those letters to rnother-'
ne,rer in the \vorId! If she should see, one of them
she would take the next train for Bloomfield."

"Then we'll rely on the wisdom of your father in
not showing her those letters," smiled Frank. "\Ve're
spending too much time here, "West. I want you to
shed those, working clothes and go outdoors. You
say)rou're afraid of tobogganing. I've seen you con-,.
quer your tim.idity in other things, and I am certain'
you can in this. There is very little danger con
nected with tobogganing. There's far more danger
in sliding down a steep hill on a double-runner. The
sled might upset and fling everybody off. A tobog
gan upsets occasionally, but every one on it is so close
to the ground that the danger of being hurt is small
indeed. Of course. I'm not asking you to try it unless

. you wish; there's nothing compulsory about it. Nev-

ertheless, I am certain you can overcome ,your fear
. of it. Hereafter, "Vest, I must ask you to do no work
in this department outside of regular working hours."

"All right, sir," said "Villie, as he began to shed
his blouse and overalls; "1 shall do precisely what
you ask of me."

CHApTER II.

EDUCATION THAT DOES NOT EDUCATE.

"I suppose Mr. Merriwell is right," thought \Vest,
as he left the mauual-:training department and tur.ned
his steps toward the dormitory in which his 1'00111'

was located. "I suppose he's right, but it doesn't
seem as if I could ever tire of wood-carving. As yet
I know so little about it, and I'm just beginning to
realize how much there is to l'earn, that I'm simply
wild to make all the progress I can. When I'm skating
or swi~miug or taking part in any of the games and
drills here I seem to enjoy those things; but still, I
wouldn'f take part in any of them if it wasn't neces-

, sary, for I'd much rather work and study."
And this was a boy who had been regarded as a

dull and backward scholar in high school and in the
boarding-school which he had' attended at Grafton!
Willie was neither dull nor backward, but at those
schools he had been compelled to follow c~rtain

courses in which he took no interest,which heactu
ally disliked; and he had seen others in his classes,
usually girls, making rapid progress, possibly leaving
him far behind. He had lost confidence in himself,
gradually becoming discouraged and finally giving 1l-:;;l:'"

This is what .happens in thousands of cases where
boys are compelled to put their time' and, attention
upon work and study for which they are not adapted~_

and which, because of their natural inclinations and
talents, will do them little or no good. Every boy
must acquire the fundamental foundation of an edu
cation~ and to do this it is necessary for him to pursue
fixedstuclies up .to a certain point of advancement;
beyond that point his studies should be' such as will'
,best fit him to fill his proper position in life, and all
his education shSluld be directed toward a fi..xed and
definite goal.

The great majority of boys are being edt1catedaj;~

random, and for that very reason they are receiving
a false education. In many cases no one realizes this
as much as 'the boys themselves: They wQ.nder what
it all amounts to, 'what good it will do them, how it
will help them to succeed. And, failing to find a
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satisfactory answer for themselves or to receh'e an
explanatio11 from anyone else, they take only half
hearted interest in their studies-sometimes no inter
est at all.

The fault does not lie with these bovs, but with
their blind and thoughtless parent~ al~d with our
vicious system of education. How often does it hap
pen that the most brilliant and seemingly 1110st prom
ising student in a school or college becomes the most
successful man in later life? How manv times it
has been p~~phesied that some Sitch bril1i~nt fellow
would make a great stir in the world, and that same
fellow has turned out to be a very ordinary or even

'worthless citizen! Every thinking observer of these
things has noted tht.astonishing frequency' with which
some supposed-to.-be dull scholar fin,,!:lly develops into
a man of superior ability and accomplishments.

This has caused the thoughtless or the foolish to
contend that a little education is more advantageous
than on~ that is thorough and finished, than which
there could be no greater mistake. It is the false
'education that is harmful, not the thorough; complete
training upon proper lines. The error lies in our
system of placing every scholar of a class upon the
same level, and attempting to educate them all in pre
cis~ly the same manner. vVe are making advance

--ments in our elective systems of education, but a~ yet
these are still faulty. and groping slowly toward the
.ight and the truth.

Vve take pride in our great universities, our prepar
atory schools,' our high schools and our up-to-date
country schools of to.,day, looking back with mingled
"ainusement . and wonder upon the old-fashioned
schools of yesterday; but ,vith all our advancements,
with .. all our increased facilities fo\. obtaining an edu
~ation, we have lost something ~hich the old-fash
ioned ,school supplied, and that is ehthusiasm for and
eagerness in the labor of obtaining an education. To':'
day'many of our boys have to be forced to attend
school, rebelling in aversion and dread at the methods
of "cramming" now. in vogue.

In the pld da-ys many a boy worked hard six months
or more out of a year, that he might attend the coun
try school during the winter. He felt that in that
school he would. obtain something that was a necessary
requirement, soniething each person 'should possess,
(something that would aid him in becoming more suc
cessful in life, and therefore he was eager to get as
much schooling as possible at whatever cost of labor
or inconvenience.

Perhaps in those wi,nter days he waded miles

through sl1o\v-drifts in order to attend school in a
bleak, poorly ventilated, insufficiently heated building.
where in the bitterest weather teacher and scholars
alike htiddled close around a huge, oIel-fashioned stove
that was constantly. fed with cord-wood. There were
no furnaces. nQ steam-heated rooms, few conveniences
and many discomforts. Yet in such schools the schol
ars obtained the elementary requirements which en
abled or inspired them later to pursue chosen COtttses
that led to satisfactory results and even to great at
taiim1ents.

.Of course. this early education was faulty in many
respects, but it was not faulty in the way of cram
ming the student's head with a lot of unnecessary,
useless, misunderstood or not-understood-at-all infor
mation. The youngster was not staggered or appalled
by the tasks given him and the Matterhorn set in his
path for climbing. It is true, as it should be, that
education is more general and universal to-day than
it once was; but. with all this, do we produfe more
men of genius than were given to the world 111 those
times?

\Villie raced up the stairs and along the corridor to
his room. where he exchanged his shoes for a pair
of laced storm boots, pulled on a sweater, caught up
his mittens and his Tam-o-shanter and was ready to
be off. His eye fell on a drawing-board, to which
was pinned a sheet of paper and near which lay his
pencils. crayons and instruments. Upon the paper
was drawn a half-finished apple-tree branch. with pen- .
dent fruit.

The boy paused. and surveyed the work with a
slight frown on his face.

"It's wrong," he muttered. "1 can't seem to get it
just right, and yet I know what I want to do."

After a few moments he dropped mittens aild Tani
o-shanter upon the floor, and seated himself before
the i drawing-beara. With a few sweeps, he erased
part of that drawing; then seized a crayon and made
ari effort to 'correct the fault in the design.

For ten minutes or more he labored, totally ab
sorbed in his occupation. Finally he rose and stood
back at a distance to survey the result.

"\vrang-still wrong!" he cried. "I'll get it: yet.
I'll never be satisfied until I doY

By that token, Willie, you are bound to. succeed,
for it is the boy who is satisfied in something almost
right who never makes a complete successor any-
thing! .

Suddenly West realized what he had been doing,
and that the afternoon was passing s1viftly. He

\
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A QUESTION OF COURAGE.

CHAPTER III.

dropped his crayons and caught up cap and mittens
once more.

At the door he paused and took one more look
around this little room, for which he had already
begun to conceive a feeling of affection such, as human
beings hold for the places they call home. He laughed
softly as his eyes fell on a set of boxing-gloves hang
ing from a hook upon the wall.
. ~'If mother could see those," he murmured-"if

,she could see them and know what they are for,
wouldn't she be horrified?"

Down the stairs leaped \Villie, and away toward
the distant toboggan-slide he ran. Through the dear,
crisp air he could faintly hear the shouts of those
who were enjoying the sport. As he sped along he
felt like kicking up his heels, like gamboling after
the manner of a young colt; hi's whole body was
athrob with a strange' energy and vitality, which
filled him with an exhilarating sense of vigor and
s~rength. He wondered at this, for he. could not re
member having experienced such a glorious feeling at
any stage of his, life previous to his coming to Farn
ham Hall.

Yet even in' his wonderment he compreh~nded the
truth, for he had listened to those enlightening lec
tures by which Frank Merriwell led his lads to un
derstand the laws of nature as applied to human be
ings. He knew the real cause of this bounding and
increasing vitality lay in his recent physical training.
I:t:l 'paste times he had studied hard in the hopeless
struggle to which he was forced while trying to keep
pace with the leaders in his class, and, obeying the
injunctions of his mother" he had shunned all rough
games and sports and taken no part in those things
which would have restored the vitality drained from
him bystudy.,

In a short time he came in sight of the tOboggan- '
slide; the Jirtificial start of which, built upon the top
of a hill by the bOyEr of the school, made it one of the

~ finest coasting courses to be found in all that county.
It made his heart leap as he saw a toboggan, loaded
with young people from Wellsburg, go shooting down
that slide 'with a nlsh that' could be likened only to
the swoop of a meteor across the' heavens;

"But I'll never dare do it-never 1'; he breathed.

"Hi, Bill! Hi, \Vest!" shouted Stubby Rudd, as
'Willie approached. "Come on with us. Room on our
toboggan for you."

"Yes, come on, old chap," called Ross Fielding.
"Where have you been keeping yourself all the after
noon?"

Chick Biddle, Tom Dent and others came up, draw
ing a toboggan behind them.

"'Whew!" said Chick. "She's like glass now. I'll
bet we were going a mile a minute by. the time we
were two-thirds down the chute."

"A mile a minute!" thought Willie. "No, I don't
dare !"

"I've been asking for you, West," said Fielding.
"You know we have a little private business of our
own to look after later on."

Willie kne\v, and he smiled.
"Come with us, \Vest," called Hunk Branch. "If

, there's not rO~)ln enough with those fellows, we can
make room for you, all right."

"I don't believe I'll try it, boys," said ·Willie.
"Vv'on't try it?" whooped Stubby Rudd. "vVhy

not?"
"I may as well tell you the truth-I don't dare."
At this they all set up a great shout of scornful

derision.
"Bill, take my advice and cut out your bluffing;"'"

said Stubby. "'We're all onto you, every last' one
of us."

"I'm not bluffing, boys."
Behind Rudd's back Fielding smiled in a knowing

manner, even while he shook his head warningly at
Willie.

"Course you're bluffing," put in Tom Dent. "You've
kept it up first-rate. You're a good actor, but you
haven't fooled anybody for a long time."

"No, not since you fooled Hunk," said Biddle.
"vVhy, you pretended to be a weakling when you
came here, but we saw you slam Hunk around the
night he tackled you in your O\vn room."

"Yes, that's right, we saw it a,1I,"put in Dent.
"Oh, did you, indeed ?" cried vVillie instantly.

"Why, seems to me both you chaps declared on your'
word of honor that you were sound asleep in your
beds and that you neither heard nor saw any part of
that racket."

"Oh, thunder!" muttered Dent, in dismay.
"That-that's right," said Biddle quickly; "but

we've heard so much about it that it almost seems as
if we saw it all."

"First-rate," laughed vVillie; "but I happen to know
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that Branch wasn't alone that night. I heard more
than one fellow whispering at my door. He hasn't
given you away, but you've betrayed yourselves. You
ra~ away and left him,did you? Why. didn't you
stand by your friend?"

Branch himself was grinning, aithough he seemed
to be endeavoring to repress it.

"Oh, it doesn't make any difference tome what
you think, West," growled Dent, "only YOl1'd better
notget too saucy and go to calliilg people liars. Hunk
found his match, and perhaps you'll find yours some
day!'

"I'm not looking for my match," laughed "Villie,
"for if I was I wouldn't have to look very far. Hon
estly and truly, fellows, I h!ven't been trying to fool
you, but you've, fooled yourselves; "Vhen I came
here I couldn't skate, I couldn't swim, I couldn't do
much of anything. I've worked hard to lean~ these
things, and I've succeeded pretty well, I think. You're
all my friends now, and there's no reason why I
should- let you keep on thinking me something that
I'm not-it isn't right. No, Fielding, it's no use to
shake your head, for I'm sick of it, and I've made
up my mind to tell the truth."

"If you're not an athlete," said Stubby Rudd, '.'just
tell ttS ihow you managed to yank Hunk all over your
.room and finally throw him out into the corridor?
Lots of ttS saw you 90 it; I saw you do it l11yself.
\Vill you explanation that, as Doctor Sc1mitzle would
say?" . .

"1-1 can't," hesitated Willie, bOt1ndby his promise
to Frank MerriweII that he would not re,real the fact
that l\tlerry had loaned him an electric apparatus with
~~hich he had shocked and mastered the bully of the
school.

"Oh, I gtieSs you can't I" snickered· Stubby. "Caine
=on now, you're going to' quit. )fou'regoing to sliele
with us. Grab him by the other arm, Ross."

"Wait," urged' ·Willie. "Just give me time to pluck
up courage. I'd like to do it, boys-truly, I would;
but it frightens me just to think of it."

Dent and Biddle had dravin apart from the group,
and were talking. in low tones,. occasionally casting
frowning glances toward West. No one seemed to
pay any attention to them, however.

"Come ahead, old chap," urged Fielding, as he
,dropped a mittened hand. on "Villie's shoulder. "If
you'll just try it once we won't coax you. any more,
will we, boys?"

"No! no!" cried the others.
iWi11~e wa:s 'thinkil;g ~LFrank Merriwell's encour-

,

. aging words, alld it was Merry's confidence in him
that led him at this point to crush down his dread
of tobogganing, and say:

"All right; I'll try it once, fellows.."

CHAPTER IV.

A NEW DELIGHT.

Drawing the toboggan behind them, they toiled up
the patb that led to the top of the sljde, fill~ng their
lungs with clear, pure air, that made good1 red cor
puscles. Their cheeks were flushed with color, and
their eyes were bright. They shouted joyously as a
loaded toboggan went flashing past them with such
dazzling speed that the coasters' lips were sealed. and
their voices dumb.

"Vhen the crest ,vas reached and \Vil1ie turned·· to
look away, away down that long, straight, smooth
course, his heart failed him once more, and he whis
pered to himself:
. "I can't do it-I never can I" "

An eager, laughing par.ty was preparing to start.
He watched them as the chap behind gave the push
that sent the toboggan gliding· slowly forward at first,
but quickly githering iV1petus until it sped away. with
ever-increasing velocity.

"Come on, Bili, old boy!"
Rudd was on in front, and Fielding. urged West to

take the next position. . .
"Get hold of the straps," he directed; "get hold,

and hang fast.". .
,"1-.I don't believe I'll go down this time," falte,red

'Willie. ..
. "Oh, humbug!" cried Fielding. "You're no baby!'
. . "Cut it out !cut it out I" barked Rudd eagerly.

."Look alive: Bill ! We want to get away in tim~.~o

give the next bunchplenty of room."
\ViIlie's chin quivered, and he heard his teeth chat·

tering in his head. In a moment he set his jaws.hard,
for of late, more than once, he had examined there
flection of that chin in a mirror and experienced a
feeling of contempt on account of a certain weakae.5.s
he fancied he could perceive in it..
. ,vieak or vacillating characters almost invariably

have weak chins. The timid, the forceless and the
vacillating ~ay sometimes overcome their own weak
nesses by a grim determination and persistent· effort
to do so: and as they stlcceed in this. it is surprising
to note the change which ~0111es, over thaton-e::par-
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ticular feature of their faces, the chin. Unyielding
determination causes a man to shut his mouth and set
his teeth, and in time this produces a change in the
general expression of his countenance. The weak
chin grows firm and steady, the lips are no longer
loose and forceless. The man's shoulders go back
and his head goes up.

Self-confidence is sometimes mistaken for self-con
ceit, yet there is a distinction and difference. Mod
esty is an excellent quality, but lack of belief in one
self is not modesty, it is weakness. It is only the
braggart, the swaggerer, or the incompetent who
thinks himself smarter than he. really is, who offends
by hisself-confidence. The man who says "I can and
I will," and does it, brings no contempt by his ex
pressed confidence in his own po"vers. Yet the best

.of such men never make idle or unnecessary talk;
their assertions are made at no time save when the
occasion demands it.

Again, as West hesitated, he remembered Frank
Merriwell's expressed faith in him, and it was this
encouragement which l~d him ontQ that toboggan in

.,' defiance of his own faltering. ..
The others piled on quickly behind him, and he felt

the toboggan moving. He set his teeth and grasped
the straps at his sides.' In another _moment they were
gliding down the slope, and the stinging air was whip
ping the blood into his cheeks and humming about his
ears. The whole hillside seemed shooting up"vard,
and the valley below rising toward them. The down
ward rush of the toboggan could be likened only to
the swoop of a meteor across the heavens.

Although fear did not flee at once from 'Willie's
heart, with it was mingled a strange, exhiiarating.
joyous sensation of motion, of life and of conquest,
which seemed to trCl.nsform that fear into an emotion
almost painfully delightful. As they shot past, he
caught glimpses of groups and solitary figures toiling
up the path at the side of the slooP: and his ears were
greeted with shouts, bursting forth suddenly and
quickly dying away behind· them.

"Oh, this is sport, this is fine; this is tl1e greatest
mn in the world!" he thought.

Each day that Willie \Vest remained in Frank Mer
riwell's school he awoke to some new phase of life
and some hitherto untasted joy in living, which caused
him to fancy that never before coming to Bloomfield
had he really lived. .

All too soon the ievel bottom of the valley was
reached; all too soon it was crossed, and the toboggan

came to a dead stop upon the foot of the slope that
rose at the far side.

Witll shouts and laughter, the boys sprang up, all
except \VilIie. He was much slower about rising.

"Is it ail over?" he asked regretfully.
"All over for that trip,'" said Fielding. "You did

it once, \Vest; we won't makeyou coast again if you
don't want to."

He sprang to his feet, and seized the toboggan
rope.

"Come on! come on!" he shouted, literally athrob
"vith the desire to enjoy a repetition of that experi
ence. "Let's hurry! let's hustle! Say, wasn't that
great?"

"\Vow!" whooped R\tdd~ "Isn't he :frightened? ~
\Vhy, I expected he'd be in a dead faint by the time
we reached the bottom."

"Did you like it, West?" asked Fielding.
"Like it? It's just the greatest fun! If I'd only.

kJ:?own, I'd been out here long ago. Just think what
I've missed!"

CHAPTER V.

AN OPINIONATED WOMAN.

.A double-seated sleigh, containing the driver-and
two other persons, stopped upon the main road, in full
view of the slide as \Villie and his comrades went
toiling up the path once more.

The two persons upon the rear seat of that sieigh
were Bart Hodge and a middle-aged woman in furs.
Bart wore a cap and sweater, and did not seem tG
feel the chill of the winter day nearly as much as
the woman, who shivered at his side.

"There; .Mrs. ""Vest," said Hodge, "is our toboggan~
slide, made by the bOYs of the school and just opened
to-day. It certainly is a fine chute, and the boys are
having great sport."

"Good gracious!" munnured the woman, lifting her
veil with one warmiy gloved hand. "Isn't it dread
fully steep and long? It must be frightfully danger'"
01.1S to slide down that place. Look-look how fast
they come! Oh,_ it's just such things as these that
worry rile to death about my \Villie! I know he will
be killed or maimed for life if he's permitted to take
part in such reckless performances!">-

Bart smiled.
"There's practically no danger, madam," he de

clared. "The boys have been cautioned at1d instructed
about sliding too thickly, and a spill on the slide would



"Sir! Sir!" exploded Mrs. "vVest. "I'm surprised
at you! I'm shocked I I'm insulted!"

"I have no desire to insult you, madam, but I feel
that I must tell you the truth. Here at Farnham Hall
we try to make virile, vigorous, healthy lads of our
pupils. We do our best to start them on the right
road to real manhood."

"A lot of boys together, exempt from the influence
of the gentler sex, are certain to become rough and
uncouth. There is no restraint for ·their natural,
brutal instincts."

"At Farnham Hall we do not believe that a lad's
instincts are naturally brutal. \Ve recognize the fact
.that every boy in good health is, or should be, over
flowing with vitality, which must find vent in some
manner. If this vitality and vigor is suppressed, it
becomes a harmful thing. Instead of suppressing it,
we encourage it, and we let them use up their super
fluous vitality in many different sports, .games and
labors. I am proud to say that I believe no school
produces finer examples of manly youth, no school
turns' out more natural gentlemen."

"Oh, of course you would say that, whether you
thought it or not."

"Not at all. I say it bec~use I believe it with all
my heart. Hear those boys laughing arid shouting
with pure, healthy delight. Look at that group com
ing down on the toboggan now."

"Ah, yes! th~re are girls among. them. I thought
you said ~here were no girls at this school?"

"They are guests of the school from "vVellsburg,
Mrs. vVest. We do not bar our. boys from asso
ciating with refined girls, but there are no girls in
the scl1oo1"

"And no lady instructors ?"
"No, indeed. We have no use for them here.

Women are the best teachers for childr~n of both
.sexes, and for boys until they reach a certain age.·
After a boy arrives at the age of twelve, men only
should be his teachers." .

"I can't agree. with you. I'm sure that you're
wrong, just as I'm sure that this strange school can
not be beneficial for any boy."

Bart shrugged his shoulders the least bit.
"I see it is quite useless tb make an effort to change

your opinion,madam," he said.
"Quite useless, sir."
"Then, I don't see why you wish to investigate."
"Oh, I've made up my mind that I'll do tha.t. I

told my husband that I would. He didn't want me to
~ome here; he even tried to prevent me. He's set in
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not hurt them. The only way anyone could be in
jured would be if a party should upset and then be
run into by another party. Do you see that fellow
up there at the start-the one in the red sweater?"

"Yes."
.. "He· has charge of the chute, and he will not permit

them in their eagerness to start two toboggans too
closely togeth~r. Until one party is well down an- •
other is not permitted to get under way." <

"Still," persisted the woman, "I'm certain it's dread
fully .perilous. I've always taken the utmost care' of
my son, and I've never permitted .. him to go in for
rough and dangerous sports in which· he might re
ceive bodily injury."

"Possibly you've taken too much care of your son,
madam."

"Too much care! 'Vhy, sir, that's impossible! My
Willie is a delicate, timid lad."

"Hasn't he been made delicate by too much re
straint, and timid through too much caution and warn
ing ?"

Mrs. "vVest turned with some difficulty to give Bart
a look of reproving wonde~ment.

"No, indeed!" she declared.grimly; "nothing of the
sort! I presume I understand my own son far better
than anyone else possibly can. r~n certain there's

.-too rriuch recklessness and disregard for life and limb
in the schools of to-day, StIch brutal, degrading
games as football and baseball should be abolished.
Every season the papers are .filled with stories of in
juries which befall those who participate in such
games."

,- .."It is true that football is a strentl0us game, madam,
but here at Farnham Hall no boy takes part in it who
is not physically qualified and perfectly trained to do
so. No raw, untrained youngster is ever permitted
to engage in a genuine football scrimmage.", .

"But you train them for such brutal things!" ex
claimed the woman. "I know, for I've made inquiry.
My husband wouldn't tell me the truth, and I had to
find it out for myself. He's a big, strong, unreason
,ing man, and he never did. understand "vVillie. Our
boy should never have been taken from Grafton Acad
emy. That. was the place for him. There he was
surrounded by refining influences. His teachers were
mainly gentlewomen, and some of his best· friends

:;vere girls." . .

".And such a school never can produce manly boys,"
asserted Bart, pointblank. "If you were tra,ining
your son to wear petticoats, madam, Grafton was an
excellentJ?lace for him."

9
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his ways, and he \\'on't permit me to interfere with
his affairs. I told him I regarded the welfare of our
boy as my especial business. If I'd known in the
first place just what sort of a school this was, Willie
never would hayebeen brought here by his father."

She turned toward the slide once more, and watched
a toboggan loaued with lads go whizzing down the
smooth, glistening, white declivity.

"Good gdcious I" she cried. "I do believe my
\Villie is one of those boys!"

"I think he is, madam," smiled Ba.rt.
"\Vhv, how does he dare do it? He's such a very

timid l;d!' I can't understand it!"
"I hqve noticed, :Mrs. \Vest, that your son is rapidly

overcoming his unwholesome and harmful timidity.
Beneath the influence of Mr. Merriwell and others at
Farnham Hall; "\Tillie West promises to develop into
a normal, healthy boy. He has learned to skate."

"Goodness I"
"And to swim!"
"Gracious !"
"And to do many other things."

•"Why, skating is frightfully perilous! Think how
liable anyone· is to break through the ice and be
dro\vned! Numberless boys are drmvned each year·
while skating."
. "As far as possible, we take precautions againRt

such accidents," said Bart, at. the same time thinking
11rs. \'1est would be shocked beY9nd nieasure if she
found out that already her Willie had taken a plunge
through the ice and been rescued fro111 drowning by
a schoolmate. .

. "And s\vimming," said the woman; "why, he neycr
would go ncar the water. Oh, now I know he will be
drowned !"

"In case, through· some accident, he should some
time be thrown into deep water, do you think he would
drown sooner because he knew how to swim?"

"No, but-but I'm sure it is unnecessal'y; I'm sure
it's dangerous."

Bart drew a deep breath.
"I shall have to leave you to :Mr. Merriwell him

self, madam," he said. "Perhaps he can succeed in
altedng your preconceived, opinion; I feat I cannot."

CB:APTER VI.

THE STRUGGLE FOR SUCCESS.

On their way ba:k to Farnham Hall· they passed
a handsome cottage in which Hodge seemed to take
deep interest, gazing at it ul1til the lace cu-rtains of

the front windo\v were suddenly thrust aside and a
young woman, holding a baby in her arms, appeared
at the window.
! Bart lift7d his cap and waved it in greeting, while
the sl'nilitlo ' woman, who had golden hair and seemed

~ ..

very pretty and youthful iildeed, lifted the child's
arm and caused it to wave a tiny hand in response.

"A very tasty cottage," observed Mrs. \Vest.
"Do...you think so, madam?"
"Yes, indeed. Charming young woman in the win-

dow."
"Do you think so?"
"I clo. Handsome baby."
"Thank you."
"Then you-you--"
"That is my home, my wife, and my little daugh

ter."
"I must say you are very conveniently situated here

in the vicinity of the school at which you are em
ployed. It seems somewhat unusual for an instructor
-a young man of your age, at any rate-to be so well
sittiated.· \Vhy, it seems as if you were permanently
·located here."

"I fancy I am, Mrs. vVest."
" "Then, you expect to remain 111 your present posi
tion for many years to come?" .

"I hope to; indeed, I l~lay say that I am confi~fent
I will."

"Yes, quite unusual," murmured Mrs. vVest, seem
ing to be speaking to herself as much as to her com
panion. "Youthfui instructors seldom remain long in
one place, and few of them own homes where they
are engaged: You are interested in your work, l\1i~--'

Hodge?"
"Deeply, madam."
"And then you must like it."
"It is a splendid work, l\Irs.. \Vest. \Vhat could be

more fascinating, more wor~hy of one's Qest efforts,
and more likely to produce good and permanent re
sults than the training of boys to become manly,
healthy, honorable youths and men?"

"Very good, Mr. Hodge-very good. At least,
you seem sincere in believing' you are aiding in 'the
accomplishment of such work. 'Vho lives in this
splendid old Colonial house we are 'approachingr"

"Mr. Merriwell lives there, madam."
"Oh, indeed! It's a fine place, and evidently well

kept up."
"It \vas once the home of FrankMerriwell's tinde.

It has been reno\'ated, i-~paired and made thoroughly
comfortable and modern, without in the least destroy'-
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ing, or even marring, its old-time lines of beauty and
architecture."

"Is Mr. Merriwell a very old man?"
Bart smiled.

. "In experience he might be called old, Mrs. \Vest,
for I doubt if any living person ever crowded so much
into so few years of life. In actual age he is yet
young. I believe there are some four months' differ
ence between us; he is that much older than 1."

"Is it possible? I must confess that I was very
much surprised-yes, even amazed-when I first saw
those splendid school-buildings a short time ago. I
supposed Farnham Hall was some sort of a small,
private institution, run by a needy, hard-working man
::tnd s.upported mainly by cha!ity."

Bart could not help laughing outright, although
there was nothing of rudeness in his amusement.

"Mrs. West," he said, "Frank Merriwell himself
built and paid for everyone of those school-buildings
with his own money. It is true, that, of late, philan
thropic individuals and societies have taken an interest
in this school and contributed toward its support. The
attention of the President, even, has been attracted,
.and he has done a great deal for us. But the idea
and its execution came solely from Merriwell. At first
110 one else, save a few of his immediate friends, had
Jhe slightest confidence in his scheme, and for a time
it was a matter 'of much amusement and derision for
the newspapers. You can r~adi1y understand that it
-must have cost Frank Merriwell\a great sum of money
and an enormous .amount of hard work to found this
school and bring it up to a point of excellence and
.su5cess which not only silenced scoffers and doubters,
but led persons of influence and money to become
supporters."

"Mr. Merriweil must be very wealthy. How could
a man of his years acquire so much wealth? Cer
tainly, he did not secure it through his ow,n efforts?"

"To a great extent, he did, madam. His father
owned. a valuable, but undeveloped, mining property,
which came into the hands of Frank and .his brother
upon the elder Merriwell's death. ;Frank's brother,
Richard, is a student at Yale, from which universitv

. - .
Frank graduated. He has known what it meant 'to be
poor and to work hard, Mrs. \Vest, for tqere was a
time when it seemed that he had been thrown upon
the world without a dollar and rio prospects save
those which lay before any resolute, determined youth..
He is not an idle dreamer, but he has dreams; he is a
man who invariably finds a way to make his dreams
come true. He opened' and developed his mines, which'

proved to be enormously rich· and productive. More
than once he has been compelled to contend against
cliques or powerful and wealthy enemies who have
sought to wrest his property from him. He's a
fighter, madam."

"A fighter?" ,
"Yes, one who has fought his way, step by step, to

the goal of his ambition. That goal was a wortl9.y,
honorable one. Instead of wasting his money by
squandering it for selfish pleasures, after the style
of many a youth, he has put it to a grand use, which
is being productive of great go~d and must bring
still more splendid results in the future.. Instead of
accumulating and hoarding money for the mere power
that wealth gives, Frank Merriwell has put it into a
work that is bound to do grand things for genera-
tions yet to come." I

"You are very enthusiastic, Mr. Hodge."
"And yet, Mrs. 'West, I'm supposed to be a person

of little enthusiasm. It is only because I understand
the full depth and meaning of Frank Merriwell's work
that I am enthusiastic."

"Have you known him intimately? Have' you
known him very 1011g?"

"We w~re enemies at preparatory school."
"Enemies ?"
"Yes, and then friends at .that same school and at

college. I am proud to think that no man living
knows and understands him better than 1."

By this time they were passing between the stone
.pillars of the great gate which opened on the drive
way that led to the buildings of Farnham Hall.

•
"He is very fortunate to have such an enthusiastic

assistant and supporter," said the woman. "I presume
yOll have done a great deal to aid him in this work?"

"I have done all I could, yet I feel that it has been
little indeed."

"\Vhy, you must b~ indispensable to him, else you
would hot be located here as you are and so confident
that you will remain. I am sure he could not get
along without you."

Again Bart laughed.
"And I'm sure that he could, Mrs. West. As far

as possible, I strive to 1;11ake mysel f indispensable; but
when any man arrives at a belief that his place cannot
be filled in the world, he is fooling himself. Such
indlspensable men have been dying for ages, and the
world has gone on just the same after they were
buried."

"I would like to see Mr. Merriwell right· away. I
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Vir0uld like to haye him show me around through the
buildings...

"\Von't you accept me as your escort? This is Sat
urday afternoon, and, when possible, he seeks to spend
a part of this day at home. Sometimes he'has to
remain in his private office at the Hall in order to
catch up with the bulk of business that crowds him
constantly. I'm sure I can show you everything you
wish to see."

"Very well," said the woman, as they stopped near
the steps of the main building, "you may show me
around."

Bart conducted her through the· gymnasium, ex
plaining everything and answering her numerous ques
tions as well as he could. The fact that this building
was almost wholly devoted to indoor athletics and ex
ercises caused her to marvel anel shake her head dis
approvingly. She declared that it was folly to waste
so much money upon apparatus pnd rooms for mere
exercises and games. The swimming-tank and the
baths were a still further source of wonderment.

From the gymnasium they proceeded to.the manual
training building, and she followed Bart through the
shops on the different floors.

"And all the boys of the school are required to work
here in these rooms ?" she questioned.

"Eyery one of them," nodded Hodge. "\Ve try to
find out what (lccupation will prove most congenial for

. each and all. Some prefer blacksmithing, others take
up carpentry, and others go in for still other lines of
work."

"It must he very hard for them."
"On the contrary, it is. not hard, and they all seem

to enjoy it."
"But not my \Villie. He's too delicate ever to do

manual labor."
"Your son puts in his time here in the cabinet-ma

king department. He seems to be enthusiastic over
wood-carving."

"Wood-carving? \Vhy, I know \\{illie was always
whittling at something, but it seemed like "lasted time.
I desire him to become a doctor or a lawyer. I shall
insist on his taking up one of these professions."

"If he is not naturally qualified for either profes
sion. will you insist, Mrs. \Vest?"

"vVhy, he must become qualified. He must stttdy
and fit himself for the profession I shall finally select
for him."

"\Vould you force him to follow a career that was
distasteful to him?"

"I think. I 1...'110W what is best for my son. How

call a boy of his age have any idea of what career he
should take up?"

"Few do, Mrs. West; but every person is naturally
endowed to follow some line of work. The problem
is to find out what nature has designed a lad to do.
The reason why the majority of unsuccessful men are
unsuccessful is that thev have never discovered their
proper avocation. It ta.1<:es all sorts of human beings
to make up a world, and it is the design of a wise
Creator· that different persons should have different
tastes and qualifications. It is a grave mistake for
parents to attempt to make doctors or lawyers out of
sons who were intended by this wise Providence for
some other line of work. Not only do. vve seek here
at Farnham Hall to bt;lild up the physical health and
str.enoth of our bovs but we try to discover what~ J , _

nature has intended them to do, and we strive to give
them a start in the right direction."

"Don't tell me that you or any one else in this school
can know better than I what career myvVillie is
capable of fo11mving. \Vhy, you've only known him a
short time, and, at the longest, any boy remains here
but for one year. You can't understand them a11in
that short space of time."

"Unfortunately, it occasionally happens that we do
110t get down to the rock-bottom of a boy's nature
and learn all his qualifications and capabilities··in ..a.
year's time. If it were possible or practicable to keep
all pupils at this school for a course of three or four

.years, we might be. able to turn out some young men
tht>roughly fitted f9r the battle of life and thoroughly
able to take care of themselves as long as their health
and strength lasted.'; .

"You talk of health and strength, health and
strength, all the time, just as if everything depended
011 health and strength."

"To a large extent, everything doe; depend on one's
health and strength, 11rs. 'Vest. The best-educated
and the finest-trained man cannot do himself justice
unless he is in good health. Your reason must tell
you this. An invalid or a semiinvalid may lash him
self to a certain sort of daily labor, but that labor
never represents his best and finest .work. It should
be just as m1,lch the object of parents to see that their
children have sound and healthy bodies as to make
sure they have well-educated minds."

The next building visited contained the lecture-halls:
study-rooms and library.

Mrs. \Vest betrayed greater interest in these; but
when she questioned Hodge closely and lear.ned no ad
vance courses, save in business, were taught there, she
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once more took on an expression of criticism and con
demnation.

Finally she asked to visit the dormitory and the
r00111 of her son.

A long time had been spent in going through the
buildings, and a suggestion of dusk was creeping into
the corridors of the dormitory as they approached the
door of 'Willie \Vest's room.

"There seems to be some one inside, madam," said
Bart. "I think your son has returned from the tobog
gan-chute."

As Bart putout his hand to turn the knob, he heard
sounds of thudding feet and panting breaths coming
from be,"ond the door.

, The door yielded re~dily, and Hodge pushed it wide
open.

The spectacle that met the gaze of Mrs. '\iVest
nearly caused her to swoon in her tracks.

CHAPTER VII.

MRS. WEST IS SHOCKED.

Within that room two lads, stripped to undershirts
and trousers and wearing rubber-bottomed shoes, were
·sparring with boxing-gloves. They were not going
about it ill any gentle manner, either. The furniture
had been moved back to give them room, and they
were both doing their handsomest at the.game. Round
and round they circled, advancing, retreating, ducking,
side-steppii1g, blocking, parrying and striking hard at
each other's face and body. .

One ,vas Willie vVest; the other Ross Fielding.
As Bart opened that door "Vest ducked a straight

from-the-shoulder blow and countered with a resound
ing left-hand thump on Fielding's ribs.

"Ouch I" cried Ross. "That was a good one, Bill!
That was a dandy!"

A moment later, however, Fielding feinted with one
hand and shot the other through W'mie's guard, catch
itlg .him on the chin with such force that he was sent
reeling against· the partition.

vVith a scream, Mrs. \Vest dashed into the room.
"Oh, my son! Oh, my poor boy!" she cried, fling

ing herself at \Villie, and clasping him in her arms.
"J\fother!" gasped the astonished and dismayed lad.

, "Oh, I know you were nearly killed by that brutal
wretch!" cried the woman. "It was awful, awful!"

'. J:'hen she turned to glare .~Yer her shoulder at,Field-

il1g, who stood in an attitude of dazed surprise, with
his gloved hands dangling at his sides.

"You monster! you brute!" she almost screamed,
"to strike my poor boy like that ! You should be
sent to a reformatory!"

"And that's a jolt right in my solar plexus!" mur
mured Fielding.

\Villie \vas stammering, trying to tell his mother
that he was not hurt, but only a few moments before
Fielding had tapped him on the nose and started the .
blood, with which his face was somewhat besmeared.

The spectacle seemed to drive Mrs. 'West almost
frantic.

"You're d):'ing, yqu're almost killed!" she said. "Oh,
I knew what would happen to you in this terrible
place! I'll take you away from here this very day!"

"Oh, say, mother, I'm all right!" protested \Villie.
"I'mnot hurt. \Ve're just having a little sport, that's
all. . Fielding is giving me some private lessons in
sparring, mother."

"And they permit such horrible .things in this
schoo1!" spluttered Mrs. \Vest. "I knew it; I felt it
in my heart. They have intimidated you until YOl.l

do not dare complain or protest."
. "Oh, no, mother; you're wrong 1"
"Don't teU me that,my dear boy. I know you; I

know what a nervous, timid lad you are. It's mon
strous-perfectly monstrous! This man, Merriwell,
who runs such an institution, should be sent to prison I"

\Villie gave Bart Hodge an appealing look; but
Bart Hodge seemed to :feel wholly at a loss to save
the situation.

\Vith her· arms around her son, Mrs. \Vest stag
gered to a chair and attempted to draw him down
upon her lap.

That was too much for Willie. Flushing with
shame, he struggled to break away.

"Let me go, mother---Iet me go!" he cried, in vexa
tion. "I'm no, baby! Don't try to make a baby of
me any longer. That's the trouble, you've made a
baby of me too long. . I'm just learning to be a bit
of a man."

"They're teaching you to fight, and to do all those
brutal things!" she moaned. "Oh. you're so changed
already!"

"VVhy didn't you let me ,know you were coming?"
asked the mortified boy.

"Because I was bound to find out the truth, and this
was the proper way. I have a team waiting outside.
You shall pack up your things at once and leave here
Witll me, Willie."



14 TIP TOP \VEEKLY.

"Cricky!" muttered Fielding, as he untied the string
of one glove with his teeth. "This is a mess. I'm
afraid mother may take a notion to trim me."

He hastily remcwed the other glove, and dropped
both of them upon the study-table, which had been
pushed into a corner. Next he found his clothes,
gathered them up and prepared to get away as soon
as possible.

"Stop, you brutal boy!" commanded Mrs. West,
shaking a gloved finger at him. "I demand to know
your name! I'm going to make a complaint against
you! I'm going to insist that you shall be punished!"

"All right, madam," said Ross, with a suppressed
grin. "My name is Fielding."

"Where is lVIr. Hodge?" asked Willie's mother.
"Oh, there he is. Mr. Hodge, you saw it; you must
have seen it. Don't tell me you didn't! I wish this
ruffianly boy to be punished. He should be expelled."

"My dear madam," said Hodge, "according to the
statement of your own son, they were sparring for
pleasure. They ,,,ere not fighting. Fielding was giv
ing Willie instructions in the science of boxing."

"And you-you uphold such awful things!" palpi
tated Mrs. \Vest. "I'm amazed! Still, I suspected
it. I shall tell 1\lr..1Vlerriwell what I think! I'shall
tell the town authorities of Bloomfield what I have
seen! I shall make this infamous affair public!"

"For goodness' sake, mother, do be reasonable!"
pleaded Willie. "Don't go on like that. There's noth
ing to make any complaint about. I purchased these
boxing-gloves 'with my own money. and I asked Ross
Fielding to give me some private lessons in sparring.
I wanted to learn more and faster than I could learn
through the regular instructions in the' gymnasium."
. "Then, they do-they do teach fighting here at this
place! Don't talk to me, Mr. Hodge! 'Not aword,
sir! Go! go! leave me with my son-my poor boy!
I'll take care of him. I'll protect him. Go, I say!"

By this time Bart felt that there was only one
course to pursue, and that was to leave her with 'Wi11ie,
who might succeed in convincing her that he was not
being maltreated.'

Fielding hurried away to his room, and Hodge left
the dormitory, convinced that Mrs. 'Nest was destined
to cause the master of the school more or less annoy
ance.

Willie hastened to close the door of his room, fear
ing .that other boys, returning from tobogganing,
would look in there and see his 1110ther and hear her
words. '

With all the eloquence he could command, he sought
I

to convince her that she was wrong in her opinion of
the ·affair she had witnessed and her ideas regarding
the school.

"Oh, how changed you are, Willie-how changed!"
she sobbed, bringing out her handkerchief and jabbing
at her eyes. "I can hardly believe it possible my gen- .
tIe, timid little boy has altered so in such a short
time !"

"Mother, that was the trouble with me. I. was too
gentle, too timid, too much of a coward. I'm trying
to break myself of it; I'm trying to be a man."

"Oh, but you're still nothing but a frail little lad.
vVhy, I know "vhat would happen if I were foolish
enough to let you remain here. They.would put you
into football games and you would be killed. They
t~l1 me yOt1 have to work in their workshops, too.
Oh, that my \Villie should ever come to this!"

"Mother, the work I do is something in which I
am awfuUy interested. I love it. I would work
longer, but they won't permit me. This very day Mr.
:r..-rerriwell found me working in the shop and made
me stop it. He forbade me working any save at reg
ular hours for such labor."

"Don't talk to me about Mr. MerriweU! I have
heard enough of him. I'm going to see him· at once.
Come, vVillie, wash the blood off your face and put
on your clothes. We'll, go straight to this nian, and
I'll tell him a few things."

It was useless for the boy to plead. He could do
nothing with the excited woman. \Vhen he sought
to detain her by dressing slowly. while he continued
to ,xplain and argue and protest, she}ook hold wi~l~

her OWI1 hands and aided in dressing him.

"Come 110W,;' she said, as she found his cap, "we'll
go.straight to see Mr. Merriwell.Do you know where
vve can find him?"

"He-he may be in his office.".
"Show me to his office."
She clung to his arm as they descended the stairs.

\Vhen he sought to free. himself as they stepped out
side, she seized his hand and held it fast. In this
manner she led him, blushing and mortified beyond
words, toward the building in which Frank Merri
well's office was located.

Some lads returning from the toboggan-chute saw
vVillie and his mother, and .. the boy hung his head
with shame, for he knew those schoolmates of his
would make comments.

Chick Biddle and Tom Dent were coming up the
walk from the highway, and they arrived at the main
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m~. you awful man!"
"Oh, \\rhat a drea.dful .

building just as \'lillie al1d his mother Were mounting
the steps.-

"Look, Chick!" called Dent, with a laugh. "Look
at the great bruiser and athlete. Who's the dame "dth
him ?"

"It must be his dear mama," said Biddle. "She's
towinghim around by the hand. \Volddn't that beat
you?" (

Mrs. \Vest gave the pair a look. ,
"And these are the sort of gentlemen tlley have

here in this institution, I presume!" she exclaimed.
'Willie was relieved when they found. the door of

Frank Merriwell's private office closed and locked,
and no one answered their knocking..

"He isn't here, moth~r," he said.
"Then I won't bother to tell him," Sala the woman;

"but you shall pack your things and we'll leave imme
di.'ately. Come, \Villie-colne."

She was in great haste, and at the foot of the stairs
she turned in the wrong direction, in spite of \Villie's
attempts to make her understand. All the time splut
tering with excitement, she grasped at the door of ,
Doctor Schnitzle's private room and flung it \vide
open. Two steps into the room she took, and then she
stopped with a screa111, thro\ving her hands upward.

There\vas the doctor, busily engaged in weighing
",anti measuring a boy who was stripped to the skin,

his, only garment being a light-weight pair of swim
ming-trt1l1ks!

..

CHAPTER VIII.

THE EXCITE},IENT OF DOCTOR SCUNITZLE.

"Horrors!" cried Mrs. \Vest, covering her face
with her hands. ' .

"Gee \"hiz!" exploded the almost naked boy upon
.the weighing-machine, as he made a spring and a
headlong dive for the shelter of the lligh screen.

"Dumler undt blitzens !" wlpitated Doctor Schnitzle,
jerking himself round and glaritlgat the woman,
'while his spectacles danced merrily on the end of hIS
rubicund nose. "Frankfurters til1dt sauerkraut! Vv
didt you in come? Vy didt you not oudt stay? '':6t
didt you py it ihean already nmv?"

He nIshed atthe woman in the greatest excitement,
gra-sping her by the arm and attempting to turn' her
toward the door."

"Get away! Don't touch
cried Mrs.vVest,· in .terr()r~
place!" .

"The place iss' all righdt, but it iss not a vomans
for," returned Schnitzle. "I suppositioned ,dot door
vas locked, but a mistake made me, I peliefe. Out go
at once!"

"Remove your hands fro111 me, you creature!" com
manded Mrs. \Vest, with ine.xpressible indignation and
scorn; "I'm shocked! I'm completely upset!"

"You vill more upset peen uf you go around dodg
ing into places vere no pusiness hass you!" spluttered
Schnitzle, whose concern over the incident prevented
him from bearing himself with his usual politeness
toward a lady. "Who' toldt you "to income py my
office dot vay? \Vho instrtlctioned you to dood it?"

"Mother, mother," called \Villie, from the door, "I
tried to stop iou ; I told you you were going the wrong
way. You wouldn't listen to me."

"Uf she peen your mother, my pay, YOtl had petter
take her avay choust as soon as possibility." .

"This is the 1110st awful place I ever dreamed of!"
averred Mrs. \Vest, glaring at the doctor. "vVhat are
you doing here?"

"Vat vas :you dooding here ?" was Schnitzle's coun-
ter-question. •.

"Such insolence! 1'111 'looking after Iny' son, 'VVil
lie."

"He hadt petter after you look some. Vy didt you
not to him listen vell he toldt you my door avay from ..
to stay ?Dese peen my private offices, umlt yon vas
der first females vat eferinto it butted already yet. I
vas del' doctor the school of."

"You're what?" gasped Mrs. \Vest.
"Der doctor! der doctor! Didn't I tlt1derstandt you

. ven you hear me say dot?" -
"The doctor-you? Impossible !"
"Vy vas it impossibility, matam?"
"Doctors are usually intelligent-Iook1l1g persons, at·

least." ,
"Undt Y9u meant ta toldtme dot I diclt not look

intelligel1ce?" screamed the excited German. "I nefer
had peen so insulted ill all "your "life1"

"Do come away, rilother-.please do!" entreated
Willie, pulling ather elbow.
, "rll come just as soon as I tell this ··insolent man
\~hat I think ofhim. A doctor, indeed I Is it possible'
the health and lives of so 111any boys can be el1trusted
to such a creature ?"

"Took her avay!' took her avay!" shouted· Schnitzie,
throwi~gt1fl 'his short arms and sha.king his hands
above his head, while the spectacles vibrated tU111U]tu-'
ously but continued to cling tenaciously to his 11ose;
"Gone out my: office ofaf yunce, matam. I dond't
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vant to use violence py you, but, py Chorch, uf you
didt not avay took yourself I vill out put you mit my
own handts 1 Yes I" ,

"He's threatening me-he's threatening me with
violence 1 You heard him, Willie. Look here; sir, I
may be a poor, weak, frail, defenseless woman, but
I'd have you kno\v that never yet has any man dared
lay the weight of his finger on me, and I've got a
husband big enough to thrash a dozen like you, you
insignificant, brandy-nosed person I"

"Insignificance!" squawked the German, dancing
grotesquely in his rage. "Prandy-nosed, vat? I vould
ha f you understandt I vas a man of temperate habits,
matam. Prandy neier drinks me at all. :Maype some
times a little peer vill t'ook me. Dot vas my own
pusin~ss,ain't it? Vat? Some morevurds I vill not
vaste py you. U f you a man hadt peen, I vould kicked
you out already 110W."

"Willie; Willie, you.hear him threaten to kick me!"
"vVon't you come, mother?"
"In just a second, my dear boy. I shall retreat

with dignity and without haste. I shall not permit
this man, who calls himself a doctor, to deceive him
sel f a single moment by thinking he has frightened
me. He has said what he would do if I were a man;
now I'll tell him what I would do in such a case. If
I were a man I would box his ears good. It's a crime
to entrust the lives of so many helpless boys in the
hands of such· an ignoramus. I shall make a com
plaint to the proper authorities. I doubt if' he has a
physician's diploma. He must be a quack."

"Somepody holdt me!" pleaded the wrathy little
German. "Uf it vas not done I vill not peen responsi
bility for vat vill happen: Didt not He.idelberg grad
uate from me? Didt not a diploma get me at one of
the cratest schools of medicine der 'lurId in? Haf
I not my c'tificate from the crate school of medicine
at--"

. "I don't care about your certificates and diplomas,"
interrupted Mrs. West disdainfully. "I know what
you are by simply looking at you. I would not let
you doctor a sick cat." .

With a yell, Schnitzle bounded toward his private
desk, tore it open and plunged into it frantically with
both hands.

"Gracious! what's he going to do?" gasped the
woman.

"Maype it vas a veapon of defense dot vill get me !"
snarled the doctor.

~'Oh, my! he's after a pistol!" cried Mrs. West, as
she turned and took flight. ,/

Schnitzle sprang up with a parchment in his hands.
"Vas she gone now?" he rasped. "My diploma I

vould show her, unclt I vould proof to her dot I vas,
choust vat I say I vas." ,

"She's gone," said the laughing student, as·· he
peered from behind the screen. "Oh, my eye, what
a racket! Do close the door, doctor." .

"Yah!" breathed Schnitzle, drawing~'ut a handker
chief and mopping the perspiration from his face.
"Der door vill close me, my pay, und~dese time I vill
seen dot it iss locked. My gootness, I vas completely
updone! I vas exhaustion! Nefer before didt suell
a vomans seen mel"

Having closed the door and turhed the key in the
lock, he staggered to a chair and dropped limply upon
it, weakly fanning himself with his handkerchief.

"Py Chorch! dot peen "'tIer limits!" he muttered.
"My pay, I beliefe I couldt not completion your exam-

,ination to-day. Already now it iss dark getting, undt
I vas such a state of mindt in dot I didt not know vat
my name iss. You haf crate improv~ments made der
last month in, my pay, but you vill have to come
around next veek der completion of your examina
tions for. Oh, voman, voman, you vas such a queer
ness! No man efer didt understoodt you yet a vile I"

CHAPTER IX.

WILLIE WEST'S REBELLION.

Back to his room vVillie's mother led him.
"Pack your belongings immediately, my darling,~'..

she conunanded. ,~

"Mother, ...von't you please listen to. reason?" he
pleaded. "I don't want to leave Farnham Hall."

"I can't understand it !~' she declared. "I can't com
prehend the meaning of such a remarkable change in
you. But I shall insist. I, do insist. Why, I wouldn't
leave you here for anything in the world! The climax
was capped when that horrible man who calls himself
a doctor nlshed after a. weapon with which he meant
to make an assault. upon my life! ,I know he
meant to."

"Mother, Doctor Schnitzle is one of the kindest
hearted men in the world."

She gazed at the boy as if she fancied him de
mented. A moment later she produced her handker
chief and began to sob.

"I don't see how they. could change my boy in such
a short time so that he would turn against his own
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mother I" she snift1ed. "It never happened before. Ai.'
school in Millrock you always remained the same dear,
gentle little lad, and even after you went away to
Grafton you were unaltered when you came home at
vacation time. I know you didn't want to come here
when your father insisted on bringing you. For the
first time in my life I couldn't seem to do anything
with him. He wouldn't even argue with lne. If he
had, I'm sure I could have gotten the best of him, for
I always have. He just shut his mouth ih that obsti
nate way of his and kept right· on making prepara
tions to bring you here to Bloomfield."

"It's true I didn't want to come, mother, but that
was because I didn't know what sort ofa place it was.

-No, perhaps that's not right,' for had I known then
I'd still hated to come here."

"There! there! Now you own l~-now you admit
that you yourself know it is not a suitable place for a
boy."

"I haven't said anything of the sort. mother. Be
fore I came here I would have fancied it was not a
suitable place for me, but now I know it is just the
proper place. It's here I'll get that training and edu-
cation which I need the most." .

"Education! Don't talk to me about getting an
education in such a place as this! 'Why, this Merri
well who runs the school must believe in trainingboys
to become pugilists and ruffians, and brutes of the
worst sort. He can' have no real idea of what it is
to acquire a finished education."

"On the contrary, mother, he himself is anedu
cated and polished gentleman. He has told me that

'he believes a college education is what I need, but
that I should have been sent to a manly fitting school,
instead of to a boarding-school like Grlifton. I agree
with him, too. The influence of my associates at
Grafton was bad'."

"Bad! !low can you say such a thing, wh~n you
were placed amid tl~e most refined and elevating sur
.roundings, and your companions. were young gentle
men and ladies? Here you're thrown in witha set of
,ruffians."

"They are not ruffians, mother."
"Oh, I've got eyes; I can see, 'Willie. Didn't I find

you fighting in this very room?"

"No, indeed."
"Why, \Villie, I saw you!"
"We weren't fighting, mother. Can't you under::.

stand the difference between sparring-just boxing
for pleasure-and fighting?"

"I saw that boy strike you a dreadful blow. Your
face was smeared with blood. Don't talk to' me an
other 'moment. Pack your clothes and your belong
ings at once."

'Willie sat down on a chair,his teeth coming to
gether with acIick.

"Mother," he said, "you have no right -to come here
like this and take me away from the school."

"No right? \Vho ever heard of anything like this?
My own boy tells me I have no right to do what I
choose with him!"

"Father brought me here ahd placed me in the
school. I'm satisfied, and I 'want to stay. More than
that, I'm going to stay!"

"What? VVhat? What?" spluttered the amazeq.
woman.

"That's just what," said \Villie grimly. "I don't
want to be unkind or disobedient, but I've made up
my mind that I'm going to be a man and not a sissy.
I'm going to stay here and do my level best to become
manly. Please, mother, let me stay a,while longer.
If I'm dissatisfied in another month I'll tell you-hon
estly, I will."

"If you don't pack up your belongings at once I'll
do it myself I"

"Go ,ahead. . You can pack up everything I've got,
and you can take them all away, but you can't take
me.!" ,

"I can't,eh?"
"No, mother, you're nqt strong enough to carry me,

for I'm pretty large and pretty heavy, and I. know
you're not equal to the job. I'm going to stay right,
here in this room."

Mrs. West seemed on the point of fainting, as she
staggered back to her chait and dropped upon it.

"Oh, that I should ever lived to see this day I" she
sobbed. "Defied by my own son-my own dear 'boy,

o.f whom I have be~n so careful and so proud! It
doesn't seem possible 1 I can't believe it yet. Oh,

\Villie, Willie!"
"Don't Willie-Willie meso, much. You'veWillie

\Villied me aU my life.• I'm getting too big to be called
Willie. I don't like the name. I hate it! Call, me
anything 'else.Ca1l1l1e Bill, won't you? That'swhat
the boyscall~e here-they call me Bill, the Bruiser."

"Bill the wha-a-at?" almost screamed Mrs. West.

"Bill, the Bruiser."
"Why-why do they call you that?"
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"Because I gave the bully of this school a hand- .. They found in the basement a pair of shoes belonging
some thrashing." to Branch, and that made them believe he had set the

Fora moment it seemed as if-his mother would fall fire. Mr. Merriwell felt sure of it, and he had Hunk'

of{I1er chair. She stared at him incredulously, really in his private office when I learned that part of a
fancyillg he must be mentally unbalanced. . . candle had been discovered near where the fire started.

"Yes, I did," declared \iVillie grimly. "I'm not I brought some candles here to read by at night. One

going to hide anything from you any longer. When was gone. I had a faint recollection of a hazy dream
I came here I was such ""a coward that I was afraid about going down into the basement with a candle.

of the sound of my own voice. But the fellow you Even if Branch was .my enemy, I wouldn't keep still
saw me boxing with, Ross Fielding, was kind to me, and let all the blame fall on him. I went right straight
and when Hunk Branch fought Fielding in the woods to Mr. Merriwell and told him the truth. I thought
down by the po'nd and knocked him senseless, I lost perhaps he would be so angry that he would send

, my head and rushed at Branch, who tripped and fell' me home. Instead of that, he praised me because I

in the deep snow, with his feet tangled in some barbed had the moral courage to own up."

wire, and I just jumped on him and pummeled him' "Oh, 'Willie, Willie I" moaned his mother.

good." "There you go again, Willie-vVillying me .SOEle

"Horrible! horrible 1 horrible I" groaned the ago- more. I'm going to tell you everything. I broke
nized woman. .through the ice when I wa~ skating."

"I didn't realize what I was doing," continued the "Oh! oh!"
boy. "I pounded him till he begged, and then I would "Yes, and perhaps I might have been drowned.'
have kept on if Fielding hadn't pulled ':me off. That 'Who do you suppose pulled me out? It was H l111k
very night Branch came sneaking into this room for Branch. He plunged right into tHe hale after me,
the purpose of getting even with me. Somehow, Mr. got hold 'of me and saved me from drowning, per

Merriwell suspected what he was up to. He gave n1e haps."
an electric apparatus, which I strapped to my body, "Oh, dear! oh,dear!"

'with wires running down my sleeves to some gloves "Now'we'regood friends. He isn't such a had
I wore on my hands. \Vhen Branch bent over me and fellow, after all. There are lots worse fellows than

put a hand 01~ my mouth, commanding me not to he in this worleL There, yon have heard every ter::- ".
holler, I just rea~hed up and grabbed his wrists. Say! rible thing that's happened since I came here.. You

you should have seen what I did to him! He twisted know i~ all. I've felt guilty because I haven't written
and squirmed and almost turnetl wrong-side out from you the facts, qut I knew what would happen if I did
the effects of the electricity. I almost frightened him write-I knew you'd make haste to take me away

to death." from Farnham H~ll. As iong as YOtl\:~ made up
Mrs. 'West was speechless now. your m~nd to do so anyway, I've told you this; but

"I fixed him so he didn't dare touch me again," the I shan not go until my father comes for :ene. Ross
boy continued, "but, three or four 'nights later, he Fielding, the most scientific boxer in this school, is
tried to run away. That very same night I walked .teaching me to spar. I don't want to know how in
in,my sleep, carrying aliglttedcandle down into the . order t~ fight, but I do want to know in order that
basement of this building. I didn't know Branch was lmay be able to protect myself from assault and
down there, but he was,and I frightened him so that· abuse. I think I am doing pretty well, too. Anyho'w,"
he skipped back to his room and gave up trying to Fielding says I am. I'm quick, and I'm trying my
get alit of the building that night., The candle set the hardest to learn. Eve, since that affair with Hurik

. i
building afire; but the janitor, coming in to start up Branch the boys have held a deluded notion that I

the furnace, dfscoveredit, and the fire was put out. Dflust be an athlete, and that I'ni trying to fool them
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by pretending I'm not. To-day I owned up .before
a lot of them-I told them the real truth, but they

wouldn't believe me."
Mrs. West, appalled by this hurried, pantjng reCital

and terrified beyond measure by the knowledge of the
perils through which her son had passed, made one
last, futile effort to persuade him to pack up. Switch

ing on the electric lig~lt, he stood before her, firmly
and unyielding, yet without that air of insolence which
must always accompany aboy's defiance of his parents
when he knows he is in the wrong.

Had the matter been of smaller moment;-he would
riot have dreamed of opposing his mother's \vishes
and commands;· but in this case, having become con
vinced that his whole future career depended in a
great· measure on the result, he took a firm stand and
held to it, in spite of all she could do.

"You are my only son," she sobbed. "I never

thought you would go back on me." "
"And I never will, mother."
"I have done everything I could for you~"

;'You have done what you thought was best, mother.

I'm not blaming you for any mistakes. It was not
·so much your fault as father's. He should h~ve given
me his attention before he did. It's not too late,
hm!'ever, and if you'll just wait the result I hope
I'll yet become a man ofwhom you'll be proud. I'm
going to do my best."

'; She turned toward the door.
"I shall find Mr. Merriwell," she declared; "I shall

find him and talk with him, if I have to go to his own
house to do so. I will see if he'll uphold my son in

defying me in such a manner."

CHAPTER X.

FRANK'S DIPLOMACY.

Of late the weather had been almost too fine for

the season, and a protracted period a f sunshine, with
occasional ';soft spells," had c~used the weather sharps
of Bloomfield to predict the approach of a big storm.

Uncle Eb Small de:lared he knew it was coming be
cause he c0:1,11d f~el it ,in his bones~ his "rh~umatics"

never failing to give him sure warning when bad

weather impended.
Upon this particular day the sun had continued to

shine until late in the afternoon, but had finally been
swallowed by a grayish, hazy bank of clouds, and

toward night the raw wind from the northeast had
risen.

It was "spitting snow" in small, fine, scattering
flakes when Mrs. \Vest left the dormitory. The pa
tient driver, wrapped in his big fur coat" with the
collar turned up about his ears, was waiting for her,
and helped her into the sleigh, ,starting to tuck the
robes closely about her.

;;Never mind that," she said; "I'm going to get

right dlt in a minute. Drive me down yonder to the
big white .house, where ,the master of this school
lives."

Through the deepening gloom the lights of "Merry
Home" were gleami:,jg warm and inviting. The
sleigh-bells jangled with a subdued, half-muffled sound
as they proceeded, toward that handsome old Colonial
mansion. The driveway to the front door was nicely
cleared of superfluous snow, and Mrs. \Vest hastened
to get out of the sleigh as soon as it stopped.

, .
Beneath the window-shades, which were not closely

drawn, she could look into a large, comfortable, home
like living-room, and she caught a glimpse of three

persons within that room. One was a Jlandsome young
,woma~, who had dropped an open book in her lap,
and sat smiling at the performances of a young man,

who, upon all fours, was playing horse with a shout
ing, laughing youngster, who rode astride his back.

"That can't be Frank Merriwell," decided Mrs.

"Vest.

She had pictured Frank as a huge, muscular, coarse,
jutting-jawed, pugilistic-appearing person, in spite of
the fact that every outward aspect of his home pro
claimed him to be a man of taste and refinement. In
.her estimation only such an indivIdual as she had

fancied could be the master of FarnhamJ!all, "a
school where boys were taught brutality."

\
Mounting the steps, with the great, fluted white

pillars standing on either side, she found the door-bell
and pressed the button with an imperious, determined
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air. At that moment she was almost eager to meet
the man she sought and tell him what she thought of

his institution. .
Above her head a light suddenly gleamed in a milky

globe. The door was opened, and a slender, neatly
dressed colored girl appear~d.

"I wish to see Mr. Merriwell at once," said Mrs.

West, unhesitatingly stepping in.
"'Would yo' give me your name, missis?" gently

asked Eliza, the colored girl.

"One moment," said Mrs. West, opening the card
case she had removed from her muff. "I will give
you my card."

The· big, wide hall which ran through the center of
the house was tasty and pleasant as could have been
imagined, judging by the outward appearance of the
building. The staircase was in perfect harmony with
the rest of the hall, and upon the low landing stood a

beautiful cathedral clock whi~h softly and sweetly
chimed the quarter-hour as the visitor brought forth
her card. .

Eliza took that card upon a small silver tray and
politely invited Mrs. \Vest to be seated upon a carved
hall-chair, an invitation which the lady declined.

"I'll stand," she said. "I'm in some haste, and my
business with Mr. Merriwell is important. Kindly
tell him it is important."

. The colored girl vanished down the hall beyond
some heavy draperies, and the woman stood looking
.around her, still persisting, in. spite of everything, in
her belief that the man she sought ~as coarse and
unrefined.

. In a few moments Elh:a returned and asked the
visitor to follow her.

Frank Merriwell advanced to"meet Mrs: West as
the colored girl ushered her into a large, handsome,
yet modest and unostentatious, 1'00111 beyond the cur~

tains.

"Mrs.. West," he said, with a most agreeable man
ner, and in a pleasant, modulated, manly voice, "I'lu
very glad to see you. I'm always pleased to meet
and talk with the parents Qf 111y pupils. 'Won't you
remove 'your wraps?"

~ :This was not the kind of a man she had Bictured

him to be·. Still, her resolution and determination did

not yield in the least.
"There is no need to remove my wraps, sir," she

replied colefly. "I' have come tQ notify you that I.

am gQing to take my \Villie out of your school."

"I'm very sQrry to hear that, madam," said Frank

quietly. "I am sorry to hear it because I have taken

a deep interest in your son, whom I believe to be one
of my most promising pupils. Hadn't you better re

move your wraps and sit down while we talk this mat

ter over?"
At this moment·Mrs. Merriwell. appeared from an

adjoining rOQm and was introduced by Merry.

The visitor was struck by the fact that in every
way' this handsome young woman seemed expressly
chosen by n~ttlre or some grhat force Qf fate tQ be

the life-partner Qf such a man as Frank Merriwell.
Inza shQok hands with Mrs. \Vest, and almost be

fore the lady realized it she was removing her wraps
j .

at the solicitation of the mistress of Merry HQme.

Eliza reappeared at the proper moment, and took
those wraps, .although Mrs. West insisted on retaining

her bonnet, which she would not remove from her

head.
"I shall remain only a few. minutes," she declared.

"The air is raw and cold to,-night, and, your house
being warm and comfortable, it may be wise for me to

take off my wraps as I have.'"
•She sat down, with one more careless glance around .

the rOQm, noting that n~where washer eye attracted
and held by a single object of d~coration or furniture,
but that everything in that room blended with such
perfect taste that the whole effect was most harmoni
QUS. Beyond question, those furnishings and decora

tions were Qf a costly character, yet somehow they
did nQt give the impression of being lavish and
bizarre, as is Qften the case in the homes of the

~

wealthy.
After speaking a few moments with the cal~r, Mrs.

Merriwell retired so quietly that her departure was
almost unnoticed.

Merriwell had seated himself facing Mrs. \Vest.
"I have reasons tQ believe, madam," he said, "that,

with pro~er training, )~our son will' develoB into an
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tlnt1sual man-a man of good. sterling Cjualities, of

talent, possibly of genius."
"\JVith proper training," agreed :I\lrs. \Vest, "I think

perhaps my\Villie will become something' more than

an ordinary, commonplace person."

Frank bowed.·
"I Ice1 certain you have every right to think so."
"But, sir, since arriving here I have discovered, as

I feared I would, that he is receiving training of the

1110st improper and harmful nature."

1ferriwell did not betray surprise and offend by

i~tant contention against her conviction. Instead, he
asked:

"Do you think you have had time to make a proper

estimate of the effects of our teachings upon your
son ?"

he may not always be right in them, it is well that he

should occasionally ·give them expression. In this

manner parents and teachers learn how best to handle

and develop those beneath their care. In most schools

boys are controlled by classes, and little attention given

to individual peculiarities, desires, and qualifications.

Here we seek to find out the peculiarities of each and
every lad in the school, and all hi~ training is directed

to the one end of improving and ad\·ancing him upon

the proper path for him to foHow.. As you say, your

son was timid, nervous and wholly lacking in self

confidence wh~p he came to Farnham Hall. That is

most unfortunate for any boy. No lad can progress
and develop as he should unless he has confidence in

himself and can cast aside nervousness and fear. If
you could find it possible to. remain in Bloomfield for

"I'm certain of it. I've been through the school- a few days and carefully observe the conduct of my

buildings, escorted by one of your assistants, Mr. boys, I feel sure you would alter your opinion .con
Hodge." . ... cerning their uncouthness. His true, that many of

"Then I'm sure you have been shown all there is them display that vigor and ginger which every healthy
to see, and I know Hodge would explain everything youth must feel, but, for the most part, I am certain

quite as well as I could myself. \Vill you permit me they deport themselves like gentlemen."

to ask why you believe our teachings here at Farnham· "Don't tell me that, sir! Haven't I learned from
,. Hall can possibly be harmful to your son ?" . \\Tillie's own lips how he was forced into a bmtal fight

"It is easy to explain that-very easy. My Willie is with the bully of the school? It is horrible to think

a gentle, delicate, refined, timid lad. That is his na- of my boy fighting! Didn't I see him with 'my own
ture. He takes after his mother. The boys here seem eyes, boxing\in his room with another boy, his face

.. to be coarse· and unrefined. I know my boy must besmeared with blood? Didn't I behold his companion

have suffered severely from the shock when his lot when he delivered a frightful blow that almost
was cast among such boys through the unwise course knocked Willie down? Don't tell me that such train

of his father, who knows absolutely nothing of such ing is good for a lad like my ·Willie!"

matters, and who, I regret to say, has never had the "Was your son hurt in such a manner that he ex

advantages of an advanced education. I have seen pressed pain, Mrs. West? ·Was he forced into this

with horror and regret the marvelous change that has boxing-bout against his wiI!? Did he tell you that he

taken place, even in such a brief time, in my ·Willie. objected, but .that he was. compelled to do such

He is not a hit like himself. Why, sir, he has even things?"
set himself up in defiance of me-of his own 'mother! "Oh, no! oh, no! That's the thing that exasperated

Such a thing never happened before in the world. me the t110st. He actually pretended that he was

He never before ventured to express an opinion that having sport. Just think of it! Such sport as that!
·was not in perfect harmony with mine." He told me he had been in swimming, and all his life,

"It is possible, madam, that he has never been per- he has been afraid to approach the water. He told

mittec1 to have opinions. or, at least, to express them. me he had l~arned to skate. I have felt sure he would

Every boy of his age has arr,ivec1 at the point when be drowned if he went on the ice. He tolc1me,sir.

his opinions and ideas are in the making, and although that he came near being dro\\"llec1, just as 1 feared he
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would. Oh, no, I have made up my mind, and I'll

n9t leave my \Villie in such a place. I'm going to

take him home with me."

"Does Mr. West know of your determination?"

"No, I came to Bloomfield without consulting him,

for I was determined to learn the truth."

"Then you have made up your mind to remove

your son from Farnham Hall without the consent of

his father?"

"1 have made up my mind, sir."

"Before you do so, 1 want to tell you a story. I

want to tell you about Arthur Morton, a boy who, in

many respects, was much like your own son. It is

tme that he was not as timid and lacking in self
confidence as \Villie, but it is also true, on the other

hand, that his education had been misdirected and

neglected. He was a boy of talents which were not

understood by the common, wooden-headed teacher

to be found in the country school at his home. His
father was a student, but a man lacking in force of
character and a failure in the world.

"Young Morton delighted in spending days in the

woods and the fields, watching the birds, the wild
fowl, the squirrels, the insects, and taking keen de

light in every aspect of nature. For this he had been

put down as a lazy vagrant by common, U1~senti

mental and undiscerning people who knew him. At

length, when it seemed that he was a total failtl're,

. his parents sent him to me. I had some difficulty in

getting at the secret chambers of the boy's heart, but

I finally suc<.oeeded. I discovered that he was a born

naturalist. I discovered that, inspired bv a conviction

that such a course would'unlock to hin: the treasures

of natural knowledge for which' he thirsted, he would

.readily plod and delve to advance himself in the'
studies which he disliked; but no one had ever sUO"-

I::>

gested to .him that such a course was necessary in
order to reach that goal.

"I gave hini encouragement and set his feet on the
right path, just" as I have been trying to encourage

and direct your son. His advancenlent was marvel

ous,even to me. The change in him was astonishing

when I had awakened his slumbering ambitions. He

has left Farnham Hall, and, through the interest of'

a distant relative, is now attending a regular pre

paratory school, and has every prospect of becoming
a remarkable scholar and a man of fine qualifications

and talent. This day I received a letter from his
father, naturaUy a timid, forceless, hesitating failure

of a man. In that letter Mr. Morton states that he
realizes it was his own misdirected edu~ation that pre

vented him from becoming a man of force and success.

He states that his own mother was to blame, because
she constantly coddled him and kept him from in

.dulging in healthy, manly sports arid exercises and be7

coming a boy among boys, which would have mad~

him in time a man among men. Here is his letter,

madam; I wish you would read it."

Frank produced the letter and placed it in the hands

of the visitor, who hesitated, but finally produced her
spectacles and read it all from the first word to the

last. 'While she was thus employed Merry stepped

out of the room, but returned as she.- finished and

placed the letter on the table. at her side.,
"Mrs. \Vest," he said, "I wouldn't think of opposing

you with force, even if I had the right to do so, and
therefore, if you choose, you can take your son out

of Farnham Hall; but I will say that I believe you

are making a mistake 'which will cause you years of

regret and repining. There is not the least danger

that yom boy call ever develop into a brutal and un

manly man through the teachings of my school, and

there is every prospect that he 'will awaken, as he

has already begun to do, to a full consciousness of

his slumb~ring powers and abilities, and some day

.you will be proud of him and thankful that he had'
this opportunity.

"Vie are about to si~ down to dinner. Won't you
stop, Mrs. 'West; won't you dine with us? It will give

us the greatest pleasure if you will do so, and we can

continue to talk this matter over."

.At this point Inza again appeared and added her

persuasion to that of Frank.

In spite of herself, :Mrs. \Vest yielded.

"But the driver-the man with the tea,tl1> who is
outside in the storm?" she saId.

"I'll look out for Rogers," said Frank. "I know

him. I have just spoken to him. I'll haye him put the
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team in the stable, and he will get his supper here.
I'll telephone to the hotel in the village and let the
proprietor know that Rogers is here." .

And thus Frank had his way. Mrs. vVest dined
with them, and steadily, surely within her, despite her
battling'against it, grew the conviction that this man
was one of the strongest and finest characters she had
ever met.. Added to it was the self-apparent fact that

his household was such as the highest class of earth
might be honored to enter. She met little Frank,
who, although a fine, handsome, healthy youngster,

.11ad about him the airs and manner which betokened

fine birth and breeding. The bulwark of her obstinacy

and false convictions was assailed and cari"ied ere she
realized that there was any assault.

"Mr. Merriwell," she finally said, "I shall let my
Willie remain at Farnham Hall for a time. I'll wait
a while, and make another inspection. In opposition

to all my carefully formed theories and beliefs, you
have led me to believe it possible that I may be
wrong.." ...

CHAPTER XI.

FORCED TO FIGHT.

In the meantime, trouble of another sort was brew
ing 'for \\lillie vVest. In vain he waited until supper-

...:t.in:e at th~ school for the return of his mother, fully
expecting that she would reappear, still determined to

take him home.. Over and over' 11e told himself that
.he would t1otgo unless ordered to do so b); Frank

Merriwell himself ~r removed by main force.
Chick Biddle and Tom Dent had finally arrived ~t

.the conclusion and conviction that West was really no
athlete, but that, just as he had confessed at the tobog
gan-slide thatq.ay, the boys had fooled themselves

about him.
. "And he's getting 'to be an insolent little brat," said

Dent.
"Insolent and uppish," agreed Biddle. "He needs

·to be curried down. Look lrow he showed us up be
fore the boys when he blattecl about ,our being with

, Hunk that night Branch sneaked into his room! Hlink

never gave it away."

"Never," agreed Tom. "He's proved to be a flash'
in the pan. He's n. g., Chick."

"Don't I know it? Didn't I face him in his own
room? Didn't I down him and come near pounding
the face off him?"

"He was always a big blow-hard. All it needed to
cook him was somebody to brace up to him. If either
you or I had done it, we'd· fixed him just the same
as \Vest."

"Sure. Now somebody !las got to get onto that
little rat's neck, and we're the chaps."

Shortly after arriving at this conclusion they saw
\Villie dragged across the par~de-grQund by his ex
cited mother, WJlO was leading him to Merriwell's
office. They sneered at him, which gave Mrs. West a
still stronger conviction that the school was made up
of lads who were anything but gentlemen.

Watching, they beheld mother <;\nd son return to
the dormitory, and wondered what was up.

"He's a puling little brat!" said Dent. "I'm ashamed

to own that I myself really thought at one time that
he could scrap."

"But I'd like to know how it was he managed to
slam Branch around the' way he did. that nigl;t in his
1'00111," said Chick. "There was some trick about it,

\

I'll bet. I know that I can handle him without half-
trying."

"You wouldn't dare tackle him, would you?"
"\Vouldn't I? I'd just like to have the chance!"
"Then, why don't you?"
"His old woman is with him now."
"\VeIl, she won't stay with him forever."
"Do you think I don't dare?"
"I'd like to see you try it."

Dent was the sort of a fellow to stand back and
urge another on in this manner.

"He wouldn't fight, anyhow," said Biddle.

"He went for Branch, didn't he?" "
"Yes, but that wa$ because he was excited. He·

wouldn't dare make an appointment to go out with a
fellow to' scrap somewhere beyond the grounds. May
be if .any one forced a· fight on him here he would

squeal about it."
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"You are afraid!" scoffed Dent. "That's what's
(

the matter."
"I'll show you if I get a good chance," growled,

Chick.
West appeared at his table when supper-time came,

and Dent and Biddle exchanged significant glances.

On this particular evening they knew there was .little

danger that an inspector would be prowling around

the dormitories. Therefore, as soon as the meal was
over and the boys had marched from the dining-hall

and dispersed, those two worthies came together, and

once more Dent proceeded to egg Biddle on, with the
result that they proceeded together to 'West's room.

Willie had been taking dumb-bell exe:rcises in that

room, having his \vindow wide open in order that he

might breathe deeply for the developrhent of his chest

as he worked. As he heard the knob turn and the
door creak a bit on its hinges, he whirled about, ex

pecting to face his mother.

Dent and Biddle came in and closed the door behind
them. Tom placed his back against it, while Chick
.advanced, with his shoulders hunched and his eyes

fixed contemptuously on the slender, coatless, collar
less lad.

"Hello, mama's baby boy," said Biddle sneeringly.
"vVhere has your dear mama gone, vVillie, dear?"

Dent snorted gleefully.

"Willie, dear!" he· cackled. "Isn't he a little dar

ling, Chick?"

"What were you doing, my fine little man?" in
quired Biddle. "vVere you exercising to keep up that

marvelous muscle of yours? Vvere you training hard

in order to maintain your astounding athletic ability?"

;Willie's eyes were beginning to flash, and his lips

:were pressed together tightly.
. "What do you fellows mean by coming in here like

this?" he demanded sharply. "Nobody invited you."

ItOh, is that so?" retorted Chick. "vVell, we came

without being invited, see?"

"Get out!" cried West, pointing to\vard the door.
'Well, isn't he the haughty, commanding, imperious

person?" laughed Biddle.

"I told you he was uppish," said Dent. "I told you
somebody' had got to take a fall out of him."

Biddl~ advanced until he was within tllree feet Ot

West, whom he surveyed with inexpressible contempt.

"You're a wonder, aren't you?" he mocked. "Close

that window. Don't you see the wind is drifting the

snow into this room? I don't like it. It's cold. Close

the window."
\Villie made no move to obey.
"Close it or I'll pull your nose," said Chick.
"You'd better not," said \Vi11ie, in a low tone. "If

you've come here to pick a fight with me, I want you.

to understand that you've made a l"'1istake. I'm no

fighter; I've never claimed to be a fight<r. You have

no right to force a quarrel on me in my own room.

I'm not going to fight you· both."

"You don't have to," said Biddle. "You wouldn't

fight anybody. If you dare fight me I'll go out 1;>ehind

the buildings now. and give you a handsome thrash

ing. COlue on, if you've got the nerv~, you grand,

courageous and noble character. I believe that's what

Mr. Merriwell called you."

"Hooray! that's good stuff, Chick I" cried pent.

"Give it to him I"

. "I'm not going out in this storm to fight you or./
anybody else," said ·Willie. "If you don't get out of

my room I'll call for help."

"If you've got any courage at all, I'll test it," said

Biddle.
And, quick as a flash, he slapped \Villie's face witl1-" .-

his open hand.
vVest 'was staggered by that swift hlow, but, with a

snarling cry of rage, he recovered his balance an:!.~

leaped at Biddle. .

"By ginger! he is going to fight!" palpitated Dent.

Somebody tyrned the door-knob and thrust the door

open with such violence that Tom was almost knocked

down. It was Hunk Branch, who was followed by

Fielding and Stubby Rudd.

"vVhat's going on in here?" demanded Fielding~

"Cracky! it's a scrap!" cried Rudd.

"And a hot one, too!" grunted Branch. "vVest al1g..>
Biddle! Look at Bill go for him!" /

Indeed, vVillie VV~st was going for Chick Biddle like

a fury, and Chick found his hands full in the effort
to defend himself;
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. "Steady, Bill, old chap-steady!" called Fielding.
"Keep your head. You know what to do."

"Here! here!" shouted Dent. "A fight in the dor
mitory means trouble. Part 'em!"

Branch grabbed Dent by the collar as Tom started
forward.

~'Keep your hands off 'em!" he exclaimed. "I'll
guarantee you two duffers came in here and picked up
this scrap. You forced it on Bill, for he's.no chap
to start a fight."

West heard and underst09d Fielding's words, like
",vise recognizing the voice of the most scientific boxer

•
in the school, who had been giving him private lessons
in sparring for ,some time. In a moment the slender
lad gained control of his excitement, and, although he
continued to press Biddle fiercely, he "used his head"
as well as his fists. \tVith all the skill and judgment
in boxing which he had learned since entering Farn

ham Hall, he went for Chicle It was not long before
Biddle began· t.o realize thaL.the boy at whom he had
scoffed was really and tr / y his superior in scientific
fist-work. He sought td:~linch repeatedly, and finally

,...,succeeding in this, he tried to give Willie the knee.
"FOtil! foul!" cried Rudd.

"Do that again, Biddle, and I'll finish you up my
self!" threatened Fielding.

"Break!" roared Branch. "Fight fair!"

They broke, and in that moment, as Chick attempted
~-to get away, Willie upper-caught him, lifting him off

his feet and dropping him with a resounding thud to
the floor.

At that very instant the door was opened by Mrs.
"Vest, returning to tell her son that she had concluded
to let him remaip. a while longer at Farnham Hall.

CHAPTER XII.

.LOST AND FOUND.

.,. That settled it with Mrs. \tVest; \Vith a scream,
she rushed into that room once more. This time there
could be no pretending that it was a friendly sparring
bout, for those boys had been fighting with bare fists.

"I knew I was wrong!" she cried, as she clasped

Willie in her arms. "Now, I am sure of the right
course. You're going with me immediately, my boy.
If you refuse, I'll send to the village for a constable
to come here and aid me in taking you away. Never
mind about packing your clothes. Come right along.
I'll send for everything that belongs to you."

She attempted to drag him to the door, but in the
mi~dle of the room he broke away.

"I won;t go unless my father comes for me, or Mr..
Merriwell orders me to go!" he declared.

\tVhen she advanced to seize him once more, he re
treated until the open window, through which the
snow was still being whirled in occasional gusts bY)
the. swirling wind, was at his back. He saw grim,
unyielding resolution in his mother's face. With a
hand behind him upon the window-sill, he made a
sudden, astonishing move. Out through that window
he went, disappearing from view.

Mrs. \tVest screamed, for they were on the second
floor of the dormitory, and the ground was many feet
below. She fancied 'Willie had leaped from the win
dow to the ground, and, wringing her hands and moan
ing, she ran from the room and fled down the stairs,
expecting to find him outside, with broken limbs or
else fataIIy injured.

Close beside the window ran a water-pipe, and down
this pipe Willie had slid.

"I'll telegraph my father," he panted, as he struck
the ground. "That the only thing I can do now. I'll
hustle to the village and ~ire him."

Away across the fields through the driving and ever"
increasing storm he ran, making, as he supposed, a
short cut toward the village. He climbed two or
three fences, and came at last to the border of some

woods.
"The road must be off in this direction," he mut

tered, as he started to s~irt the woods, his teeth chat
tering; for he. was in his shirt-sleeves.

For a long distance he stumbled onward through
the driving, drifting snow, seeking to reach the high
way. He could not understand why he did not find
it. FimHly he decided t~at somehow he was traveling
in the wrong direction, a;nd, leaving the woods,he set
off once more across the fields.
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On the late train that night Lawrence 'Nest arrived

in Bloomfield. Almost immediately after stepping off

the train he heard some men talking about a boy from

Farnham Hall who had been lost in the storm. He

questioned them, and learned that it was his Own -son.

Reaching Farnham Hall, he f~und that almost every

lad of the school was out with the' searching-parties,

scouring the surrounding country. Frank Merrhvell

and Bart Hodge were both engaged in this search.

Asking for his wife, he w~s told that-she was.~t
Merry Home, and thither he hastened.

She flung herself into his arms, almost. fainting \;ith
excitement and tears.

"Oh\ Lawrence, Lawrence!" she· ~ried, "aUf Willie

-our 'Willie is lost I I was going to take him home.

By this time the storm was so fearfully thick that

he could not see more than a foot or two ahead of

him. It b~at into his face and eyes and matted thick

in his hair. The wind howled and shrieked across

the barren fields.

Eventually he came to the border of another strip of

w:oods, and in those woods he sought shelter fro111 the
.cold' and the storm.

"I'll go through the woods,"he decided. "I'm

almost, frozen to death. It isn't so bad in here."

Onward, through the woods, he plunged, with the

wind shrieking through the bare branches above his

head, and the snow sifting about him. At times a

laden branch, disturbed by his movement, would dis

charge a hea,,'y load of snow upon his shoulders. Once

an owl, aroused in its snug retreat beneath some thick

cedars, hooted weirdly, filling his blood with a chill

of terror. The horror of the darkness and the woods

cre~t upon him. The cold benumbed him. He longed

to stop and rest, but, remembering that many a person

.had frozen to death under such circumstances, he kept

.on and on. The woods seemed never ending.

The truth came upon him at last-the horrible

knowledge that he was lost. He lifted his voice and

shouted and screamed as loudly as he could, but the

only answer to his cries was. the wailing of the storm

above his head and the rattling crash of frozen
branches.

* * * * . * * *

He jumped out of the window,aneY ran away. They

can't find him. I'm almost crazed I"
"I'm not going to say anything to you now, Sarah,"

said the man slowly; "but I think mebbe it would be

better if you'd talked with me about this. .I fO~l1d

out arter you left where you w-as bourtd for, and I

took the ,next train to come here. I'm afraid we may

never see Willie alive again."
"Oh, don't say that~don't say that! If you can

find him, bring him to me. I'll do anything. I'll leave

him in the school. I'll promise anything; but find him

-find hil'l1, you must I"
The night passed, and morning came, with stili no

token of the missing lad.

Near the middle of the forenoon the storm began

to abate, and then, at last, in the midst of a clearing,

a party of searchers, including 'Willie's father hit11Self,

found an old wood-cutter's hut, from the chinlney of

which the smoke was rising. Vlhen they pc)Unded at

the door, it was opened by \\Tillie West himself.

"\Villie!" shouted Lawrence West;. "Willie, my

boy I"

He held out his arms, and. \Villie sprang into .. them..
"Oh, father, father I" he cried. ~'I alm~st froze t~~

death, but I found this place and built a fire, and here

I've stayed waiting for the storm to stop. Oh, father,

mother came to take me away from Farnham Hall!

I tried to reach the village to wire you, so that you

would come and, let me stay~"

"I'm here, my boy," said Lawrencr West, "and you

shall stay."
THE END.

The Next Number t 669) Will Contain

F~ANKME~RJWELL'SG~EATWO~K
OR,

Oetting the .Right Start.

A Terrible Experience-Joy Bells-Lawrence West Has

His Way-Under Fire-Like Wizardry-The Pun..

ishment-A Thief at Work-The Wrestlers.-The

Result-Repentance""':'The 'Wonders of Frank's Office

-The Stolen Check.
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By EDWARD S. ELUS.

During·the old French war, when the colonies united with
Englanq. in repelling the aggressions of France, it is stated that
"His majesty, in order to have the best discipline observed by
lis troops in America, ordered five commissions of brigadier
generals to be sent to America, and. ten commissions lor the
colonels of foot, to be disposed of by General Abercrombie, or
whoever may be commander-in-chief in that country, to the

·most worthy and deserving persons~ and that all the officers are
to rise in rank and seniority according to their courage and
merit, without the custom of purchasing that to which they are
entitled."

At this time Israel Putnam was a little under forty years of
age-just in the prime of life, and at the culminating point of
his fame as a hunter and scout. In 1758, he was raised to the
rank of major, and, joining that division of the army intended
for the conquest of northern New York and its lakes, came
under the immed·iate comlnand of Abercrombie at Fort Ed
ward.. While the· main m-my was making its preparations for its
grand embarkation on Lake George and the storming of Ticon-

·deroga, Putnam was the man of all others to watch the move
ments of the French, and repel any movement they might at
tempt.

For the purpose of watching the movements of the French
at their formidable entrenchments at Ticonderoga, to penetrate
so far as possible their designs, and to capture prisoners and
'mnoy Montcalm as much as possible, a strong scout was or
-aered, at least as far S011th as \lVood Creek and South Bay.

It need scarcely be said that Israel Putnam was given charge
of this expedition. He selected sixty men, everyone of whom

""1le' knew as Indian fig)lters, hunters, and gallant soldiers, and,
at the head of these, he started for the place decided upon as
their headquarters. The noted Robert Durkee, almost· equal in
every respect to Putnam himself, was the second in command.

To give them all additional experience in this sort of work,
three were selected alternately to lead this little band of
ranger!>. The woods at that time, over a hundred years ago,

.. Fere so densely thick that a semidarkness forever reigned in
th)ir gloomy precincts. Through these they threaded their way,
with the same cautious care that they followed the timid ·deer.

The distance thus marched, to the spot where Whitehall now
stands, \vas a little more than fifty miles. Reaching Fort Ann,
the clearing, with its small but frendly fort, presented a delight
ful contrast, while the pleasant little creek was reveaied for
several miles. A .little beyond was seen Battle Hill, and in close
proximity the border mOl1l1tains of Lake George.

For three days not a gun was fired, and the march of the
little band of rangers was like. that of shado\vs; but a noble
buck, dashing by them, was brought down by a shot from one
of their unerring rifles. At this point fifteen of the company,
whom Putnam thought unequal to the service, were sent back,
so that the band, now numbering forty-five of the very best of

· border rangers, pressed on, and in due time reached Battle
Rock, at the head of Lake Champlain.

This curious rock had every advantage for the formation of
their primitive· fortress. Being within hearing of the waterfall;
the orders and noise inevitable in the preparation of the parapet
would have been unnoticed by the invading enemies, whi:. the
water, at the very narrowest portion, was of sufficient depth to
float the largest war-frigates.. The wid!h of the water at this
place is in the neighborhood of· a hundred feet-less, if anything.
The rock slopes down toward the water, its lower edge being
seven feet above the surfaCe, so that an enemy in passing might
be said to· enter the very "jaws of death," if a foe, however
small, should undertake to defend the pass. .

Such was the spot selected by "Old Put" for the establishing
of a fort, from ~hich to hurl back the invading French army,.

INDIAN BOVV. and all will admit that no other could be equal to it 111 any
respect. \V'hile engaged in the construction of his entrenchments,
Lieutenant Durkee, with five men, was sent a few rods beyond,
at the confluence of the lake with South Bay, to give· timely
notice of the approach of their enemies. Durkee constructed a.
sort of ambush, and it was understood that if they numbered no
more than twenty he and his five men were to have the privilege
of disposing of them themselves without bothering the main
body.

These arrangements being macl.e, Putnam and his men set
vigorously to work. Their fortress, when finished, consisted of
a heavy wall of rock four feet in height, and of about the same
thickness, and extending along the lake, almost to the same dis
tance as the rock itself. This made the interior of sufficient
area to give them a chance to move about freely. In front,
he arranged dwarf trees, undergrowth, small pines, and moss
to cover the rock, scattering leaves and small brush, and del
uging the surface with dirty water, so that the eagle eye of an
Indian would not have suspected that there was any ambush in
such a place.

Many a time, when Putnam and some of his friends retired
to a distance, and surveyed it, the perfection of its simplicity
completely charmed them,

"If that isn't about the nicest foe-trap I ever set," remarked
Putnam, "then I'm no judge of what such a thing is."

"Yes, it will do," replied Durkee, ·"if them confounded French
don't come up this way during the daytime, and their redskins
take a squint at it."

"What if they do? They'll never suspect there's any ambush
laid here." .

"Maybe not, but those red dogs have sharp eyes, and see
things, sometimes, that an ordinary man would take a telescope
to make out."

"At any rate, we'll have a good shot at them when they do
come, if there are ten thousand."

As yet it was not certain which route the French would
take-this way or up the bay. Both were practicable, but there
was every reason to believe that the former would be their
choice. There was no doubt they would come in considerable
strength, and with a goodly number of boats to carry back the
plunder they were sure of securing. At that time the French
knew there were enormous trains going forward, by way of
Saratoga, to the head of Lake George. At this very time Lord
Howe was pressing forward and occupying fully five. miles· of
the narrow road over which it was passing.

Time always passes wearily to those in watching, arid as day
after day dragged slowly by the men began to grow impatient
for the coming of their enemies. Putnam now and then began
to fear that they would take the ether route, and thus "flank"
him and leave his party behind; but second thought, assisted
by the reasoning of Lieutenant Durkee, always succeeded in con
vincing him that in all probability the much-desi red collision
would very speedily take place. .

On the fourth morning of their watching, their fisherman that
they always kept occupied, returned with the announcement of
very poor luck, and Putnam resolved on an extra dinne1\. in the
shape of \'cllison. The woods abounded with them, but hithert:>
prudence had forbidden them to discharge a gun, as there was
no telling how near some of the Indian scouts of Montcalm
were.

Putnam knew all the paths and haunts of the deer, and was
confident he could bring dO\Tn a plump animal within a very
short time. Sure enough; he had watched less than half an
hour when a magnificent buck came trotting by within a stone's
throw. The next moment he made a wild leap, rall a short
distance, and then tumbled headlong to the ground.

For the sake of concealing the smoke of their fire they had
built it under the falls, where they now served up the deer, and
made a dinner such as the choicest epicure might have envied.

"I tell you what, major," remarked the cautious Durkee,
"I don't know about the wisdom of this thing. We have had
a splendid dinner, but that rifle of yours made a crack that a
Mohawk would have heard a half-dozen miles away."

"Ah, Durkee, you are too timid. The noise of the falls has
either drowned it, or so deadened it that no one has noticed-the
report. Come to tbink, however, I wOllld be rather pleased. if it
had attracted attention. I am getting tired of waiting here,
and if I only knew of anything that would hurry tlp the French
I woul'd do it."

"Never you fear, major; they will be along in due time, and
we will have our hands full in disposing of them. When they
do .come it will be by hundreds."
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"You speak as if you knew, lieutenant; I only hope you do,
and that there'll be enough of them to pay us for building our
fort!ess and watching so lang."

Lieutenant Durkee felt so much apprehension regarding this
shot of Putnam's that at the conclusion of their meal he shoul
dered his gun and started all a reconnaissance up the lake. He
gained several eminent positions which afforded him an extended
vie'Y of the beautiful sheet of water, . He saw nothing of the
IndIans or French, but on a distant projecting point of land he
descried the' faint smoke of a .camp-fire.

He watched this for a long time, but failed to discover any
other signs of life, and finally returned with the comfortable
assurance that the imprudent rifle-shot-as he regarded it-had
fortunately not been heard by hostile ears.

This day, like the preceding, gradually wore away without
any incident 'worth recording. Durkee's men occupied their
ambush, and kept up an unremitting watch of the Jake for
the first indication of the approach of the enemy. As soon as
it grew dusk the lieutenant joined his men 'at South Bay, and
it was scarcely possible that the most wily foe could come
y;ithinrange of this battery, of lynx-eyed sentinels without being
1nstantly detected.

The distance between Durkee and Putnam was such that they
could communicate with each other by means of signals with
th.e greatest facility. It was agreed that the call of the whippoor
will, repeated three times, with a slight interval between each
should be the signal to Putnam that the enemy were coming:
To prevent misconception, the call was given several times, and
it was found that not only Durkee himself, but everyone of
his five men, could give it with such remarkable exactness that
the bird itself would be deceived.

As the night settled over the fore;t and lake it \l"aS verv
dark, a state of things which was unpleasant to the Americ:ms
as it prevented them from seeing their enemies unt:! they wer~
close at hand, although they might detect the dip of their oars
while yet at a considerable distance.

At nine o'clock, however, the clouds cleared away, and the
round, bright moen revealed the. shimmering surface of Lake
George for miles beyond the ambush of Durkee. Everything was
more favorable than they had a right to ·expect.

,\Vhile the lieutenant sat watching, and a perfect silence reigned
he fancied he detected a distant and faint ripple of the water:
BenQ.ing his head to make sure, he was satisfied that he was
not mistaken. Looking over ·the lake, a moment later he saw
the ene111Y coming, apparently iu vast numbers, their bo~ts mov
ing witlf the beautiful regularity of troops upon parade..
S~ resoh-ed was Lieutenant ,Durkee to gather an idea of the

precl~e number of the advancmg foe~ that he refused to give
the SIgnal for the space of several mmutes.. Finally he judged
them to be about a thousand strong, and then deliberately and
perfectly he ga\'e the preconcerted signal-the call of t~e whip-
poorwill, repeated thrice. .
Pu~nam instantly replied to the signal to let Durkee know

that It had been heard and understood, while the brave lieu
~enant,now satisfied that their course would be up the creek
Instantly left the ambush with his men and joined Putnam at
the barricade to assist in the defense.

"I think they are very nigh a thousand strong or else they
have a most extraordinary number of canoes." '

. "You are right," replied Putnam, and, turning his head so that
hlS men might hear him, he added: "Boysiare you ready? Then
ram a couple more bul1ets home, and don't let a whisper be
heard among you."

At this moment the ad"ance-gtiard of the enemy were within
a few yards of the mouth of the bay. and behind them came the
whole )leet, all gliding so noiselessly that naught but the ripple
of their paddles could be heard. ..

I

The advance-guard was composed of Indians, and as they
entered· the narrow pass they halted, for there wa;; an air of
danger about the place that fil1ed them with suspicion. At the
same moment the French leader of the advance fancied he de
tected a noise upon shore, which gave him also a thrill of appre
hension. A simultaneous halt of this part of th'e fleet was made
an Indian exclamation of alarm passed from boat to boat and
the paddles were withdrawn and pointed upward.· Thev' then
clustered together in fearful suspense, for they knew that they
were under the cloud of danger.

The p,reconcerted signal was the disch~rge of. Putnam's gun,
and as lt burst lout upon tl1e solemn stillness lt was insbntly
followed by t.he other forty douhle-loadedriAes, that hurled death
and destruction among the crowded enemy. The Indians and
French were terror-stricken. Their canoes riddled by balls, their

skippers falling on one side, some sinking, and all thrown into
the greatest confusion, contrasted terribly with the profound
stillness which had .. hitherto reigned.

The French rallied, but the surviving and terrified Indians
dashe,d·bY in their canoes; but, as the braver whites maintained
their position, they returned and joined them, until an order was
given for thern' to effect a landing, at a place now known as
the First Bend. This was very near the ambush which Durkee
had constructed and occupied so long, and to it he and his com
panions slipped without being observed. Each blunderbuss was
triply charged; and as the canoes huddled together to effect a
landing the same dreadfully murderous volleY was hurled among
them, scattering them with a greater panic, if possible, than
before.' .

Still the French were unquestionably brave, and they returned
the fire immediately; but they were firing at a concealed foe,
and their balls hurtled harm'fessly against the stones and among
the trees. As soon as they could reload· the American5 sent
another terrific volley among them, which· could not be otherwise
than murderous, even if they had not paused to take aim. The
French, appreciating their own disadvantage, retreated a short
distance, and kept up a scattering fire, until Durkee saw them
making off to join the main army. .

With a desperation almost incredible, the French leader of .
the advance had maintained his position, although he had de
tached several parties and sent them with orders to land in
other places. One of these was encountered by one of Putnam's
rangers, who arrived just as a pmverftl1 Indian was running his
canoe ashore and was abobt to .land. Five of them sprang ashore
simultaneously, when the foremost was gored through by this
scout's bayonet, and. his comrades being equally prompt, the
others were hurled back into the deep waters. They renewed
the attempt with furious bravery, but were driven back again,
and finally the survivors left and joined the others. The Amer
icans instantly joined Putnam and Durkee at the main works,
where. it was found that only two of the patriots. had been
wounded. The French, knowing that the party disputing the pass
was very small, continued their fire, hoping to reduce their
strength and alarm them by a show of determination; but the
Americans were too weil protected to suffer in the least.

The enemy, becoming convinced· that it was impossible to
force a passage, now began a retreat in good order.

Turning to Durkee, Putnam said: --
"See! they are retreating. They are close to your ambush

at the mouth of. the bay."
"They are off, as stlre as lightning; but follow me, every one

of you." .
Half-bending, so as to conceal their bodies among the bushes

and undergrowth, the rangers speedily reached their rendezvous
from which they fired their guns with the most fatal effect and
continued it until the foe had passed beyond their range. '

The loss of the French in this unfortunate affair was two
hundred and sixty-three-their whole force, according to Mont"C"
calm, who, at that time. commanded Ticonderoga, was just five
hundred. Putnam had only two men wounded.

On August 8, 1858, .the .French forced the passage and C3p
tured Putnam, when, It WIll be remembered, he was subjected
to terrible torture. The French officers, after the. war stated
that the horror awakened in the breasts of their !11'en ~nd In- ~
dians at sight of the mangled corpses of their comrades was
so great that, for a time, they could not restrain them. The
place for many years after was known as "Indian Bow" which
explains the title we have placed at the head of our sk~tch.

••••• f •

IN DAYS OF FLINT AND STEEL.

Sixty years ago the use of flint and steel to produce a fire
'yas not ~holly unknown: The late William T. Stone, of Peoria,
hv~d at B~aver, Pa. HIS father, one warm August nigllt, was
strlck~n With ap?plexy.. The fire was out in the kitchen hearth,
and. hIS mother. III !Jer dIstress, unable to find the tinder-box, was
ob!lged to send hIS brother Marsh two miles and a half to a
neIghbor. She gave h.lm a handful o~ tow, which ~e put in his
P?cket, says the Pe~lfla S.tar. Arotlsll1i{ a neighbor with some
dlfficulty,. she .gave hl:n a .!lve coal, which he wrapped ill the tow,
and, putting It back In hlS pocket, ran home. When he arrived
there he swung the tow aroulld his head thus fanned the coal
an'! produced a flame which li~hted a car:dle. In the meantime,

. rehef had been so long commg that the fntherwaspast all
surgery:_
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TIP TOP R.OLL OF HONOR..
Following the suggestion of Mr. Burt L. Standish, that appeared

in his letter to Tip Top readers in No. 480, the following loyal Tip
Toppers have won for themselves a place on our Ronor Roll for their
efforts to increase the circulation of the King of Weeklies. Get in liDe,
boys and girls, and strive to have your name at the head of the li.t.

Joseph J. McMahon, New York City.
Donald Hendricks, Indiana.
Walter A. House, Pennsylvania.
L. O. Tackaberry, Toronto, Canada.
W. D. Tilton, New Jersey.
O. A. Dempsey, Michigan.
Herman O. Noss, Jr., Pittsburg, Pa.
M. A. Scot, Newark,· N. J.
Elmer Schaefer, California.
Lieut. Henry S. Hatton, Ind.

__ The names of other enthusiastic Tip Toppers will be added from
~ .time to time. Send in the result of your efforts to push the circula..

tion of your favorite weekly and win a place on the Roll of Honor.

APPLAUSE.
. Owing to the large number of letters received. tlle editor' of Tip
.Top cannot \1ndertake to secure their publication uadet six weeks.
Those who.contrlbute to this department must not expect to see them
before that tune.· . .

FREE POST CARDS-Any boy who writes us, telling
why he loves TIP Tor, and what the magazine haS done for him, as well
as what he is doing on his part to increase its circulation, will, upon
request, receive a set of six fine post cards of the principal characters in
TIP Top free by mail. Be very sure and address your letters "Editor Tip
Top Weekly Post C~rd Oaer." ----

I am a girl, and know that "Tip Tops" are mostly, read by
.. boys; but upon reading one, I find that there is just as much in

them to interest a girl as a boy. Ever since then I have been
a constant admirer. Several of my girl friends have laughed at
me for reading them; but when I loaned them one to read they
were as much interested as I was. I am only sorry that I never
started to read them when they first came out. I have toid lots

. of my friends to read "Tip Top Weeklies," and my brother and
~ have a dub called th~ Tip Top A. C. We have a library, and

, get all the new "Tip Tops." .
I dpn't know which of the two Merriwells I like best. I think

Joe Crowfoot is one of the finest characters in the magazine.
And I think Dick's chum, Buckhart, is fine.

r am one of "Tip Top's" many and most loyal readers.
Jacksonville, Fla. MISS L. 1.
Glad to hear what nice things you have to say about our little

publication.

(A letter from New York.)
Although I am not American born, I am a reader of the "Tip

Top Weekly"; it certainly is the best weekly that could be ob
tained for the money.

I have just finished reading No. 603, and I like it very much.
I h~ve not read "Tip Top" very long, only about four months,

but sll1ce then I have· persuaded two of myoId countrymen to
read, besides three Americans. The "Tip Top" has also done me
a favor. I was a cigarette-smoker before reading it, but since
then I've cut it out, though I take a pipe once in a while.

My favorites are Dick, Frank, Brad, Bart, old and young
Joe Crowfoot, Inza, Elsie, Mabel.. I am delighted to hear that
Frank is married; I wish him success as well as happiness.

Enclosed find stamp ior which please send your catalogues of
the "Tip Top" magazine; also the Medal and Eagle Libraries.
and of your Diam,pud hand-books.

I remain, with best wishes to Burt L. and S. & S., a true Tip
Topper, PAUL SABAN.

We have taken pleasure in acceding to your. wish, and desire
to thank you for the great interest you have shown in making
the merits of our sterling little magazine known to your fellow
countrymen.

Another letter from one of the "old guard." I have read
"Tip Top" for twelve years, never missing one; besides, I have
read everyone of the Medals containing the Merriwell stories.
That is quite a record, don't you think? I can hardly wait for
each succeeding issue.

Lately I have a confectionery and bookstore, and you may be
sure I have started many a boy to reading "Tip Top," even if

.;r have to give them a copy to begin with, and I am not relaxing
any, either. _

"Tip Top" sells the best-proQf that it is the best, as the boys
of to-day know what is good to read.

I wish Mr. Standish would bring in some of the old char
acters, such as the ones that were in the old Yale series, and
also Cap'n Wiley again.

It is truly wonderful the way Mr. Standish can write each
week and have them improve as they do. The characters seem
so real.

Well, r guess this is all for this time. I will continue to work
for "Tip Top," B. L, Standish, and Street & Smith. Yours
tr~ c.&~

Buffalo, N. Y.
It is refreshing to receive such splendid testimony concerning

the wonderful hold "Tip Top"; has upon its readers. And those
who have followed the fortunes of the Merriwells all these years
are just as eager to-day to secure each new weekly copy as in
the early days. Such enthusiasm was never known before 'in
connection with a ju;venile publication. Imitators rise, tempted by
"Tip Top's" tremendous following, make a desperate effort to'
keep up with the pace we set, and one by one disappear. They
cannot deliver the goods, and the American boy has learned,
through reading "Tip Top," to set his standard high. ,Cap'n
Wiley is believed to be dead. The other characters may pop up
at any time.

,(A letter from Virginia.)
Please allow me a little space in the Applause column of "Tip

Top" to express my gratification at having such a weekly pub
lication to read as that which Mr. Standish gives us; and to
voice a desire-in which I am sure I wiH not be alone-that little
Felicia, Dick's childhood companion of the Rockies, be returned
to the pages of "Tip Top." It seems ,to me that it is very
unfortunate and ohlfiously unfair that she, who, with the ex
ception of old Joe, forms the only con~ecting-link with the
childhood days of one of "Tip Top's" principal characters, arid
who shared with pim the joys, yea, and the sorrows of those
early days and of his first school-days, should be denied any

•participation in the larger successes of Dick's young manhood.
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And allow me to say here that I am not writing from the stand
point of a blind partizan, for I would be opposed to the marriage
of these two characters on the ground of their close relationship;
but I desire to hear more of the character who so won our
affections by her unselfishness and lovable personality.

And now I trust Mr. Standish will not consider me presumptu
ous in making any suggestions as to the disposition of the char
acters of "Tip Top," but sincerely hope he will give pleasure to
many of his readers by bringing Felicia back.

Yours sincerely, C. A. THOMAS.
Mr. Standish must certainly have "his ear to the groltnd," and

these repeated calls for, this favorite character cannot but affect
him.

I have been a reader of dear old "Tip Top" for about eight
jyears, and have been wanting to show my appreciation for such
splendid literature for a long, long while, but never seemed to
be able to put" my thoughts on paper. ,-

I can truthfully say your magazine has done a great deal of
good for me, as it has taught me that much harm can come
from smoking and drinking, and I believe lowe it all to "Tip
Top" that I have neither one of those vices at the present time.

I was very much pleased with the new cov,!r, for it puts "Tip
Top" where it belongs-in the magazine class. ,

I take a great interest in athletics of all kinds, especially foot
ball, and take exercise daily. ,

Have secured five friends to take "Tip Top," and have at the
present a complete file of the .Medal Merriwell stories and all
the latest "Tip Tops," which I would not part with for many
times their original cost.

Hoping this will be printed, and wishing a long life to 'dear
B!1rt L., Street & Smith, and the Merriwells, I remain, a loyal
Tip Topper,- A ONE-TIME ATHLETE.

Akron, Ohio.
All of which is mighty fine reading for publisher and editor,

not to mention the "man down in- Maine," .whose clever work
as a story-teller and delineator of juvenile character has done
so much to win the gratitude of our American boys.

(A letter from Connecticut.)
I have re~d the Medal Library, the Ne~u Medal, and several

hUl1dred "TIp Tops," and would like to see every intelligent
youth read them, as well as grown-up people. Many a time,
when teml?ted to, do wrong, I have thought that no gentleman
would do It. Having read about both of the Merriwells, I take
the liberty to say that I found out that I was in most ways a
Chester Arlington. I have tried, and I believe I have reformed.
I use no tobacco or liquor, and I consider myself something of
an athlete, and so do others. Having read the Merriwell stori.::s
for three years, I take this space to say that I recommend the
"TiP. Top" and New Medal Lfbrary .to any youth as the best
rea~lOg-matter he can find on either SIde of the big pond. I re-
malO, yours, a would-be athlete, EDWARD RUTLEDGE.

They are fine reading, Edward, unequaled by any cloth-bound
book any publisher has ever put upon the market. Take the
Xmas issue, No. 665, "Dick Merriwell's Good Cheer"-it is
worthy of being placed on the reading-table of every house ill the
land.

I have bee~ an interested reader of the "Tip Top Weekly"
for the last eight years, and I like it because it has given me
some fine points with regard to taking care of myself. I have
been a pretty bad smoker. for a length of time before I started
these stories, and now since reading them I have not smoked
for eight years. I admire Frank and Dick Merriwell, and think
t~em a g~od example f?r the, young boys and men to go by.
Smce movlOg to the r~sldence where, I now !ive, I have gotten
a good many of m~ ~nends to read and ad!11lrethe "Tip Top,"
and I am always wI1lmg to do all I can to mcrease the list. As
this is my first· letter to the "Tip Top," I would like to see it
in the- Applause. I remain, a true lover of "Tip Top,"

Bronx, N. Y. W. C. K.
,Thank you. *If "Tip Top" did nothing but amuse it would

still be in the front rank of juveniles; but it has a mission that
goes beyond this, and the motto, "a clean mind in a healthy
body," explains what we aim, to accomplish for our American
lads.

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS.
EDITED BY PROF. FOUR,MEN•.

NOTICE-So many inquiries reach us each week concerning the
various manuals on athletic development, which we pUblish, that we
have decided to keep a list of them at the head of this department.
Any number can be had by mall by remitting 10 cents, and 3 cents
postage, for each copy, to the pUblishers.

FRANK MERRIWELL'S BOOK OF PHYSICAL DEVELOPMENT.
THE ART OF BOXING AND SELF-DEFENSE, by Prof. Donavan.
U. S. ARMY PHYSICAL EXERCISES, revised by Prof. Donavan.
PHYSICAL HEALTH CULTURE, by Prof. FourmeJl.

. - ....-::

PROF. FOURMEN: I have been reading your magazine for two
years,· and so take the liberty to send my measurements for
your criticism. My measurements are as follows: Age, IS yearj;
weight, 9B pounds; height, 5 feet; chest, normal, 30 inches; ex
panded, 32Vz inches; waist, 28 inches; biceps, expanded, II
inches; wrists, 651 inches; calves, 13 inches; 9~ inches.
What are my weak points, and how can they be made better?
I drink hot water and milk together. Also saw a great deal
of wood. I remain, A FAITHFUL TIP ToppER.

Saco, Me. I

Weight and - chest both above the mark set do\v11 as AI.
Keep right along as you are now doing. It will result in your
reaching full manhood in prime physical condition.

(A letter from Washington.)
PROF. FOURMEN : I have only been reading "Tip Top" for 6

months, but that is long enough to know how good it is. Dick'
Merriwell is my favorite among the boys and Jun~ is myfavorite-·
among the girls, but I like the rest, too. I am 12 years of age;
height, 4 feet 3 inches; weight, 65 pounds. How can I grow
taller, stronger, and healthier. So here I close with a tiger and,,-
three cheers for old "Tip Top." Your "Tip Top" friend,

ALBERT HURWITZ.
You must wait patiently for more inches i~ upward develop

ment-time will do all that can be done; but you can get ,a
manual, set yourself to a, schedule, and by diligent daily work
build up a fine pair of lungs, and muscles as "hard as nails." ,
This will increase your appetite, help to assimilate your food.
and, in short, work wonders with your whole physical condk._
tion.

PRO!. FOURMEN: I have been reading."'r:'ip Top," the king of
weekhes, for the past two years, but thiS IS my first attemot to
seek your valuable advice. I am a young man 20 years 11
!ll0nths old; 5 feet 9 inc.hes tall; chest, 33 inches, "normal; 35 -'
1Oches, expa1'l.ded, and weigh 130 pounds. Could I, by taking a
course in- "physical cu.1ture," increase my weight to 150 pounds
and my chest to 38 mches, normal? or do you think I have

. waited too long ~nd am too old to accomplish this? My lungs
are sound, but my heart is a little weak. Do you think this'
would hinder me in accomplis~ing the a~ove. res111ts? Trusting
to hear. from you at your earhest conveOlence, and wishing vou
continued s.uccess in your grand work, I am, yours very truly,

Jacksonv111e, FIa; J. A., JR.
Certainly you can do this, and the sooner you begin the better.

You seem to know just what you should weigh and measure,
since the figures are. correct. Do not start in too violently.

PROF. FOURMEN : I have been a reader of the "Tip Top Weekly"·
for the last year. and take the liberty of giving you my meas
urements and as.king a few que~tions. I am '17 years old; weight,
123 pounds; height, 5 feet 6 mches; chest, 34 inches normal'
expan.ded, 36~. inches; w~ist,. 28 inches; thigh, I8~ in~hes; calf:
J2% mche~; blcep~, 9% lOches; fle:ced, II inches; forearm, 10
lOche§; Wrist, 6~ lOches; neck, 14 lOches. I would like to be
come stouter, as 1 am very thin. I do not smoke or drink and
keep regular hours. I take cold very easily, and have a ~eak
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back. I work inside all day, with gaslight. I suppose that is bad,
but I hope to get work where I can be out in the' air; 1 hope
I will see this in print soon. < Thanking you in adyance, 1 re-
:I11ain, ,. . A LoVER OFT1? Top.

Boston, Mass•.

'Your weight is good and chest within an inch-of what it
should be. 'Why become stouter when yOll are in such excellent
condition? I can readily unders~and why you ~ight wish to
become stronger. Outdoor work would be better. You may
strengthen .your weak back by judicious exercise, and avoid ta
king cold all you possibly can.

PROF. FOURMEN: Being a constant reader of "Tip Top," I will
take the liberty of sending you lily measurements to pass j udg
ment ,on. Age, 22 years;. height, .s feet 80 inches; weight, 155
pounds; chest, normal; 37 inches ; waist, 31. inches;' across shoul
ders, 190 inches; biceps, right, lI!,6 inches; flexed, !S inches;
left, II~ inches; flexed, 12%1 inches; neck, 15 inches. Records:
Chinning, 28 times; muscling, 40 pounds in either hand at once;
lift on scale, 875 pounds; can shoulder 300 pounds. As al-
ways, a loyal Tip Topper, "A FLORIDA BoY."

Camden,N. J.
Chest just right. Weight 15 pounds to the good, which shows

in your waist-it should measure 29 inches. You never got that
stout iit Florida, son, I am sure of it.

PROF. FOURMEN: As I have read "Tip Top" for a year or so,
I take the liberty to ask you a few qtlestions. Age, 17 years
6 months; height, 5 feet 914 inches; weight, 135 pounds; waist,
28!~ . inches; chest, normal, 32 inches ; expanded. 34% inches;
neck, 13% inches; thighs, 190 inches; calves, 13 inches; ankles, .
9~ inches. I guess I am a little punk. What do you -think
about it? I ride a bicycle about every morning. Is that good
exercise? \Vell, I hope to see this in print Yours as ever,

11arion, Ohit;>. JACK, A ROYAL TIP TOPPER.
Bicycle-riding is good for the legs, and it takes you in the

open air, but you should take up bag-punching, or some exercise
to develop chest and arm musdes. Your chest should be 38

-inches, normal.

PROF. FOURMEN : Having been a constant reader of "Tip Top"
for some time,. I take the liberty of asking a few questions. My
measurements are: Age, 15 years; height, 4 feet II% inches;
weight, 1020' pounds, in street clothes; neck, 13 inches; chest,
normal, 30 inches; expanded, 33 inches; biceps. lOy:' inches;
thighs, 180 inches; waist, 26 inches. 1 would like to become a
wrestler. I do not smoke, drink, or· chew. 1 have read "Frank
Merriwell's Book of Physical Development," and I think it is

-great. How do I compare with boys my age? Thanking you
in advance, a loyal Tip Topper, C. W. B.

St. Paul, Minn.' ,
12. pounds too heavy, consequently waist is a couple of .inches

too large, But your chest is an inch above thenormai.

PROF; FOURMEN: I have baen a reader of "Tip Top" for about
8 yeats, and wish you would kindly give your opinion of my
measurements. Height; 5 feet 7 inches; weight, 140 pounds;·
chest, 36 inches, normal j waist, 290 inches; biceps, 100 inches;
thigh, 19 inches;, calf, 130 inches; neck, 14% inches.; wrist, 7
inches; hips,' 35 inches, and ankle, 90 inches. What are my
weak points, if any ? 1 have just begun to take regtl1ar exer
cises, and am now only taking' just enough to keep me in condi~
tion~. Do not use tobacco or liquor and am very careful of my
eating, using plent:y of cold water internally and externally.
Hoping t~ see this in print soon, and with long life to the
Merriwells and S. &: s., 1 remain, "A ONE TIME ATHLETE."

Akron, Ohio. .

Your chest is just right, but lack of exercise has allowed you
to put on too much flesh. You are ten pounds overweight,
which makes your waist a couple of inches too large. You can
SOOn get into' form again.

PROF. FOURMEN: Having been a constant reader of "Tip Top"
for a' number of years. I would like to have your opinion of
my' measurements, which' are as follows:· Arie, 19, ;years 11

months; height, 5 feet 6 inches: chest, natural, 37' inches; waist,
26 inches; hip, 31 inches; knee, 140 inches; thigh, 20 inche,;
calf, 14 inches; ankle, 70 inches; neck, 150 inches; arm, nat
ural. u inches; flexed, 1214 inches; forearm, natural, IOY2
inches; flexed, lI* inches; \uist, 7 inches; weight, 1480
pounds. All those measurements were taken when stripped.
Hoping to see this in print as soon as possible, I will close ~ith

.good wishes to "Tip Top," Burt L. Standish, and Street & Smith,
as well as yourself. A HAUFAX: ADMIRER.

Halifax, N. S.
P. S.-1 have never taken any exercises, but I have done a

lot of rowing.
\,yell, you are a wonder, my. boy, weighing 28 pounds above

the average of your height, and yet with a waist even smaller
than the ordinary. Where do you put the superfluous avoirdu
pois? Your chest, too, is two inches above the average. 'WitH '
proper exercise, 1 imagine you would be a "phenom."

. (A ietter from Georgia.)
PROF. FOUKMEN: 1 have been reading "Tip Top" for tlie last

three years, and find it most interesting. Therefore, I take the
liberty of sending you, my measurements, which are as follows:
Height, S feet 8 inches; weight, 144 pounds ; age, 18 years; neck,'
140 inches; shoulders, breadth, 18 inches; biceps, released, 10
inches; contracted, 12}:} inches; forearm, II inches; wrist, 7:
inches; chest, normal, 33 inches; expanded, 36 inches; w~ist. 30,
inches; thighs, 210 inches: calf, 14' inches; ankles, 80 mches;
feet, No. 6 shoes. Vllhat are my weak points, and how can I
mend them? Is smoking five or· six times per day detrimerttal?~
My records are as follows: 0-mile run, 2 minutes 30 seconds;
Ioo-yard tlash, 10 seconds. Am I in my prime, or can I hope to
improve as my age, increases? 'What can I do to increase speed
and endurance? Thanking you in advance for your kind criti-
cisms, 1 am yours very truly, JOE i A. WEAVER.

You are a little overweight and waist is 3 inches too large;
but your particular trouble is a lack of 6 inches about the chest.
Give up the' smoking absolutely, and set to work increasing your
luiigcap"acity, or in later years you will regret it. .

PROF. FOURMEN : I am .a constant reader of the "Tip Top
Weekly," and would like to ask you a few 'questions on athletic
training. 'My age is 13 years 5 months; height, sfeet; weight.
98 pounds; chest, normal 25% inches; expanded, 31 inches;.
stomach, normal, 2414 inches; calf, I I 1-5 inches; thigh, 16
inches; biceps of arms, 9 inches; biceps,' 9 inches; wrist, 7
inches; neck, 13 inches. 1 am just recm"ering from a very
serious accident, which occurred a year and some months ago.
Under the doctor'srl1les 1 was fo'rbidden to play football or
baseball. . I disobeyed his rules and' played football a few
months ago, and got blood-poisoning. What is needed to make
myself an athlete, since I cannot play these games for some
time? Hoping to see my answer in print, ,

Philadelphia, Pa. A CONSTANT READER.

Why, take up less' vigorous exercise. Football will never
make an athlete of anyone. As Frank Merriwell says, only
athletes it:! perfect physical condition should be, allowed to play
football, for the flesh should be as hard as iron to withstand
the fearful strain.

PROF. FOURMEN: As I have seen the measurements of a good
many boys in the "Tip Top,"· I take the liberty to ask you. what
you think of mine. Age, 15 years 3 months; height,s feet 7~
inches; weight, lI3}:} pounds; wrist, 6~ inches; forearm, II
inches; chest, normal,3I inches; chest, expanded, 320 inches;
thigh, 18 inches; calf, 120 inches; neck,' 13~ inches; shoul
ders, in circumference, 370 inches; waist,. 28 inches. I' play all
games. These measurements were taken when stripped.. Hoping
to see this in' the "Tip Top" questions. I remain a true' "Tip
Top" reader, yours truly, D. M. D. '
, Omaha, Neb. .

Your waist is all right, young man, but I cannot say the
same with regard t6 your other qualifications, since, you should,
for your height, weigh some 135 pounds and have a chest nor.. '
mally measuring almost 37 inches. You must stlrely get to work
and build up. ,
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•
HANDSOME COLORED COVERS

For the benefit of the boys who want to read back numbers of the TIP TOP WEEKLY, we give herewith
a list of all titles now in print. Do not miss this opportunity to get your back numbers, boys, at five cents
per copy. We invite particular attention to the later numbers, for Burt L. Standish has never written i!1 better
form at any time in his entire career. TIP TOP stories are big value at five cents, so do not fail to recommend
them to your friends.

•

No. PRICE.! No. PRICE
392-Dick Merriwell neld in Check.. , .. " 5 525-Frank Merriwell's Fast Nine •.. ,... 5
393-Dlck Merrlwell's Firm Hand........ 5 I 526-Fl'ank Merriwell's Athletic Foleld .. , .. 5
397-Dick Merriwell's Superiority........ 5527-Dlck Mel'riwell's Reprisal. 5
39B-Dlck Merriwell Entombed... , ...••.• 5 52S-Dlck MerrlweJl Dared, ..•••....•..• 5
399-Dick MerriweU's Helping Hand••.•.• 5 529-Dlck Merriwell's Dismay.•..•.•...• 5
40o-Dlck Merrlwell's Trust 5 530-Frank MerrlweJl's Son 5
406-Frank MerrlweJl In Denver.•..•...• 5 53l-Frank Merriwell's Old Flock,.,..... 5
407-Frank Merriwell's Mountain Hunt 5 532-Frank l'.ferriweJl's House Party...... 5
408-Frank Merriwell's Fire 5 533-Dick Merriwell's Summer Team..•.. _ 5
409-Frank Merrlwell's Great Peril ••••... 5 534-Dick Merrlwell's Demand .• , ......•• 5
41l-Frank Merriwell's Defense ..••••.•.. 5 535-Dlck' Merrlwell's Siabmate .. ,., ....• 5
4l5-Dick Merriwell's Devotion .••.••.. ,. 5 53il-Frank Merriwell's Summer Camp ..•• 5
4l6..,-Dick Merrlwell's Racket 5 537-Frank Merriwell's Proposal. .•... , •• 5
4l8..,-Dlck Merriwell's Force............. 5 '53S-Frank Merriwell's Spook-bunters .. ,. 5
4l9-Dick Merrlwell Trapped •••.•.••..•. 5 539-Dick Mcrriwell's Cheek 5
423-Dick Merriwell's Trap,............ 5 540-Dlck Merrlwell's Sacrifice.......... 5
428-Dlck Merrlwell In Maplewood........ 5 54.1-Dick Merrlwell's Heart............. 5
429-Dlck Merriwell In Fairhaven 5 542-Frank ,Merrlwell's New Auto 5
430-Dlck MerriweIrs Great Struggle ••.•. 5 543-Frank Merriwell's Pride " ..•• 5
432-Dick Merrlwell's Set Back ....••..•. 5 544-Frank Merrlwell's Young Winners ..• 5
433~D!ck MerrlweJl:s '·Phantom" .••.•... 5 545-Dlck Merrlwell's Lead" ..•..•..•.. , 5
434-Dlck Merri.well.s Ml!-Ila.gement, ••..... 5 54~D!Ck Merriwell's Influence.......... 5
435-Dlck MerrlWeli s DIlemma...•••. , •. 5 54,-Dlck Merrlwell's Top Notch ••.••..• 5
436-Dick Merrlw~lI's Persistence .••.•.•. 5 54S-Frank Merriwell's Kids ....••...... 5
460-D!ck Merrlwell in Greece .. ,........ 5 ~40-Frank Merriwell's Kodakers , 5
461-Dlck Merrlwell In Constantinople•.•. 5 ,,50-Dick Merriwell, Freshman•.•••... ,. 5
4(;3-F~anlt Met:riweU. Blizzard Bound .•.•• 5 55l-Dic'£ Merriwell's Progress l5
465-Dlck Merrlwell III Damascus 5 552-Dlck Merrlwell, Ralf-back ....•.••.• 5
466-Dlck Merrlwell on the Desert 5 553-Dlck MerriweU's Resentment 5
467-Dick MerrlweU in Eg3'pt .....•• , • '" 5 554-Dick Merrlwell Repaid ..... , ....• ,. 5
469-Ji'raDk Merriwell's Retaliation 5 555-Dlck ,Merrlwell's Staying Power 5
47o-FraDk Merrlwell In 'Frisco .•.••...•. 5 556-Dick 'Merriwell's "Push" ...•....•.. 5
472-Frank MerriweU:s Handicap ••••••.•• 5 S5T-Dick Merrlwell's Runnin·g 5
4.8-Frank Merrlwell s Met,hod 5 558-Dlck MerrlweU's Joke 5
485-D!ck Merr~well In ManIla•••••...... 5 559-Dick MerrlweU's Seven•••••.......• 5
486-D1Ck l\lerl'lwell, Marooned ••••••.••. 5 5aO-Dlck Merrlwell's Partner........... 5
487-Dick Merrlwell s Comrade 5 5al-Dlck Merriw~lI in the Tank 5
488-Dick Merriwell, Gap-Stopper 5.562-Frank Merriwell's Captive ; 5
4S9-D1ck Merrlwell's Sacrifice Hit .•. " .• 5 1563-Frank Merrlwell's Trailing .• : .•....• 5
490-Dick Merriwell's Support 5 5M-Frank Merrlwell's Talisman , 5
491-Dlck Merrlwell's Stroke 5 565-Frank :r.lerriweU's Rorse 5
492-Dick Merrlwell Shadowed 5 566-Frank Merriwell's In.trusion 5
493-Dick lvlerriweU's Drive ••.•••...•••. 5 567-Frank Merriwell's Bluff 5
494-Dick l\lerrlwell's Return 5 56S-Dlck Merriwell's Regret 5
495-Dlck Merrlwell's Restoration•••..... 5 569-Dick MerrlweU's Silent Work .•... ,. 5
496-Dick MerrlweU's Value............. 5 570-Dick MerrlweU's Arm.............. 5
497-Dick MerriweU's "Dukes" 5 571-Dlck Merrlwell's Skill .• , 5
498-D1ck Merrlwell's Drop Kick 5 572-Dlck MerrlweU's Magnetism.......• 5
491l-D1ck Merriwell's Defeat 5 573-Dick MerriweU's ,System , 5
500-Dlck Merriwell's Chance 5 574-Dlck MerrlweU's Salvation 5
50l-Dick Merriwell's Stride .•..•....•.. 5 575-Dick Merrlwell's Twirling ..•••. " .. , 5
502-D1ck Merrlwell's Wing-Suit.••...•.. 5 576-Dlck Merrlwell's Party...•••••..... 5
50ll-Dick Merrlwell's Skates, •.••.••.... 5 577-Dlck MerrlweU's Backers •••.••.•..• 5
504-Dtck MerrlweU's Four Fists .• , .,. '" 5 578-Dick MerriweU's Coach 5
505-Dick Merrlwell's Dasbing Game 5 571l-Dick Merriwell's Bingle 5
506-Frank 1,Ierrlwell's Tigers........... 5 580-Dlck Merrlwell's Hurdling.......... 5
507-Frank Merriwell's Treasure Guard ... 5 58I---'Dlck Merrlwell's Best Work ......... 5
508-Frank Merrlwell's Flying Fear••.... 5 582-Dlck Merrlwell's Respite, .....•.... 5
509-Dlck Merrlwell In Maine 5 5Sg-Dlck Merrlwell's Disadvantage.; 5
5lo-Dick Merrlwell's Polo Team.•....... 5 584-Dlck Merrlwell Beset .......•...... 5
511-Dlck Merrlwell in the Ring '" 5 585-Dlrk MerrlweU's Great Rival , 5
5l2-Frank Merrlwell's New Idea '" 5 586..,-Dick Merriwell's Distrust 5
5lS-Frank MerriweU's Trouble.......... 5 587"':"Dick Merrlwell, Lion-Tamer .••....• 5
514-Frank lvlerriwell's PupUs .....•..... 5 58S-Dick MerriweU's Camp-site......... 5
5l5-Dlck MerriweU's Satisfaction........ 5 589-Dlck MerriweU's Debt.............. 5
5l6-Dlck Merrlwell's Discernment 5 500-Dlck Merrlwell's Camp-Mates .•..... 5
5l7-Dick Merrlwell's Friendly Hand 5 50l-Dick MerriweU's Draw 5
5I8-Frank MerriweU's New Boy .••.:.... 5 592-Dick Merrlw'ell's Disapproval, •..•.. , 5
5lll-Frank Merriwell's Mode............ 5 593-Dlck Merriwell's Mastery........... 5
520-Frank Merrlwell's Aids 5 594-Dlck Merrlwell's Warm Work 5
52I-Dlck Merriwell's Visit., ,........ 51595-Dick Merriwell's "Double Squeeze".. 5
522-Dick MerrlweU:s Retaliation .. , 5 596-Dick Merriwell's Va.nlshln,g ' 5
52S-Dlck Merriwell s, RivaL , 5 597-Dlck Merrlwell AdrIft 5
524--Frank Merrlwell's Young Crew •.. '" 5 5SS-Dlck Merrlwell's Intluence.......... 5, ,

No. PRICE.
599-Frank Merrlwell's Worst Boy....... 5
600-Frank Merrlwell'sAnnoyance......• 5
60l-Frank Merrlwell's Restraint 5
602-Dlck Merriwell Hp,ld Back.......... 5
603-Dirk Merrlwell in the Line 5
604-Dlck ~Ierriwell's Drop Kick......... 5
605-Frank'ilIerriwell's Air Voyage 5
606-Frank Merrlwell's Auto Chase 5
607-Frank Merriwell's Captive 5
608-Dick M,errlwell's Value 5
60S-Dick Merriwell Doped.............. 5
6lo-D1ck Merrlwell's Belief............. 5
6ll-Frank Merrlwell in tbe Market •....• 6
6l2-Frank Merrlwell's Figbt for Fortune .. 5
6lS-Frank Merriwell on Top............ 5
614-Dlck Merrlwell's Trip West 5
6l5-Dlck Merrlwell's Predicament.•..••• 5
6la-;-.Dlck Merrlwell in Mystery Valley... 5
6l7-Frank Merrlwell's Proposition...... 5
6lS-Frank MerrlweU Perplexed......... 6
6lS-Frank Merrlwetl"s Suspicion..•..•.• 5
620-Dick Merrlwell's Gallantry......... 5
62I-Dick Merrlwell's Condition 5
622-Dick Merrlwell's Stanchness .•••.•••• 5
623-Dlck Merrlwell's Matcb ••• ,. 5
624--Frank Merrlwell's Hard Case , 5
625-Frank Merrlwell's Helper 5
a2~FraDk Merrlwell's Doubts ••••••••• , 5
627-Frank Merrlwell's "Phenom"•••••.•• 5
628-Dlck Merrlwell's Stand.•• I 5
62S-Dlck Merrlwe!l's Circle... ;.......... 5
630-Dick Merrlwell's Reach •••••• ;•••••• 5
63l-Dlck Merrlwell's Money............. 5
632-Dick Merrlwell Watched 5
633-Dlck Merriwell Doubted -
634-Dick Merrlwell's Distrust 5
6S5-Dick MerrlweU's Risk ..•.•,•........ 5

,636-Frank Merriwell's Favorite 5-
637-Frank Merriwell's Younlt Clippers.... 5
6SB-Frank Merrlwell's Steadying Hand... 5
63S-Frank Merrlwell's Record Breakers .•• 5
64o-Dick Merrlwell's Shoulder.......... 5
64l-Dlck l\Ierrlwell's Desperate Work ..•• 5
642-Dick Merrlwell's Example......... 5
643-Dick Merrlwell At Gale's Ferry.... 5
644-Dick Merriwell's Inspiration ...... ,. 5
645-Dick Merrlwell's Shooting.. .. . . . . . . 5
646-Dlck Merrlwell In the Wilds........ I>
647-Dick Merriwell's Red Comrade 5
648-Frank, Merrlwell's Ranch ....•••..• 5

...649-Frank Merrlwell In the Saddle •.•... 5
650-Frank Merriwell's ,Brand 5
65I-Frank Merriwell's Red Guide.. .. .. .• 5
652-Dlck Merrlwell's Rival .•.•••..•... 5
653-Dlck Merrlwell's Strength........... 5
654-Dlck l\Ierrlwell's Secret Work .•..••• 5
655-Dlck Merriwell's Way .•'.. •• .... . • •• 5
656-Frank ¥errlwell's Red Visitor.; •..•. 5
657-Frank Merrlwell's Rope ..•••..•..... 5
658-Frank Merriwell's Lesson .. ,... .. . .. 5
G59-Frank Merrlwell's Protection .. , •. ,.. 5
G6Q-Dick Merriwell's Reputation......... 5
G6l-Dlck Merriwcll's Motto 5
862---'Dlck Merriwell's Restraint 5
863-Dlck Merrlwell's Ginger ...•...•..•. 5
864--Dlck Merriwell's Driving........... l5
665-Dlck Merriwell's Good Cbeer.; ..... 5
666--Frank Merrlwell'g' Theory .•.••.•. '" 5
667-Frank Merrlwell's Diplomacy....... 5
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1 TO 360 I
WEEKLY I

ARE CONTAINED IN THE MEDAL LIBRARY

, We know that there are thousands of boys who are very much interested in the earlyadven
tures of Frank Merriwell and who want to read everything that was written about him.

We desire to inform these boys that numbers 1 to 360 are entirely out of print in the TIP TOP
WEEKLY, but they can be secured in the numbers of the MEDAL LIBRARY given below.

MEDAL LlBR.AR,Y at 10c.
ISo-Frank Merriwell's School-days.
I67-Frank Merriwell's Chums.
I78-Frank Merriwell's Foes.
I84-Frank Merriwell's Trip West.
I89-Frank Merriwell Down South.
193-Frank Merriwell's Bravery.
I97-Frank Merriwell's Hunting Tour.
2ol-Frank Merriwell in Europe.
2oS-Frank Merriwell at Yale.
2og-Frank Merriwell's Sports Afield.
213-Frank Merriwell's Races.
217-Frank Merriwell's Bicycle Tour.
22S-Frank Merriwell's Courage.
22g-Frank Merriwell's Daring.
23s-Frank Merriwell's Athletes.
237-Frank Merriwell's Skill.
24o-F.rank MerriweII's Champions.
244-Frank Merriwell's Return to Yale.
247-Frank MerriweII's Secret.
2SI-Frank MerriweII's Danger.
2S4-Frank MerriweII's Loyalty.
2S8-Frank Merriwell in Camp.
262-Frank Merriwell's Vacation.
267-Frank Merriwell's Cruise.
27I-Frank MerriweII's Chase.

. 276-Frank Merriwell in Maine.
2So-Frank MerriwelI's Struggle.
284-Frank Merriwell's First Job.
288-Frank Merriwell's Opportunity.
292-Frank Merriwell's Hard Luck.
296-Frank Merriwell's Protege.
3oc-Frank Merriwell on the' Road.
304-Frank Merriwell's Own Company.
SoB-Frank Merriwell's Fame.
SI2-Frank Merriwell's College Chums.
3I6-Frank Merriwell's Problem.
32o-Frank MerriwelI's Fortune.
324-Frank Merriwell's New Comedian.
328-Frank MerriwelI's Prosperity.
332-Frank Merriwell's Stage Hit.
336-Frank Merriwell's Great Scheme.
34o-Frank Merriwell in England.

,344-Frank Merriwell on the Boulevards.
34S-Frank Merriwell's Duel.
3S2-Frank MerriwelI's, Double Shot.
3s6-Frank MerriwelI's Baseball Victories.
3S!}-Frank MerriweU's Confidence.
362-Frank MerriwelI's Auto.
36S-Frank MerriwelI's .Fun.
3$-Frank Merriwell's Generosity.
37I-Frank Merriwell's Tricks.
374-Frank Merriwell's Temptation.
377-Frank Merriwell on Top.

NEW MEDAL LlBR.AR,Y at 15«:.
INC~EASED SIZE

380-Frank Merriwell's Luck.
383-Frank Merriwell's Mascot.
3B6-Frank Merriwell's Reward.
389-Frank Memwell's Phantom.
392-Frank Merriwell's Faith.
39s-Frank Merriwell's Victories.
398-Frank Merriwell's Iron Nerve.
4OI-Frank Merriwell in Kentucky.
404-Frank Merriwell's Power.
407-Frank Merriwell's Shrewdness.
4Io-Frank Merriwell's Set-back.
413-Frank Merriwell's Search.
416-Frank Merriwell's Club.
4I!}-Frank Merriwell's Trust.
422-Frank Merriwell's False Friend.
42s-Frank Merriwell's Strong Arm.
428-Frank Merriwell as Coach.
43I-Frank Merriwell's Brother.
434-Frank Merriwell's Marvel.
437-Frank Merriwell's Support.
44o-Dick Merriwell at Fardale.
443-Dick Merriwell's Glory.
446-Dick Merriwell's Promise.
,44!}-Dick Merriwell's Rescue.
4S2-Dick Merriwell's Narrow Escape.
4SS-Dick Merriwell's Racket.
4S8-Dick Merriwell's Revenge.
46r-Dick Merriwell's Ruse.
464-Dick Merriwell's Delivery.
467-Dick l'vTerriwell's Wonders.
47o-Frank l\Ierriwell's Honor.

Published About July 21st

473-Dick ?I'!erriwell's Diamond.
Published About August t ttb

476-Frank l\ferriwell's Winners.
Published About September tst

47!}-Dick Merriwell's Dash. .

Published About September 2:zc1
482-Dick l\Jerriwell's Ability.

Published About October t3tb
48S-Dick ]\ferriwell's Trap.

Published Abtlut November 3d
488-Dick l\ferriwell', f1f'fpn-e.

Published About N ,v~mber 24th
49I-Dick :-lerriweIl's Model.

Published About December 15tb

494-Dick Merriwell's Mystery.

STREET & SMITH, Publishers, NEW YORK


