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Dick Merriwell's Demand
OR,

THE DRAW AT MADAWASKA.

By BURT L. STANDISH.

CHAPTER I.

FAIR PLAY.

The dismayed crowd found it difficult to realize
the game was over and the husky Slabtown team had
gone down in defeat before the prowess of nine mere
boys who had been regarded with disdain and derision
at the opening of the game.

Among the spectators one man was dancing and
laughing in high glee over the result. It was Bijah
Stump, of PineYille, who had torn the patches from

..his wonderful old vest, every patch revealing hidden
bank-bills, which Stump had boldly bet on the game,
backing the youthful visitors.

The crowd muttered and growled in an ugly man- .
ner, glaring at the boys, who were gathering up their
bats and other paraphernalia.

The defeated Slabtown players were ugly also, and
some of them attempted to incite the dissatisfied spec
tators to an attack upon the triumphant lads.

But Big Marl Boomer, the boss of Slabtown, who
had himself lost nine dollars by betting on the home
team; was inclined to see fair play, having suppressed

an outbreak that threatened to be a riot} in the ninth
inning. To the surprise; of many who knew the re
puted "bad man" well, ]vIari was the first person to
reach Merriwell and congratulate him.

"I didn't think ye could do it, boy," said the bruiser.
"If I'd had nine hundred dollars, instead of nine, I'd
bet the hull of it that we'd beat you. Jest the same, I
sorter took a queer, kind ,of a Iikin' to you the fust
time I seen ye, which was yesterday, up to the Pine
Tree Inn. You surely can pitch ball all right. We
thought Pettinger was purty good, but I guess you're
jes! as good as he is, and a little better when you're in
fust-class trim. You started off ruther bad at the
beginnin', but you finished goin' like a two-minute hoss
on a race-track. When anybody strikes out Saul the
Slugger twict in one game, he suttingly is doin' a
trick wuth braggin' about. I s'pose you'll go back to
Pineville now and play ball the rest of the season for
Site Springer."

"I don't know about that," confessed Dick, with a
slight smile. "Mr. Springer had a very poor opinion
of us, you know."
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('But he said he'd keep ye if you could beat our
boys, and you done that all right."

"1 know he said so, but I'm inclined to· think he is
sorrywe won this game. We're not here to force
ourselves on anyone. If Silas Springer don't want
us, he don't have to keep us."

"There's Cap'n Wiley over by Springer's buck
board talking to him now," said Darrell. "They
seem to be having something of an argument."

. "And there's Hector Pup-Pup-Pup-Porter pup-pup
pup-putting in his yap," said Chip JoIliby. "I guess
little Hec is fuf-fuf-fuf-feeling rather sus-sus-sus-sore
just about now. He bub-bet some money on the gug
game."

Hector Porter was the son of Horace Porter, a
wealthy guest at the Pine Tree In11. Hector was a
fat-faced, beak-nosed, loud-dressed youngster, who re
garded himself as "all to the good." On the arrival
of Merriwell and his players at Pineville this chap had
insulted Dick and threatened to spank him. Much to
Hector's surprise, he was the one to receive the
spanking, for young Merrhvell had promptly jerked
the insolent chap over one knee and applied an open
palm with great vigor to the seat of the fellow's
trousers.

Horace Porter had appeared on the scene while 'his
son was being thus chastised. 1\'1r. Porter attempted
to use his cane on Dick, only to have it twisted out of

. his hands by Brad Buckhart, who was on the alert.
. :Mr. Porter had demanded of Silas Springer, pro

pr!etor of the Pine Tree Inn, that he should refuse to
take Dick Merriwell's team as guests. Porter had
th~eatened to leave the inn unless Springer complied
with his request.

The innkeeper was greatly disappointed in the ap
pearance of the nine new arrivals. He had e..xpected a
more mature collection of ball-players. According
to his agreement with Cap'n 'Viley, he had anticipated
the appearance of a team,of professional players.
These boys confessed themselves to be students at a
prep. school and· promptly asserted that they were
amateurs instead of professionals.

To'Silas it had seemed that Merrhvell and his play
ers had no possible chance of defeating either Mada
waska or Silver Springs, the two fast ball-teams of
the Blue Hills. •

Dick demanded a trial.
Big Marl Boomer happened to hear a part of this

talk. Immediately he proposed that the youngsters
should play a game with Slabtown on the following
aay. As Slabtowll had defeated 3i1ver Springs, the
proposed game would demonstrate whether or not the
youngsters were in the same class as the fast teams
which represented the two fine summer resorts of the
hills.

Springer agreed that it would be a good test.
Both Horace Porter and his son felt confident that

the boys would be readily defeated by Slabtown. On
leaving Pineville to witness the game at Slabtowll,
young Porter had made arrangements to gather up a

team of players, with which he expected to return to .
the Pine Tree Inn. . . . .

It \vas Hec Porter who had badgered Bijah Stump
into betting money on the result of the game. . Hect~t
had posted twenty~five dollars on Slabtown. ThIS
money was gone, and he was busted. It would be.
necessary for his father to furnish him more money:

Therefore it will be understood that Hee was 111

anything but a pleasant humor at the conclusion of
that sensational ninth inning.

"Rotten! rotten! rotten!" he snarled, as he rushed
back to the buckboard. "What do you think of it,
gov'nor? Did you ever see anything like that?"

Although a rich man, Horace Porter was close-fisted
and niggardly. .

"You lost twenty-five dollars, Hec," he said, shaking
his head dolefully.

"How did I lose it?" raged the boy. "\Vasn't it a
rotten streak of luck 1 'Vhy, Slabtown had that game
tucked away. Only for the lost ball that gave Fatty
a home run in the ninth everything would be. aJl.!:.~g):1t,.~
How's a fellow going to count on anything like that?" .

"He! he 1 he!" laughed Bijah Stump, as he came
hurrying up. "You're feelin' purty bad, ain't ye?
You're feel in' purty sore, ain't ye? I 'spect ye'll axe
me to give ye back that twenty-five I won off' yeo
Haow 'botlt the lost ball on t'other side? Didn't the
same thing happen in favor of Slabto\vn once?" .
, "Look here, Springer," rasped Horace Porter an-

grily, "do you permit your hired man to talk. to guests
of your house in such a manner?'''

"No, sir! no, sirl" spluttered Silas Springer. "Bi
jah,· you shet your face! Don't you know no better
than that?"

"'Scuse me," muttered Bijah, as. he sought to re
strain a show of elation. "I guess I kinder forgut
myself, boss. Wlrere's the feller who's holdin' the
money?"

"Here I am, Bije," said the stakeholder, as he ap-
proached. "I guess you're the winner." ....

"Hold on I" commanded Horace Porter. "Don't
be in. such a .hurry about paying that money over~
man." . . .

"Why not?" was the question. "The youngsters
won the game, ·and the monei belongs to Bije. I
ruther guess I'll pay it over."

HSome other people may have something to say
about that!" snapped Hector Porter, as he observed
several Slabtowners who had bet on their team gatb- .
ering in the vicini~of the buckboard. "Are yoti .
chaps going to give up like this? Are you going to
let this fellow hand your money over to Stump?"

"No 1no I" answered several. "It wasn't a square
beat!" "They won on a lost ball I" "Squinty Jones
should have declared it ~ lost ball and stopped those
runs from coming in I"

About this time Big Marl Boomer came stalking
over in that direction and heard what the "squealers"
were saying. He stopped near-by, with his hands on
his hips, looking the crowd over contemptuously.
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"Well, derned if I ain't ashamed of the hull cheap
bunch of ye!" he said. "I never thought Slabtowners
were squawkers. Why didn't ye raise a hollar when
our boys gut a run on the same kind of a lost ball?
I didn't hear none of ye kickin' 'bout that. Yoti know
I bet nine dollars on Slabtown, and I expected to see
our fellers win. They didn't win. They lost the
game. I lost my bet all square and proper.

"Here, you!" he rasped, pointing a finger at the
stakeholder. "You pay that money over to Bije
Stump, and you hand it over now! I'll stand right
here and see that he gits it. If any gent wants to raise
a fuss about it, jest let him sail right in and raise
it. Me and him will be mixed' up together in jest
about two winks of a brindle pup's eye."

After that no one seemed inclined to raise an ob
-jection, and Stump chuckled gleefully as the stake
holder counted out the money to him. It was a small
fortune for J;3ijah, who had spent ten years in saving
l1R_t~.four hundred and eighty-three dollars he had
risked on that baseball-game.

"There you are, Bije," said the stakeholder, breath
ing with relief as he delivered the last of the money.
"There you have it, nine hundred and sixty-six dol
lars. You need only thirty-four dollars more to make
a thousand."

Bijah smacked his lips, and his eyes glittered.
"My gingerl" he said. "I never thought I'd be

wuth a hull thousand dollars! I'm a rich man now."
"Oh, yes!" sneered Springer, who had never sus

pected that Silas had so much money stowed away
in his patched old vest. "You're sO rich that I s'pose
you'll be throwing up your job and livin' the rest of
your life on your income."

"Naow don't you worry 'baout that, Mr. Springer,"
said Stump reassuringly. "There ain't no danger of
it. I ain't took a vacation in ten years, and I may want
one in the fall when things git slack, but I'll stick right
by ye jest the same as I have before. I notice that
most rich men don't stop business jest because they're
well fixed. They keep right at it, a-peggin' away.
You can depend on me, boss."

"Mr. Springer," said '\Tiley, ,vho had serenely noted
all that was occurring, "I presume you're now ready
to retract some of your harsh words which you ap
plied to me a short time ago."

"_ "I won't retract nuthin'!" growled Silas. "You
didn't keep your part of the agreement."

"Elucidate," invited the sailor.
"\Vhat do ye mean by Lucy Date? 'Who's Lucy

Date, anyhaow?" asked the innkeeper. "I s'pose she's
some female that kept ye away from here when ye'd
oughter been on hand at the time you said you would."

"Such appalling ignorance is simply overwhelming,"
murmured the marine marvel. "Mr Springer, eluci
date is good plain English for explain, make clear. I
think I told you that circumstances delayed me. I'm
here now. You've seen my ball team -wallop the
mighty Slabtown sluggers. My team can deliver the

goods. It will make things hum in the Blue Hills
this summer."

"'Cardin' to my agreement with Merriwell I've gut
to take them back to Pineville and give them another
show," said Springer, "but I don't propose to have no
further dealings with you. All I want of you is that
fifty dollars I advanced ye."

"Is that all you want?" murmured the sailor. "And'
then you propose to cast me out into the cold and
cruel world. That is your malicious and unfeeling
purpose, is it? I am inclined to chortle with glee that
you have thus warned-me in advance. Springer, you'll
whistle for your fifty." -

"Then youdon't propose to pay it back?"
"\Vell, hardly. You gave me that money in part

payment for my services in getting together. a bas~

ball-team for you. The time I have spent in getting
the team leaves you still sixty-five donars in debt to
me, and I shall send you a bill for the same. In case
you're not inclined to pay promptly, I may call upon
the law to adjust the matter. When you get ahead of
Cap'n Wiley, Silas, you'll have to rise early or sit
up all night." ,

With this concluding remark, the sailor turned and
teetered away on the balls of his feet.

- CHAPTER II.

WILEY'S GREAT FROG ORCHESTRA.

In front of Bob Beaver's boarding-house at SlaJ)..
town the driver of the buckboard that had brought
Merriwell and his team from Pineville was harnessing
the horses for the return trip.

Instead of returning at once to their work in the
mills, most of the Slabtowners gathered in the vicinity;
of the boarding-house and discussed the baseball-game.
They stared at Dick and his friends as the boys came
down from the ball-field.

"It's mighty tough," said one man, "to be beat by
a lot of kids like that."

"Jest look at 'em!" growled another. "Nobody'd
ever think they'd do up the Slabtown nine."

"And there's Bijah Stump with um," observed a
third. "Jerusalem! Whoever s'posed Bijahhad so
much money sewed away in that old vest!. He's car
ryin' off purty nigh :five hundred dollars of our cash,
boys."

Beaver had given the visiting players permission
to change their clothes in a room at the boarding
house, and the boys hastened to get out of their base
ball-togs before returning to Pineville.

"Well, pard," chuckled Brad Buckhart, as he un
laced his spike shoes, "we certain turned the .trick at
last. I allow it did look a whole lot bad for us right
up tet' the finish, but we pulled out."

"Thanks to Obediah," laughed Dick, as he patted
the fat boyan the shoulder. "Obey, you delivered the
goods. You got against the ball at precisely the right
moment."
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"Oem my picter I" piped Tubbs, throwing out his
chest and looking proud as a peacock. "I knowed 1
had to do it or we was goners. That's the first time
in my life that 1 ever made a hit in a. pinch like that.
Guess that hit wouldn't amounted to much if the
ball hadn't taken such all-fired bounces and scoots
arter it hit the ground. By Jiml that ball seemed
to know them fellers was ready for it, and i~ jest
dodged their flippers as purty as you please. My good
ness! I'm hungry, fellers. Arter that it seems to me
I ought to have a pie or two to stowaway under my
vest. Don't you s'pose we can rake up a pie any
where in this town?"

"vVe'll try it, Obey," promised Dick. "You cer
tainly deserve all the pie you can eat."

Billy Bradley was laughing to himself as he pulled
off his stockings.

"What's the matter, Sir vVilliam?" asked Earl
Gardner. "\Vhat's the joke?" .

"Oh, Hi feel so 'owling jolly Hi can't 'elp laughing,
don't you know," answered Billy. "Hit was certainly
an hawful disappointment to Mr. 'Orace Porter and
'is son, 'Ector."

"I'm afraid Silas Springer was disappointed, too,"
said Hal Darrell. "I don't believe Springer has any
real confidence in us now, Dick."

"He makes me sus-sus-sus-sick I" stuttered Jolliby.
"I wish there was some other pup-pup-place around
here where we could pup-pup-play ball instead of Pine
ville. If there was, I'd be against gug-gug-gug-going
back there at all."

"This is not the first time I've had an experience of
this sort," said Merriwell. "1 think Silas will come
round all right, although he was chewing the rag with
Cap'n vViley after the game was over."

"vVhat melodious voice was that I heard murmur
ing my musical name?" inquired the marine marvel,
as he teetered into the room. "Perchance it was you,
Richard."

"Hello, \Viley I" cried the boys. "Where have you
been ?"

"Yes, where have you been?" asked Dick. "vVhy
weren't you at Pineville when we arrived?"

"Business of colossal importance detained me tem
porarily," answered the sailor. "Didst not hear me
asseverate I have been training a frog orchestra for
the famous showman, Adam Hindpaw?"

"A frog orchestra?" squawked Obediah Tubbs.
"Whoever heard anything like that?"

"·Why, my dear graceful gazel1e," murmured the
captain, "are you not aware that frogs are of a most
musical temperament? Have you never in the soft
and peaceful springtime lingered in the vicinity of
some stagnant, scum-covered pool and listened to the
melodious peepings and pipings and boomings of a
chorus of frogs?' If such has been your fortune, you
will realize that a properly assembled and properly
trained body of·· frogs will run the whole musical
gamut from the little squeegee note to the big boom
boom.. Whenever the winter's frosts come forth from

.lc

the ground and the little grasses begin to sprout and
the little bushes begin to bud and the ambient air
becomes soft and balmy, these musical inhabitants of
the pools set up a joyous chortling chant, which may
be heard throughout all the peaceful rural districts.
Many a time and oft in my innocent boyhood have I
listened to the frogs and fancied it would be a simple
matter for some enterprising man to gather a choir of
them-or possible a ream-and teach them by indus
trious endeavor to chant such simple hymns as 'Home,
Sweet Home,' 'Auld Lang Syne,' or 'Little Annie
Rooney.' For, 10, these many years this idea has
haunted me, and I've often thought I would experi
ment upon it.

"It happened some months ago that I was in close
communion with Mr. Hindpaw at the liquid counter
of a well-known thirst-quenching resort. Adam was
telling me of the difficulty in obtaining new features
for his grand show. A number of our mutual friends
and acquaintances were listening to our conversation.
As Adam was expostulating on his troubles HtMqiiir
ing sensations to appease the thirst of the credulous
public, I happened to think of· my frog-orchestra
scheme. Immediately I suggested it to him.

"\Vould you believe it, mates, the whole crowd burst
into derisive laughter and treated my proposition with
unmitigated disdain? Even Adam seemed inclined to
mock at me.

"'\Viley,' says he, 'that is one of your impractical
fool ideas. There is no music in a frog. They simply
croak and peep to hear their own inharmonious voices.'

" 'Hold on, old sport,' says I. '1'11 agree to furnish
you with a complete, ful1y-trained frog orchestra of
five hundred voices for the modest little sum of five
thousand dollars. I'll guarantee that they wiII run
the whole musical gamut from one end of the piano
board to the other. I'll guarantee that they wiII ac
company a violinist to perfection, and I'll have them
finished experts on at least three tunes, giving you per
mission to name the tunes.'

" 'You're talking through your hat,' says he. 'You
can't do it.'

"'If I fail to accomplish the feat within two
months,' I retorted, '1'11 pledge myself to forfeit the
insignificant little sum of one thousand dollars.'

"Then I produced my check-book and wrote a check
for one thousand dollars on the First Notional Bank
of MosquitoviIIe, New Jersey.

" 'There, sir,' cried I, as I slammed the check dmvn
on the qar and looked Mr. Hindpaw straight in his left
eye, 'there's my forfeit 1 I'll put it in the hands of
any reliable man. I'll even hold it myself, if you say
so. Now let's see you put up five thousand as a guar
antee of good faith. If I accomplish the task, I get
your five thousand. If I fail, you get my check and
you may cash it as soon as you can.'

"The compact was made on the spot. On the f01
l~wing day I went forth into the country in search
of frogs. In the little town of Squedunk I found a
large pond which was inhabited by millions up'on
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millions of frogs. These frogs had long been con
sidered a nuisance in. that vicinity, for when they
lifted their voices in the purple dusk of an evening
they could be heard for miles upon miles in all di
rections.

"In Squedunk I found a violinist who was wont
to perform at country dances. I took this musician
into my employ, and together we went forth to the
border of the frog pond, where my companion set him
down and played such choice gems as 'Speed the Plow,'
'The Irish 'Washerwoman,' and 'The Sailor's Horn
pipe.'

"The result was surprising and sensational. The
fr.ogs had been :chanting away after their own fashion,
but at the first note from the fiddle deathlike silence
fell on the entire pond. Not a single peep could be
heard, and for at least five minutes you would have
supposed there was·not a frog within ten miles of the
spot.

'.''C. "11;; musician sawed away vigorously at the 'Irish
\Vasherwomart..' After a time, as I peered through
the gathering dusk, I perceived a fe"," ripples ap
pearing on the surface of the water. Those ripples
were advancing toward us. Those ripples became
thicker and thicker, and in about two minutes I dis
covered. that scores of frogs were swimming in our
direction as fast as they could swim.

"The first arrivals pulled themselves out of the
,vater, hopped up the bank and gathered in a semi
circle in front of us, blinking and staring at the fiddler•.
For a time they seemed absorbed in the ravishing
melody produced by his dancing bow. I'm sure some
of those frogs a~tually laughed with joy. One old
frog, about as large as a medium-sized Boston terrier
pup, finally broke forth into a chuckle of delight that
was absolutely infecting. The rest of the circle took
up the chuckle, and directly all those frogs were laugh
ing as if they would split their sides.

"I must confess that I felt a trifle disappointed. It
seemed to me that the denizens of that pond were ma
.king sport of us. I was hurt and grieved. At one
time I rashly meditated on swatting the old Boston ter
ier bullfrog over the head with a club. Fortunately,
I restrained my feelings and did not assault him.

"At length I noted that the frogs were still ar
riving in great numbers. More than that, they were
swimming across the pond in such multitudes that
they actually kicked up waves a foot high. It was a
wonderful sight to see them plowing their way through
the aqua pura in frantic haste to reach our vicinity.
Perhaps you won't believe me, but it's a fact they be
came so thick that they actually choked the -pond
and were compelled to climb over each other in order
to get out onto the bank where we sat. For fear I
may be thought inclined. to exaggerate, I'll be modest
in stating my idea of the number of frogs which came
over to listen to that old fiddle. I should say there
were at least a hundred thousand frogs in that gather
ing. Why, mates, they' were packed so thick about

us .for at least a quarter of a mile that not a particle
of ground could be seen. . .. .

"I kept my fiddler filing away until It was pltch
dark, but not a single frog seemed inclined to let ~itn

self loose and take part in the music. I was dlsap-- .
pointed and almost heart-broken when we finally d;
cided to aive it up for that night and return to the vtl
lage. A~ we rose to our feet those frogs made a dash
for the pond, and the sound of them jumping into the
water was like the roar of Niagara Falls.

"I must acknowledge that I spent a sleepless and
wretched night. Nat that I cared so much for the
thousand-dollar check that I had posted as forfeit,
for I hadn't a cent deposited in the First Notional
Bank of Mosquitoville, New Jersey. The check w~s

good to look at, but that was about al!. .r knew, 111

case Mr. Hindpaw attempted to collect It, It would be
returned to him marked 'No Funds.' Failure, how
ever, is something that does not agree wi~h l~ttle Wal
ter. As far as possible he shuns and aVOIds It.

"For all of my discouragemen~ I resoh:ed to ma~e

another trial, and on the followl11g evenl11g I agam
hied myself to the frog pond, accompanied by the fid
dler. It's my opinion that the majority of those frogs
were lingering near the spot where we had ap~eared

on the previous occasion, for within a few ml11utes
after the fiddler began to play they were once more as
sembled around us in vast multitudes. Father and
mother frogs were there, with their entire families,
from the eldest son down to the little chap who had
just shed his pollywog tail. It was a settled fact that
they enjoyed the music, whether they contemplated
taking part in it or not.

"After listening fully thirty minutes, the old Boston
terrier frog limbered up a little and joined in on the
heavy bass notes. He made beautiful harmony, and
his example soon encouraged the others to try It. My
heart throbbed with joyous anticipation. In less than
ten minutes after the old fellow began the whole
bunch was at it in earnest. Some of them were a little
off in harmony, but gradually they got onto the job
and settled down to business. It happened that the
fiddler was playing the 'Old Oaken Bucket.' As the
chorus swelled louder and louder and the melody be
came more and more perfect I was thrilled from my
topknot to my toe-nails. Never in all my variegated
career had I heard the 'Old Oaken Bucket' rendered
in such a soul-inspiring manner. I knew I was a win
ner, and I found it difficult to repress myself and keep
from shouting with joy.

"When we returned to town we found the entire
inhabitants of the village of Squedunk standing on
the outskirts toward the frog pond and discussing the
marvelous music they had heard. Some of them
claimed that it was a choir of at least a thousand
voices. They fully believed a camp-meeting was in
progress somewhere in that vicinity. Others of a
superstitious turn were inclined to believe they had
heard supernatural music and that it presaged an earth
guake or the end of the world.
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"The next day I employed a dozen laborers at a
dollar an hour to capture frogs for me and confine
them in a pen I was preparing for that purpose. In
about a week I had all the frogs I required, and I set'
about testing their voices and culling them out, with
the idea of retaining only the most cultured musicians
among them. It was n9 easy task, I assure'you, but I
kept at the work industriously until I had reduced my
number of frogs to two hundred and fifty. 'With these
two hundred and fifty frogs I believed it possible to
reproduce' any tune I wished.

"\Vhile I was still at work training my orchestra
a well-known and highly respected citizen of Sque
dunk passed away. It seemed that he was the most
prominent man in the little village, and the people of
that town decided to give him a grand and glorious
funeral. One thing they lacked, however, was an
organ, and their choir was decidedly on the bum.
Struck by a scintillant idea, I offered them the serv
ices of my frog orchestra.

"Mates, I'll never forget that funeral. \Vhen the
parson had finished extolling the deceased and the
time came for music, I turned my orchestra loose on
a hymn. The volume of sound which filled that little
church was something soul-racking and awe-inspiring.

IIBut now comes the sad part of my narrative. It
seems that the leader of my orchestra had become
somewhat piqued on account of his confinement, and
he was in an irritable, unruly mood: In the midst of
'Lead, Kindly Light' he suddenly shifted over onto an
other tune, and the entire orchestra followed his lead,
striking out 'We \iVon't Go Home Till Morning.' In
vain I tried to hush them up and get them back onto
the right track. They were roaring 'We Won't Go
Home Till Morning' until the windows of the church
rattled. It sounded like a whole lot ofroysterers out
for a midnight tear. Oh, it was scandalous! It was
horrible! Tears of mortification coursed dO\vn my
cheeks. . \Vhen they finally struck into 'There'll be
Razzors A~flying Through the Air' I nearly fainted.

"But, mates, although that funeral was something
of a failure, my frog orchestra was not, and I finally
delivered it intact and en masse to Adam Hindpaw,
and he now has it as one of the marvelous attractions·
for his show this season.

"This .is the full and complete explanation .why I
did not arrive at Pineville on time. Under the cir
cumstances I think I may be pardoned."

"I think you may!" cried Dick, who was literally
choking with laughter.

CHAPTER III.
MIKE GRADY, OF MADAWASKA.

."But, alas," sighed the sailor, "Silas Springer is of a
different opinion! Silas seems strangely irritated and
congested because of my failure to·make the port of
Pineville on the precise date when I was expected to
appear in that harbor. Silas is unreasonable and Un-
wise." ,

"He certain has seemed some unreasonable with
us," nodded Brad Buckhart. "All the same, I opine
we've satisfied him that we can playbaseball a-plenty."

'-'Be not sure of it," advised the marine marvel. "He·
is still in heart-to-heart communion with that chuck
faced crook-nosed freak who calls himself Hector
Port~r. Hector?s noble, elongated, side-whiskered
pappy is also taking part in the council of war. Neith~r

little Hec nor his old man seems to think you boys in

the same class as Madawaska and Silver Springs. The
old gent is still urging Silas to let the boy collect nine
Spalding-tossers to represent Pineville. He's threaten
ing to leave that balmy town amid the hills unless
Springer comes to terms." .'

IIBut Springer's bound by his pledge to us," said
Dick. .IIHe promised to give us a show if we defeated
Slabtown."

"Did you get that promise in writing?" inquired
·Wiley.

"No."
"Therein you made a fatal error."
''\iVhat do you mum-mum-mum-mean?" shouted

Chip Jolliby. "Do you th-th-th-think the old crank is
gug-gug-going back on his promise to us?"

IIA!ready he has gone back on me and unsym
pathetically cast me forth into the frigid, frosty, un
feeling world."

IIDern his picter!" squeaked Obediah Tubbs, as he
thrust his head up through the shirt into which he was
struggling. "You don't mean he's refused to give you
no chance at all, do ye?"

"He has," answered Wiley. "He's even threatened
me with violence in case I appear in Pineville."

"\iVell, that isn't right," said Dick. "1 think he'll
change his mind. \l..,Te'll have to talk to him a little."

"Waste not your breath in futile words," said the
sailor. "My super-sensitive soul has been touched to
its quivering marrow. Should Silas go down on his
knees and deplore me to play baseball in Pineville this
season, I would sternly say him nay." .

"But look here: cap'n," said Dick, "I need you as a
pitcher on this team. If we play more than two games .
a week, I can't pitch them all."

"I sympathize with you, Richard, but you'll have
to lay all the blame on old Springer. \Vere he inclined
tb humbly beg my pardon, were h.~ inclined to show
contrition, were he inclined to reinstate me with high
honors, it is now too late."

"Too late?"
"Yes!'
"How so?"
"I've made other arrangements."
"What sort of arrangements?"
"Arrangements to play baseball."
"Where?"
"In the Blue Hills. I came hither for that purpose,

and I'm not to be interred. Possible you were not
aware of the fact that Benjamin' Brace, proprietor of
the Madawaska House, together with Mike Grady,
of Manhattan College, who is captain of the Mada-
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waska team, witnessed part of the game to-day. They
were present at the field. It happens that my fame has
spread even. unto the ears of Benjamin Brace. Like
wise, it isa fact that Grady has seen me disport myself
upon the diamond and knows what I can do with the
elusive Spalding as I precipitate. it over the parabolical
pan.

"Mike is aware of the fact that, when in my cor
rect form, I can make the finest batters in the country
look like moss-covered back numbers. As soon as he
heard Silas harshly declining to have anything further
to do with me, Grady urged Mr. Brace to improve the
opportunity to secure me for Madawaska. They de
scended on me promptly, led me to one side and en
tered into an impact. with me. By the. terms of this
impact I shall spend the remainder of the season at
Lake Madawaska, where I shall live on the fat of
the land. I shall have one of the finest rooms in the
Madawaska House, with'a connecting bath, and I am
to be paid a magnificent and munificent salary regu
~l~ly-:~h Saturday night.

"you can't blame me, Richard. As far as Pineville
is concerned, I was frozen out. For you, the situation
looks squally and tempestuOl,lS. In the two scheming
skallywags, Horace Porter and son, you have enemies
who will undermine you. I fear me you will find
your sojourn at Pineville cut abruptly short. It's a
howling shame, mates. I trust, however and never
theless, that you ,,,ill not blame me. I had no premoni
tion of whatmight happen when I induced you to hie
yourselves hither."

"I think you're mistaken, cap'n," said Dick. "It's
my opinion we'll stay in Pineville in spite of the Por
ters. Of course, we can't blame you for anything un
der the circumstances. It was natural you> should ac
cept the offer of Benjamin Brace. We're going to play
Madawaska at the first opportunity, and we'lIdo our
best to defeat that team."

The door had been stan,ding slightly ajar since
\Viley's entrance. As Dick uttered these \'lords it was
pu~hed open, and a freckle-faced, homely, smiling
young fello,v sauntered in. . .

"I'm afraid your success to-day has given you great
expansion of the chest, Merriwell," said the stranger.
¥'Mydear fellow, you can't believe it probable that a
team of schoolboys is going to defeat Madawaska?"

Dick·· and his companions stared at the intruder in
surprise and irritation.

"'Who is 'e?" exclaimed Billy Bradley. "'E'as a
blooming lot of cheek!"

Hal Darrel rose quickly and stepped out before the
stranger. .. . ..

"\Vho invited you in here?" he asked, his dark eyes
flashing.

"Don't get excited, young fellow," chuckled the
other. "It's all right. I followed my friend Wiley.
Thought I'd like to meet you chaps, you know. My
name is Grady."

"Allow me," put in the sailor, hastily teetering for
ward. "Boys, this is my tJ-oble captain of the Mada-

waska team, Michael Grady. Cap'n Grady, shake
hands with Richard Merri\vell."

In a hoarse, stage whisper the marine marvel ad-
dressed Dick. .

"Give him the friendly flipper, mate," he urged._
"He's all right." . . 0

After a moment of hesitation Dick shook hands.
with Grady.

"I was not aware," he said, "that the Madawaska
captain was watching the game to-day. At least I was
not aware of it until Cap'n \Niley made the fact
known."

Grady looked Dick over.
"You're a clever pitcher for your age and your class,

lIerriwell," he said. "\Vouldn't wonder if you be
.came as good as your brother in time, but you have
lots to learn yet. You need experience."

Needless to say, these words irritated Dick's friends.
Some of them growled and muttered, but the boy gave
them a glance of warning that held them. in check. .

"Thanks," laughed Dick easily. "1 regard is as a
compliment, old man. If I ever become anywhere near
as good as my brother, I'li surely be well satisfied." 0

"Of course you will," nodded the Madawaska cap
tain. "Frank Merriwell was the greatest pitcher ever
developed at Yale. I believe that fact is generally
acknowledged. Yes, we heard over at Madawaska.
that you chaps were going to play down here to-day, ..
and I induced Mr. Brace to hitch up a rig and come
down. We didn't arrive in time to see the first of the
game, but we witnessed the finish. You pulled auto!
a bad hole. You won on a streak of luck, of course.
That hit by your fat fielder would have been handled
easily on our diamond or at Silver Springs."

"How about several of the hits made off Merriwell
early in the game?" demanded Earl Gardner warmly.
"Slabtown secured her runs 0 011 just such hits as
those."

"I don't know anything about that," confesse~
Grady. "All I know is that you were lucky. You
can't expect to win another game like that. You
were foolish boys to think you could come up here
with your team and cut .any ice in the Blue Hills." o.

"vVaugh !" exploded 0 Buckhart, .unable to keep still
longer. "You. seem to know all about it, stranger. 0 I
opine you'll change your mind some after we get ·at
Madawaska. You hear me gently warble 1"

Grady shook his head.
"I'm afraid you'll not get at Madawaska I" he

retorted.
"Not?"
"No."
"\Vhy not ?"
"Although you have two or three fairly good play

ers for youngsters, as a team you're not in our class
-you're not fast enough. We can't afford to give
you a game."

At this there was a general outburst of indignation
from all the boys. Dick silenced them and again faced
Grady, smiling a bit.
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"I think you'll have to give us a game," he observed
calmly.

"Have to?" cried the Madawaska captain. "\iVhy
should we have to?" .

"If you refuse, we'll think you're afraid."
"\VeIl, you may think anything you like. That will

.make no difference."
"vVon't it?"
"Not a bit."
"\Ve'll see about that, Mr. Grady. 'We're deter~

mined to meet you on the diamond. You can't get
out of it." .

"Not much!" -shouted the boys.

CHAPTER IV.

FORCING BRACE TO ACCEPT.

The crowd in front of the boarding-house had
grown still larger when Dick and his friends reap
.peared.
. "There',; Benjamin Brace, of Madawaska, mates,"
said Wiley, motioning toward a large, smooth-faced
man who was talking with Silas Springer.

"Then he's the man I want to see," muttered Dick,
as he promptly stepped toward the hotel proprietor.

"How do you do, Mr. Brace," he said.
.The Madawaska man gave Dick a curious glance.
"Oh, you're the boy who pitched against Slabtown,

are you?" he said. "Vyell, you did pretty well for a
youngster-pretty well." .

"Thank you," nodded Merriwell. "vVhether I did
well or not, we won the game."

"There was lots of luck in it," asserted Brace. "You
couldn't do· it again."

"Do you think so?"
"Haven't a doubt of it."
"Well, now, we think differently," smiled the un

disturbed boy. "\Ve have confidence enough in our
selves to believe that we can do it again with Slab
town, and, more than that, wethink we can turn the
same trick with Madawaska."

Brace shrugged his heavy shoulders and smiled dis
dainfUlly.

"You're a conceited youngster," he said. "You
need some of that conceit taken out of you."

"I presume your Madawaska team will do it, then.
\Vhen are you going to give us a game?" ..

Mike Grady butted in. .
"I've informed Merriwell that we do .not regard

his team in our class, Mr. Brace," he said.
"Certainly not!" rumbled the hotel man. "I can't

afford to disappoint my guests by giving them a ridicu~

lous exhibition of baseball. I've just informed Mr.
Springer that we will play Pineville a game in case he
secures a team we regard as strong enough to make it
interesting."

Dick's determination to force Madawaska into a
~ame was redoubled.

"Your excuse for refusing is decidedly flimsy, Mr.

Brace," he declared. "I presume you regard Silver
Springs as strong enough to give you a satisfactory
game." .

"Silver Springs is quite a different proposition."
"I fail to see how you make that out." . .
"Like our team at' Madawaska, the Silver Springs

nine is made up of fast young college :men. There
are no high-school boys to speak of on either team."

"None to speak of?' vVhat do you mean by that, sir?'
Evidently there are some high-school boys on the'
teams."

"Oh, we have one or two from Wellsburg, and they
have one vVelIsburg chap and another fellow from
Pittston over at Silver Springs. Having plenty of
first-class men, we can afford to fill in the gaps with
these youngsters. The older players steady the young
fellows. A team made up of youngsters lacks steadi
ness and nerve. I'm not denying that you have one or
two good players besides yourself."

"It seems to me, Mr. Brace, that your excuse for
refusing to give uS a game is rather flimsy:--f-m'fP
satisfied you have not stated your real reason for de
clining. Wait a minute, sir. Don't cut me off. I am
bound to tell you exactly what I think. I believe you're
afraid to give us a game."

"Afraid? afraid?" sneered the hotel man. "Ridicu
lous ! Preposterous !"

"That's what he is, pard," put in Buckhart.
t'you play regularly with Silver Springs," continued

Dick. •HSilver Springs was defeated by Slabtown, and
we ha ve defeated Slabtown. How you can make it out
tnat we're not strong enough to meet your team is
something I fail to understand. On the face of it, if
seems apparent that you're alarmed lest we should de
feat you. You think it would sOtll1d bad if the report
went forth that your fast team was beaten by a lot of
schoolboys." '

"Ridiculous! Preposterous!" repeated Brace.
Bijah Stump was listening, with ears· and mouth

wide open.
~'By Juniper, I guess they be afraid!" put in Stump.

UThat's what's the matter. I'll bate they don'tdast
to play."

"Better keep your money in your clothes, Bijah,"
advised Brace. "You were dead lucky not to lose
every cent to-day." .

"I'll bate our boys can beat your team!" cried
Stump.",..

Springer turned exasperatedly on his hired· man.
"If you don't shet up and keep still, you'll lose your

job, Bije!" he snapped. uYou're gittin' too uppish and
for'ard." ' .

"You wouldn't discharge me, Mr. Springer, would
ye?" asked Stump. .

. uI'll dischc;rge you if yoti don't keep in your place/,
retorted the 111nkeeper. . .
. uvVe ?ema~~ a game wit~. you, Mr: B~ace," per

SIsted DICk. I hope you WIll not perSist 111 your re
fusal."
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"You'd better see what you can do with Silver
Springs," said the Madawaska man.

"That takes time," returned Dick. "You're here,
and we challenge you in the presence of these wit
n~sses. 1£ you refuse to accept the challenge-"

"Well, what then?" . interrupted Brace angrily.
"Haven't we a right to refuse?"

"Certainly you have a right. to refuse, but you can't
blame anyone for thinking you're afraid to play us.
1£ you refuse, I shall publish a challenge in the Wells
burg Herald. I shall state the facts of the case, ex
plaining that we have challenged you in this manner,
and that you have declined to play."

The hotel man was highly exasperated.
"Evidently you intend to force this game onto us I;;

he rasped. "'What do you think about it, Grady?
'What had we better do?"

Thus appealed to, the captain of the team answered:
"It looks to me as if we'd have to take a fall out

_9U~es~~young swell-heads."
- . "It's a nuisance to bother with them!" growled
Brace.

Big Marl Boomer now stepped forward from the
listening crowd.

"I guess you better give 'em a game," he said. "You
ain't gut no good excuse for refusing. I kinder like
their spunk. I didn't think they could trim our boys.
but they done it. And now they oughter have a chance
to see what they can do 'with your wonderful players."

"No one asked you for advice," muttered the hotel'
proprietor.

"I ain't in the habit of being axed for advice," reo
torted Boomer. "You're here in Slabto'\vn now, 11r.
Brace. I kinder run things around here. Let me sug
gest to you that you'd better make an agreement with
these boys."

The man scowled and hesitated.
Big Marl stood there, with his hands on his hips

and eyes fixed on Brace. There was something threat
ening in his manner.

"All right," the Madawaska man finally said, "we'll
pla.y the boys tomorrow. VVe'll settle it in short
order."

He turned to Silas Springer.
"Of course, we know how the game will come out,

Springer," he said. "I advised you to get a strong
team, but you won't have any time to strengthen it
1;!efore to morrow. Of course, we'll beat the boys
disgracefully. That'll about. finish you in baseball this
se9.son. After that game.it won't be advisable. for you
to' go ahead with your baseball schemes. Vve'll have
nothing more to do with you."

~'It ain't right!" cried· the Pineville innkeeper pro
testingly. '~I've been forced into this thing ag'inst my
will. You don't want me to have a team. You're
afeared it'll hurt your business if I have a team that's
capable of winning a. good share of the games.
You're graspin' this as an excuse to refuse to play
with me arter to-morrer. I don't think it fair, Brace.,"

"You must acknowledge that we've fooled with you

enough. What did your ball-team amount to last
year ?'What does it amount to this year? . You don't
know anything about baseball, Springer. You'd bet-·
ter let it alone. Two teams are enough for the Blue
Hil1s, and Madawaska and Silver Springs will furnish
the teams. Go ahead and bring your bunch of kids
to"morrow and see us bury them."

With this remark, the Madawaska man motioned to
the driver of a small buckboard, and the driver ap
proached with his turnout.

Brace, Grady, \iViIey, and two or three others
climbed onto the buckboard.

"The game will be called at three o'clock to-mor-
row afternoon," he said. '

"vVe'll be there," promised Merriwell smilingly.

CHAPTER V.

MADGE 0' MAD. LAKE.

As the Madawaska buckboard rattled out of Slab
town a young girl, mounted on a spirited horse, came
into the little sawmill settlement.

She was not more than sixteen years of age, yet she
was unusually pretty, :with nut-brown hair and skin;
She wore a short skirt, with high, laced boots, and
on her head was a soft felt hat, the brim of which wa's
tipped up in front and fastened to the crown. In her
hand she carried a singular whip for a horsewoman, as
it had a short handle with a long rawhide lash. The.
lash was wound loosely about the handle.

"Hello!" exclaimed one of the Slabtowners, as he'
espied the.girl. "There's Madge 0' Mad Lake! She's
bringing her whip with her. Where's Billy Sprague?"

"Yes, where's Billy Sprague?" exclaimed several
others, and there was a titter of laughter.

On more than one occasion this girl had been an
noyed in Slabtown by the attentions of a man named
Sprague, who had persisted in following her about·
and forcing his company upon her, in spite of her pro
tests and obje'ctions. At last she had taken to carry-·
ing the singular whip, and one. day when Billy
Sprague, filled to the muzzle with bad whisky, had
tried to embrace her, she gave him a lashing in the
presence of a dozen witnesses, finally forcing him to
beg her pardon and promise to let her alone in the
future.

After this Sprague was guyed so much by the Slab'
towners that he finally disappeared from the place.

Big Marl Boomer stepped out to doff his hat before
the girl as she reined up her horse.

"Howdy, Madge," said the Slabtown boss respect
fully. "How's the old gent to ·day?"

"Father seems no better, thank you," was' the an
swer, in a musical voice. "Even the warm weather
doesn't seem to do him any good."

"Well, that's too bad," said Marl. "Ain't he gain'
to try that city doctor over to Silver Springs?"

"He hasn't any faith in doctors.. He says he'd be
:walking now if it hadn't been for them."
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. The girl's father was a paralytic who had not taken It was an automobile.
a step for a year. His home was a little cabin on the . "1 guess some of them rich guns that run around
eastern borde~ of Mad Lake, a body of water in the in highway locomoti-:es have ?"ut ~~ the reg'lar road
heart of the hills. to Madawaska or SlIver Sprmgs, observed one of
.·To some extent Old Mose Morgan was a man of - the crowd. . ..

111ystery. For years he had lived there with his wife "Git off the earth, everybody!" cried another.
and daughter, seeming to subsist off the small income "\Vhen them fellers toot their horn~ they expect com
made as hunter and guide. How he lived and main- mon people to take to holes and chmb trees." .
tained his family puzzled all who knew him. The "They'll run down anybody that dares stay m the
riddle became still more puzzling after Old Mose lost road," observed a small man.
the use of his limbs. For all that he had not earned "\iVe'll see about that!" rumbled Marl Boomer, as
a doDar in a year, the family seemed fairly well sup- he stalked out into the middle of the street and took
plied with money and were able to obtain the neces- his stand there.
sities of life. Not only that, but early in his illness There were four persons in the approaching car.
Morgan had employed two or three physicians, all of They were all young fellows, the drivera~d his seat
whom received pay for their services. The fact that mate seeming to be boys of seventeen or· eighteen.
none of these doctors had seemed to help him finally As the automobile came still nearer Brad Buckhart
turned the man against physicians in general. clutched Dick Merriwell by the shoulder.

"By Jim!" muttered Obediah Tubbs, as he admir- "I opine we know one or two of those gents, pard,"
inglysurveyed the girl. "She's a slappin' good-looker! he said, in a low tone. "\Vhat in the name of.tl1e Bar
Don't you think so, Chip?" . Z brand are they doing here?" ~

"Sh-sh-sh-sh-shet up I" hissed Jolliby. "She'll hear "Yes, we know them," nodded Dick. "I thought 1
ye !" recognized the machine. Chester Arlington is

"vVhat's going on in Slabtown to-day, Marl?" asked driving." "
the girl, as she wonderingly surveyed the crowd and "And that's Rand Blacklock beside him, dern his
the youthful strangers. "I saw a Madawaska buck- picter!" piped Obediah Tubbs.
board pulling out just now." "Cuc-cuc-cuc-can't we ever go anywhere that Ch-

"There's been a ball-game here, Madge," answered eh-Chester Arlington won't show up?'" spluttered
the boss of the town. "Our team has been playin' Chip Jolliby, in disgust.
ag'in~t these young fellers." "I've seen one .of those fellows on the back seat,"

.The girl looked the boys over. There ,vas an ex- declared Dick. "If I'm not mistaken, he is Bill Kane,
pression of interest on her face. of Bloomfield, a young thug. with whom I had.a brief

"I suppose you beat them, didn't you, :Marl?" she fistic encounter one evening. The other chap's a
questioned. . stranger to me."

"I've gut to confess that we didn't," was the an- Again the Gabriel horn sounded.
swer. "I s'pose we oughter be ashamed of it, but "They're tooting for you to git out of the way,
they done us ttp, I\.fadge." Marl," laughed one. of the crowd. _

"\Vhy, how could they?" exclaimed the surprised Big Marl settled his feet still wider apart and stood,
girl. "They're younger than· the players at Mada- with his hands on hips, scowlingly regarding the ma-
waska and Silver Springs." . chine, which was beginning to slO\V' down.

"They're younger," nodded Boomer, "but they're Arlington came to a full stop some ten feet from
a pu~ty l~?t bunch. They know how to play the game the boss of the sawmill settlement.
all nght. ."Hello !" ·he. said, ashe observed Merriwell and his
T?~ girl'? eyes ~nally rested· on Dick Merriwell. companions. "I guess we're all right, fellows•. This

NotlC111g thiS, the big man hastened to say. must be Slabtown."
"Tha~ felle~ there was the pitcher, and he done a "Yes, this is Slabtown," said Boomer. .~'\:Vhat are

purty sItck tnck to-day. He held our boys down in you running through here with that thing for? We
gn;at ~,hape, and he struck out Saul the Slugger don't want no automobiles here. You've skeered
tWlcet. Maddoe's hoss now"

"I don't know much about baseball," confessed the I d d h' . .
girl "but 1 th 1t Sl bt h d 'd . n ee , t e appearance of the machme had caused

, . aug 1 y~u a o:vners. a ~ 1 ea the horse ridden by the girl to snort and shy and
you could beat anyone atter defeatmg Silver S.pnngs." betray symptoms of f a A't t'll ,_

"\V d·d"·d ' " . . . . e r. s I came s I nea,er,
.e . ~, no dec! I\1~rl: \ye ,k111der reckoned we the ammal pranced and reared and sought to back

was ?"0111 to have a PIC11lC with. these youngsters. away. Instead of whipping her mount to subdue the
They ve .gut the laugh ?n us all rl~ht." animal, the girl held a steady rein and talked to the

(\t this. moment· a smgular mUSical sound, like a horse soothingly, seeking to quiet its alarm in that
chime. whistle, reached the ears of the crowd and manner. It was rio easy task, and now that the car
caused ~hem to tur~ and look d?wn. the street. There was stopped she was finding it difficult to rein the
were cnes of surprise, for com111g mto Slabtown was creature round squarely and drive it closer to the ma
a conveyance such as. had never before·been seen there. chine.
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V\lithout paying much attention to Big Marl,Ar
lington watched the girl, a light of admiration showing
in his eyes.

"By]ove, Blacklock!" he said, giving his seat-mate
a nudge. "She can ride, and she's a beauty!"

Rand Blacklock made no retort, but he, too, was
w~tching the girl, with a keen expression of interest.

One of the two chaps on the rear seat, a young fel
low with a sappy face and a weak, receding chin,
brought forth a cigarette case; opened it, selected a
cigarette, and prepared to smoke.

"I say, my deah fellahs," he drawled, "she's a
deucedly c1evah ridah. She knows how to handle a
hawse. Yawse !"

Seeming to bethink himself of his manners, he of
fered the cigarettes to the youth beside him.

"Take 'em a\vay!" growled Kane. "I never smoke
them things! They ain't fit to smoke! A cigar for
mine!"

Everyone seemed interested in watching Madge,
=W1io-was gradually forcing and coaxing her horse
nearer to the automobile.

"]ust give me a little room, will you please, Marl?"
she requested. . . .

"Sartinly, Madge-sartinIy," said the big man
quickly, as he stepped aside. "I guess them fellers
ain't a-goin' to run over nobody to-day."

Arlington leaned forward and threw off his switch,
stopping the engine.

"That's right, Chet," said Blacklock, in a gtlarded
tone. "You know they say this Slabtown is a hard
old place, and we were warned not to get into trouble
here. Let's be careful."

"Oh, I don't care a rap about anyone except that
girl," retorted Chet. "She strikes me as being just
about O. K., and I'm ready to do the polite and suave
to her. Evidently we're too late for the ball-game."

"I should say so," nodded Blacklock.
"It was the fault of those infernal roads 1" petulantly

complained Chet. "They're the worst I ever saw. Be
sides that, we got on the wrong road and lost more
than an hour." .

Then he turned to one of the gaping Slabtowners
and asked:

"Is the ball-game over?"
"Yep," was the answer. "She's been over a long

time.. Did you come up to see the game?"
"Yes. We heard there was to be a game, and we

. started fpr this place with the idea of witnessing it.
How did"it come out?"

"Them young fellers from Pineville beat."
"More of Merriwell's luckY' muttered Chester. "I

guess it's just as well \ve didn't get here in time to
witness the game."

Arlington had been drinking. His face was flushed,
and his tongue was rather thick. Once more he
turned his attention to the girl 011 horseback, who
was gradually getting her horse closer to the auto.

"You're all to the merry, my dear," he smiled.
"Even a horse can't resist you."

"Nor a jackass, either," observed Brad Buckhart dis-
tinctly. .

"There's that wild and woolly cow-puncher, Ches
ter," muttered Blacklock. .

"1 heard him chip in," said the driver of the car.
"He isn't worth noticing, Rand." .

Arlington spoke to the horse.
"Come on, old fellow," he said. "Come right up

here, my·boy. It's all right."
The creature shied a little as he held out his hand.
In a few minutes the girl had succeeded in bringing

the animal close to the car. .
"vVell done, my beauty!" applauded Arlington,

clapping his hands. "You certainly know how to
handle a horse."

Then he turneli to his companions.
"Come on, fellows," he said, "we might as well step

out and stretch our legs."
Springing from the car, he posed before the girl,

to whom he again spoke, removing his hat and making
a graceful bow. .

"I salute you, Queen of the Blue Hills! If anyone
had told me there was such a peach in Slabtown, 1'd
given him the laugh." .

Madge's face flushed, and she quickly turned away,
springing down and taking the horse by the bit.

"You see these things can't hurt you, Priqce," she
said, patting the creature's neck and softly stroking its
muzzle. "There are lots of things more dangerous
than automobiles."

Some of the spectators laughed, and one man ob
served:

"The ingineer don't seem to make no great hit with
Madge. Evident he thinks himself a masher. Madge
don't take no stock in mashers."

Chester was irritated by the girl's manner and the
laughter of the witnesses. Had he been perfectly
sober, it is possible he would not have followed the
matter ttp. Now, however, he resolved to show them
what a devil-may-care, independent chap he was.

In a moment he was at the girl's side.
"My name is Arlington," he said. "I'm glad to

know you, Madge. How are you?"
He held out his hand.
Her eyes flashed him a look that should have been

a warning.
"I don't think I've ever been introduced to. you, sir,"

she said, again turning away. .
"Oh, say, hold on!" cried Chet. "It's a1l right! We

don't need to be introduced. I'll introduce myself."
As she continued to pay no further attention to him,

he reached out and took hold of her arm. '
Instantly the girl turned with a backward swing of

her hand, striking him' across the cheek.
"Insolent!" she exclaimed.
Chet staggered the least bit, and heard a roar of

laughter burst from the Slabtowners ashe recovered
his balance. His flushed face turned gray, and his lips.
tightened.

."You're 9.uick with those dainty. hands, my peach,"
'---...'. .. . .. . ..-'--
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he said hotly. "I never allow a pretty girl to slap
my face without kissing her in return."

Ere she was' aware of his intention he had seized
her in his arms and was trying to kiss her.
. She released the horse and struggled with all her
strength.

\Vith a roar of rage Big Marl Boomer leaped
forward.

There was one quicker than Boomer, however, for
Dick .Merriwell seized Arlington by the neck and lit
erally tore the girl from his clutches. \tV-ith a surge
Dick sent Chester spinning over his hip to fall
sprawling on the grot11ld some feet away.

CHAPTER VI.

A FORCED APOLOGY.

"I beg your pardon, miss," said Dick, speaking to
the girl. "I hope you're not harmed. I had to be a
trifle rough in breaking that coritemptible fellow's
hold on you."

"Oh, I'm all right, thank you," she said quickly.'
In the meantime, Big :Marl had reached Chester

Arlington, seized him by the collar and jerked him to
his feet.

'jDod rot ye!" roared the bully. 'jTry to kiss
Madge, will ye? 'Why, I'll thump the everlastin' life
out of yel"

Instantly the girl turned toward the boss of Slah
town, crying in a clear, commanding tone:

. "Don't strike him, Marl!"
The huge man paused, with his huge hammerlike

fist uplifted.
j'Why, dem his hide, he insulted ye, Madge! He

otlghter be pounded stiff! Jest let me thump him a
little !"

"No," she persisted, "you must not strike him. He
has been drinking. I smelled it on his breath. Some
times when you've been drinking you do things you
would not do at other times."

The giant Slabtowner seemed disappointed.
"He's one of them consamed city chaps that think

they can insult any country girl," muttered Marl. "I'd
jest like to pound him some on principle."

But the girl insisted that Arlington should not be
punished by the bruiser.

"All right," nodded Boomer, "I ,von't thump him
On one condition. He's gut to git down on his marrer
bones in the dirt and axe your pardon. That's the
only thing that will induce me to let him off. Other,...
wise, I'll knock his head off his shoulders! Othenvise,
I'll smash his face so his own mammy won't know him
the next time she sees him!"

"You'd better not hit me I" cried Chester. "You'd
better'be careful! You don't know who I aml My
name is Arlington, I'm the son of D. Roscoe Ar~

lington."
"I don't care a hang if your name is Roosevelt and

you're the son of Teddy himself I" returned theg·iant.

"Unless you git down on your prayer hooks and tell
that gal you're ashamed of yourself and axe her par
don, I'll fix you for the doctor's hands!"

"Are you going to let this ruffian carry out his mur
derous threat?'" cried Chester, who was somewhat
sobered by the CO'llrSe of events. "Come, Black
lock 1 Come, Kane 1 Aren't you going to do any
thing, either of you?"

"Your friends had better not mix up with Marl,"
declared Saul the Slugger, as he stepped out from the
crowd. "If they try it, they'll have the whole of
Slabtown on their backs."

"That's right I that's right I" shouted a number of
the crowd.

"You see how it is, Chester," said Bladdock. "Vve
can't do anything."

"We'd be thunderin' fools to butt up ag'inst the
whole town!" muttered Bill Kane.

"My deah fellah," drawled the fourth one of the
automobile party, his face pale and his appearance
frightened, "it's evident you'll have to a\vsk the yaung
lady's pawdon. If you don't awsk it, we'll all be hurt,
don't you know."

"You're a lot of chumps I" raged Chester.
Big Marl clutched Arlington by the shoulde~, lifted

him bodily from the ground and shook him until his
teeth rattled together.

"Come, you city-bred pup!" he shouted. "Are you
going to sing humble to Madge? Are you goin' to
axe her pardon? Better be about it !"

"I suppose I'll have to," half Whimpered and half
snarled Chester. "Yes, I'll ask her pardon. I hope
you'll pardon me, Madge Whatever-your-name-is. I
presume I was a. little too hasty. Does that satisfy
you?" .

"It don't satisfy me," said Boomer. "Git down
on your hooks! Go on, now 1"

The bruiser seemed anxious to give Chester another
shaking, and in fear of this Arlington dropped on his
knees in the dust of the street.

"Somebody will pay for this!" he muttered, his
heart almost bursting with shame and rage.
. Strange as it may seem, the most of his 'anger was

directed toward Dick Merriwell, who stood there
calmly watching the course of events. The fact that 
Merrhvell was witnessing his humiliation made that
humiliation a thousand times more bitter to Arlington.
Besides that, Dick's hand had seized him, prevented
him from kissing the girl and had flung him sprawling' -
in the dirt. He also saw Dick's friends in tne crowd
regarding him with mingled amusement and con
tempt. Brad Buckhart was laughing outright.

"Furies take you, Merriwelll" panted Chet. "I'll
get even with you!"

"It seems to me I've heard you make similar
threats on past occasions!" retorted Dick. .

"That kind of gab will be about enough," said
Boomer. "Let's hear you sing polite and humble to
Madge once more."

Again Arlington asked the girl's pardon.
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"Let him go, Marl," said Madge.
"All right," nodded the boss of Slabtown, "I'll let

him go, and he'd better git out of this place in a
hurry."

As Chester rose to his feet .he bethought himself of
the fact that in his hip-pocket rested a loaded revolver.
Up to this point he had not remembered he was carry
ing the weapon. It was his sudden conviction that,
with this weapon in his hand, he could bluff the entire
crowd. Not only that, but he believed he cou.ld force
Merriwell to ask pardon for handling him in such an
unceremonious manner.

Out came the pistol, a nickel-plated, thirty-two cali
ber affair.

"Now," shouted Chester, "let anyone who dares
try to put a hand on me 1 I'll shot the man who makes
a mov~ to touch me I"

Sudden silence fell on the crowd. . Every eye was
fastened on the boy with the revolver. Chester felt
a thrill of exultation, for he was convinced that the

'~'''srght of"'""L!lat weapon had awed the crmvd. He turned
the muzzle of the revolver 6n Merri\vell.

"You jumped. on me' from~ behind, curse you!"
panted Chet. "You la~lghed when that big brute
forced me to get down on my knees 1 .You'll laugh
from the other corner of your mouth now! Get down
yourself 1 Kneel-kneel, I tell you! If you don't, I'm
going to bore you 1 Get down and ask my pardon 1
It's my turn now."

Through everything that had happened Madge 0'
Mad Lake had held fast to her long-lashed whip. She
was some ten feet from Arlington, and he had no·
warning of her intention' as she deftly qpcoiled the lash
from around the handle of the whip.

Witho~lt making a move to obey Chester's com
mand, Merri\vell stood looking him straight in the
eyes.

"You think I'm fooling I'; yelled Arlington furiously.
"I'll show you I'm not! I'm going to count three. If
you don't kneel before the word three, I'll fire !"

A moment later he began.
"One I"
Dick did not move.
"Two!"
Still young Merriwell looked his enemy straight in

the eye.
"THREEI"
CRACK!

'.eli:: was not the report of the revolver. On the con
trary, it was the lash of Madge's whip that shot out
with that cracking sound, twisting about the shining
barrel of the pistol, which was instantly torn from Ar
lington's fingers.

Chet had been disarmed in a breath.
Still holding the pistol in its twisted coil, the whip

lash swung back to the girl's outstretched hand, and
she seized the weapon.

Big Marl Boomer took one stride toward Arlington.
"Stop, Marl!" cried the girl commandingly. "Stop,

everybody.1"
/

She seemed to be holding the pistol ready for use.
"That boy is crazy," she declared. "He hasn't

ham1ed anyone."
"But he. threatened to shoot that young feller 1"·

rumbled Boomer.
"It was all hot air," said Dick coolly. "Even when

he's been drinking, Chester Arlington knows enough
not to put his neck in a noose. Do you play poker.
Boomer? You do? \Vell, then, you know what a
bluff is. He made his bluff, and he was called. When
a bluff is called the one who makes it loses. He
didn't threaten you in particular. I was the one he.
chose. I'm the one to resent it. Isn't that right?"

"I s'pose it is," confessed the big man. "What be
you gain' to do ?" .

"Nothing to him," answered Dick. ;tHe isn't w.orth
it. As far as I'm concerned, he's at liberty to go on
his way."

"\Vell, if you feel that way, I s'pose I'll have to haul
in my horns. Let him go, but, by thtlnder, he'd better
go in a hurry 1 Him and his friends had better git out
of this town as fast as their old locomotive will c~rry
them!" .

"vVe're ready to get out," muttered Chester. "\Ve
have no desire to stay in such an 1.111civilized, ruffianly
place as this." .

"Mebbe YQu'd better hold your tongue while you're
going," suggested the giant. "If you git obstroperlQus
and sassy, neither Madge nor Dick Merriwell can keep
some of the boys from climbin' right up onto your
collar."

"Keep still, Chester," advised Blacklock. "You've
made a bad mess here."

"I ruther guess you'll acknowledge I was right in'
what I told you about Slabtown," put in Bill Kane.

"It's a perfectly horrid place, by Jove I" fluttered
the fourth member of the party, whose name was
Percy Montclair. "Do let's leave it as quickly as we
can. I nevah want to see the place again-nevah 1"

"-Pile into your stink-wagon and get a move on," or
dered Boomer.

Arlington's friends lost little time in getting into
the car. The engine was one that started from. the
seat, and therefore Chester was not compelled to crank
it in the usual manner. With an attempt at delibera
tion and dignity, he took his position at the wheel,
started the lpotor and pressed the law-gear pedal.

As the car began to move, the crowd gave vent to
mocking and derisive shouts and commands.

Chester turned to give Dick Merriwell one last look
of hatred.

"I'll see you later I" he snarled.

CHAPTER VII.

IN A HOLE.

Chester Arlington was almost frothing with f~ry as
he drove the car out of Slabtown.

"I'd like to make those infernal pirates smart for
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this day's business I" he rasped.· "If my father had as
much money and influence as he possessed two years
ago, I'd fix them! I'd induce him to buy up the whole
town. If I stay in these old hills this summer, I'm
going to lay for that big brute they call Marl I"

"Be careful, Arlington," warned Blacklock. "You're
so mad you can't see the stones in the road. You're
giving us a shaking up." .i

"Why didn't you fellows do something?" demanded
Chet furiously. "A nice lot of friends you are 1"

"By Jove!" exclaimed Montclair. "\Ve couldn't
do anything, don't you know! It's perfectly pwe
posterous to think we could help you in the face of
that howling mob, deah boy!"

."Oh, you're a cringing coward, Perce!" sneered
Chet. "You haven't the nerve of a sick kitten. I
didn't expect anything from you, but I did expect
Blacklock and Kane would show their colors. I did
think they had a little manhood left in them."

"You made a fool of yourself, Arlington," declared
Blacklock coolly. "YOtt hit the bottle too often on
your way to Slabtown. All you did was to curse
roads and drink."

Rand was the only person who could speak in this
free manner to Arlington. Somehow Chester would
stand it from him.

"I warned you," put in Bill Kane. "I knO\ved what
sort of a town it was. ThemSlabtowners has a repu'
tatiori as fighters. Once the whole bunch of 'em come
down to \Vellsburg and raised merry blazes there.
They cleaned out two saloons and put Priley's Hotel
on t\te bum. They didn't nobody dast try to arrest 'em,
either. Before we gut to Slabtown I cautioned the
whole of you fellers to be mighty careful."

"I think you're a big bluff, Kane!" sneered Chet.
"Ordinarily you blo,v that you're not afraid of any
one, but I notice that you take care of yourself when
there's any real danger."

"I'm not a thunderin' fool I" muttered Kane.
t"Are you inferring that I'm a fool?" snarled Ches

ter. "You'd better not!"
"Oh, cut it out! cut it out I" advised Blacklock.

"When you stop to think it over, you'll realize that
it was impossible for us to do anything for you. Not
only did we have the whole town against us, but
there was Merriwell's crowd, too. I had an idea that
you'd get into trouble with him."

"1'11 fix him 1 I'll fix him I" cried Chet. "That's
what I'm here for I That's what brought me into the
confounded hills 1 Is this the right road to Madawas
ka, Kane? You say you know the roads."

"This is the right road," answered Bill Kane.
"Tum to the left just ahead. The other road goes
to Pineville."

"Think we can get through to Lake Madawaska to
night?" questioned Blacklock, looking at his watch.

"Get through? Of course we can. vVe've got to
get there. 'Where else can we stay?"

"We might go to Pineville."
"Not on your life! \Ve'd simply run into Merri-

well's crowd up there. Next time I see him I'm go
ing to have plenty of backers behind me."

"That's right, deah boy," put in Montclair. "I
don't blame you a bit. It was a blooming insolent
thing for him to put his nawsty hands on you the
way he did."

"He grabbed me from behind," said Chester. "He
didn't come at my face."

"You're always silly over girls when you have a
few drinks in," declared Blacklock. "I knew you
were going too far when you made so much talk to
that girl, but I didn't fancy you'd try to kiss her be
fore the whole crowd. You might have known she'd
resent it."

"\Vhy should she resent it?" was Chester's indignant
question. "She's nothing but a common girl. She
should have felt honored because I wanted to kiss
her."

"I don't think she's common if she is a country girl,"
said Rand. "If I'm not mistaken in my judgment,
she's decidedly uncommon~ She certainly c6'i:iittc~
rhand those Slabtowners to do anything she wished,
and they. were ready enough to obey her orders. Even
Marl, the big bully, obeyed her."

"Gracious sakes!" piped Montclair. "Did you ever
see anyone handle a whip so blooming slick?' By
Jove! she just snawtched that pistol right out of your
hands, don't you know I"

"And she kept it I" suddenly grated Chet, remem
bering the fact.

"vVhat are you going to do?" asked Blacklock, as
Arlington suddenly shi.lt off power and applied the
brake. .

"Why, my gttn is back there in Slabtown! Do you
think I'm going off and leave it?" .

"Have you got any fool idea of going back there
for it ?,"

"Of course I have."
"Then you'll go without me." ,
"That's right," put in Kane. "He'll go without

me, too." .
"Don't be so foolish, my deah fellow," expostulated

Montclair. "Let the pistOL go. \Vhat do you care
about it?"

"Oh, all right, all right t" muttered Chet.. "If vou're
all going to show the white feather and quit nie, I'll
let it go."

He speeded up his engine and threw in the high-
gear clutch. ---

For the next half-mile or so he shook them' up
fiercely over the rough road. .

"Pull her down," requested Blacklock. "It's
foolish running her at this speed."

Chester obeyed, gradually lessening the speed of
the car.

"How far is it to the good road through to Mada
waska, Kane?" he asked. -

"\Vell, I can't answer that question," confessed
Kane. "This is the old road through to Madawaska.
You see we went out of our way in coming through
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toSlabtown. .The best road to Madawaska and Silver
Springs doesn't touch that place, and I can't say just
where this road comes into the other."

It was truly a very bad road, and gradually it grew
worse ~nd worse as they proceeded. At times they
were forced to creep ·along on the low gear, crawling
up the . hills and letting themselves cautiously down
into the heavily wooded valleys. There were several
places where the steep and rough declivities caused
them to hold their breath. Percy Montclair declared
his hair was standing most of the time.

"Are you sure·this trail will take us into the good
road, Kane?" Arlington finally asked.

"It ought to," answered Biil.
"'Wen, we'll have to strike the good road pretty

soon," said Blacklock. "It's beginning to get dark in
these woods. It's sunset now."
. At intervals Chester tried to push the car, but the
result was unsatisfactory, for he ran into such rough

,places that the automobile was bounced and shaken,
~Tfd onCe or twice its occupants were nearly thrown
out.

"It beats blazes we don't come to that road I"
mumbled Chet. "vVe'll have to light up pretty soon."

"Better light up now," advised Rand. "You didn't
see that last rough spot until we struck it."

.Arlington stopped the car, turned on the water in
his generator and tried to light the acetylene jets.
After a time a tiny, feeble flame burned in the two
lamps.

"Better give us the oiIlamps, too," urged Black-
lock. .

"They won't do much good," declared Chester. "I
don't think I've got much, if any, oil in them."

Nevertheless he lighted them; and .they burned
dimly..···..·.

As darkness came on the party contirlued to creep
over the hilly trail, which the lights revealed ahead of
them in a 1110st unsatisfactory manner. Chester cursed
the acetylene lamps, and finally his anger burst into
a torrent of fierce language, for those lights went out
entirely.

"\i\That's the matter?" questioned Blacklock, as Ar
lington brought the car to a halt.

"Oh, I suppose there's no water in the generator,"
answered .C1ester.· ..''1'11 examine and see. If we
haven't any w~ter, we'll have to find some along here
'§9lUewhere. \life can't do anything but crawl overthis
blazing road without the aid of the gaslights." .

Having unscrewed the top of the generator, he lifted
it and shook it.

"That's queer," he muttered. "There's water
enough in it."

Further inspection revealed the fact that the carbide
had been entirely used up.
. "I have a can under that back seat," he said, getting

Kane and Montclair out. '
A thoro.ugh search failed to reveal the can of carbide

for which he was looking. Finally he stopped, turned
to his companions and-observed: .

"This is a fine scrape! .. I· haven't a bit of carbide
with me."

"And that means that we'll have no gaslights?"
questioned Blacklock.

"That's just what it means. We'll have to getalong
with oil lamps, and they're rotten poor."

Montclair shivered.
"Jingos I" he half whimpered. "I certainly hope we

haven't got to stay in these blooming old woods to
night, deah boys. It's perfectly awful to contemplate
such a thing, don't you know!"

Half a mile farther on they came to a place where
the roads forked. Chester stopped the car and turned
to Kane.

"\:Vhich way, Bill?" he questioned. "Shall we go·
to the right or the left?"

"To the left," answered Kane, after a moment's
consideration. "I guess that'll take tlS into the Mada- .
waska road pretty soon:"

"You guess? you guess?" cried Chet. "You don't
seem to know anything about it! All right, we'll
take the road to the right. As long as you don't know
anything about it, the chances are ten to one that the
right-hand road is the proper one to take."

The right-hand road wound through deep woods
where darkness lay dense on either hand. It gradually
led them into a rather wet and marshy section of the
hills. At intervals they struck mud-holes, through
several of which they pulled ·with no little difficulty.

"I guess it's the wrong road, Arlington," said Kane.
"Still guessing!" sneered Arlington. "\Vell, keep.

on guessing! This road leads somewhere."
Barely had he uttered these words when they struck

another bad mud-hole and plm\'ed intp.it. In the very
center of this muddy spot the wheels settled until
they were down to the hubs.

The car came to a stop.
"I'm afraid we're stuck," said Blacklock.
"Stllck?" snarled Chet. "Of course we're stuck1

I've got to work her out of here somehow."
Arlington speeded his engine and applied the low

gear, but the wheels simply spun rot111d ·in the mud
without stirring the automobile an inch.

Having tried several times, Chester throttled down
the engine, stood up in the car and gave vent to some
very warm remarks.

"\Ve're in here for fair I" he said. "vVouldn't that
jar you some!"

"Is there no way of getting out?" questioned Black
lock.

"Haven't you seen me try?" rasped Chet. "How
are we going to get out when the wheels won't hold?"

"Why, I thought you had a thirty-five hoss-power
machine," said Kane. "Can't a thirty-five hoss-power
machine pullout of .a hole like· this? It seems to
me that four hosses ought to yank it out all right."

"Four?" sneered Chester. "Two ·would pull it out.
\Vhat is thirty-five horse-power good for if you can't
apply it? If those wheels turn round without getting.
any traction, how am I to move the car?"
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"It's awful~perfectlyawful!" groaned Percy 1\1ont
clair. "\Vhat can we do, feIIahs?"

"If we can't find some horses to pun us out, we'II
have to stay here to-night," answe~ed Arlington.

CHAPTER VIII.

THE CABIN IN THE HILLS.

"Hawses-find some hawses?" gasped the foppish
youth. "\-Vhy, great Scawt, Chestah, where are we
going to find any hawses in these blawsted old
woods?" ,

"Well, that's what I'd like to know I" rasped BiII
Kane.. "Here we are, forty miles from nowhere, stuck
in a mud-hole at night. This automobubblin' ain't
what it's cracked up to be."

"We'll have to do something, fellows," said Rand
Blacklock quietly. "It won't do any good to sit here
and growl about our luck."

"'What are you going to do ?" snarled Chester.
"You're so almighty cool and coIIected and undis
turbed, just propose what you're going to do!"

"If we can't move the machine, we'll have to leave
'it here and push on afoot until we can find assistance
'of some sort." ,

"\-VeU, thaes fine! that's fine I" snarled Bill Kane.
<I'Ve come up here to ride round the country in an au·
tomobileand show ourselves off, but we git stuck in a
mud-hole and have to plug out afoot at night in search
of somebody to help us. I've always envied them
chaps what go skiootin' round the country in bubbles,

'but hereafter I ,von't be so sorter all fired envious.
How many hosses do you s'pose it'II take to pull us
out?"

"Can't tell," answered Chester. "Two would do it
certainly. Perhaps one."
, "Perhaps one?" sneered Kane. "Perhaps one
runty, measly, raw-boned hoss would pun us out of
this hole, whe:Q. here we set with a thirty-five-hoss
power machine and can't git out? "Vhat in blazes
are your thirty-five-hoss-power machines worth if
they can't do as much as one spavined old hoss!" •
, "Don't pay any attention to Kane, Arlington," ad
vised Blacklock. "We understand that, no matter if
you had a hundred horse-power, you couldn't pull
out of these holes unless you could make the rear
wheels bite. Why didn't you put on chains?"

"Put on chains?" sneered Chet. "Put on chains to
run over hard, rocky, stubbly, hummocky old roads
like these in these hills? Who'd ever supposed we'd
dropped into a hole like this! This must hav~ been
a perfectsquagmire early in the spring. 1'd like to
know who was fool enough to build a road in here,
anyhow."

, "\Vhy didn't you take fother road?" put in Kane.
"I knowed this was the v.·rong one."

i'Ol1, you knowed it, yon knowed it I" mocked Chet.

"Yes, you knowed a lot, you did! .You thought the
old trail would bring us into the good road to Mada
waska, but here we are stuck fast 1:'

"It's simply awful, don't you know!" groaned
Montclair. "I reaUy believe 1'U have to smoke a cig:.·
arette to steady my nerves, deah boys."

He fumbled until he produced a cigarette and thru~t

it into his mouth. "'lith a sigh that was half a groan,
he struck a match, protecting it in the hollow of his
hands. The reflected light of the match revealed his
weak features distinctly, his face seeming to stand out
in the darkness like gleaming metal reflecting the glow
of a hearthstone blaze.

"Smoke? smoke?" snarled Chester. ""Vhat I want
is a drink 1 We've got to get out ! Why are you dubs
sitting there? Why don't you pile out?"

Arlington produced a flask" unscrewed the~ap, and.
placed the nozle to his 'lips. Barely a sman swallow
trickled down his throat. He raged because the liquor
was gone.

In the meantime, Blacklock had been cautiously
feeling down into the darkness with his feet, having
no desire to step from the niachine and plunge into
the quagmire.

"It's pretty soft," he said. "\-Vhere's your wrench,
Arlington? Let's take off one of those oil lamps so we
can see what we're doing."

\Viththe aid oia wrench, one of,the oil lights was
removed. \\lith this in his hand, Blacklock stepped
out of the machine, turning to holdthe light so that the
others cotild follow. .

Ina few mome~ts the quartet were standing on
comparatively solid ground not more than four feet
ahead of the forward wheels of the automobile. Black·
lock had the light of the lamp turned on the car, and
they regarded her with mournful dismay and muttered
anger.

"\-Vhata blooming scrape I" sighed Montclair, his
cigarette gleaming fitfully as he puffed ail it. "Why

,didn't you keep the old thing moving longah, Chestah?
If you'd kept her going a few feet farthah, \ve'dbeen
all right, deah boy."

"Oh, yes! oh, yes J" cried Arlington. "Why didn't
you jump out and' push ? You're such a wise one, you
should have known what was going to happen! "Vhy
didn't I keep her going? You jackass, I kept her
going as long as I could t:'

"There, there! Don't snarl so dreadfully, Ches
tah!" entreated Percy. "What can't be helped must be
endured, dear fellah. Yau don't suppose there are
any beahs in these howling old woods, do your
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"I shouldn't wonder a bit,". answered Arlington which they had fallen was the only spot anywhere
maliciously. "There are liable to be bears and tigers along that strip that would have caused such a mis
and panthers galore through here." fortune. Shortly after leaving the car the road became

.'- "Why; really you cawn't mean it!" gasped Mont- hard and quite as good as ,if ha,d been before they
clair. "It's a perfectly h~rrid thing to think about!" struck the muddy lowlands~:,'·

"1 thought 1 heard a panther howling just before After tramping aboutthr~e 'miles they came to Qthe
we struck that mud-hole," said Arlington. "The crea- shore of a lake that was set in a hollow of the hills.
ture was a long distance away, and the machine kept The road ran along the shore for a short distance, and
us from hearing it distinctly. If we start to foot it soon they perceived the gleam of a light ahead of
through here in the dark, we're liable to run across them.
that beast." Montclair started to set up a shout.

"By Jove! I wish I'd nevah come here !" gurgled "Shut up, you fool!" ordered Arlington. "\Vhy are
the frightened fop. "Hasn't anyone a pistol? \\Thy you making a racket? Why do you yap like that ?"

.}:iidn't we go back after your revolvCl:h, Chestah!" "'Why, great Scawt I don't you see the light shining
The alarm and agitation of Montclair brought about from that window, my deah fellah? There's a house

,a change in Arlington's' feelings. He took malicious yondah! Some one lives there!"
~~ht lnfrightening Percy, and for the time being "It looks like a light shining from a window.
he partly forgot his anger over the misfortune that Probably it is. Probably some one lives there. All
had befallen the automobile. the same, we don't know what sort of people live in

"vVe'Il be fortun~te if any of us get through this that house. There are some mighty tough customers
night alive," he said. "Let's start out, fellows." in these hills."

"\Von't there, be less dangan. if we remain right. "That's right," agreed Kane, catching Arlington's
heah and keep togethah ?"questio;ed Percy. spirit and inclinati0n to torment Montclair. "Didn't,

"The:ce might be less danger," answered Chester, you ever hear about the Hoyts who lived up here in.
"but I'm not going to sit here all night. If you want these hills, PiGrcy?"
to do so, Montclair, just climb into the machine and "Nevah," confessed the fop. "\Vho were they?"
make yourself comfortable. \Ve'll jog along and leave "Well, they was said to be a murderous family.
you." . . There was the father, mother, three sons, and a daugh-

"Nevah! nevah!" shouted Percy. "You must think ter. They pretended that they made their living by
I'm a blooming awse! You must think I'm a howling hunting and by guiding, but there ,vas yarns floatin'
lunatic! By Jove, I'll stick by you wherever you go! about hunters who'd come into these hills and stopped
Yawse!" . at the old Hoyt hut and never'd been seen artenvards.

"Hadn't we better take both of the lamps?" asked The truth of them yarns was con:(irmed later on. Arter
Blacklock. a certain rich man disappeared detectives came up into

"Of course we had!" cried the agitated fop. "\Ve the hills, and one night the Hoyts-the whole caboodle
need all the light we can have I" , of urn-disappeared, too. They hiked out and left

their old hut jest as she was. 'Never took a scrap of
, _"No, we won't take both lamps," said Chester de- furniture nor nuthin'. Jest took the clothes they had

cisively. on. It was a week before the detectives found the
"Good gracious, why na\,iVt?" Hoyts was gone. Then they investigated. Under the
t'\Vhy, you chump, do you think I'm going to take old hut there was a sort of cellar, which could be

the chance that some one will come along this road gut into through a trap-door in the floor. They
and drive into that machine? .If that lamp is left took up the bottom of the cellar and found two skele·
burning, they'll see it, and it· may prevent inJ'urv to tons burl'ed tl tho h tl d'd 't fi d th ..,.I lere, ug ley 1 nne mlssm
the car." . rich man they were arter."

"Who the devil would evah be driving along this • "F,'erfectly awful! Perfectly horrible!" whispered
road such a beastly night as .this?" muttered Percy. Montclair, hi,s teeth chattt:ring. "What became of this

. "Come on," said Chester, setting out in advance, murdering family, deah boy?"
with the lamp swinging in his hand. "No one knows," answered Kane. "I guess they

With no small amount of. regret,they noted the gut over the line into Canady somehow and managed
fact as they pursued the road that the quagmire into to fool all the officers that tried to foller 'em." .
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'''Well, I'm blooming glad they're gawne. Yawse!"
"Keep still!" warned Chet. "\Ve're getting close to

that house. Let's slip up quietly and make an inves
tigation before we let the people know we're around."

As cautiously as possible the quartet crept up to the
house. There was a flimsy curtain over the portion
of the window from which the light was shining.

Gazing in through the uncurtained part of the win
dow, Chester discovered an old woman, who was sit
ting on a home-made rocking-chair industriously knit
ting. Although the room was somewhat sparsely fur
nished, it was clean and neat, with an atmosphere of
order and taste.

Strangest of all things to be seen in that room was
an old melodeon that stood against the wall. On the
top of the melodeon lay a guitar. Next to excite the
wonderment of Arlington ,yas a long row of b09k
shelves holding at least a hundred and fifty volumes.
On a table at the old woman's elbow lay a few news
papers and magazines.

"Some one of a musical turn here," thought Chet.
"Somebody that reads, too. I don't believe it can be
that old woman. Still, there doesn't seem to be any
one else around the place."

He turned from the window and touchid Blacklock
on the arm.

"Go round to the door, Rand," he whispered, "and
knock. I'll remain here until the door is opened."

. A· few moments later Blacklock knocked sharply
on the door.

Chester saw the old woman drop her knitting and
spring up, with an expression d great alarm. It
was evident that she was both astonished and fright
ened by the sQund of the knock.

Without offering to answer the summons, she hastily
sprang to another door, which seemed to open into
an adjoining room. This door was tightly closed, and
the woman beat upon it with her knuckles. .

Again Blacklock knocked. As no one answered
the summons, he tried the door, but found it fastened.

Chester had not taken his eyes off the aged ''loman.
Besaw her waiting beside the door on which she had
rapped. After a little, that door was opened. Appar
ently it had been fastened by some one beyond it. As
it swung open the woman stepped aside, and forth into
the room came a man, who was seated in a wheel- •
chair, which he propelled by turning the wheels with
his hands. He had a long gray beard and seemed to
be sixty years of age, at least. He "ras a man of
powerful build, although his face was pale as if from
too much confinement indoors.

The woman agItatedly motioned tmvard the front
door, saying something in a low tone to the man in the
chair. Then she closed the other door, and the man
handed her a key with which she locked it. This key.
was returned to th~ man, who slipped it into his pocket.
Following this the woman hastened to the corner and
returned ·with a shotgun, which she placed in the man's
hands. She turned his chair until he sat fairly facing
the front door, the shotgun held with the muzzle point- .
ing toward that door.

"Who's there ?" he loudly cried.
"Hello!" answered Rand. "Have I stirred you up

at last? I thought you all asleep or dead."
"\Vho are you?" demanded the man.
"\Ve're strangers who have lost our way. \Ve need

assistance, and we'll pay for it" .
The man and woman held a consultatioi1. Finallv

the man· nodded, after which the woman crossed the·
room and removed a strong iron bar which fastened
the front door. .

Seeing this, Chester hastened round the corner with
his lamp and joined hi~ friends.

"lest step in slow and careful so I can see ye,"
said the man with the gun.

Arlington was the first to enter.
"\Vhy, great Scott," he laughed, as he surveyed the

man, "I hope you're not going to shoot us! \Ve're
harmless." . .

"Perfectly harmless, my deah man," protested Mont
clair, who was timidly peering in at the door.

"How many of you are there?" asked the man.
"Come in.. boys," urged Chet easily. "Let him take

a look at you." .
"Nuthin' but boys, mother,"said the white-bearded

man. "They don't look dangerous."
'.'Dangerous?" chuckled Arlington. "I should say

not! We're anything but dangerous." . .

"One never can tell who'll happen along in these
hills," said the graybeard. "Who are you? and what
do you want?"

Chester explained, briefly telling his story.

"That's the whole of it," he finished. "\Ve're stuck
in the mud back here a piece. We want to get through
to Lake Madawaska. \Ve want to be pulled out of
that mud-hole. If you have a pair of horses, or even
one horse, you can get us out."

"\Ve have a horse,. but it'isn't here. Our daughter
is--"

"Home again, father!" cried a voice at the door.
And a girl sprang lightly into the hut.

"Madge!" cried Arlington.·, ..
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CHAPTER IX.
CLEyER CHESTER.

Under certain circumstances Arlington was clever
and quick-witted. Immediately on recognizing the girl
he lifted his cap and bowed humbly to her.

"You see I was right, fellows!" he cried. "This is
where she lives! I knew we were on the right road!"

"Great Scawt!" gurgled Percy, "we were trying to
find the blooming old road to Lake Madawaska."

"Yes, we were on -our way to Lake Madawaska, but
I, told you when we came to the forks of the road that I
believed the one we took would bring us to Mad
Lake."
, "That's exactly what :rou said," nodded Blacklock,
quickly giving Chester his support. "Now YOlt have
the opportunity to make things right with the young
~.~'

Madge's eyes were flashing, and her lips were com·
pressed. In spite of the forbidding look on her face,
Arlington bowed again in his suavest and politest
manner.

"My dear girl," he said, "I wish to give you my
earnest assurance that I'm very sorry for that little
affair in Slabtown. It angered m~ to be compelled
to apologize to you as I did. I was angry at that
fellow, Merriwell, however--not at YOll. The moment
I realized you were offended I meant to entreat your
pardon, but it infuriated me to have a thing like Mer
riwell and a' ruffian like that giant compel me to do
what I did. I was very forward and presuming,
Miss Madge. You see, I've been ill lately, and my
physician gave me some medicine, which I have found
it necessary to take in liberal quantities in order to run
my car. The medicine contains alcohol, and the stuff
must have flown to my head. I never did a thing like
that before in all my life. I don't know why I did it
then, for at first glance I recognized the fact that yOlt
'(vere a modest young lady, and it was perfectly natural
that you should feel highly offended, not to say in
~.ulted. I hope you'll forgive me. If you do not, I shall
be thoroughly downcast. and disheartened. ~ shall be
sore on myself. 'Won't you please give me the assur
ance that you hold no hard feelings against me?"

All this was said with a most winning manner, and
in spite of herself, the girl found that she was soften
ing toward this polite, pleasant-faced young chap.

"It's all right," she finally said. "I don't hold any
grudge. I expected to find you here."

"You did? Why?"
"I came upon your automobile stuck in the mud

,back in Swamp Hollow."

"Yes, here we are," laughed Chester. "How far
is it to Lake Madawaska?"

"You can't get through there to-night," said Madge.
"That's out of the question, considering the roads."

"Well, if such is the case, I hope you and your par
ents will be kind enough to give us shelter here. We're
hungry, too. We'll pay for everything and pay well."

At this the aged paralytic spoke up.
"We ain't gut room for ye," he objected. "We ain't

gut no 'commodations for yeo VVe can't keep ye."
"We'll accept anything in the way of accommoda

tions. Vve'll sleep on the floor. It can't be you'll turn
us out to-night?"

"We can't keep ye," persisted the man grimly.
"But it wouldn't be right to turn them out," said

Madge. "If they're willing to put up with what we
give them, it seems to me that it's our duty to let
them stay here."

,The old man shook his head and muttered:
"DutY? duty? Don't ;talk to m~ of that!"
The girl quickly crossed to his side and slipped an

arm about his neck. '

"It's a very dark night, fatI1er," she said. "If we
turn them out, they'll have to stay outdoors. It will
do no harm to keep them here."

"I'm not sure of that," he grumbled: "It may do
lots of harm."

"I don't see how. \Ve can give them something to
eat, can't we, mother?"

The woman cast a questioning look toward the man
on the chair.

After a brief interval of silence, this man nodded
reluctantly.

"Madge always has her way," he said. "\Ve'll
house 'em somehow, though they'll have to sleep on
the floor."

"You're very kind--very kind," bowed Arlington.
"\Ve assure you of our appreciation."

"Yawse!" put in Montclair. "It would be a bloom
ing shame to chuck us out into such a nawsty night,
with the woods full of beahs and tigahs and panthas."

"In' the morning," said Madge, "we'll see if Prince
can pull your machine out of that hole. If we shovel
away some from the wheels, perhaps he'll be able to,
drag it out. It won't do much harm to leave the auto
mobile there to-night. It can't settle farther, for it's
down to the body now."

"We won't worry about that," laughed Arlington,
who cast.aside his anger and care. "As a rule, people
'NVorry too much. Shall we make ourselves at home ?:'"
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"Certainly," said thegirl. "I'll take care of Prince.
I'll be back directly."

HLet me go with you," volunteered Chet. ('Now
don't be afraid of me. I protest I'm a gentleman,
although our first meeting may have given you a dif
ferent impression."

"I can get along quite well alone," she said.
Nevertheless she did not persist in her refusal, and

Arlington accompanied her, taking his automobile lamp
as a lantern.

The horse was standing outside the door.
"Prince is an intelligent boy," said the girl, as she

patted the animal's back. "I convinced him in Slab
town that there was no reason why he should be afraid
of your automobile, and I had no trouble getting by it
wh~n we came upon it in that mud-hole. He snorted
a bit, but that was all. vVe haven't a stable here, but
I keep him in a shed built for that purpose. You see
we never owned a horse until after father's misfortune.
It was necessary' to have one then, for he couldn't
tramp to Slabtown as he used to do. I have to make
all those trips for the household supplies."

The shed proved to be a fairly commodious build
ing, made of logs and roughly cut slab timber. The
horse was turn~d into a stall and left unhitched. Ches
ter insisted on 'pitching a feed of hay into the animal's
crib. :

"There, old boy, you're all right," said the girl,
stroking the horse's muzzle. "You've had your ,vater
from Mad Lake, and this feed ,vill do for your supper.
Yoti'll get your grain to-morrow. Good night,
Prince."

The horse looked after them and whickered softly
as if bidding his mistress good night.

"This is a strange place for a girl like you to live,"
observed Chet, as he paused outside. "Don't you get
lonesome here ?"

"At times," she confessed.
"I should think you'd die of ennui. Why, I

couldn't stand it a week."
"Oh, it's delightful in the summer, but it's very

lonely in winter," she said.
"Where do you attend school ?"
"I've never been to schoo!."
"Why, it doesn't seem possible. You don't seem

to be-"
He hesitated.

"Oh, I'm not so terrible ignorant," she laughed.
"My mather was a school-teacher. She has taught
me."

"What a life to live!" murmured Arlington. "Why,
1 f ?"do you get. out into the war d very a ten.

"Out into the world?"
"Yes, aut of these hills."
"I've been to vVellsburg once."

"Where else?"
. l' I' ""vVellsburg IS the on y CIty ve ever seen.

"\Vell, by Jove!" cried Chet. "You've got a lot
ahead of you, Miss Madge. Never seen a larger place
than \Vellsburg? 'Why, that's !lathing but a little
squirt of a town. Jingos, wovldn't I like to take you
round and show you the wodd. Wouldn't I like to
show you New York!"

"Last year I met a young man who was fishing here
at Mad Lake. He told me all about New York. He
lives there. I don't think I should like it. I don't
think I coUid stay there a whole day. vVhy; lIe told
me that some of the buildings were as'high as our hills.
Then he said there was a railroad that ran on a track
high in the air and another one that was built under
ground. He told me about the rivers and the big iron
bridges. I can't quite picture those things in my mind.
I don't suppose I'll ever see them."

"vVell, now, I have a feeling that you will," laughed
Chester. "You're not the sort of a girl to live and die
like a hermit in this God-forsaken country. You'll ex
cuse me for being so free, Madge, but it seems to me
that you're cut out to be a lady and not a common
country girl."

"A lady?" she mUffi1ured, with something like a sup
pressed laugh. "I suppose you mean the sort of ladies
I've ,seen at Madawaska. They wear fine clothes and
lots of diamonds. I was over there one night and
looked through the window into the ballroom. Some
of those ladies were very, very handsome, but the \vay
they were dressed was perfectly shocking. Oh, no,
sir, I'll never be a lady like them!"

HNow I'll tell you what I'll do," chuckled Chester.
"I'll wager my car, or another one like it, against your
horse that within three years yotl'l1 be wearing clothes
and jewels like those ladies you saw. You may not
think it, but a girl like you isn't going to be over
looked. Why, there are lots of young men with plenty
of dough who have their eyes out for something un
usual in the petticoat line, and if one of those chaps
ever spots you, it'll be all off in a minute. Speaking
of that, I don't lIke the idea of anyone else getting a
look in at you. By Jove! that's queer."

H\Vhat?"
"The feeling I've got in here/'
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He lightly tapped his fingers over his heart.
"Why," he \-vent on, "just to think that some other

fellow might find you here and carry you off gives
me palpitation. You don't suppose I'm jealous, do
you?"

"Now I think that's enough!" exclaimed the girl.
"I've heard that all you city people are given to flat
tery. I've been warned against it."

"It's not flattery," protested Arlington earnestly.
"It's the real thing with me. Now don't get angry.
I'm not going to say any more. I didn't mean to
say as much as I have. I hope you won't be offended
again. If I thought I'd offended you, I'd be the most
miserable chap in the world."

"Come into the house," urged Madge. "I don't
want to hear you talk that way any longer. I don't
lik:~.it."

.BUt she-did.

CHAPTER X.

SOME THINGS MYSTERIOUS.

On reentering the cabin they found Percy Mont
clair sprawled on the easiest chair and smok:ing a
cigarette, while Rand Blacklock sat, silent and gloomy,
in deep thought, and Bill Kane chatted familiarly with
old Mose Morgan. Morgan was not inclined to be
at all talkative, but Kane did not mind this. He
pressed a cigar all the old man and literally "spread
himself" in an endeavor to. be agreeable, polite, and
sociable.

Mrs. Morgan had cleared the table,spread a cloth
upon it and was preparing supper. Already she had
placed a pot of coffee on the stove in the little cubby
hole of a kitchen at the rear of the cabin.

Although old Mose had accepted the cigar and per
rnitted Kane to hold a match while he lighted it, he
gave Bill the cold shoulder on the reappearance of
Madge, whom he called to his side.

"You understand, gal, that we're a-Iettin' these
"yoimgsters stay here to-night on your account," said
the old man, in a low tone. "You've a11us had your

.way in everything. We hadn't ought to keep them.
It's dangerous-it's dangerous." .

"I don't see why-I don't see how, father. They're
perfectly harmless."

"They may be, but I (lunno 'bout that-'-I dunno."
"I don't see anything to fear in them. They're sim

ply four young chaps who have met with a misfortune,
and it would be unfeeling and heartless of us to turn
them_out~into the night without sh~lter."

"'VeIl, I s'pose you look at it that way, Madge, but
you want to keep an eye on urn. Don't let urn go
snoopin' round. You know I don't 'low nobody to
prowl round my private room. I won't have it. I
want you to hustle them off in the morning jest as
quick as they can· go. If you take Prince and help
them git their old machine out of the mud, I'm wiIlin'
you should do so." .

'While father and daughter were talking Arlington
had approached the mother and offered assistance in
helping her prepare supper.

"Let me put the things on the table," urged Chet,
with his most winning smile and his blandest manner.
"It's an outrage to cause you all this trouble to-night.
We're awfully sorry, but it's something that couldn't
be helped. I tell you we appreciate your kindness.
It would have been rather a doleful business for us
sitting out all night in my machine without a morsel
to eat or shelter of any sort. My gracious, that coffee
smells good I I'm perfectly ravenous."

"I'm afraid our poor fare will hardly satisfy your
taste," said the woman.

HSatisfy our taste?' \Vhy, madam, I could eat a
fried boot-leg- to-night and relish it. I'm sure a weIl
cooked boot-leg would taste like a delicious morsel.
Don't worry about us."

He took the dishes from her hands and arranged
them on the table. Th~re was cold meat, cold beans,
and corn bread enough. Even Blacklock roused him
self and betrayed interest as the fooel was placed on
the board.

Madge left her father's siqe and urged the boys
to sit down.

"I'll pour the coffee for you," she said.
Old Mose had placed his gun in a standing: position

against the wall near the door of his private room. As
the boys sat down round the table the old man moved
the wheels of his chair until he had backed the chair in
front of that door, where he seemed satisfied to re
main, with the gun in reach of his hand.

Although he had seemed to take no note of this,
not a movement of the old man escaped Arlington's
attention.

"I wonder what he has in that room," speculated
Chet. "Evidently there's something in there which
he doesn't care to have us see. I'd like to get a peek
inside."

Percy Montclair seemed the only one of the quartet
to hesitate over the humble fare.

"I always like to begin a dinah with souP,. don't Y.OU
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know," drawled Percy. "Haven't they got any bloom
ing soup? Whawt?"

"Soup?" laughed Chester derisively. "Why, Perce,
this is supper, not dinner. Soup? If you don't get
busy with the feed, you won't find enough left in a
minute or two to fill a hollow tooth. Pass the beans,
Kane. They look good to me. Never saw finer look
ing baked beans in Boston."

Blacklock bowed and murmured his thanks as
Madge poured him a cup of coffee.

"I know it must be good," tte said. "It could not
be otherwise, coming from such dainty hands."

"N0 wonder folks say all you city people are flat
terers," laughed the girl.

"But I'm not from the city," protested Rand. "Like
yourself, I'm country born and country bred. I've
seen plenty of cities, of course, but give me God's
open country. I love it."

Chester stared at his chum and puckered his lips
to whistle, but did not make a sound. Instead of that,
he slyly shook his fist at Rand.

"Hanged if I don't believe he's trying to get in
ahead of me there, thought Chet. "I'll have to side
track him. Never knew him to make' a crack like
that before. Never knew him to put himself out in
the slightest to please any girl."

Before long the hungry lads had swept the table
bare of food.

"I'm afraid you haven't had enough," said Mrs.
Morgan.

"Oh, my dear madam," protested Chester, "we've
had more than enough. It was delicious. On my
word, madam, I never ate anything that tasted so good.
If I could get corn bread like that, I'd eat it three times
a day for the next six months. And beans-you can
teach stu:ats to the finest bean cook in the ~ountry."

"Yawse," put in Montclair, "the blooming stuff
tasted first-rate, don't you know. It's really astonish
ing to know such common food could taste so awfully
good."

"Choke off!" whispered Bill Kane, giving the fop
a nudge. "You never open your face that you don't
put your foot in it." .

"That coffee," murmured Blacklock, with a dreamy,
far-away look in his eyes; "that coffee was like nectar.
My dear girl, could I have a little more-just a
little ?"

"Indeed you can," smiled Madge, as she poured
another cup for him.

"Here's a toast," said Rand, as he lifted his cup.
"Here's to the kind friends whose hospitality has saved

us from perishing. May they live long and prosper as
they deserve, without molestation and trouble from
anyone."

After the table was cleared, the boys induced Madge
to sit at the melodeon and play.

Finally Chester sang. He was a good singer, his
voice having much expression, although it was marred
by a bit of huskiness, which had been creeping into
it of late and was brought about by his dissipation.

In this manner the evening passed. Finally it came
time for the~ to retire. Then Mrs. Morgan offered
them the one bed in the upper room, but Chester
promptly declined to accept it. .

"Not for the world would we turn you out of your
own bed, Mrs. Morgan!" he cried. "\Vhen we cam~

you told us we'd have to sleep on the floor if we re
mained. Now we'll sleep right here. VVe'll~
here and be jolly good and comfortable:Don't you
''lorry about us."

Madge brought some blankets from the upper room,
and the boys prepared to make their beds upon the
floor.

·While this was taking place old Mose seemed some
.vhat nervous and anxious. Finally he spoke up.

"\Vell, young fellers," he said, "this house is purty
small, and I hope you won't think it strange if we ax
a favor of you."

"Any favor you may ask will be granted with pleas
ute," asserted Chet.

"Then I wish ye'd all step outdoors for jest a few
minutes. .Ye'U be told when you can step in. Madge
will tell ye."

"Come on, boys," urged Arlington, promptly rising.
They followed him outside, and the door was closed

behind them.
"It's blooming awd, don't you know," complained

Percy Montclair. "Really, deah boys, I don't under
stand it at all. Now, why do you suppose they awske&
us to come out here?" . "......

"They had a reason," said Blacklock. "It's none
of our business."

But Arlington slipped around the corner of the
window. To his disappointment a heavy shawl had
been suspended over that window, and he could not
look into the room.

"Something mysterious round here," decided Chet.
"I can feel it in the air. .I can. read it in the behavior
of that old man and woman. I'd like to know what
he has in that room. Why did he move his chair in
front of the door apd sit there, with the gun close at
hand? . He didn't want to· keep us here. Certainly
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we don't look like ruffians' or thieves. Sonie time I'll
find out just what it means." .

After a lapse Of some minutes, the girl reappeared
at'the cabin door and told them they might come in.

On reentering, they found that Moses Morgan had
disappeared. The door of the private room was still
tightly closed, as Chester noted at a glance. It seemed
that Madge observed that glance, for she said:

"Father will sleep in there to-night. You know he
can't ge~ up-stairs. I'm sorry we have nothing better
to offer you, but I hope you'll be fairly comfortable.
Good night."

"Good night." "Good night," responded the boys.
. "Good night and pleasant dreams," said Arlington,

,·hiseyes following her as she disappeared from the
room.·
~_~~r that they heard her talking in low tones with
her motl1er up-stairs.

Montclair was the only one to complain. He tried
to find a soft spot on the floor, but, not discovering a
place to suit him, he gathered up the most of the
blankets and appropriated them for his o\"n comfort.

Chester watched the fop until he was settled down
and then proceeded to kick Percy out of those blankets.

"Owch! Ow!" cried Perce. "Don't do that, Ar
lington, my deah old chappie! .Don't be so awfuliy

.rude! My gracious, you nearly cracked a rib, don't
you know r \\That's the mattah?"

"'What's the mattah?" mocked Chet. "Talk about
hogs r You're the limit, Perce ! There's a blanket
apiece, and you scooped three of the lot. Do you
think the rest of U::3 are going to be satisfied' with
one?"

. "I nevah thought anything about it, Chestah," said·
Montclair. "How in the world are we going to get
along with only one blooming blanket.apiece?"

"You'll get along without any if you don't be care
,ful," said 'Chet: "Roll over thereinto your corner

and close up. I'm tired. Driving that car over these
inf.ernal hills is enough to tire a' man of iron. If

..fou disturb me in the night, I'll kick a few corners
off you! So be quiet, Perce, old lobster-be quiet!"

Some time in the night Chester rose, tiptoed across
the floor in his stocking feet and tried the .door of
Morgan's private room.

He found it securely locked.
'When morning came old Mose seemed to regard

the unwelcome visitors with still more suspicion: than
on the previous night. He was anxious and eager to
get them away.

"Guess you didn't re§t very well last night;" he said.

"Heard somebody fumbling at my door. Any ofyou
fellers walk in your sleep?"

"Oh, we rested splendidly-splendidly," declare<;l
Chester. "I was the only one who stirred, I think. .r
was thirsty in the night and got up for a drink of
water. It was dark, and I had some difficulty in find:'
ingmy way out to the kitchen."

This explanation may have quieted the man's sus:"
picions, for he rolled his chair out through the wide
door into the kitchen, where he washed his face' and
hands while Mrs. Morgan cooked breakfast.

On rolling the chair back from the kitchen, however,
the man once more found Arlington fumbling at the
forbidden door.

"Here I" he snarled. "Git away from there! Look
in' for another drink of water, I s'pose? Now, look
here, young feller, I want you to set down to the tab1e
and eat as quick as you can-you and your friends!
Then I want you to git out of my house; Don't make
any talk about it 1 All I want is for you to go as quick
as you can!"

All Chester's suaveness failed. to soothe the exas
perated old man. Once more Mose placed his chair
before that door, where he sat and watched them· as
they ate. The moment they were through he again'
invited them to depart.

"But we must pay you for your kindness," said
Chester, producing some money. "\Ve in.sist on pay
ingyou."

"You can't pay us nuthin'," declared Morgan. "Vve
won't take it. If you try to pay us, I won't let Madge
take the hoss to help pull you out of that hole. All I
want is to see the last of yeo Now git!"

"It isn't right!" muttered Chester. "vVe'll pay Miss
Madge."

"Unless you agree not to mention that again, pH
refuse to help you," said the girl, in a low tone. "Don't
mind father. He's queer and irritable. He's been that
way ever since his misfortune. -He doesn't mean any
thing by it."

Before leaving, Chester expressed his thanks to
Mrs. Morgan,dedaring that he regretted very much
his inability to reciprocate for the favor.

The' girl accompanied the four lads on their way
to the automobile. She rode Prince, while the boys
carried the necessary tackle for use in the effort to
move the machine. They also took a spade. 'With
this spade they shoveled away much· of the soft mud
from the \'vheels, which would make it easier to get the
car out of the hole.

. When everything was· ready and· the horse'had'been
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attached to the forward axle of the· car, Chester started
up the motor and applied the power. The girl spoke
to the little horse, and the animal settled down for a

.strong, steady pull.
.Soon there was a shout from the watching boys as

the car began to move and the wheels took hold of
the ground, and in a few seconds the automobile was
out of the hole.

"Now," said Chet, as they stopped and the horse was
unhitched, "we've still got a problem before us. We've
got to get back past that hole. This road runs to Mad
Lake and stops. If you please, Madge, you'd better
wait to see if we don't get stuck there again." .

He found a place to turn round on the narrow road,
a feat which he skilfully accomplished, watched by the
admiring eyes of· the girl.

.;0'1 think I can run her through that place now," he
said. "If it had been light lag,t night, I don't believe
1'd dropped in there. I couldn't see the hardest
gnmnd."

Having speeded his engine, he went at the muddy
spot on the low-geqr and slowly crept through it,
reaching the farther side withou~ stopping.

"All right! all right!" he cried exultantly. "Now
we'll get along!"

He sprang dO'wn from the seat and hurried back to
wkere Madge remained waiting and watching.

"We owe you more than we can ever repay," he said
earnestly.. "I'm not going to offer you money. for
I gave my word that I would not. Nevertheless I hope
the time will come when I can do something for you."

"I don't know about that," she murmured. "I don't
.suppose we'll ever meet again."

"Oh, come now!" protested Chet. "Don't say any
thing like that! Of course we'll meet again. I'm
only going over to Madawaska. I expect to stay there
several weeks. Don't you ever come there? I thought
you said you did."

"I do sometimes-but not often."
"Why don't you come over there this afternoon?

There's going to be a baseball game there. That Pirie·
ville crowd is going to play at Madawaska. I un
derstand that Madawaska has been looking for an
extra pitcher. I'm a pitcher. I'm going to offer my
services to the manager of that team. Perhaps I'll·
play this afternoon. Won't you come over artd see us?
If I do play, I'll show you how to put it all over
that Merriwell crowd. With a lot of college men like
the Madawaska bunch behind me, I can trim those
chaps easily. I want to see you again-I must see
y'ou.~ I'm interested in YOP. 'With that horse, you can·

ride over to the lake without any trouble. Promise
meyotl'll come."

"I don't know--"
"Now, say, don't you think it pretty mean not to'

let us pay for your kindness and then refuse a little
request like this? Of course you'll come.'" .

"I'll think about it. Perhaps I will. If there's
nothing to prevent--"

"You will? That's a: promise! That's a promise!
Give me your hand on it."

He seized her hand and pressed it ,varmly.
"It's a promise," he laughingly repeated. "I'll see

you at Madawaska this afternoon."

.
CHAPTER XI.

TWENTY-THREE FOR CHESTER~

Madge did come to Lake Madawaska that after
noon. The umpire had just called play when Chester,
in a Madawaska uniform, sitting on the bench, saw
the girl riding up. .

"Ha! ha I" he laughed softly. "Got her-got her
on the string! That settles it. Now if Merriwell's
.bunch will only fall on Proctor and put him to the
stable, I'll have my chance. Grady has promised to
give me a try-out if Proctor gets his bumps. I've side~

tracked that fellow, Wiley.",
"Why dost thou take my name in vain?" inquired

Cap'n \\Tiley, moving up from the other end of the
bench and seating himself at Arlington's side. "I
heard you say something about me, my gentle pil-
grim." . .

The sailor was likewise in a Madawaska uniform.

"Oh, get away from me!" growled Chet. "I'm sore
on you! You went back on me after we went into"
arrangements to furnish a team for Pineville! You
got it in the neck at Pineville, just as you deserved I"

"With your stigmatized eyesight it may seem thai-'
I rec~hTed a biff in the vicinity of the collar button,"
observed the marine marvel. "But have you eve;
paused. to meditate on the fact that Silas Springer
coughed up ariumberof large round plunks in advance,"
and that by harshly refusing and disdaining my serv
ices he has lost' those plunks? Have you thought of the
fact that I, like you; Chesty, am here as a member of
the great·Madawaska team?"

"You're here, but what good will that do you? If
you hadn't got on before I showed up yesterday, they
wouldn't have any use of you. Grady's told me now,
that the only" reason why he took you was hecause:-
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He winked at Chester, who rose from the bench,
growling and snarling.

"It takes a fool for luck!" said Arlington, as he
strode away in search of Madge 0' Mad Lake.

That was a wildly exciting and heart-breaking game.
Dick MerriweII was not in his best form, although at "
times he pitched wonderfully well. What. made it still
worse was the fact that the boys were too anxious,
which caused them to fumble the ball at critical times,
and twice they made throws which gave their, op
ponents runs.

In the ninth inning Madawaska tied.
After that there was no scoring in the tenth, 'elev

enth, twelfth, the thirteenth, or the fourteenth.
The sun sank behind the western hills, and sti~l those

two teams struggled for a run which should decide-

beat to-day, I'll stand treat at the Pine Tree Inn to-.
night."

Grady was talking to Arlington.
"Come, young man," he said, "you told me that all

you wanted was a chance to show what you could do.
You told me you could turn these fellows down. The
first man who faced you bumped you."

"It's only one hit," said Chet. "They won't do
anything more."

He was mistaken. They did something more. Ev
ery man who came up managed to hit the ball, ~nd in
a short time two more runners had crossed the plate,
'Yhile still two more remained, on the bases.

"Hold on!" cried Grady. "Stop right here, boys!
We've got to put an end to this!"

"Twenty-three! twenty-three!" yelled Cap'n Wiley.
"1 knew it!"

."Come out here and see what you can do," said
Grady, motioning to the sailor.

"Are you going to send me in?" snarled Chet. "It's
a11 luck! \Vait a little. The luck will turn."

"The bench for yours," said the Madawaska captain.
Then Wiley came out and did a turn that aroused

the, enthusiasm of the crowd. His contortions in the
box ~ere ludicrous in the extreme. He struck out
the first batter, caused the next oile to put up a little
pop fly, and finished by forcing the third hitter to ro11
an easy one down the line to first.

As the sailor teetered in to the bench he was softly'
singing:

"The sun 'shines bright in myoId Kentucky home,
'Tis summer, and the darkies are 'gay,

The corn-tops ripe, and the meadows are in bloom
And I'll show these suckers how to play."

Brace fancied, you might be an attraction, as you're
such a notorious liar that people like to 'hear your
yarns. It's not your ability as a baIl-player that's given
you a-place here." .
""We sha11 see when the crucial test comes," said

Wiley, smiling serenely.
The test was due to come even sooner than either

of them dreamed. Dick Merriwell and his foIlowers
were out for blood. In the very first inning they went
after Proctor hard, securing four clean hits and three
runs before the slaughter could be stopped.

. In return, the home team made one run on two bad
errors by Merrlwell's support. . '

In the second inning the boys from Pineville again
lell on the Madawaska pitcher. The first man singled.
The next man lined out a safety. And then Proctor
furnished a pass, which filled the sacks. Following
thrs- Cclnre a-clean hit, which scored two runs.

Grady promptly sent Proctor to the bench, calling
! on Arlington.
. "Good-by, 'Wiley!" laughed Chester, as he rose.
-"It's skidoo for you! They won't need you after they

see what I can do!"
"Chesty," retorted the sailor, "your modesty ought.

~ to choke you. Those lads have their batting clothes on
t to-day, and! see your finish. The fatal number is
I twenty-three. They got three in the first, and they

now have secured two in this inning. That's twenty
three turned bach.-ward."

Chester was permitted to limber his arm a bit, but
r finally he toed' the slab, a smile on his face, feeling
. very proud and satisfied as he realized that the spec

tators were watching him with interest and anxiety
to see what he would do.

The first Pineville batter to face Chet landed on the
balI and whistled out a two-bagger, which scored two
more men.

"Twenty-three! twenty-three!" yelled Cap'n Wiley.
!'Oh, Chesty, Chesty, this is criminal!"

Needless to say, Horace Porter and his son, among
the spectators, were not enjoying the course of affairs.
Like many others, they were appalled by the manner
in which Merriwell's crowd had faIIen on the Mada
waska pitchers.

Bijah Stump was ready to explode with joy. Even
Silas Springer was covered with smiles.

"What do you think naow, boss-what do you
think?" asked Bijah breathlessly.
. "Well, I dunno, Bije:' said the innkeeper. ":M;ebbe '
them youngsters can play. Golly! I. never dreamed
they could 40 anything like this tp Madawaska. If we

* * * * * '" '"
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the game. Never in all his career had Cap'n Wiley
pItched more brilliantly. And now at last Dick was
em his mettle, realizing that the. slightest mistake meant
defeat for him.

The shadows deepened in the valleys and crept up
over the hills. Gradually it became dusky on that
field.

Not a spectator had left. All rema-ined to witness
the finish of the great struggle.

Darkness finished it. In the midst of the sixteenth
inning, with the score still tied, Grady proposed to
Dick that the game should be called off.

Dick agreed, and the umpire decided it a draw.
Although Merriwell's team had not won, they had

shown Mada\vaska and the spectators that they' were
fast enough for anything in the Blue Hills.

"It was hard luck," sighed Madge 0' Mad Lake, as
she bade Chester good-by in the gloaming.

"That's what it was," he nodded. "It was nothing
else. But this isn't the end. I'll have another chance.

Next time it will be different, and I hope you'll come to
see that game."

"I will if I can," she .promised.

THE END.
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348-Frank Merriwell's Duel.
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TIP TOP ROLL 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 Honor Roll for their
efforts to increase the circulation of the King of Weeklies. Get in line
boys and girls and strive to have your name at the head of the list.

Arthur E. Carr, 93 Marianna St., Lynn, Mass.
Only-a West Virginian, Martinsburg, W. Va.
H. L. Barkley, 1740 E. Chase St., Baltimore, Md.
John D•. Rauch, 2200 Louisiana St., Little Rock,

Ark.
C. C. Orubel', Oxford, Miss.
A. Riechers, San Francisco, Cal.
Maurice Nathan, 232 Belden Ave., Chicago, Ill.
J. L., Piqua, Ohio.
Homer La Tanwas, Ocean View, Va.
Hugh Hirshson, 308 Bainbridge St., Bklyn., N. Y.

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 number of letters received, the editors of Tip Top

cannot undertake to secure their publication under six weeks. Those
who contribute to this department must not expect to see them before

.~~~lme.
---

Some time ago I wrote a letter to Applause, but as yet I have
not seen it published, so I thought I would write another, as
probably the other one was lost. As one of the veteran readers
of TIP Top, having read the weekly from No. I up to the present
issue, I again desire to express my opinion and add testimony
to the already increasing thousands of other Tip Toppers, who,
I suppose, feel the same way as I do about dear old TIP Top.
In regard to Mr. Standish, probably no one but myself realizes
the good he has done me by introducing and portraying two
magnificent characters, Frank and Dick. I have taken them for
models through life. Well, in fact, if I really wanted to express
my opinion in regard to Mr. Standish or TIP Top, why, I'm
afraid they would have to invent some new words in the English
·language. Before I close, however, I am going to say something
in regard to the sports· as depicted by. Mr. Standish, especially

football. There are quite a number of readers who are some·
what skeptical as to the feats that Mr. Standish describes, and
has Frank or Dick attempt and get away with, especially when
the game is close, and believe it to be more or less imagination,
than based on plain facts that have happened, iII! every game
played, I don't say all of them feel that way about it, but I have
come in contact with quite a number that do. But anyone who
has been fortunate enough to have seen that athletic phenomenon,
Walter EckersaIl, quarter-back of the University of Chicago
Football Team, in action, who has been selected by all critics
for the AIl-American Eleven two years in succession, can readily
believe the feats that :Mr. Standish has Frank or Dick attempt.
In a game with the University of Illinois a few months jlgo, out
of six attempts at field goals-drop-kicking-he succeeded in
making five, besides making a touch-down himself, on a quarter
back run of thirty-five yards, scoring twenty-six points out of the
forty-four scored. If I had read this in some paper, I probably
never would have believed it, but seeing is believing, they say. I
am ready to believe almost anything that will happen in TIP Top
now, especially in the line of sports, and to that man the credit
is given, for it was by his own individual playing that enabled
the University of Chicago to win the championship of the West.

232 Belden Avenue, Chicago, Ill. . MAURICE NATHAN.

Your name will also be included with the other veteran readers
in the Roll of Honor.

I have been a reader of the TIP Top WEEKLY ever since the
first issue appeared ten years ago, and have all the numbers that
I have read, on file, in good condition. I have often noticed in
Applause that many readers have wanted to get all the early
numbers, from No. Ion. I have always been very proud of my
set, and have refused several good offers for it, but now circum
stances compel me to raise some money. I will be glad to cor
respond with any TIP Top reader who wants to get the early
numbers of TIP Top which are out of print to complete his, or her,
set.

I have also a complete file of Brave and Bold Library from
No. Ion, which I am compelled to offer for sale. All com
munications should be addressed to Lewis Fuldauer, 290 Chandler
Avenue, Cleveland, Ohio. LEWIS FULDAUER.

Cleveland, Ohio.
There are hundreds of readers who will be glad to correspond

with you in regard to the sale of your TIP Tops.

I have just finished reading No. 521 of the best publication for
the American youth on earth-TIP Top.

When at home in Wisconsin, and while r was still in school,
I got hold of No. 200 from a friend of mine. I enjoyed it im
mensely, and read everyone since, and at least one hundred and
twenty-one of the two hundred published before I saw No. 200.
I can remember the picture of the cover to this day. The book
was smaller at that time. On the picture Gene Skelding was
floundering in the ice-cold water, while Merry and his friends
had formed a sort of "human chain" to rescue him. This, too.
after Skelding had laid the trap for Merry himself. The last I
remember of Gene, he was "barking," and running a three-shell
game at some side-show, and Merry "busted" him up. Where
is he now? I ask this question because I seem to have known
the whole bunch-Defarge, John Swiftfoot, Hodge, and all of
them. There is one fault I find with TIP Top at present-all
our old friends are being dropped out. Of course, I welcome
the new boys, too-Sparkfair and Young Joe Crowfoot-but the
old fellows were fine characters. Introduce more of them, Mr.
Burt L. Standish. You're a wizard yourself, and you can do it!
It is a pity that the parents of the country are so prejudiced
against any publication coming out in· the shape of something
for only five cents. Some of the five-cent publications· are not
good for a youth, I'll admit, but TIP Top does more good than
harm to anyone, young or old.

Buck Badger and Elsie Bellwood, now Mrs. Badger, are all
right. There are two more I should like to hear more about.
Browning and Jack Diamond have been reintroduced in a fine
manner recently.

I am nearing the age of thirty now, but still find a hundred
tiTTles the fiye-cents' worth of amusement in each issue of your
splendid weekly. I have been representing a large manufacturing
house in this district for two years, and so, should you desire
to publish this letter, 1 ask you not to disclose my name, but
am enclosing my card to show you the veracity of this letter.

I have· read most of the ten and twenty-cent numbers of TIl'
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Top, too, and feel that I am as much a "TIP Top man," in the
strict sense of the term, as anyone in the country.

I have been reading them so long that I can describe each and
every character. I remember when the Arabs shot at Merry and
Joe Gallup in the desert of Sahara, and Merry fooled them by
taking the bullet from his teeth seemingly, on account of his
steel shirt. Remember him in London, and the worry he caused
old Professor Scotch all the while. Have read of Merry in the
Adirondacks, and the trouble over Swiftwood's love for Inza.

TIP Top hurts no one. It is good for a youth. I am no boy,
and so competent to judge.
. They had a .,;reat time at Yale when Merry and the boys put
that old farmer's horse and buggy up on top of one of the flat
roofed halls and tied the nag to the flagstaff.

I could keep on recalling similar instances for hours, but I
must catch an early train for Cincinnati, and this is long enough
for you to read anyhow.

I should like very much to have you publish this, to show your
youthful readers that older fellows know a good thing, too.
. Piqua, Ohio. J. L.

Your letter is so sincere, and has shown to what degree you
are an enthusiastic Tip Topper, that your initials will be put on
the Honor Roll.

Now, a few words about TIP Top. I think it is the ideal pub
lication for the American youth. The generation that is now

.growing up should have an ideal which they can follow. Now,
I think the Merriwell brothers are about O. K., and I think that
many others would do well to pattern after them.

Frank and Dick Merriwell are a clean, manly, and natural type
of young America. Many authors make their heroes do impos
sible things, but this is not a fault of TIP Top. Frank and Dick
do nothing but what is possible for a young man to do.

I like all the characters in TIP Top, even the much-abused
Chester Arlington, because he is necessary to the story.

306 South Eleventh Street, Omaha, Neb. ]. T. BIXLER.
·TIP Top has certainly appealed to you.

As I see it is now two years since I wrote, telling how I enjoy
the pleasure of reading TIP Top every week, I thought I would
write again.

Although I am a young girl, I enjoy it as much as any boy,
and always look forward with great delight to a few contented
hours reading TIP Top.

It is the finest and best weekly published, and I have spoken
to many of my friends about it. They are now as much admirers
of it as I am.

What has become of Mr. and Mrs. Badger? I hope they v"iIl
visit Farnham Hall soon. LYDLo\. ·WINTER.

III Morningside Avenue E., New York City.
So you were deeply interested in the doings of Mr. and Mrs.

Badger.

Having been a constant reader of the famous TIP Top, I would
like to express my views concerning it. I think Dick is my ideal
of a knight gallant. He is everything an American youth should
be. Frank I like, but Dick I admire. I don't believe Chet is so
very. bad at heart, and think that Dick will eventually become
fast friends with him, because I believe Dick will finally "pair off"
with June. June is my favorite among the fair. sex. What has
become Qf Captain Wiley? I enjoyed him. I have induced
several of my girl friends to peruse the weekly.

405 West 153d Street, New York City. VIOI;F.T SLOANE.
As usual, the girls are enthusiastic over TIP Top as well as

the boys.

I have been a silent admirer of TIP Top for over nine years.
In fact, ever since NO.1 was first published, and in my estima
tion no other weekly, book, magazine, or paper is its equal. It is,
indeed, tip·top. I have been a reader and lover of books for
eighteen long years, and never before have I found a book tliat

. portrays so many different traits of character, and in such. good
style, as does TIP Top. I am very sorry to acknowledge that,
when I first became acquainted with Frank Merriwell-at leist,
for the first two books-I thought him a bully and a braggart,
but the ~hird and fourth books quickly showed me my mistake.
I ?ave gIven some of the old TIP Tops of mine to some of my
fnends, growIl-up men, and I have seen them lay the books aside

before finishing them to keep from shedding tears. Some of my
friends, on returning the books. would say "Great!"

Dick Merriwell says "Be origina1." I say it is all right to be
original if you can in the right way, but if you can't, then pat
tern after Frank Merriwel1. I am not ashamed to say that I
have copied after him for over nine years, and I have been well
repaid for my little trouble.

I not only like all the characters of TIP Top, but am proud to
know them. I will not say anything against the villainous char
acters, for probably, if you give them a good chance and a good
hearty pull with the right hand of fellowship, they will gradually
turn out to be better men. At least, we can hope so. I like all
the boys, the old flock and the new, and also Frank's third flock.
Dale Sparkfair is all right. Of the other two flocks, I like them
an, but my preference of the old flock is Jack Diamond, "the
gentleman from Virginia." May his shadow never grow less!
Please send me a catalogue of 1Iedal Library. Well,· it seems
that I have already taken up too much of your valuable space. I
tad better stop. Long life to Burt L., Street & Smith, and the
artist who draws for TIP Top. HOMER LA TANWAS.

Ocean View, Va.
We have placed your name on the Honor Roll, and have com·

plied with your request to send you a catalogue of the Medal
Library.

As this is my first attempt at writing to the Applause column,.
I will try to express how much I think of the·idii-g-ohveel{lies: ..

r have read TIP Top for a long time, and think it the finest
of weeklies.

Speaking of the characters, I think Frank the best of ait
Then comes Dick, Brad, Hodge, and Jolliby. Of the girls,. I like
June best, then Inza. Felecia, Elsie, and Doris are a type of true
womanhood. Come, all you J uneites-arise, and wake up! Don't
let the Dorisites overpower us. \Ve will have to send in our
pr:!ises to gentle June. I hope Dick will some day call June his
wife.

I think in time Chet will reform, and be a friend of Dick.
Evans City, Pa. ARVILLA S. LUMLEY.
Another admirer of June steps to the front.

. Once more I write you a few lines to let you know of my
admiration for TIP Top. It is the best weekly published. I read
many other weeklies, but TIP Top surpasses them all. Mr.
Standish evidently knows what reading the young men of to-day
need and want. The way Mr. Standish portrays the hero serves
to make young men strive to do right, and inspires them with
patriotism and love for their country. It makes noble, true
hearted, and manly young Americans. The present series can't
be beaten. Next to Dick, Brad and Hal are my favorites. With
three cheers and a tiger for TIP Top, Dick Merriwell, Burt L.
Standish, and Street & Smith. LoUIS DAVIDSON.

1817 .Clifton Street, Baltimore, Md.

This is a letter full of interesting comments on the merits of
the famous TIP Top WEEKLY.

This is the first time I have written to the Applause column of
TIP Top. It is the king of weeklies. I like all of the characters,
but Frank and Dick are the best. Will you send me.a catalogue,
of all of your five-cent weeklies l' OLIVER FRANTZ.

Loveland, Colo.
A catalogue has .been mailed you.

I will try to express my appreciation of the best and most 111
teresting weekly published, and am truly glad that we have one
more paper with Dick and Frank Merriwell included, as' in No.
522. We have another Joe Crowfoot, and -I hope he will be as
interesting as the old one was. Old Joe is nearly done for. He
will soon go to the happy hunting-grounds.

I laughed until I was sore on reading No. 515, where Dick
impersonated the Russian musician and fooled all the boys and
girls. I would like to see him defeat Chester Arlington once
more.

Every number of TIP Top gets better than the one before. I
would rather read them, when they·come out, than eat, and that
is saying something; for I sure like to feed my face I

What did I think of No. 522? This is the finest one I have
read since the stories were started, and the title was true-blue. _

I am glad that Dick and Dale Sparkfair like each other. I
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was wishing they would get together when I was reading No.
520, and, when at the back it told of Dick's visit to Farnham
Hall, I could not wait for the next one.

Dick is not one to give up, as shown by the game with Farn
ham Hall. He is always cheerful, and keeps his players in good
humor. I think Dale and Young Joe Crowfoot make a fine team,
and they showed what they were made of by making Dick and his
men hustle to beat them. Dick always is there with the goods
when his team gets in a tight place. I will close. Wishing luck
to Burt L. and Street & Smith. DAVID A. .MOlUUSON.

120 Pierce Street, Amarillo, Tex.

A long and interesting letter from the Lone Star State.

Companion, solace of my lonely hour,
Ofttimes alone do I commune with thee

In shady nook, or in sequestered bow'r,
Near murm'ring brook, 'neath cool secluded tree,

I lay me down thy pages to peruse.
And, lost· in wonder and delight, I see

An elysium of joy, and mirth, and fun,
And my deep loneliness and care doth flee

Away as mists before the morning sun.
Providence, R. 1. A. JOHNSTONE.
Here is a tribute to TIP Top which you will all enjoy reading:

~ a constant reader of your TIP Top, I thought I would
-write ali~6ti what I think about it. I think it is the best

library ever published. Mr. Standish must be a very good author
when he can write such interesting stories about Frank and Dick
Merriwell. I was very glad when I read that Frank and Inza
got married. Three cheers and a long life to Inza and Frank!
Three more for :iHr. Standish and Dick, and all their friends!

Chicago, Ill. . GUST. BENSON.

You are one of the stanch admirers of Mr. Standish and the
TIP Top WEEKLY.

I see where certain readers wish to have the TIP Tops re
printed back to No. I. No doubt a great many would welcome
this idea. I would like to .secure Nos. 10, II, 12, 13, 14, IS, 16,
17, 18, 19, 20 in good condition, and will buy or give good ex
change in other numbers, as I have, outside of these eleven
numbers, everyone published from No. I up to last week's.
\Vho can sell or swap me the above eleven numbers? I also
have a lot of duplicates of TIP Top, among which are Nos. 3, 6,
7, 46, 60, 73, 84, 86, 87, 91, 133, and upward, which I wish to sell
or swap. \Vill break my file to supply your wants if you will
send me a list of the numbers you want, and what you can offer
fen.' them. If there are any stamp collectors among the readers,
I should be pleased to exchange stamps with them, as I collect
them myself and have a lot of duplicates to swap.

93 Marianna Street, Lynn, Mass. ARTHUR E. CARR.

We have a large number of stamp collectors among our readers.

As I have never as yet written to the Applause column, I
thought I must write. I have read the last forty copies, and cer
tainly think they are tip-top. Of course, Dick is my favorite, as

.I have read more about him. I think Doris is a great deal ,su
perior to June. June is a very nice girl, but there isn't as
much to her as there is to Doris. I like Brad very much, and
hope we shall soon .hear about him. Dale Sparkfair is the b?y
:for the money, I thmk. I hope Young Joe Crowfoot finds him
a pleasant companion. I get the TIP Top, and then some of the
~her girls read it. It goes through the hands of ten or twelve
girls, and by that time has done its work. All of the girls seem
very anxious to get J)p Top. ETHYL CAVINESS.

Battle Creek, Mich.
This comes from the town made famous for its breakfast-food

manufactories.

Seeing letters from all over o'ur glorious country, but none
from Asbury Park, I take great pleasure in saying a few words
about the only weekly-the greatest of books-TIP Top. I think
a great deal of athletics, but am unable to take part on account
of work. I take the greatest delight in reading about them in
dear old TIP Top. I started to read them four years ago, and
have scarcely missed a number since then.

I like Frank best of all. then Dick. but can't make any choice

between the members of their flocks, as I like them all very much.
I think June is the best of the girls, except Inza and Elsie,

as they have captured two of our favorites. Thanking Burt L.
for the pleasure he has given me, and wishing him the success
he deserves, with three cheers for Frank,·Dick, and all the rest,
not forgetting Street & Smith, I will close. HENRY AM:lrlANN.

1018 Second Avenue, Asbury Park, N. J.
A long letter from the great seaside resort.

As I am very anxious to say something for TIP Top, and have
never seen anything in your columns from here, I take this op
portunity. I am an old TIP Top reader, and never have I found
anything that could compare with it. It is the king of publica-
tions. Long may it live I PANHANDLE PETE.

Rogers, Ark.

No weekly publication can compare with the TIP Top WEEKLY.

Having read all the numbers of TIP Top WEEKLY above No.
100, so far I am pleased to say they are superior to any five-cent
novel I ever read. Of Dick's friends, I like Singleton, Flint,
Gardner, and Buckhart best. Of Frank's friends-Ready, Brown
ing, and Rattleton. I think June is the girl for Dick. Have any
of the readers the TIP Tops below No. IOO? If so, I will trade
or buy them. I have a few books. I. will sell or trade TIP Top
Nos. 160, 179, 248, 250, 251, 252, 257, '258, 259, 260, 261, 266, 271,
272, 273, 275, 288, 2gB, 305, 308, 3Il, 313, 314, 315, 325, 337, 414,
419, 441, 460, 462, 474- F. C. ZIEG.

Prospect, Ohio.

No doubt many of our readers have -back numbers they wish
to exchange.

I think Dick is an extra good boy, but don't know what. he
would do without Brad. Dear old Brad I How could Dick ever
get along without such a good friend? I think the TIP Top
characters are all very good except Chet Arlington, but, as it
takes all kinds of characters to make a good story, he is all right
in his place. I imagine he will some time change for the better
and become one of Dick's best friends.

Of the girls, I like Doris and June best; and of the boys I
like most all of them, and don't know how we could get along
at all without Ted Smart, Bob Bubbs, and Dale Sparkfair.

I wish to say that one of the letters I read in No. 513 was
very good, and that his plan to convince his friend that TIP Top
was a model book was good, also.

We get TIP Top every Saturday, and think it the best of week
lies. It gets better all the time. There are six in our family
that read it. MARIE RElLEA.

Windsor, Mo.
In this family there are six people who enjoy TIP Top.

I have been a constant reader of this AI publication ever since
No. I first made its bid for public favor. We all see how success _
is written all over TIP Top.

I think, if Mr. Standish would incorporate a line of military
athletics in his stories, it would be a good point, .as the average
young person takes readily to anything pertaining to military
work, especially the department of rifle practise. Now, combine
this with the other good qualities as set forth in the characters
in TIP Top, and. which characters are taken by a good many
readers of this best of books, and just see what an immense
amount of good it will do. Now, I hope you will pardon a boy
of thirty-six for all this gas, but I really could' not let others
have all the.glory of being the only old boy who reads TIp Top.

Somerville, N. J. G. E. MolUUs.
It might be that Mr. Standish has some such plan in mind.

Anyway, we all will know later on.

There is only one word by which I can express my apprecia
tion for TIP Top No. 520, and that is "bully."

I have been a constant reader of TIP Top for four years, and
have induced at least twenty boys to read it. We have formed
a club, in which we have on file all TIP Tops from No. 280
down to present date. HUGH HIRSHSON.

308 Bainbridge Street, Brooklyn, N. Y.
\Vell, if you have done all this, your name must certainly ap

peat in the:Hall Qf Fame-the Honor, Rol1.
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PROF.. FOUntEN: Taking advantage of your kindness, I ask the
following questions. How are these measurements for a boy of
16 years 2 months: Weight, 128 pounds; height,s feet 8 inches;
ne.ck, 140 inches; waist, 31 inches; chest, normal, 32 inches;
thighs, 20 inches; calves, 140 inches; biceps, 100 inches. Are
they normal? Best exercise for remedying defects? .

Chicago, Ill. SLAPPER1TUS.

You lack considerable weight, and consequently there is a cor
responding deficiency in your measurements; but" a course in the
Y. M. C. A. gymnasium will give you the proper development.

PROF. FOURMEN: Being a constant reader of TIP Top, I take
the liberty to send you my measurements: Age, IS years; height,
S feet 80 inches; chest, 39 inches; expanded, 42 inches; neck,
!s inches; biceps, II0 inches; forearm, 12 inches; calves, IS
Inches. I. Standing broad jump, 9 feet. Is it good? 2. One
hundred yards, II seconds; I run on my school relay team. 3. I
am better in football than anything else. I play full-back.

Washington, D. C. A FuI.I.-BACK.
Your records are very good.

PROF. FOURMEN': Having been a reader of TIP Top for the past
five years, I take the liberty of asking you a few questions. My
!11easureme!1ts are as follows: Age, 16 years; height,s' feet 80
mches; weight, 125 ~unds; neck, IS inches; forearm, 10 inches;
chest, normal, 35 mches ; expanded, 380 inches; waist, 30
inches; thighs, 20 inches; hips, 340 inches; calves, 13 inches.
My best ~ecords are 8 feet 3 inches, standing broad jump; 14
feet, runnmg broad jump; 4 feet 7 inches, running high jump.
How are my measurements-also my records? G. J. F. P.

Sag Harbor, N. Y.

Your records are good for one of your age. You should train
to take on weight.

PROF. FOURMEN: What is a sure cure for round shoulders?
What would improve my wind? What would give me energy?
I 8:m always attacked about one o'clock every day with a fit of
lazlJless. J. F. V.

New York City.

Always to keep in mind that you must throw back your shoul
ders when you walk or sit. Round shoulders is not a physical
defect, as a rule, but is due to a careless habit of stooping for
ward. For your wind, take long cross-country runs. This is
the season you can be outdoors, and run without any discom
fort. There are several kinds of laziness. Perhaps. yours is the
kind that would disappear if a neighbor's bulldog suddenly took
a dislike to the color of your trousers. .

PROF. FOURMEN: I have read the TIP Top for a number of
years, and now take the liberty of asking you a few questions.
I ~m 160 ~ears old, and w~igh II5 pounds. My height is 5 feet
3 mches; bl.ceps, normal, 9 mches; flexed,. 10% inches; chest, 30,
33, .and 36 ll1ches; waist, 28 inches; thighs, 18% inches 'calves
14 mches; forearms, 10;4 inches. I think my biceps a;e small:

What exercises should you advise me to take for them? What
can I do to get taller? What is the best exercise to strengthen
my throwing arm? JAS. M. B.

Bedford City, Va.
Your weight is good, but your biceps are too small. Bowling

is good for them if you learn to bowl with··~-·fianas.- u~·

Indian clubs and punch the bag. The oonly way to get taller is
to take a ~ourse of all-round physical training, and wait pa
tiently to see if nature is going to let you grow any more. The
above .exercises will strengthen your pitchin~ arm. .

PROF. FOURMEN : I have read 'TIP Top for a long time. and I
thought I should send in my measurements: Age, IS years;
height, 5 feet 60 inches; weight, 120 pounds; chest, normal, 33
inches; expanded, 360 inches; waist, 290 inches; neck, 12
inches. I play baseball and basket-ball. I punch the bag a little
every day, and use the Whitely exerciser and bo.xing-gloves.
Could I become an athlete?' H. G.

Riverhead, L. 1.
Train to take on weight. Continue to use punching-bag and

the· Whitely exerciser.

PROF. FOURMEN: Being a constant reader of the king of week
lies, TIP Top, I take the liberty to ask you a few questions: I. In

. the running broad jump I take off with my right foot; if I should
practise with my left foot, do you think I could get better re
sults? 2. Would running every night in the week hU!1; me?
3. Do you advise chinning the bar as an exercise? The follow
ing are my measurements: Age, 17 years 5 months; weight, 153
pounds; height, 5 feet 10 inches in bare feet; chest, contracted,
330 inches; normal, 37 inches; expanded, 380 inches; neck, IS
inches; waist, 31% inches; hips, 330 inches; thighs, 2z94 inches;
calves, I4~' inches; arm, relaxed, II0 inches; flexed, 13%
inches; forearms, II% inches. I have a pair of 4-pound dumb
bells. Do you advise me to use these, or should I get 3-pound
ones? When would be the best time for me to exercise-in the
morning, or evening, and atabbut what hour? How long should
each period of exercise be? In the running broad jump I. can
jump something over 16 feet. In jumping, should I spring high
in the air, or just spring so as to skim along the ground as low
as possible? What exercise do you recommend for weak back?
What is the United States Army setting-up exercise? what
exercise, or apparatus, should I use to strengthen my biceps and
triceps, enlarge my chest, broaden my shoulders, and enlarge
my forearms? I can put the I6-pound shot 29 feet. How is this
record? Where can I get a good book telling how to train?

Fort Wayne, Ind. JUAN EPINANZA.
I. Some people can do better with their left foot, The only

way to find out in your case is to experiment to find out· which
kind of a start is best for you. 2. No. On the contrary, it will
do you. a great deal of good. 3. Yes. Two-pound dumb-bells
will do as well as four. Exercise as soon as you get up, and just
before retiring. Keep up each exercise till the muscles begin to
Jeel tired, thench'l11ge. Be ~areful not to ju~p too high. ~egt1

late your movements, so that the force you exert is lateral in-
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stead of. perpendicular. You will then be propelled forward
without losing any momentum in your upward movements.
Massage your back morning and evening. For your chest, armsr ·

and· shoulders, use the punching-bag. Indian clubs, dumb-bells,
and the horizontal bar. Your shot-putting record is good. My
volume on physical culture will give you many valuable hints
on training. Our volume of U. S. Army exercises will explain
what you want to ascertain.

PROF. FOURMEN: Havil}g read the "king of weeklies," TIP Top,
I take the liberty of asking you some questions in regard to my
physical condition. I never drink tea; and seldom coffee, without
milk during meals and during the day. I drink cool water. I
am starting to take s-pound dumb-bell exercise. My measure
ments are: Chest, normal, 32 inches; inflated, 34 inches ; neck,
I3Y2 inches; weight, 125 pounds; wrist, 7Y2 inches; hips, 33
inches; calves, 13;4 inches; thighs, I9l4 inches; height, 5 feet
5 inches; biceps, normal, IOY2 inches; forearm,. 10 inches; age,
16 years 4 months. AN ENTHUSIASTIC TIP ToppER.

Mankato, Minn.

Give tip tea and coffee, and drink milk and cocoa instead.
. _N ever drink water with your meals. A 2-pound dumb-bell· is

heavy enough.

is room for improvement; but what do you think of them? I. In
measuring -the thigh, where should the measurement be taken
in the middle, or on the upper part? ;2. What is the most I
could gain a month on my arm? 3. WQuId it be possible to gain
half an inch if I take the right kind of exercise? 4- What isthe
best exercise for straightening up the back, and having an erect
figure? M. K.

Brooklyn, N. Y.
You need a little more general, all-round development, except

.. the chest. I. Measure the thickest part, i. e., the lniddle of the
calf. 2. There is no definite rule, for it varies in different people.
4. The U. S. Army setting-up exercises.

PROF. FOURMEN: I. have been a reader of TIP Top for some
time, and like it best of all papers. I send you my measure
ments: Age, 14 years; height, 4 feet 10 inches; weight, 76 pounds;
chest, normal, 26 inches; expanded, 29 inches; waist, 2Sl4 inches;
neck, IIY2 inches; right forearm, 8 inches; left forearm, 7~
inches; right and left thighs, ISY2· inches; right calf, 10% inches;
left calf, 10 inches; right and left biceps, 7% inches.

Lake Mills, La. IRVING A. NELSON.
You are still small, but not badly developed considering your

age.

Boys, have you any old numbers of Golden Hours?
Will pay liberally for Nos. I to 23 to complete my files.

If you have any of these numbers, write me.
AddressWILl,.IAMS, Station "0," Box 24, New York City.

PROF. FOURMEN: Having been a reader of the TIp Top for
some time, I take the liberty of askin~ you a few questions:. I
am IS years 9 months old; 5 feet 3~ inches in height; chest,
expanded, 34 inches; waist, 30 inches; biceps, right, 9% inches;
left, 9Y2 inches; thighs, 18 inches; calves, 14 inches; weight, II6
pounds. F. J. PIERCESON.

New London, Conn.
You seem to be well put together.

PROF. FOURMEN: Having read quite a number of TIP Top
VVEEKLIES, I wish to ask a few questions. I am 12 years 4 months
old; height, 5 feet; weight, 91 pounds; chest, 29 inches; arm,
9 inches; calf, 17 inches; neck, 12 inches; hips, 32 inches; shoul
ders, 32 inches. Please tell me what exercise will develop my
arms and chest. A. D. W.

Danbury, Conn.
Indian clubs, dumb-bells, bag-punching, and boxing will do

what you desire.

PROF. FOUR:t<IEN: Being a 10:l"al Tip Topper, I take the liberty
to send in my measurements for criticism, and ask you a few
questions: Age, 16 years; height, 5 feet 9 inches; weight, 138
pounds; neck, 14 inches; biceps, I I inches; chest,. contracted, 33
inches; expanded, 36 inches; waist, 30 inches; thighs, :20 inches;
calf, 14 inches. It seems to me that I'm just a little too thin
all around. I indulge a great. deal in outdoor sports, playing
baseball, football, and hockey, and al~o am quite good at high
jumping. I can chin the bar 16 times, and dip 12. I don't drink
or smoke, and always try to get a full eight hours' sleep every
night. My father says I'm just skin, bones, and muscle, and I
don't doubt it. About a month ago I started "in training," using
a very effective system which you published a year or two ago.

Providence, R 1. STANLEY ARNOLD.
You are still lacking in weight. I advise that you continue

~the course of training laid out for you a year ago, but do not
train too hard. Remember that it is easy to overdo a thing. The
dra'wing you sent me is excellent. It shows that you have a
ready pencil.

. :PROF. FOURMEN: Having been a reader of TIP Top for a num
ber of years, I thought I '''ould write to you and ask you some
questions.' I also thought I w'ould send you my measurements,
and show you what physical culture has done for me. . I am 17
years old; height, 5 feet 8inches ; weight, 148 pounds; neck, 15%
inches; chest, 37 inches; expanded, 41 inche"s; biceps, 13 inches
and IZY2 inches; waist, 30 inches; thighl 2I~~ inches; calf, I3Y2
inches; ankle, 8;/2 inches; forearm, .IO~ 111ches. Of course, there

"GOLDEN HOURS."

/
TIP TOP BASEBALL TOURNAMENT IS NOW OPEN. ./

. The two teams which, at the end of the season, have the highest average-the members of .../~~~ .'
~hICh play t?e greatest number of.games, score the most :un~ and have lost the lea~t number / \J~ .......•
of games, WIll be declared the wmners.. Of the two wInning teams, the one haVing the / I:' .

.higher average will be declared the TIP TOP CHAMPIONSHIP TEAM OF THE ALL- ../*:--# ,/
. AMERICAN BASEBALL TOURNAMENT FOR 1906, and will receive a large pennant ./:.ff .,/ .

bearing the abo:e. deviCe~ Each win~l.·ng t.eam .w.iII receive a full equipment !ornine .....·····v,,'\:>"!...···· ·..-:..·..-: ···: ··
members, conslstmg of trousers, shIrt, stockmgs,shoes and cap. Is thIS not / ~~ ( ..< ,/ .

, worth working for, boys? /.p~ ..-: ..-: : : -;,
.DON'T FAIL TO SEND IN YOUR COUPON AT ONCE. ~~~~."'..::~..,."'..:.,.(.; ::: ::~.:~../

No notice taken of any score not entered on a coupon. Coupons must be /,,~ .~, ~""

properly made out. One coupon for each game. /"'<;;: •~ •~ .l " .....:1
. ~ ~#.~ ..,..., ~~ ot/'

:...
",
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ISSUED EVERY MONDAY. HANDSOME COLORED COVER

PER COpy

Ted Strong wants to make your acquaintance, boys, and we are
convinced that you will be proud to have him as a friend. The
tales of his adventures among the cowboys are full of fascinating
interest. He is known to every one as "King of the Wild West"
and he upholds the title.

PRICE FIVE CENTS
For sale by all newsdealers, or sent, by the publishers to any address upon receipt of price In money OJ' P&stage-~

HERE ARE THE LATEST TITLES:
'94-King of the Wild West's Submarine; or, The

Search for Sunken Treasure.
9S-King of the Wild West's Finish; or, The Great

Stone Door.
96-King of the Wild West's Peril; or, The Cannibals

of Tiburon Island.
97-King of the Wild West's Strange Quest; or, The

White Princess of Sonora.
g8-King of the Wild West's Horsethief; or, The

Enigma of Lost Springs.
gg-King of the Wild West's Chase; or, The Rescue

of Yuen Ho.
lao-King of the Wild West's Meteor; or, The Race for

the Klondike Diamond.
IOI-King of the Wild West in Siberia; or, Castaway on

the Arctic Ocean.
I02-King of the Wild West's Haunt; or, Stella's Escape

from Sacrifice. .
I03-King of the Wild West's Dive; or, The Finding of

the "Golden Baby."
I04-King of the Wild West's Guard; or, Stella's Long

Shot.
I05-King of the Wild West's Posse; or, Stella's Own

Vigilance Committee.
iI06-King of the Wild West Underground; or, Stella

to the Rescue. .

107-King of the Wild West's Brand; or, How Stella.
Held the Fort.

loS-King of the Wild West's Campaign; or, How Stella
Won the Victory.

IoS)-King of the Wild West's Booty; or, Stella Finds
the Pirate Loot.

IIo-King of the Wild West's Success; or, Stella and the
Marked Bill.

III-King of the Wild West's Daring; or, Stella's Great
Lariat Throw. ,

II2-King of the Wild West's Key; or, Stella in the
Hidden Vault.

II3-King of the Wild West's "Hassayamper"; or, Stella.
in the Death Cavern.

II4-King of the Wild West's Strength; or, Stella on
the Cattle Ranch.

lIs-King 0.£ the Wild West's Danger; or, Stella among
the Hopis. .

II6-King of the Wild West's Gulch Diggings; or,
Stella's Star Role. ,

II7-King of the Wild West's Motor-Car; ol>, Stella.'
Fosdick's Peril.

u8-King of the Wild West's Duty; or, Stella Cast
Away in the Wilderness.

uS)-King of the Wild West's Wild-Goose Band;~
. Stella's Long Flight.
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THE FAVORITE LIST
OF FIVE-CENT LIBRARIES

BOWERY BOY LIBRARY
The adventures ofa poor waif whose only name is "Bowery Billy."
Billy is the true product of the streets of New York. No boy can read
the tales of his trials without imbibing some of that resource and courage

that makes the character of this homeless boy stand out so prominently.

MIGHT AND MAIN
These are stories of the adven

tures of boys who succeeded in
climbing the laddtr of fame by
honest effort. No more inter
esting tales can be imagined.
Each number is at least one-fhird
longer than the ordinary five
cent library.

Buffalo Bill is the hero of. a

t;;;i{;\~;'iJ(j;;!;';;r'i~:;;'~~;¥ thousand eXciti,ng adventures
" "l.,,~~:/,:;~~.~:,...l among the Redskins. These 'are

'i,;'1~ ,J '.' ,.J given to our boys only in the

l~tt~"'''~1 Buffalo Bill Stories. They are
.r:fV .' ":,::,:t;':: bound to interest and please you.
,~"::'-~,.~';'~-~:,~iit~b

DIAMOND DICK WEEKLY
The demand for stirring stories

of Western adventure is admir
ably filled by this library. Every
up-to-date boy ought to read just
how law and order are estab
lished and maintained on our
Western plains by Diamond Dick,
Bertie, and Handsome Harry.

NICK CARTER WEEKLY'
We know: boys, that there is i ('7l1"'\~~fi"'-·UWl-[ll-,"'-·.::1"'!

no need of mtroducing to you .UJJl\tt.:,I.i!"~.f"!.::,d·
Nicholas Carter, the greatest: r.irJjr!,!,:'l:(;,;::p.ff:i.i~;;8·,.

~.: _ II H~;t.~~fl;l(t.~l"~_:~~)"-

sleuth that e~e~ lived. Every J:~:('-;<}"T,~'
number ~ontamtng the adv~n' ,O!'~F V·'~td:.
tures ofNIck Carter has a pecultar. I .:;:.~: .,':::\1'

~ut delightful, power of fascina- 'i:,2.;A-~;"':".j
tlOn. i~7:~':;c:;,.:";

THE TIP TOP WEEKLY
Boys, Frank Merriwell has opened a school of physical devel

opment. He has gathered all of his old-time comrades about him
and their adventures are wonderfully interesting. These are cer
tainly the best tales of athletic adventure.

ROUGH RIDER WEEKLY
Ted Strong was a~pointed dep- ~~QJ@]{!{",;~~';

uty marshal by aCCIdent, but be .},"""';";;S~E{'~:;~;:~

resolves to use his authority and rJlp~~~!'n~~~.~'~~J:N
rid his ranch of some very tough. .~:

bullies. He does it in 'uch a ,lick I,' i~:.··.'.".".&.':.<:·"'.· ..:-.·.•.".'~..}.:.'.'.~'.-.:.. 1. "...... ',". '.:,*: --·~'·I

way that everyone calls him' X~ip';;, .
"King of the Wild West" and he ....':·y.....~c?!~~~~·.
certainly deserves his title. .'--::___ " 'j .•

Every boy who prefers variety
in his reading matter, ought to
be a reader of Brave and Bold.
All these were written by authors

who are past masters in the art

of telling boys' stories. Every
tale is complete in ,itself.


