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OR.'

THE HINDO;O MYSTERY.

By BURT L. STANDISH.

CHAPTER T.
,

A PRINCE FROM INDIA.

"There he comes 1"
"\'Vhere ?"
"\,Vhich one?"
"1hat fellow 'with Fred Maitland, you mean?"

. "Gee-whiz, he don't look like a prince 1" ..
The little group of fellows assembfed on the steps of

Durfee Hall looked curiously in the direction indi
cated by Eric Fitzgerald, eager to see the latest for
eign celebri~y to matriculate at Yale.' They had had
their fill of Japs of high degree, Europeans of all sorts
and conditions, even Chinese noblemen, all of \vhom
had come to New Haven to take some particular
course, or to obtain a degree in an American uni
versity; but this time it was something rather different
and decidedly more interesting.

Fitzgerald had just assured them that he had the
best authority for stating that Abool Zamani, as the
stranger was entered on the register, was neither more

'nor less than a Hindoo prince, son and heir of the
• I

Rajah of Berka, a small but very wealthy provinc~ in
India, the capital of. which was situated near Delhi.
Consequently, few of the men ever having seen a Hin
doo of high birth, they watched the approach' of the
man along the flag walk with a good deal of interest.

"He don't look much like a prince to me," repeated
Lance Fair, a slim, rosy-cheeked sophomore, in a
tone of disappointment.

"Did you expect him to wear his crOWll and fixings,
Lance?" inquired his roommate, Sampson Elwell, a
tall, lanky fellow from Indiana, who possessed all the
shrewd common sense and original point of view of a
genuine Hoosier. "By .hocus 1 There must be s0111e
thing pretty good about him or you wouldn't see Fred
Maitland toadying up to him the way he's doing."

Fair did not answer. The object of their comment
had now come within earshot, and' the fellows, not"

. wishing to stare him out of countenance, pretended to .
be occupied with a discussion of their own, though they
managed to get in a surreptitious glance as the two
men passed them.
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high-life ducks. I don't see what 'he gets out of them,
. ,but he certainly bootlicks them for fair."
i "I take that back about his not looking like a prince,"
Fair said slowly. '~Of course, I never saw a prince to
know one, but that fellow doesn't look like any or
dinary human being. Did you ever see such eyes in

. your life?" .
"Actually bored holes through' you, didn't they?"

remarked one of the group. "And dia you get onto
.that queer-looking ring? What kind of a stone was
it, anyhow?"

".N ruby, my son," put in Fitzgerald lightly. "Prob
ably part of the ancestral treasures of' the Rajah of
Berka."

"But you never saw a ruby the size of that, Fitz,"
objected Fair. "Why, the thing's as big as a robin's
egg!"

"That's nothing," chirped the slim chap. "Those In
dian princes have rubies and diamonds as big as hens
eggs stowed away in their castles. Didn't you ever

, read the· 'Arabian Nights?' Most likely that ring of
his has supernatural powers.. When he wants a thing
all he has to do is to make a 'wish and rub the ring,
and he gets it. Or, perhaps, it's c!n evil eye, and with
it he puts a hoodoo on people he doesn't like."

"I reckon he's got enough evil eyes in his head with
out wearing one on his thumb," remarked Elwell.
"Tell you honest, I'm not crazy about that feller's
looks. Freddy can have him and welcome for all
I care."

Befor~ the appearance of the stranger Dick had been
so absorbed in his talk with Hildebrand that he had
paidvery little attention to what the other fellows were
saying. Now, h9wever, for some reason or another,
he seemed to be rather more interested.

"You seemto know the man who just passed with
Maitland, Fitz," he remarked quietly. "\Vho is he?"
. "Calls himself Abool Zamani:" rett~rned the little

fellow quickly. "They say he's a prince-son of the
Rajah of Berka."

"Oh, a Hindoo," Merriwell said thoughtfully.
"\Vhat's he doing here?"

"Regularly entered the freshman class," answered
Fitzgerald. "It's up to these sophs 'here to give him
a warm reception, don't you think?"

Dick smiled a little.

"That's up to them," he returned lightly. "I al
ways believe in taking it rather easy with a foreigner,
though. They don't understand our customs, you
know, and it's ten chances to one they take hazing very
seriou~ly and think they're being 'insulted and all that."Yes, Maitland never lets go his grip on one of those

The stranger was short and slim and almost effemi-
. nate in build, but he carried-himself with an air of dig

nity which seemed to add inches to his stature. His
feet were absurdly small and shapely, and his fingers
slim and tapering, with very long, carefully manicured

I
nails. His complexion was s\varthy, though, perhaps,
no darker than that of an Italian or Spaniard, or even
of a fellow who has spent the entire summer exposed
to the sun.

But what arrested instant attention were his, eyes.
Black, piercing, and full of fire, they seemed. to domi
nate his whole face. Looking at them one did not
notice the hard, rather cruel mouth, the almost weak
chin, or insignificant nose. One saw only the somber,
expressive eyes, which at one moment gl?wed with
life and fire and at the next relapsed into pools of inky
blackness absolutely devoid of expression, baffling in
their blankness. .

The man was dressed conventionally in a dark tweed
of perfect cut and fit, wore a felt hat and carried a pair
of gray gloves. His entire get-up was in go<;>d taste,
the only thing which could possibly excite comment
being the peculiar ring he wore on the thumb of his
right hand. It was of gold and apparently of very
ancient workmanship, the design being two entwined
serpents supporting an enormous cabochon ruby which
glowed with a strange fire.

As the two men passed the group on the steps, Mait
land nodded coldly without speaking, while the
stranger turned his head swiftly, looking straight past
the fellows clustered at the bottom, apparently without
seeing them; and for a brief instant his dark eyes met
those of Dick Merriwell, who was standing by the
door, discussing the football situation with Blair Hilde
brand, one. of the guards on the eleven.

It was the briefest sort of a glance, for neither'
. 1vIaitland nor the stranger slackened their pace-the

fonner, in fact, rather quickened his step as if he were
afraid he might have to introduce his companion; but,
short as it was, Dick had an odd feeling of antipathy
to the stranger. It was almost as if those curious black
eyes had flashed him a challenge.

The moment the tWQ were out of hearing, the dis
cussion proceeded with renewed interest.

"See the expression on Freddy's face?" some one
inquired. "He's tickled to death to be seen on the
campus with the new celebrity.':

"Awful scart he'd have to introduce the dago,"
Elwell chuckled. "He pretty near went past on the

. ':un."
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I once knew of a Chinaman-son of a mandarin, I be- him, Buckhart was not an ideal leader of men. He
lieve-whose hazing almost caused an international was honest, outspoken, square as a brick, and could be
complication. It's a pity, but they've most of them no thoroughly depended on. Perhaps he was a little too
sense of humor at all." outspoken, too much inclined to snap out whatever

"Look out, Samp," laughed Fitzgerald.. "You'll be came into his head without thinking of the results.
having a duel on your hands, or maybe he'll cast a spell He was, in short, lacking in tact, and, though he had

, on you ...vith that ring of his." succeeded in schooling himself to a certain extent in
"I reckon not," Ef\vell returned composedly. "If self-restraint, he made bitter enemies now and then

he starts any monkeysnines like that, he'll wish he by his brusque manner of criticising a poor play or
hadn't." ~ calling a man's attention to his weak points.

"I'd go a little easy 'with him all the same," Merri- Dick 1\ferriwell's methods of procedure were radi-
well said quietly. "Those East Indians are a tricky lot, cally different. Possessed of an equally quick temper,
and some would just as soon stick a knife into you as he had it under perfect control. He might be literally
not. Well, it's time to get started to the field, isn't boiling within and not a soul be the wiser, and, though'.'it? Who's going over?" , '" he could g'ive a man quite as effective a calldown when

Hildebrand being on the regular eleven and Elwell . ~t was necessary, he seemed to know intuitively when
one of the most promising men on the scrub, they went better results could be obtained in other, more persua-
with him, of course, \,,'hile Fhzgerald decided to go sive, ways.
along and see the others work. The remainder of the' As a result, he could handle alm1t any man on the
crowd were undecided concerning what they wanted to field with ease. More than once Brad appealed t!? him
do, so the four left them to thrash it out among them- in despair to straighten out some apparently hopeless
selves and' started briskly across the campus for the situation, just as he"had done this afternoon, when he
car line on Chapel Street. • showed a big, hulking junior ho\v much -better it was

for him to play end on the scrub and take his chance
of making the eleven later than to be foolish and throw
up the whole thing in a huff, as he had been inclined to
do at first.

He was telling Buckhart of his success at the edge
THE CURSE. of the field while the other players were streaking

Don Tempest, captain of the eleven, being ill and for fhe dressing rooms, when the Texan happened to
look up and see the Hindoo, Abool Zama~i, who wa,sunlikely to appear on the field until late in the season,

Brad Buckhart~he former captain, together with the standing with Fred Maitland and one or two of his
coach Bill Fullerton had succeeded in making up an particular friends, look fixedly in their direction.

, , , "S d" h' d dd 1 "1 thexceptionally good team, considering that the graduat- _'. a~, par, e ll1terrupte su e~ y, ': 10 .e
, ing class had left .five vacancies. deuce IS that cO,ffee-colored galoot that ~ 100kll1g t~lS

It had taken the better part of a week to do this way so hard. I ve sure never put my blll1kers on hIm
, bf " \

and even now the list was subject to change at a mo- e are.. .. . '. .
ment's notice. It had been a' trying week for the ~01l0w111g the dIrechon of hIS eyes, Mernwell smlled
Texan, for it is not at all an easy or a pleasant job a l,l,ttle. .
to pick arid choose from the mob of fello'ws who The gentlema~ whom you :0· dlsre~pectfull~ refer
showed up for the first day of practice, weigh' each to .as ~,coffee-colored ~,al~ot IS a ~mdoo prmce, !
man in the balanse, carefully determining his good and beheve, he returned. ry:lS name IS Abool Zamahl,

. bad points even reckoninO' on his possibilities. and he has entered Yale WIth the class of Umpty-Four-
, b,,, •

In addition to that, there "'ere men who did notquite teen.
come up to the standard of the eleven, but who would "What! That nigger in Yale!" the Texan burst out.
be extremely useful on the scrub,and a good deal of "I don't believe it!"
diplomacy and tact was required in haty:lling the situ- Maitland.and his new friend were at leastfl£iyfeet
ation so that they would not go off in a huff and refuse away, and Brad did not intend his remark for the Hin
to play at all. doo's ears, but eithet the latter's hearing must have

Though a splendid fellow and one who knew the been extraordinarily acute, or the Texan's voice was
game from A to Z and played it for all that was in pitched in a louder key than he had supposed; fdr, as
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Brad spoke, a rush or color flooded the stranger's
swarthy face, his dark eyes flashed ominously, and he
took a sudden step forward, his whole bearing expres
sive of almost unrestrained· anger.

The next instant he had controlled himself and
stepped back to 1vIaitland's side, but his eyes, glowing
with a fierce, smoldering. hate, were still fixed in
tently on the big Texan.

"Hush, Brad!" Dick said quickly. "He heard you.
He isn't a negro; he's a Hindoo."

Buckhart shrugged his shoulders.
"Huh!" he snorted. "'What's the difference? He's

sure black enough-a heap sight more so than a lot
. of niggers I've seen."

Merriwell took his chum by the arm, and they
walked across the field toward the dressing rooms.

"Come away before you get into trouble, you old
idiot," Dick smiled. "You know the difference as well
as I do, only you're so pig-headed this afternoon you
won't admit it. I should think you'd had enough argu
ment to-day without deliberately looking for more."

The Texan grinned rather ~h~pishly.
"I reckon you're right, partner," he answered. "It's

sure been one lovely talkfest from the minute practice
begun. If it hadn't been for you, I opine I'd have
thrown up my job. That Hindoo gent has a powerful
aggravating way of staring at a fellow, and I judge
that sort of riled me up."

Dick to1cl him briefly what little he knew concerning
Zamani, but before they had crossed the field the sub
ject had ceased to interest the big 'Westerner, who dis
missed the stranger from his mind and continued their

! interrupted discussion 011 the absorbing question of
the team. It is quite safe to say that before they had
come out of the shower he had forgotten that such a
person as Abool Zamani existed.

But the Hindoo himself did not forget. He was 110t
that kind. As long as the two men remained in sight
on the field his piercing black eyes were fixed upon
them, full of a bitter, malignant hate. Even after
they had disappeared inside the building, he continued
to ,glare in that direction, apparently absorbed in his
own thoughts, which, if 011~ might judge fro111 the ex
pression on his face, were 'not of the 1110St pleasing
nature, He was aroused by the touch of Maitland's
hand upon his arm. .

"About time we were takirig the car hack to the
campus, prince," the latter remarked.

Zamani turned swiftly, and something like a smile
'Came into his thin, dark face.

"I must beg of you to dispense with the title, Mr.

Maitland," he said quietly, "1 have entered Yale as
a regular student and wish· to be treated as one. It
would be absurd for me to go around with prince
tacked: to my name, and, though I know little of your
customs, I should imagine it might be. the cause of
ridicule. In the future I must ask you to be content
with simple Zamani; that is quit~ good enough."

.There was a certain pride in his tone, as if he con
sidered the name not only good enough, but very much
su!erior to that of most of his fellow students. His
English was pure and flawless, and quite without ac
cent; which was not surprising, considering that he
had spent most of his childhood in England.

"Why, of course, Mr. Zamarii," Maitland s~id hast.;.
ily. "I'll call you anything you like. I didn't know
whether you'd want me to leave off the title."

They started across ,the field to take the car,and
presently Zamani turrted casually to Maitland.

"By the way," he asked carelessly, "what are the
names of the two men who stood talking quite near us
a little while ago? One, I think, is the captain of your
-et-elt;ven; the other plays on it."

Maitland's face darkened.
"Oh, you mean Buckhart," he remarked contemptu

ously. "Brad Buckhart is substituting for the regular
captain; he's from Texas. The other was Dick Mer
dwell, his chum, Neither of them is exactly in my
crowd."

The foreigner looked interested.
"Ah, really?" he commented. "They are 110t well

born, perhaps?"
Fred Maitland would have given a ,ood deal to have

been classed with either of the two men, but, since he
had found that impossible, he affected the pose of con
sidering them beneath him socially.

"Exactly," he returned quickly. "Buckhart is noth
ing but the son of a common cow-puncher in the "Vest.
while Merriwell-well, nobody knO\vs what sort of
family he comes from. I imagine the less said about it.
the better. They are neither of them men'you would
care to meet." .

"I have no desire to meet them," Zamani retorted
swiftly. "I simply wished to know their names."

His face darkened and there was an intensity of
feeling in ,his voice which '3urprised his compani?n.
But this was only momenta1"y. The next instant -he
was quite calm again, and during the ride back to the
campus he made no further reference to the subject,
which he apparently considered closed so far as any
discussion with Maitland ,vas concerned.

When they got off the ear at High Street, the latter
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evinced every intention of accompanying Zamani to his .' and rather pale. His thin lipg were pressed tightly to
rooms in Vanderbilt, but evidently the foreigner did gether and his dark eyes glowed with a strange light.
not desire this. At the door he turned and bade his Turning swiftly back to the cabinet, he opened a lit
friend good night with suave politeness, ind, before tIe drawer and took out a small packet which he lifted
Maitland could collect his wits enough to think of an to his forehead with a reverent gesture and a muttered
excuse for going upstairs, he found himself standing word in Hindoostanee. Laying this on the table be
alone on the stone steps gazing in some bewilderment side the bowl,he;next took up one of the glass vials,
at the ~losed door through which the astute Hindoo and, drawing the '. metal stopper, poured a' few drops

. had so swiftly vanished. 'of an odd greenish liquid into the bowl. The next
"Gee! How the deuce did he do that?" he muttered instant he had struck a match and applied it to the

as he walked slowly back to the street. "He's a slick stuff in the bowl, which flared up suddenly, burning
article, all right, if he is a dago. I'll have to take clearly with a lambent greenish-yellow flame.
a lesson or two in that trick. Might find it useful The instant it was well lit, the Hindoo snatched the
some time. Darn his black hide, though! I thought I, packet from the table, and, stripping off the silken cov
was going toget a dinner out of him, and a good one ering, held it high above the bo,vl, letting a stream of
at that." fine, pearly powder fall into the burning liquid.

Meanwhile Zamani had let himself into1 his rooms The result was startling. The moment the powder
with a latchkey and stood in the centr~ of the sitting touched the flame, a. dense, black column of smoke
room, gazing about him with frowning bro:ws. So billowed up from the I golden bowl. Thicker and
perfect was his self-control that not even now, when blacker it became until it seemed to fill the entire room,
he was quite alone, did he'give way to the rage which making it dark a'S night and completely blotting out
had been consuming him for the past hour. the strained, pale face of Zamani, his uplifted hands,
, Presently, however, he seemed to realize that all his glowing eye~. And at the same time a pungent,

need for concealment was passed.• His eyes narrowed powerful, almost intolerable perfume arose from the
ominously, his face darkened, and suddenly he raised flaming bowl and penetrated to every crack and crevice
his clenched hands with a curious, threatening gest~re. of the. apartment, even into the hall outside, causing

, "The dog," he hissed-"the Christian dog! To class' more than one passing student to sniff curiously and
me-a prince of India-with the!ilaves of Africa! He cast a wondering glance at the l()cked door.
shall pay-pay well for it, and bitterly regret the mo- For an instant the silence in the room was deathlike.
ment when he hurled that insult at Abool Zamani, of Not even the sound of the Hindoo's breathing could be
Berka."- "

heard, and then suddenly his voice, cold, cruel, and a
Swiftly he crossed the room to a curiously carved little strained, came fr~m the dense cloud of smoke.

cabinet of teakwood, inlaid with mother-of-pearl and
ivory, which stood On a table against the wall. His "By the sacred golden bowl. of the temple, by the
long, slim :fingers trembled with eagerness as they ointment and powder of the gods, by the holy smoke

. and eternal fire of Brahma, r call down upon thy ill-sought a secret spring and presseditc- ,
fidel head the curse of Siva, the Destroyer! May thy

As he did so the front of the cabinet swung slowly. strength waste little by little! Drop by drop shall thy
open,revealing the interior fitted up with sbelves and blood turn to water in thy veins! Thy arm shall
little drawers, filled with a strange medley of small weaken, thy hand become tremulous, and at last death
carven boxes, packets of various sizes, carefully done -eternal, everlasting death-shall be thy portion for
up in Oriental silk and tied with silver cord, a number the insult thou hast put this day upon a true believer!
of odd-shaped vials of iridescent glass~ filled with Remorse shall fill thy soul, and too late shaH thou feel
.different colored licluids, and a host of implementsof. 1 hildre 1"

the power of the mighty Siva to revenge lis c· n ..gold and ivorYt whose uses eould not even be guessed
As his voice ceased and silence fell upon the room.

at. il I d
' Of a sudden the smoke cleared as if by magic. .. t is-III a larger compartment in the centre of the cabinet
stood a beautiful golden bowl of ancient workman- appeared as swiftly as it had arisen, revealil1g the form
ship and exquisite design, which Zamani lifted out and of the Hindoo, shadowy in the rapidly falling twiiight,
placed carefully in the middle of the large study table, standing by the table like a thing.of stone, his arms up-

• from which he had carelessly swept the pile of books lifted and his eyes glowing with a strange~ mysterious
and magazines to the floor. His face had grown calm fire.
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CHAfTER III.
"

" rubbing himself dry with a big towel, and pr~sently
he began to get into his clothes. It was then that Mer-

THE S'T RAN G E :M A R If . riwell noticed for the first time. the peculiar pallor of
"Great Scott, old fellow! Are you going to lie in his face and the listless look in his usually animated

bed all day?" eyes. .
Dick Merriwell raced into the bedroom, fresh from "vVhat the deuce is the matter with you this morn-

his icy morni~g plunge, his skin pink and glow~ng ing?" he inquired quickly. "If I didn't know you so'
with perfect health, his face brigh't,. his eyes sparkl\~g well, old fellow, I should say you had been Of!. an all-
with life, to find that Buckhart was still in bed slum- night bat." "
bering h~avi1y. "I sure feel like it, pard," the Texan returned slowly.

He lay with one arm thrown over his face, which "I haven't got a particle of ambition, and I'd a heap
seemed to interfere with his breathing, for it was dis- sight rather go back to bed than over to old Hosmer's
tinctly irregular and labored. Dick wondered a little lecture room."
at this, for his chum scarcely ever made any nois~ while A look of concern flashed into Dick's face.. Was it
asleep, nor did he often lie in bed so late. And it was possible that Buckhart wasgoirtg to be ill? He ~e
very late. Buckhart would have to, hurry for all he membered his own attack of typhoid that spring; and
was worth to get into his clothes in time for breakfast how he had felttired and listless and absolutelylacking
and their first lecture. Consequently he called to him in the inclination to do .anything but sit around. It
in no gentle t~ne to hustle; but, loud as it was, his had been only by the nl-0st persistent exercise of will
voice did not make any impression on the sleeping man. power' that he had kept himself going up to the last

"vVhat the mischief is the matter with him this minute.
morning?" Merriwell muttered, as.he crossed hastily "Do you feel sick?" he asked.quickly. "Got a head-
to the bedside. "He acts as if he had been on an all- ache or anything like that?"
night tear." Buckhart laughed. e

Catching the big fellow by the shoulder, he) shook "Not a,' bit," he returned. "I'm all right, except
him vigorously. that I'm plumb lazy. I reckon you hit the nail on the

"Brad, wake up I" he cried. "What's the matter with head when you said I'd slept too much. All ready ~

you? You'll be too late for breakfast if you ?on'~' Let's get over to breakfast." ,
hustle."'~ , ~ At the training t¥le Dick was somewhat reassured

Aroused at last, the Texan opened his eyes sleepily when he found that his chum's appetite was not in the
and sat up. least impaired. Brad put away his breakfast with his

"What's the matter ?" he mumbled. "Till'ie to get usual relish and gusto, and, if anything, he ate. rather
up?" • more than usual; so Merriwell decided that there could

"I should say it was," Dick returned. "You've got not be allythin~ radical the matter with his chum after
about ten minutes to take a plunge and get into your all.

clothes." He was puzzled, however,' at the unusual pallor of
Buckhart slipped out of bed, and, sitting on the side the Texan's face; which showed even through his tan

of it, gave a tremendous yawn. and did not seem to lessen with the passing of the
"Thunder, I feel sleepy!" he exclaimed, rubbing morning: There was an odd listlessness, too, in his

.his eyes. "I could turn in an~ do it all over again." manner, and a disinclination for exertion which was
'''You've been sleeping too much, that's what's the quite foreign to the Texan's vigorous nature; and dur

matter with you," Merriwell commented. "vVe were ing Professor Hosmer's lecture on biology he dropped
in bed by ten o'clock last night, an'd it's nearly eight" 'asleep several times.
now. A cold tub will take the cobwebs out of your Perhaps that was the fault of the lecture, however,
brain.:' , . .for Dick had never heard quite such a poor one de-

Brad gave another groan, and, getting on his feet, livered by a man of Hosmer's reputation and ability.
\~alked slowly into the bathroom, from whence Dick The professor usually made his talks vitally interest
presently heard the sound of splashing, but without the ing, but to-day something sc!emed to be wrong with
accompaniment' of whoops and yells with which the him. He was plainly nervous, and, instead of sitting
Texan generally enlivened the morning bath. quietly at his desk as he generally did, he kept walking-

In about three minutes he was back in the bedroom up and down the platform.



TIP TOP ·WEEKLY. 7

His delivery was spasmodic.and jerky, frequently he
repeated a sentence, and more than once he went back
over ground he haa already thoroughly covered. It
was as if his mind was occupied with something quite
foreign to the subject of his lecture, and Dick was'
vetyglad 'when he dismissed the class a good ten min
utes ahead of the hour.

"What's struck old Hossie?" Blair Hildebrand in
quired, joining them on the campus. "Looks as if he
had a date he was terribly anxious to keep."

, "Something on his mind, I fancy," Dick smiled.
"Perhaps one of his eternal experiments hasn't come
out the way he wanted it to."

:After dinner Buckhart seemed to pick up -a !itt-Ie,
and on the field that afternoon he was more like him
self, though Merriwell noticed that he was far from
showing his usual vim and ginger and enthusiasm in
practicing the var,jous plays and formations. Ap
parently it was unnoticed by anyone else, but Dick
knew his chum so well·that he could tell the instant any
little thing was wrong with him.

He watched him closely all the afternoon, and to
ward six o'clock he saw, to his amazement, that the
Texan was actually tired. The big fellow, who had
gone through more fierce tu;sles 011 the gridiron than
he could count and come out of them almOst as fresh
as in the beginning, 'was feeling the effects of a few
hours' practice.

Before the day's work was over and the men went
streaming across the field toward the dressing rooms,
it became evident to Merriwell that his chum was
holding out only by the. most determined exertion of
will power. There was something radically wrong
with him, that was quite plain; but whaUt was Dick
could not imagine, and it puzzled him not a little.

He said nothing to Brad, however, as they walked'
slowly across the turf; and the latfer did not seem
in the least'inclined to talk, but Wellt along, his eyes on
the ground, apparently in a brown study. '

Stripping off their clothes in the locker room, they
had to wait ~ few minutes for a shower. They were
standing near one of the windows when Dick's eyes
happened to fall carelessly, on his friend's' neck, and
there they remained riveted in surprise.

At ife same moment Buckhar~ turned his head and
poticed the odd look oil Merriwell's face. ,

"What in thunder ate you staring at, pard?" he
a:ked irritably~ "Have I got anything crawling on
me?"

~'No,but you've got an awful queer-looking 1nark,

on your neck," Dick rett~rned~ "vVhat the mischief is
it-a mosquito bite?"

The Texan raised his hand swiftly to his throat.
"Didn't know there was anything there," he said

slowly. "What's it look like?"
Merriwell examined it closely. On the right side

of Buckhart's throat, a little below the chin, were two
tiny punctures so close together that at a distance he •
had mistaken them for one. Scarcely larger than th,e
prick of a good-sized pin, the edges were slightly
tinged with white, and had a vaguely unwholesome
look. As he gazedoat them, Dick had an odd feeling I

,that they might have been made by some instrument,
ratger than the bite of an insect.

"Take a look at it yourself, old fellow," he said the
next minute. "It doesn't look like any mosquito bite I
ever saw."

His curiosity aroused, the Texan stepped quickly
over to a mirror which hung against the wall, and
gazed at his reflection. "

"By George! That is a funny-looking bite, isn't
it?" he remarked, as he passed his ,fingers'over: it.
"Two of them, aren't there?' Looks as if I'd' stuck
myself with a pin. It's ·sure queer I don't feel'lt at
all." ." ,

"Doesn't it itch?" Merriwell asked.
"Not a bit," returned Buckhart. "I wouldn't know

it was there if you hadn't spoken of it."
!\. couple of the showers being vacated at that mo

ment, they made a dash for them, and the subject was
dropped. It being rather late, they did not' resum~ it
again, but hurried through their dressing and rushed
for a car.

By the time they reached the campus it was· begin
ning to grow dark. They raced across to Dtlrfee and
up the stairs, anxious to leave a couple of jerseys'they'
had brought home to mend, and get over to' the train
ing table before everything had been eaten up.

Dick was in advance of his companion, and, round
ing the corner of the corridor, he ran full tilt into a .
shadowy figure coming from the opposite direction.

"Beg pardon I" he exclaimed, !thinking it was one
" of the fellows. "Didn't hear you coming at all."

"Don't-"mention-it," stammered the other, gasp
ing for breath. "I should have-er-stepped aside
when I hearCl you on the stairs."

Merriwell gave a sudden start of surprise.. It was
not the voice of any ohhe men having rooms on that
floor, and yet there was a strangely familiar ring about
it. Swiftly he reached up and switched on the electric
light which hung just above the door. '
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To his amazement, the' 'sudden' glare illurpined the
austere face of Professor Jeremy Hosmer, head of the.
department of biology.

What in the world was he doing in Durfee Hall at
this time of night? ,. " 1...

CHAPTER IV.

:A N ODD ENe 0 U N T ER •

For an instant no one spoke. Dick was wondering
what possible reason the professor could have for
wandering about this particular corridor in the dusk.
Buckhart stood frankly open-mouthed, waiting', for
some one else to start the' conversational ball rolling.
Professor Hosmer was very palpably struggling with
embarrassment, pure and simple.

His face was slightly flushed, and in his pale eyes
was the guilty look of a small boy caught stealing ap
ples. His slim fingers moved nervously, and he.mois
tened his thin lips with his tongue.

He seemed so distressed that Merriwell actually felt
sorry for him.' ,

"Is there any way I can 'help you, professor?" he
asked at length. ."Are you looking for anyone?"

Professor Hosmer gave a slight start.
"Er-no, thank you," he said 'slowly. "I was--er

-looking for something; but it's no matter."
Dick looked' puzzled.
"If you'd tell us what it is," he persisted, "we might

possibly help you."
A look of positive fear came into the older man's

face, and he made an emphatic gesture of dissent with
one hand.

"No, it's not important," he repeated quickly. "I
-er-did not realize how late it was. Thank you very

. much, but I cannot stop any longer. Good night." .
'Without waiting for their reply, the professor

slipped past them, and the next instant they heard
him pattering swiftly down the stairs; the outside
door opened and closed, his footsteps sounded on the
flag walk outside and quickly died away.

Brad looked at his chum in bewilderment.
. "\,yell, what do you think of that, pard ?'"he ejacu

lated. "What in creation is old Hossie snooping
around here for?" . .

Diclf slowly shook his head.
"You've got me," he ans\vered. "I've no more idea

than the man in the moon. Perhaps he was looking for
one of the fellows who has rooms 'on this floor."

"That don't see!1! a heap likely to me,'~ the T~xan

said quickly. "Professors don't go around looking for
fellows as a rule. If they want to see'em they send for
'em, don't they?" ..

"Usually," Dick returned. "'Well, if we expe~t to
get.any supper, we'd better hustle."

He unlocked the door and they flung the jers~s in
side the room without entering it. Then, closing it
ag~in, they hurried downstairs and over to the training
table. ,~

Here'.again Dick observed that Buckhart was pos
sessed of a perfectly good appetite. He seemed also
to have lost a good deal of the listlessness which had•
characterized his actions during the day and entered
into the joking and general horseplay ,yith,his usual
zest.

As they strolled back to the campus after supper,
accompanied by Eric Fitzgerald, Dick decided that it
was probably nothin~ but a passin~.. indisposition which
had troubled the Westzrner, and 'that a good night's
rest would put him in shape again.

Fitzgerald came upstairs with them and dropped
dovin into a comfortable chair with the air of one who
proposes to spend a pleasant evening. Not five min
utes had elapsed, however, before Buckhart gave a
yaw? which nearly dislocated his jaw, and stood up,
stretching.
, "I reckon I'll turn in, pard," he drawled. "I'm a
heap sleepy, and r- sure can't keep my eyes open much

. longer. Wake me up good and early, will you? Good
night." .

As the bedroom door dose4 behind him, Fitzgerald
t.urned quickly to Merriwelf.

"Is that because I'm here?" he asked lightly, but
with a deeper undercurrent of feeling in his voice.

Dick smiied. .
"No, of course not. He's been dead to th~ world

all day for some reason or another. The best thing
he can do is to turn in now-and get rested up."

"I know he doe~'t like me," the slim chap went on
earnestly; "and if I thought my being here drove him
off, I'd stop coming."

"Shuck~!" Dick exclaimed quickly. "He's all over
that prejudice he had against you, but it's like pulling
teeth to get Brad to admit he's made a mistake. He
lik:s 'you, all right, but don't ever expect hi~ to say
so 111 so many words. He's not built that way"

Very soon after their return to New Haven that fall
. Merriwell had. taken up with Eric Fitzgerald, who at
that time possessed the unenviable reputation of being
the worst ,fellow in ~ol1ege. Dick had very soon
seen that there was nothing vici~us or underhand about
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the fellow. He was simply overflowilig with' high
spirits which found an outlet in all sorts of mischiev
ous, and sometimes foolish, pranks. He had also be
come mixed up with a pretty hard crowd from which
Dick undertook' to separate him.

He had met the boy's brother in a casual sort of way
that summer, and, at the latter's reguest, had promised
to do all he could to show Eric the folly of his ways.
That was the beginning of his acquaintance with the
little fellow, whom he soon came to like for his own
good qualities alone.

Brad knew nothing of the promise Dick had made to
the elder Fitzgerald, and he )vas piqued and a little
angry that his chum should make so much of a fellow
with the reputation the slim chap had acquired. It
was, therefore, not much to be wondered at that he
should conceive a;. strong prejudice for the youth,
which, even after he had learned the truth, was not
easy to get rid of. '

Fitzgerald himself, once his eyes were open to their
ul1\vorthiness, had quickly thrown aside his former
associates and was now one of Dick Merriwell's strong
est admirers and upholders, and very often~ropped in
for an hour or so at the rooms in Durfee. In this
way Buckhart's eyes were opened little by little to his
good points, and, from toleration "for the little. fel
low, a real liking gradually developed, which neither
by word nor deed, if he could help it, would the big
Texan reveal.. '

Fitz stayed for little more than an hour and then
tore himself away reluctantly, after which Dick lighted
the student lamp and settled down to work.

Somehow he found it difficult to concentrate his
thoughts to-night. His niind kept \vandering from the
printed· page, and it seemed almost impossible to fix
his attention on the book.

He was thinking about Buckhart and how strangely
he had been acting all day. At supper he had quite
made up his mind that there was 1'lothing at all the
matter with his chum, but, now that he was alone
with no cine to divert his attention, he did not seem
to feel so sure..

He even became a little worried over it all. "The
strange pallor, the unusual lassitude, the inexplicable
weakness' of the usually robust and tireless Texan
these were odd, to say the least. And those t\VO tiny
punctures on his throat-could they possibly haye any
connection with the other things? It did not seem
probable, and yet for some reason his mind kept hark
ing back to them.

He was startled out of his reverie by the sound of
the clock striking eleven.

"Great Scott !" he exclaimed, looking up at it.
"Where in the world has the evening gone? I didn't
suppose it was much more than nine."

With a, rather chagrined expression on 11,is face, he
stood up and closed his book with a snap.

"Have to trust to luck to-morrow, I rec1~n," he
murmured. "I don't seem to be able to get down to
business at all."

He went over to the door and carefully turned the
key, a thing he was not always so particular about
,doi~g; but to-night he felt Oddly restless and uneasy.
Then he put out the light and titr..ned toward the bed
room.

As he passed one of the windows looking ou(pn the
campus, he paused and glanced out. The waning moon
Iiad just risen, buNt only faintly illumined the campus,

. and that portion near the entrance of Durfee Hall was
entirely in the dense shadow.

Presently, as his eyes became accustomed to the
darkness, he made out the line of flag walk which ran
alcmg in front of the building. The campus was in'
tensely quiet-oddly so for that time of night-and,
but· for the few scattered lights glimmering over in
La\vrence and Farnum Halls, one might have thought
the whole world in bed and asle)p- .

Dick was about to turn a\vay from the window
when, of a sudden, he drew a quick breath and leaned
forw:ard, his eyes fixed intently on something which
hadmov~d below him. It was vague and indistinct aM
scarcely to be distinguished from the dense shadow
cast b~ the buildings; but he could have sworn that
he saw something slip away from the froilt of Durfee,
and, passing close to the walls of Battellchapel, van
ish in the gloom beyond.,

Eagerly ~e bent forward, hardly daring to breathe,
and strove in vain to penetrat~ the blackness. Five·
minutes passed-ten. Nothing l"hOved, nor was the in
tense silence broken by so much as a stealthy footfall.

At last he gave it up. He was not absolutely sure
that he had really seen anything, after all. It had been
so swift, so momentary, that possibly he had only im,:,
agined it. His fancy was running riot to-night, any
way, and perhap~!hat would account for it. With a
shrug of his shoulders, he stepped into the 'bedroom,
and, without troubling to turn on· the light, slipped off
his clothes' and got 1nto bed..

In the twin bed next to him, Buckhart was slum
bering peacefully, his breathing as natural' and easy
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as that of a child. .With a sigh of relief, Dick settled
himself for a good night's rest.

But somehow the sleep he tried so hard to woo did
not come readily. His mind was too keenly active. A
thousand thoughts kept rushing through his brain
thoughts which apparently had no connection whatever:
with his ntusings of the evening about Brad's condi
tion, though that, too, troubled him now and then.

'He twisted and turned on the bed, thumped his pil
low time and time again, revert,ed to the old expedient
of imagining a flock of sheep jumping over a. gate and
counting them up into the thousands. At last' sleep
came, but it was not a deep, dreamless slumber. E~ery

now and then he would partly arouse himself in that
half-waking, half-dreaming state when, not wholly
conscious, the figments of dreams are inextricably
mixed with realities, making it difficult for one to know
\vhere the fanciful leaves off and the real begins. b

It was during one of these peri;ds of vague semi
consciousness that a strange odor assailed Dick's nos-'
trils, pungent, acrid, and distinctly unpleasant. It was
like nothing he had ever known before, and, as he
turned restlessly on his side, he tried sleepily to place
it Though it seemed very real, he felt that it must be
part of his dream. He did not open his eyes, for he
knew that once he was really wide awake it would be
almost impossible to sleep again. Presehtly he dozed
off, and when next he was conscious of anything, the
peculiar odor was gone and the first' faint gray of'
da\\Tn was stealing in through the window.

,For a second or two he lay flat on his back looking
up at the ceiling. Then suddenly he sat straight up in
bed, his finger tips tingling" oddly. Buckhart was lying
on his side breathing heavily \vith loud, ~rregular gasps.
His face was hidden from Merriweil, and the latter
sprang out of bed and hurried around to the other side.

As on the morning pr~vious, the Texan lay with one
arm thrown over his face, and reaching quickly down,
Dick gently lifted the arm away.. As he 'did so he"
drew his breath with a s\viJt, sudden intake, and his
heart leaped into his throat; for Buckhart's face was
white as chalk-a dead, ghastly white, which sent a
cold shiver down Merriwell's spine and put a look of
horror into his dark eyes.

CHAPTER V.
THE FATAL PALLOR.

For a full minute Dick stood looking down on his
friend in petrified silence, his heart beating loudly and
unevenly.. What had happened-what could have hap'-

pened. to make him look like that? The big fellow's
face ";vas drawn and haggard, there were distinct hol
lows under his eyeS, he seemed to have actually grown'
thinner in the night, and that awful pallor made him
look as though there was scarcely a drop of blood left·
in his body. ' .

Then Merriwell recovered his presence of mind, and, .
catching Brad by the shoulders, shook him gently.

"Brad, old. fellow," he said, in a loW. penetrating
voice, "wake up 1"

The Texan moved uneasily and, little by little, the
heavy breathing lessened. Dick gave him another
shake, and presently th~ big fellow slowly opened his
eyes.

"What's the matter?" he murmured sleepily. "Isn't
time to get up, is it?"

Dick hesitated an instant, his eyes narrowing anx
iously as he bent over his friend.

"I don't know what time it is," he said slowly.
"What's the matter with you? Don't you feel well?".

Buckhart made no effort to lift his head from the
pillow.

"I feel all right, only tired-thundering tired," he
returned. ""I'd like to sleep for a month, pard."

There was another pause, and the :worried look on
Merriwell's face deepened.

"Only tired?" he asked presently. "The way you
felt yesterday?" .

Brad nodded.
"Yes, but a heap more so," he a.nswered.
All at once he sat up in bed and eyed Dick with

something of his usual keenness 'and intensity.
~ "Say, pard," he said quickly, "what in thunder is up,
anyhow? What makes you think there's anything the
matter with me?"

For a moment Merriwell hesitated, not sure what
it \vould be best to say. He did not want to alarm his
chum, but the latter would certainly notice the ghastly
look of his face the moment he got up; or, if he did
not, the first feHatv he saw outside would be quick to
remark on it, so he decided to get it over with at once.

"Just take a look at yourself in the glass, Brad,"
he said quietly, "then I think you'll understand."

1\n expression of wonder came into the Texan's '
eyes as h~ slipped out of bed and stood up. Without
alward, he walked slowly across the room to the dress
ing table and gazed into the mirror.

Watching him keenly, Dick saw him give a start
and bend closer to the glass. For a full ininute he
stood there without so much as moving a finger. Then
one hand was slowly raised to his throat, and Merri-
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well noticed that the muscular fingers trembled a little ' been to a doctor as long as he could remember. He
as they were passed over the spot- where the two odd didn't feel sick, only lazy and disinclined to exertion;

'punctures had been visible the day before. but Dick finally persuaded him to give in. He was
When he turned and surveyed his chum ther~ was worried for fear his chum might be coming down

a look of helpless bewilderment in his eyes. with some disease. There were plenty of things which
"What is it?" he asked, in a low, tense voice. "What would give him that pulled-down, pallid look and gen-

in thunder is it?" eral feeling 'of listlessness; and it was possible that
Dickdid not answer. His eyes were fixed on Buck- the little, punctures on his neck had nothing 'whatever

hart's throat, and the next instant he crossed swiftly to do with his general condition, but were only inci-
to the big fellow's side.- There was no doubt about dental to it. .,

,it. The punctures were larger than they had been the Consequently, directly aft~r breakfast, Buckhart
day before. Not a great deal, perhaps, but a care- started reluctantly for the doctor's office. He went
ful inspection show.ed the difference. But more than rather more readily than he' might have done ha'd it
that was the change in their general appearance. They not been for the general comment caused at the train
still had the clean-cut, regular look as if made by some in~ table by his peculiar pallor. The fellows all told
instrument, and the edges 'were faintly white; but about him he looked as if he was coming down with a serious
each tiny hole was a rim of red which showed dis- illneSl and urged him to be examined without delay.
tinctly against the Texan's pallid skin-a vivid, un- Having"no lectures until ten o'clock, Dick went back

"wholesome red, like inflammation. to their rooms; and in about an hour Brad appeared,
Something had happened during th'e night to enlarge carrying a large parcel don~ up in brown paper, which

them, but what was it? Was it possible that some one ',he dropped down on the table with a contemptuous
had been' in the room? Dick scouted the thought. snort.
The door was locked, and though the windows were all "Just what I thought," he remarked, sinking into a
wide open, it would be almost impossible for anyone chair, "There's not a darned thing the matter with
to enter that way without making enough noise to me, except-'-"-"
arouse him. For a moment he thought of some in- He hesitated apd scowled at Dick.
sect, or, perhaps, a snake; but he dismissed the idea "'1'1ell, what?" the latter inquired eagerly.
at once. It was incredible to suppose that, either one "Why, the old fool says I'm anremic I" the Texan,
or the other would bite twice in exactly the same place. burst out. "T'elisme my blood is thin and that I need

To Buckhart, watching the play' of emotions of atonic. Did you ever hear such rot? How the deuce
Merriwell's mobile face, the silence seemed intermi- . could my blood get thin in a couple of days, I'd like
nable, and presently he could not stand it another sec- to know?"
9nd. DicK: knitted his brows.

"Something;s been monkeying around me again," "That's strange, isn't it?" he 'remarked thoughtfully.
hJ said hoarsely, with a quick motion of his hand to- "Pid you show him the marks on your neck?"
ward his throat, "and I look like a stiff out of a gr.ave-~'l sure did;" Buckhart returned.' "There wasn't
yard. What the deuce ha~ happened? What in thun-... a square inch of me the old idiot didn't punch and prod
der makes me feel so rotten tired? It can't be a bug. 'and 'listen to. At first he thought those marks had
that's bitten me, can it?" been made by a thick pin or something like that; but•

. Merriwell shook his head: I when I"told him a pin hadn't been anywhere near me,
"i don't see how it could be that," he said slowly; he said it was possible they had been caused by the bite

"No bug on earth would bite twice in. exactly the of an insect. Anyhow, he didn't seem to think much
same place."" of them; but told me to bathe them in witch-hazel to

He paused, a troubled fro\\tn on his face. take away the-inflammation."
"To tell the truth, old fellow, I'm all at sea," he "That the tonic you have there?" Merriwell in-

went on quickly. "It seems to me the best thing you quired, glancing at the parcel on the table.
can do is to run over after breakfast and have' a: talk Bra~ looked a little sheepish. .
with the doctor. It's possible that you may be getting 1/ "Yes; I thought I might as well take the-stuff since
some kind of a fever, or something like that. Any- he said it was what I needed," he answered. "I s1J{e
how, it ;won't do any harm." can't go round Jooking like a ghost or feeling asif

The big Texan obj~Cted~strenuously. He'd never. I hadn't any ambition left."
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"Yes, I don't suppose it will do any harm," Dick
said slowly. "Well, it's time we strolled over to the
lecture-that is, if you feel equal to t.he exertion."

Buckhart was quite indignant.
"What in thunder do you take me for, pard?" he

inquired, in an aggrieved tone.' "I'm not so far gone
as that, by a long shot. I sure do feel onery and
lazy, but I opine I can get up strength enough to hike
across the campus. Wait a second till I take a swig

,of this stuff to braceJ.ne up."
Picking up the bottle he stripped the paper off and

tossed it on the floor. Then, drawing the cork, he
carried it into the bathroom to find a glass.

Meanwhile Dick sat gazing thotlghtfully at the floor.
Somehow the doctor's diagnosis did not seem to cqver
all the points. Though he had never known of a test
having been made before of the Texan's bl0etd, he
felt sure Brad was not anremic. And he' could not
help but feel certain that there was a connection of
some sort between those curious little punctures and
his chum's peculiar condition.

Just what it 'was he did not know-could not even
guess;, but he made up his mind on One point, and
that was to keep his eyes open at all tImes, and not
to let his friend out of his sight.

He had an odd conviction that there was some
thing peculiar underneath it all, something which he
did not understand. But then and. there he determined
that it would not long remain a mystery.

CHAPTER VI.

A LOOK OF HATE.

Buckhart ate a hearty dinner, and, as the afternoon
wore away, he began to feel rather better. They
reached the field a little after four, and he started in
the practice with his usual energy and vim. But very
soon he discovered that he could ,not contrnue the
pace. He was furious with himself and more than
humiliated at the strange weakness which had come
upon him.

Never before had he had to give up, nor would he
have done so this time had it not been for the in-

"sistence of Merriwell and Bill Fullerton, who had to
force him to stop playing- and content hims~f with
the less strenuous occupation of coaching and criti-\
<;ising the different formations without actually going
into the meJee himself.

This caused considerable comment and. speculation.

not alone from the members of. the tvro. elevens, but
from the spectators on the side lines, as well, among
whom was Fred Maitland, sticking close, as usual, to..
the Hindoo, Zamani.

"The cow-punc1:ler's getting cold feet," he remarked
in a sneering tone, as he observed Buckhart's with
drawal from the line. "Looks as if he'd been 011 an
all-night bat, doesn't he?"

"Humph! Don't you know better than that, Fred?"
Morgan Grath said sarcastically. "Little Bradley
doesn't go on bats, I'll have you know."

He was a big, husky fellow who might have played
a good game of football, could he have controlled for
any length of time his violent temper. But at two dif
ferent games during the past season he had been ruled
out for slugging, ana Buckhart had declined to give
him another chance to disgrace the team. He had ~con

sequently hated the brawny Texan ever since, and
never let pass an opportunity to make sneering re
marks about him.

"Oh, I don't believe everything I hear," Maitland
answered, with a wink. "I wasn't born yesterday.
You hear a lot about these fellows who never go on
batst or won't touch a drop of anything, but I notice
they. generally break loose sometimes."

AbooI Zamani took no part in this conversation. In
fact, he seemed scarcely to hear the two men; for his
eyes were fixed upon Buckhart \'lith an expression of
vengeful satisfaction, and more. than once his thin
lips moved a little as if he were murmuring some
thing to himself.

He had not chanced to observe Buckhart when he
first came onto the field, and so had not had a very·
close look at him; but even at that dist~nce his keen
eyes discerned the fact that something was wrong \\"ith
the Texan. As he took in the pale face and half
hidden air of listlessness, the Hindoo's heart leaped
with a fierce joy. Siva, the Destroyer, had not been
called upon in vain: Revenge had been granted him
by the gods, and soon-'very soon the unbeliever would
have paid well for h1s insult.

There was a certain fascination to Zamani in watch
ing his prey-the cold,. cruel fascination with which
a spider watches the fly meshed in its web, without

. making a move toward the helpless creature. And to
Zamani the simile seemed very apt. In his mind the' ,
Texan was quite as helpless as any ca~tive fly, and as '
surely doomed to destruction. Though it might not
come at once, the end was inevitable. Already the
signs were clear. Day by day the effect would be
more marked. He had the illimitable patience of his
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race, and he could wait joyfully for what he knew
must be. .

All that afternoon the Hindoo kept his eyes fixed
upon the Westerner, and, while Maitland and his
other friends openly wondered at his sudden interest
in the game, they little knew that it was not that which
enthralled him; and could they but have seen what
was passing through his mind they ,vould have been
horrified and appalled.

When the practice ,vas over, Merriwell and Buck
hart crossed the field toward the house, and it chanced
that they passed close to a little group of spectators
on the side lines, among whom was Zamani.

Perhaps the Hindoo was taken a little off his guard;
perhaps he was so sure of himself that he· did not care.
At all events, as the two men passed near him, his eyes
were fixed on Buckhart's pale, weary face with a look
of triumphant gloating which was indescribably hor
rible. There was a venomous,' snaky glint in the dark
orbs; a ruthless cruelty, which is rarely seen in a
human being; a peculiar dominating expression of ab
solute possession such as a man might bestow upon a
slave which he owned body and soul.

Merriwell, even more keenly alive to his surround
ings than ever, caught that look on the Hindoa's
swarthy face, and it was only by the utmost exercise
of will power that he repressed a shudder,.: .

The t,lext instant, as they passed, he gave Zamani
a look of such utter loathing and contempt that the
foreigner started slightly and the dull co~or rose
slowly into his cheeks. Then, with a slight shrug, he
deliberately turned his back and began talking to Mait
land in a low tone, while Merrhvell and his chum went
on toward the house, the latter quite uncon~cious of
the whole proceeding.

At the supper table that night Dick was very quiet.
That chance glimpse of the Hindoo's face had set all
sorts of theories revolving in his brain. There could
be no question whatever that the fellO\v hated Brad
with all the pO\ver and venom \vhich.was in him, and,
judging from what he had seen, Dick felt that this
was not a little.

But why? \Vhat had Buckhart ever·· done to at
tract the foreigner's attention, much less merit .his
dislike? He could think of nothing except the Texan's

. hasty, rather slurring, remark two days before, which
the man had unquestionally overheard. Perhaps that
was the foundation of it all, though it certainly seemed
trivial.
. However, be that as it may, the man certainly hated
Buckhart, and the question which instantly arose in

Merriwell's mind was whether he could by any chance
have been responsible for the odd happenings of the
past two evenings.

Dick had had little experience with the natives of
India, but he had heard a great deal of the almost
supernatural pO'wers with which some of them were
gifted., Most of these he refused to credit; but it had
been proved beyond a doubt that, as a race, the Hin
doos were peculiarly gifted with the power of hyp
notism, a power which they had fostered and culti
vated for centuries and which Dick had always sup
posed to be the real means by which so many of
their so-called mysteries had been performed.

Was it possible that in this way Zamani could be
working upon Buckhart's mind' and bringing about ef
fects which were proving so disastrous to the Texan?
Such a thing had happened once before in a lesser de
gree, and Dick smiled a little grimly as he recalled
the almost successful attempt of the mysterious Mr.
Snare to bring about a victory for Harvard on the
gridiron by just such methods.. .

Merriwell brought his teeth together with a deter
mined snap.· It maddened him to think of a man
taking so cowardly a means of revenging himself for
a trivial slight. He had discomfited Snare and
proved that his own will was the more powerful, and
he felt not the slightest hesitation at the thought of
tackling tlle Hindoo.

He had even gone so far as to plan out how he
would approach the fellow, when all at once there
flashed into his mind the thought of the two strange
punctures in Buckhart's neck. '

They were tangible. They could not have been
produced by anything but an actual flesh-and-blood
presence in their rooms, and somehow he had felt from
the beginning that in some way those tiny pin pricks
were vital-that they were intimately connected with,
if not the cause of, the whole unpleasant affair; and,
with that thought, his theory of hypnotic influence
H\mbled to the ground like a ruined house of cards.

Buckhart himself was morose and taciturn, bot~ ~t

the supper table and afterward. He was· sore and
ashamed of his exhibition of weakness on the field
that afternoon, and felt that everybody had 'noticed
and commented upon it. Besides that, he was puzzled'
beyond measure at his unusual condition-puzzled and
perhaps a little alarmed; for in all his life he had
scarcely known what it was to be sick from any cause,
and this baffling enervation which had come upon him
with nd apparent reason, troubled 4im more than he
would ever admit to anyone.
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Consequently they made a silent paIr in their rooms
that night, and Dick was rather relieved than other
wise when his chum presentlv announced his intention
of turning in. .

"1 kind of thought I'd sit up to-nIght," he said, as he
pulled himself out of the depths of the Morris chair.
"I don't feel like 1 can afford to have this th~ng

whatever it ,is-happen again, .or I won't be able to
stagger around at all; but, somehow, I'm so darned
sleepy, pard, 1 don't guess 1 could keep my eyes open
five minutes more. 1 reckon I'll just have to trust to
luck and risk it."

"1 don't believe anything is going to happen to
night," Dick returned, with conviction. "You go to
bed and don't worry. I'm wide awake enough to sit
up for a long time yet."

"Well, don't do it on my account, partner," the
Texan returned, as he moved toward the door. "I'll
make out all right."

"Oh, by the way, Brad," Dick said carelessly, "just
take my bed, will you ?"

The big fellow wheeled around suddenly.
"Why ".-auld I do that?" he inquired suspiciously.

"Tell me some." .
Dick smiled.
"Just because I want you to," he returned calmly.

"Don't be stubborn, old fellow. Go ahead and do as
1 ask you. I have an idea I'd like to sleep next to
the window to-night, that's all."

"Humph!" grunted Buckhart, and was apparently
on the point of adding something else when he changed
his mind. "All right; just as you say. Good night."

"Good night," Merriwell returned cheerfully. "And
don't lie awke thinking. Go right to sleep; and get a
good rest."

The big fellow grinned.
"No danger of this child laying awake," he said

quickly. "I couldn't do it if I wanted to. You hear
me warble !"

He disappeared into the bedroom, and in about
three minutes Dick heard thf bed springs creak loudly.
In an incredibly short space 'of time the sound of gen
tle, regular breathing came through thebpen door.

Presently· Merriwell tiptoed into the other room,
stepped softly over to the bed, and looked down. True
to his promise, Buckhart had taken Dick's bed and
lay with his face to the wall slumbering peacefully. A
strong odor of witch-hazel filled the room, and, even in
~e dim light, Merriwell saw that the Texan had tied.
a big handkerchief around his throat which was ap
parently soaked with it.

Satisfied that all was well, Dick returned to the sit
tinO' rwm and settled down by the lamp. Though he
picked up a book from the table and apparently became
'instantly absorbed in it, every sense was alert and
waiting-,waiting eagerly for something, he knew not
what, but which he felt certain would come...

CHAPTER VII.

THE DREAM.

For perhaps three hours he sat there, almost with
out moving, except to turn the pages of the book.
Once or twice he darted a keen glance toward the win
dow, only to return calmly the next instant to his
reading. 'f

The cJock struck eleven, and gradually the noises in
the building had died away. There had been a number
of fellows spending the evening in Hoskins' rooms,'
next door. He had heard the sounds of talk and
laughter, and even an occasional pungent whiff of to
bacco was wafted through the open windt>\v; but they
had gone, and now everything was still.

All at once he raised his head and listened. Then
he quietly closed his book, and, laying it on the table,
stood up without making a sound. The next instant
he leaned over and blew out the lamp.

.For an instant the silence was intense. Ttlen came
the faint, but unmistakable sound of a footstep in the
hall just outside the 4oor. Dick held his breath as he
reached over and picked up something from the table.

As he straightened up and moved softly toward the .
door, the stealthy sound came again, accompanied by
the barely perceptible squeak of a loose board.

Swiftly, and quite"without noise, Merriwell reached
the door and put his hand upon the knob. Happily
the key was not turned, and he had but to give the knob
a t\vist, yank the door open, and 9-' single, lithe spring
took him out into the middle of the corridor. As he

•leaped he pre~d his thumb down on the button of a
small but powerful electric flashlight he held in his
hand. 1

0

Instantly a stream of white light shot' through the
blackness of the hallway and brought into vivid relief
the surpriseq.; blinking features of a man who stood
against the wall less than a dozen feet away.

An exclamation of incredulous astonishment bufst
from Merriw¥ll's lips, and for an instant he stared at
the man as if utterly unable to believe the evidence
of his senses. He had been expecting something to
happen, to be sure: When the sound of that stealthy
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footstep had sounded from the hall, a certain face had
leaped into his mind, distinct and vivid; but it was de
cidedlynot the face which he now saw before him,
blinking in the glare of the flashlight and wearing an
unmistakable look of embarrassment, if not of actual
guilt-the austere face of Professor Jeremy' Hosmer,
one of the best known and most dignified members of
the Yale faculty.

For a moment'"the silence re~ained unbroken. Dick
,vas trying to collect his wits and make head or tail of
this new complication. \Vhat was Professor Hosmer
doing here? Could this unquestionably secret noctur
nal visit have anything to do with the stral~ge events
of the past two day~? Swiftly into Merriwell's miucl
came the remembrance of his unexplain~d presence in
this same corridor barely twenty-four hours before. ~

What did it mean? His chin squared and his mouth
hardel}ed. Prbfessor or no professor, he would find
out the truth.

Abruptly he broke the silence.
"'vVell, sir?"
Underneath its perfect courtesy, his voice was firm

with a little touch of hardness which was almost a
threat.

The professor cleared his· throa.t nervously.
"Ahem! No doubt this must seem-.er-rather

strange, Mr. Merriwell," he began. '
Then he stopped abruptly as if he did not quite

know how to continue, and, raising one lean, brown
hand, stroked his straggling, grayish mustache with
fingers which trembled a little.

,"It does, sir," Di~k answered promptly.
"I-er-I ha.J'e bden lookinp for-"-,"
Again he broke off hesitatingly and his pale-blue

eyes rov~d desperately about the corridor as if seek
ing some way of escape.

"Yes?" questioned Merriwell persistently. "You
were looking for-whom?" . .

Still Professor Hosmer did not speak, and as the
seconds passed swiftly in silence the younger man's
eyes narrowed.

"Professor Hosmer," he said firmly, "this ist.he !lGc,;
ond time you have been in this corridor at night on
some peculiar, unexplained errand. I must. insist on
knowing what it is."

He was a little too· emphatic. All the obstinacy' in
the older man's nature was aroused, and he flung back
his iron-gray head with a:gesture of annoyanc~.

"How dare you, Mr. Merriwell?" he exclaimed, his
eyes flashing angrily. "How dare you speak to me in
that manner? I am not one of your companions to be

cate<;hisedin this peremptory way. I can tell you noth.
ing-nothing, you undersfand.It is no crime for me
to be here at any hour of the day or night., I am not
accountable to you or anyone else for my actions,
and you should realize that I must have quite sufficient
reasons for doing what I do. I bid you good night,
sir."

Head held high and mustache fairly bristling with
indignation, he strode past Dick toward the stairway.

For an instant Merriw~ll was tempted to stop him
by force, bttt at once he realized the futility of stlch
a course. If the professor did not choose to explain
his peculiar behavior, it would be impossible to force
him to do so. The only thing to do was to submit
gracefully to the inevitable and accept a temporary
defeat.

Dick, therefore, returned the professor's good night
'I

in the pleasantest voice he could command; but there
was a grim smile on his face as he followed the older
man to the stairs and stood there until he heard the
outside door slam and the sound of hurried footsteps
echoing on the walk without. Then he returned to
his rooms.

Closing the door, he carefully locked it; and, hav
ing relit the lamp, sat down by the table to consider
this new element which had entered the problem, com
plicating it still further.

Puzzle over it as he would, he could think of abso
lutely no reason for Professor Hosmer's presence in .
Durfee Hall at any time, let alone at this hour of the
night. He was not a man who had· ever been on
friendly terms with. any of the student body. In fact,
his devotion to his work was such that he gave little
thought, to friends of. any, description, and he 'was
notoriously so absent-minded that outside of the lec~

ture room or laboratory he scarcely ever even recog
ni~ed the members of his own Class.

What, then, cO\~ld possibly have brought him into a
building devoted entirely to the students? 'What did
his stealthy prowling ther'e at midnight mean-·and in
the pitch dark? If, as he said, he had been looking
for some one, why would he not tell who that some one
was? It had' seemed' a childish, futile sort of an ex
cuse.

Dick decided the professor was up to 1'10 gooda.nd
would bear watching; and, with this idea in his· mind,
he extinguished the lamp and went into the bedroom.

Buckhart was still peacefully sleeping. When he
had satisfied himself of that, Merriwell walked Jov~r

to the window al').d looked down upon the silent
campus.
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It \vas intensely quiet. Not a sound broke the still- did not open; his breathing became more and more
ness of the night. The moon had been up abo\lt an regular, as he ;lutp._bered heavily.
hour, and, out beyond the shadow of the buildings, But though his body was asleep, the tireless brain
its pale light filtered through the thick canopy of elms continued to reflect swiftly and grotesquely his waking
in a thousand ghostly silver splotches, which quivered thoughts. Picture after picture whirled through his
ever so little as the faint breeze barely stirred the tree .. mind, fantastic, incredible, and absurd; but each one
tops. had in it the odd touch of reality which always char-

For a long time Dick stood there, his eyes darting acterizes a dream. ..
hither and thither among the trees, piercing the shad- One moment he would be on the field in the midst of
ows near at hand, scrutinizing the walls of the chapel a fierce football game.·· It did not '3trike him as being
to his left, even striving to pierce the impenetrable at ,all peculiar trtat he should be playing in bare feet
blackness of the entrance porch where that vague fig- and a suit of pale-blue silk pajamas. No one else com
ure had vanished the night before. mentedon the oddness of such attire, an41t was cer-

"But his efforts were useless. In all the time he tainly far less hampering than his regular togs. He
stood there, not a livjng thing moved below him; was rather pleased with the notion, and made a men
and at last he ga\re it up, and, with a yawn, turned tal resolve to persuade the entire team to .adopt th~m.

back into the room. The thought of Brad was as if he had touched ja
button. The scene suddenly shifted to the trainingFor a moment he hesitated by the dressing table.
table, and at the head sat the big Texan, a ghastlyThen he slipped off his coat and hung it ov.er the back

of a chair, took off coliar and necktie, kicked off his. figure of whiteness and emaciation. For some reason
shoes, and stretched himself out on Buckhart's bed. .. he had refused to eat and seemed to be bent on starv-

ing himself.
He was even less sleepy than he had been the night Vividly Dick could see the faces of the other mem-

before, but he \yas rather pleased at this, since he bers of the team as they anxiously sought to tempt
did not wish to sleep just yet. their captain ~ith various extraordinary articles which

Presently as he lay there, his eyes staring into the each one brought in on a tray. There were eels, alive
darkness above hilU, the clock in the sittingroomstruck and squirming; fish still flopping feebly; a pigeon, un
one. His mind. was keenly alert-almost feverishly plucked and with its neck freshly wrung. Old Bill
active. He had deliberately given up puzzling over the Fullerton seemed very much hurt that Buckhart re
problem which he had set himself to solve, and was fused t~ touch the half-dozen bullfrogs he carried, all
simply waiting. But as he lay quietly on the bed all sitting calmly in a circle on the tray, gazing straight
sorts of odd, incongruous thoughts whirled through ahead with their popping eyes.

his brain. Last of all came a slight figure, clad in flowing black
In the t\:vinkling of an eye his mind leaped the robes, and from under 'the white folds of his heavy

breadth of a continent; faces of people he had not turban gleamed the cruel, snaky eyes of Abool Zamani.
, seen :nor thought of in years appeared before him as Upon his tray was a small bottle, filled with a greenish

distinctly as if he had parted from them but yester-· fluid, which he offered to Buckhart with mock humil
day; events,- apparently long since forgotten, came ity, but with a look ~f triumphant vengeance on his
back \'lith amazing reality. .. swarthy face.

It was all intensely interesting, but mentally fa- . Dick felt an irresistible impulse to rush at the Hin-
tiguing; and presently his eyelids drooped and he came d'bo and plant one smashing blow on his sneering face,
to himself with a start the next instant, and a realiza- bt* somehow he coitld not stir. He triedl to cry out
tion that he had dozed. - '-and warn his chum not to touch the bOitle, but his

:Again, for a short space, he was qtVte wide awake, tongue refused to utter a word.
and thatprqcession of ideas began to rush through his Beads of perspiration broke out on his forehead as
braitr with bewildering rapidity. Again he dozed off he saw his friend lift the vial from the tray and draw
for a moment, and again awoke with a jerk to mo- the cork. Then, as he put it to his lips and threw back
men!ary consciousness. his head, the Hindoa turned and regarded Merriwell

Time after time the process was repeated with a con- with .a look of unholy joy. -
stantly lessening interval of wakefulness, until at last, Suddenly the picture vanished as if a black curtain
fairly drugged with sleep, ris tired eyelids closed. and had been dropped before it, and he was back in his own
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I'oom in bed. The air was close and heavy, and in his
nostrils was a foul, acrid odor which was very real.
It seemed as if he were in a shuf-up, confined spac~

from which the air was being slowly pumped out. He
had an odd sense of suffocation, but as he tried to get
up to open a window, he found that he was tied down
to the bed with ropes arid could not stir.

Then it was that he b~came conscious of something
sitting on his chest and regarding him with brilliant,
pier~ing eyes-strangely like the eyes of Zamani.
And, as he watched them, they seemed to grow and
grow and grow, until at last they filled the whole space
above him. Nothing but eyes, horrible, sn?-ky eyes,
which glared with a strange compelling power. He
was seized with a sudden, fierce anger at the thought i

that the Hindoo was trying to hypnotize him; and,
summoning all his ,,,,ill power, he gazed back at the
mon§trous orbs ,yhich at an<:e grew smaller until they
were reduced again to tiny, brilliant sparks.

And then, quite distinctly in spite of the darkness,
he saw Zamani standing beside the bed, bending over
him. Still unable to move a muscle, he watched with
a fascinated horror the swarthy face come c10sfSt and
closer to his own. Now the eyes were on a level with
'lis, but qddly enough they did not look at him. They
seemed to be fixed ·on a point a little below his chin,
and the full red lips half opened, revealing the glint

iof sharp, white teeth. .
Lower dropped the sleek, dark head, and lower still.

The eyes vanished from sight, and the next instant
Dick felt a sharp, stinging prick on his throat and the
actual feeling of those lips pressed close against his ..
skin. v •...

lt was a horrible moment. Desperately he strove to
cry out-to release himself. There came an odd click
in his brain, and, with a muffled cry, he leaped from the
bed to the floor.

As he did so he thought he saw a dark shape appear
at the open window for an instant and then vanish.
That pungent; revolting odor was still faintly in his
nostrils, and, half 'asleep, he sprang across the room
and looked out. ....

The moon was high in 1!heheavens and illumined
the open space in front of Durfee with a pale, un
earthly light. It brought into vivid distinctness the
figure of a man standing on the walk underneath the
window, and shone full upon the upraised face, with

,~ ,

its thin,cruellips and glittering black eyes which were
fixed with such intentness on the. darkened building.

At the -SIght of that silent figure the l~st remnants

of sleep fled from Dick Merriwell, leaving his brain
cool and calm and crystal clear.

This was what he had expected. This what he had
been waiting for, and his heart thrilled with a fierce
joy as he realized that at last he had found the one
who "Tas responsible for all the mysterious happenings
which had been the cause of S9 much trouble and a~x

iety.
For the man on the flag walk below was Abool Za

mani, the Hindeo from India.

CHAPTER VIII.
DICK MERRIWELL's VANTAGE.

But it is one thing to see a man and quite another
to go throttgh two doors, descend a flight of stairs, and
capture him before he can escape. For DiCk was de
termined to force from the foreigner a confession of
what he had done and how he had done it.

Luckily Zamani seemetl to be unconscious of the
fact that he was observed, The moon did not shine
directly on the front of the building, and as yet Dick
had not put his head out of the window, but had stood
just inside the casing, shrouded in the darkness of
the room.

Softly, and without an instant's hesitation, he stole
swiftly through tfore door to the sitting room, not wait
ing to put on· shoes or coat. Quietly he unlocked the
d~r and slipped through the hall and "wn the stairs.

At the bottom he paused a second to fix in his mind
the exact position of the Hindoo outside, and then,
swinging open the door, he darted out.

Hearing the opening door, Zamani whirled swiftly,
a look of. consternation on his face; and, at the sight
of Dick, bareheaded, shoeless, ana without coat or
collar, he turned and ran down the walk.

He might better have spared himself the exertion,
'however. In less than a dozen strides Merriwell
caught him and seized his arm firmly.

"vVhat do YOtl mean ?" exclaimed the Hindoo
haughtily.

"Come along with me," Merriwell returned grimly.
'A look of anger flashed into the other's swarthy

face.
, "Take your-hands off mel" he snarled in a tone of
supressed fury. "How dare you touch .me?"

"Come along with me," repeated Merriwell, in. an
ominously quiet voice, "and do it now."

Zamani tried to wrench his arm away, but he mi.;ht
as easily have wriggled out of a pair of handcuffs.
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The next instant Dick started back toward the entrance Merriwell took a step forward and his eyes nar-
of the building, dragging the angry man along \vith- rowed.
out the least apparent effort. "You lie," he said tersely; "you He, and you know

For a moment the Hindoo held back. Then, seeing it \"
the futility of resistance, he ceased his efforts and came Zamani caught his breath swiftly and a dull red mot-
quietly. tIed his sallow face. For an instant Dick thought he

Notwithstanding this, Dick kept a firm hold on the was going to fly at his throat, but the next moment he
other's arm all the way upstairs and into his room. had regained control of himself.
There he released the man, closed the door, locked it, "It is very easy for one'man to tell another he lies,"
and put the key in his pocket. That done, he turned on he said, with ominous quiet, "especially when he is
a light, and, walking over ,to the bedroom door, shut much the superior in strength."
it softly and turned back to his unwilling visitor. A fa'int flush slowly stained Dick's face, and he took

Zamani stood in the centre of the room, survey- another step toward the Hindoo.
ing Merriwell venomously through half-closed eyes. , "Look at me \" he said suddenly. "Look into my
Inwardly he was in a boiling rage, but by this time he eyes I"
had mastered it and to all appearances was calm and Zamani gave a start, and a gleam of triumph flashed
self-possessed. into his face and was gone. The gods were with him

He realized quite well that he was in a tight place, to-night and the chance he had so longed for had come.
but he thought he saw, a way out if he could only Look at him 1 How gladly would he obey that com
bring it about. At all events he must keep his head. mand-he, whose wonderful hypnotic power had been
Losing his temper would only give his opponent the renowned even in In9ia, that land of wonder workers
advantage. He would bide his time and wait. and magicians. Did this poor fool of an unbeliever

For a moment the silence was unbroken as each man think to pit himself against Abool Zamani, a prince of
surveyed the other in a critical, appraising manner. the house of Berka? Pah 1 Another moment and he
Then Zamani spoke. - would be a willing slave to the follower of Brahma.

'~I should be glad to know the meaning of this out- With almost trembling eagerness, the' Hindoa
rage," he said, in an icy voice. swiftly raised his head and his' ,vide-open, glittering

"Exactly what I brought you here for," Merriwell eyes gazed straight into Dick Merriwell's dark, steady
returned swiftly. "The sooner you confess every- orbs.
thing, the quiqker you will get away." 1l' The silence which fell was so intense that the tick- '

The Hindoo raised his heavy ey'ebrows languidly. ing of the clock sounded like the loud strokes of a ham-
"I don't think I understanq you," he said, in a tOlle mer, but neither of the men heard, it. A pistol might

of surprise. have been fired in the room: and jhey would have paid
no heed, so intense was their concentration as each

"I think you QO," retorted Merriwell coony. "You
strove with all that was in him to force the other to

understand what I mean perfectly, and I should like succumb.
you to understand this fact: You do not leave this

The instant he gazed into the Hindoo's eyes, hard,
room until you have told me what you have been doing cruel, and £'ull of hate, Merriwell knew -that never
to my friend Buckhan: and exactly how you have done

before had he encountered a mind like this.
it."

"For a moment he was actually staggered.' The black
'Zarnani laughed contemptuotisly.

eyes so close to his seemed to shoot, out flame; there
"Your friend Buckhart is nothing to me," he sneered was something uncanny about them, something which

-"less than. nothing \" d denote amazing power and almost superhuman
,"You hate him," Dick answered positively. "I was strength of will. For on~ brief instant they appeared

watching your face yesterday on the field, and I know." to grow larger and larger, more full of venom, more
The Hindoo shrugged his shoulders .slightly. horribly like the eyes in his dream, and he felt his
"How very observing you are!" he said disdainfully. senses reeling.

"Well, what if I do? Am I then to be held resp6nsible Then, ,vith a wrench, he caught himself in time. He
for his every passing ailment? I would not lif~ a would not give way: He would not be conquered by
finger to aid him, neither would I put myself to any the cowardly scoundrel before him. He denched his
troubl~ tQ dQ him harm." fists until the nails cut into the flesh, and with every
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atom of mental force at his command he strove to con
quer the man before him. ,

Swiftly the seconds ticked away in silence, but
neither of the combatants in this strange duel of wills
so much as moved a finger. They might have been
carved from stone, but for the glowing, flashing eyes.

Suddenly a slight tremor passed· over the Hindoo,
and a tiny drop of perspiration appeared on his fore
head. Presently there was another, and yet another,
until his low, swarthy brow was covered with little
beads of moisture.

Merriwell did not see this evidence of the tre
mendous struggle his opponent was making for su
premacy. His g::J,ze never wavered from the Hindoo's
eyes; but' something in those dark orbs told him that
Zamani's power was weakening. '

Slowly, almost imperceptibly, his will bent before
the stronger mind of Merriwell. Little by little his
slim, erect figure 'relaxed aild seemed almost to shrink
and shrivel, as he surrendered his mind into the con
trol of another..

Of the soul-stirring bitterness and anguish of that
moment when he realized that his was the weaker
brain, no one but Zamani would ever know. But it
must have been suffering beyond compare for the··
proud, haughty Prince of Berka to bend beneath the
will ofa Christian and unbeliever whom he had de
spised and considered so far beneath him.

At last Dick broke the silence.
"Do you acknO\vledge that my will is the stronger?"

he asked, in a low, penetr.ath{g voice.
The Hindoo kept his eyes fixed intently on Dick's.
"Yest he answered, in an expressionless voice.
"You acknowledge that you were lying when you

said you had done nothing to hurt my friend," Dick
continued.

"Yes."
"What did you do?" Merriwell aSked quickly.
Zamani hesitated and a tremor passed through him.
"You-wou1d-not-understand," he said slowly.
"What did you do?" Dick repeated commandingly.

"You must answer me I"
Still the Hindoo hesitated, and when at l~ngth he

answered, it seemed as if every word was dragged
from him by the compelling power of Merriwell's wilL

"I called down upon his head thr vengeance of the
gods. He had insulted me without a cause. He had
likened me to the black slaves of Africa-I, vvhose an
cestors ruled India while this cursed country wallowed
in the mists of tradition. I called upon Siva, the De
$troyer, to turn his blood to water, little by little to take

'away his strength, and in the end to blight him utterly.
And Siva has answered the prayer of a true believer."

Merriwell gave a gasp of utter astonishment. Was
it poS-sible that this fellow really believed all that he
was saying? Could he imagine for a single instant
tl;at such a curse as that would actually be effective?
It seemed incredible, and yet it must be true. The
thing was so absurdly foolish that he laughed aloud.

"But all this is nothing-abso1ute!y nothing I" he
exclaimed. "\lVhat did you really do?"

-The color rose into Zamani's swarthy face, but he
did not take his eyes from Merriwell's.

"I burned the sacred ointment and powder in the
golden bowl of Delhi," he said slowly. "I.calle~ down
upon his head the curse which never fails."

Dick looked incredulous.
"And that is really all?" he as~d quickly.
"\Vas it not enough?" the Hindoo retorted. "Have

not you yourself seen the beginning of the end?"
"Have you done nothing else b1,1t this?" Merriwell

snapped out. "Answer me yes, or no."
"No." "-
vVhat could it mean? Dick was even mor~ puzzled

than before. The utter absurdity of imagining that
Buckhart's strange failing had been brought about by
a curse such as this to a heathen deity was palpable. If
this was altZamani had done he was innocent as a babe
unborn. .

But was it all? Merriwell could not but believe that
.the man was telling the truth, and all of it. He was
too entirely u~rder Dick's,dominating influence to at
tempt a lie. It was even questionable whether, when
he came out of the trance he was in, he could remem
ber a single thing he had said.

But if Zamani was innocent, who was the guilty
man?'

_ "l

CHAPTER IX.

ALL AT SEA.

'~:What were you doing in front cf this house to-
night?" Merriwell asked suddenly. ,.

"I was reJoicing ovef the downfall of my enemy,'!
Zamani returned. promptly.

"Have you ever been in this room before?"
"Never."
"Or in the bedroom beyond," persisted Dick.
"No."
For a moment there was silence. Then, with a sigh,

Dick gave up his qu~stioning. He felt that there was·
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nothing more to be gotten from the Hindoo. He had Who, then, was to blame? 'Where was he to look
told the truth, and Merriwell would have to seek else- for the originator of these inexplicable attacks on his
where for a solution of the strange riddle which was chum?
so perplexing. Suddenly his mind recurred to Professor Hosmer.

I ".A:wake I" he commanded, looking fixedly. at the His actions that night had been most peculiar, but Mer
.man. riwell could not ,quite bring himself to believe that a
t Then he turned away, his eyes, and slowly Zamani man of his standing and reputation would descend to
came to.himself. He passed one hand across his fore- any such methods. Besides, he had absolutely no rea
head in a bewildered manner and glanced slowly about son for disliking Brad. So far as Dick knew, he was
the room: At last his gaze centred 011 Dick's face. no better acquainted with the vVes'terner than with any

t HI understand:' he said bitterly: "You have con- other members of his class, anc, more than that, he
.quered." had not been inside their rooms.

Merriwell did not answer. The fact was self-evi- However, Dick was well aware that motives are
dent, and there was no use in prolonging the already curious things sometimes, and that men are often
long-drawn-out interview. moved to do the most unheard-of, unbelievable things

Zamani moved slowly toward the door. for apparently no reason at all.
"You have finished, I' presume?" he said, in a hard :At any rate, Professor Hosmer was now the only

voice."You discovered what you wished to know?" clue left, and Merriwell made up his mind to watch
Dick nodded. him closely, and also to ~eep his eyes open upon all.
"I did," he said quietly. "And it was not what I ex- occasions, but more especially at night; for these mys-

pected." . terious attacks had all taken place after dark.
The Hindoo seized the doorknob in a perfect fren.zy vVhen at last He arose from his chair and put out

and trie~ to open it. ' . the light, the first faint streaks of dawn were coming
"The key!" he rasped furiously. "Let me out! Let in through the windows.

me go 1 I shall go mad here 1 Gods of my fathers 1 As he walked toward the bedroom he was conscious
To think it has come to this. A prince of India over· of feeling very tired. An unusual lassitude had come
come by a Christian unbeliever The key, I say- upon him, which was perhaps the reaction from the
quick I" tremendous mental strain, he had undergone, coupled

He "vas almost frothing at the mouth with rage and with an almost sleepless night.
humiliation, and Merriwell stepped forward swiftly He glanced at his watch on the dressing table and
and turned the key in the lock. Zamani leaped into the saw that it was not quite five o'clock. Then he stepped
hall like a wild creature, dashed down the corridor over to the bedside and looked down at Buckhart.
without wa~ting for a light, and a moment later the The big Texan was sleeping as soundly and easily
outside door slammed and the sound of his flying fOQt- as a child. His head was pillowed on one arm and his
steps on the stone flagging died, away in· the distance. breathing was natural and regular. The bandage about

For a moment Dick stood with his hand on the his throat had slipped down a little, but still covered
knob of the open door looking thoughtfully out into the tiny punctures under his chin. ,
the darkened corridor. Then he closed and locked it, .( vVith a sigh of relief, Dick slipped off his clothes, set
returning to the table. the alarm clock for $ev:en, and climbed into bed. His

The situation had become extraordinarily puzzling, head had scarcely touched the pillow before he was
and Merriwell felt as if he had run up against a dead '\ sound asleep. .
wall. He liad been so tertain that the Hindoo had It seemed as if he had hardly clo'sed his eyes before
been the mainspring of the whole affair, and that he the exasperating buzz of the alarm wakened him.
had, in some mysterious way, brought about the pe- Luckily he had placed the clock out of his reach or
culiar happenings of the past few days, that he had he would probably have been tempted to shut it off
scarcely considered any other solution; and indulge in another forty winks. As it was, how-

But the interview which had just come to a close sat- ~ver, he had to get up in order to stop the racket, and
isfied him that, though Zamani had every inclination once out of bed there was little inclination to return
and desire to harm Buckhart, he had in reality done again.
a,bsolutely nothing tangible to revenge himself on the His sleep had not much refreshed him.·Usually a
Texan. couple of hours' rest was all he needed to set him up,
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but this morning he had an unwonted feeling of indo-
lence and lassitude. .

"This hypnotic business takes it. out of a fellow
more than I thought," he murmured, as he walked over
to awaken Brad. "I'm glad I don't have to indulge
in it every day." r

Buckhart responded to the first touch on his. shoul
der and sat up, wide awake.

"Gee, I had a bully sleep I" he exclaimed. "I sure
t feel more like the Untamed Maverick of the Pecos
than I have for a thundering while."

He sprang out of bed and walked a.round to the
window.

"I reckon the patent medicine booze that Doc gave
me is all to the good," he remarked. 1'1 .could eat a
wh.ole. steer this morning, and then some."

He was certainly looking rather better than he had
done the day before. Though still pale, his face had
lost the drawn, cadaverous look which had so worried
Dick. His eyes sparkled and his whole bearing was
full of animation.
. Merriwell, on the contrary, seemed fagged out, He

had the appearance of a man who has been up all
night for a \'Oeek, and, as he turned from the window,
Buckhart noticed it.

"Say, pard," he excl:;timed, "what in thunder is the
matter with you?You sure look as if you felt the
way I did yesterday: Did you go and sit up all night?"

Dick smiled.
"Not quite, old fellow," he returned. "I turned in

for a while, but I didn't sleep so very well. ~ cold
plunge will set me up and make a new man of me."

He went into the bathroom, and while the water was
drawing he t40ught over the situation carefully, finally
deciding not to tell Buckhart about the happenings of

·the' night before. It would do no good; and the hot-
·headed "Texan would be more .likely than not to be
so enraged at. the conduct of the Hindoo-even tho:ugh
-it had been ineffective--that there was no telling what
the results might b~.

. Much refreshed by his plunge, he went back to the
bedroom to dress.

"Feel better?" Brad inquired. "Looks like you had
a little more color than--"

He stopped abruptly and drew his breath with a
'hissing sound. His eyes, wide with surprise, were ce~-

· tred on Dick's neck, and slowly a deep flush of rage
·flooded his face.

"Thundering coyotes I" he roared, leaping forward.
To Merriwell's astonishment, the big fellow caught

his shoulders in a grip of iron and whirled him around
so that he faced the mirror.

"Look," he cried hoarsely; "look at your neck I"
Wonderingly, Dick obeyed, and, as his eyes fell·upon

his own refledtion in the glass, he gave a slight start
and bent closer. There was no mistake. Something
like a shiver went down his back as he gazed in a kind
of fascip.ation at the two tiny punctures on his throat
just below the chin. They might have been made. by
the prick of a pin or some extremely delicate instru
ment, and their .edges were faintly rimmed with white.

CHAPTER X.

THE MYSTERY DEEPENS.

For a moment neither of the friends spoke. Then
Buckhart broke the silence.

"It's got you, too I" he exclaimed furiously. "That's
what makes yotAlook so seedy 1 What in thunder is it,
pard? How'd they get into the room? If I could
get my hands on the rotten coward that did that trick,
1'd kill him-kill. him just as sure as my name is
Buckhart I"

He was .boiling with rage. Comparatively calm
when he himself had· been attacked, the fact that his
chum had suffered from the same mysterious power
seemed to drive him wild.

Dick remained quite calm. After the first shock
of surprise, he had recovered his self-control instantly.
Slowly he passed one hand over the strange marks.
There was absolutely no sensation of ·pain. It seemed
peculiar that he could not feel soreness. Even the sim.
pIe prick of.a pin left some trace.

All at once t~ere came vividly into his mind are..
membrance 0 f the horrible nightmare he had had as he
lay on the bed last night. The details had been so
impressed on his mind that·he recalled them distinctly.

.Some one had bent over him-some one having the
features of Abool Zamani, though it could not have
been he. Merriwell had quite satisfied himself that the
Hindoo must be entirely eliminated from any tangible
connection with the affair. But when he lay down on
the bed, Zamani had been in 'his mind and it was only
natural for him to have dreamed of the ,Hindoo.

But was it possible that a human being could have
entered the rooni in spite of the locked door-in spite
of everything? It s,eemed incredible, and yet here
we.re the marks, made apparently by some sharp, deli
cate instrument like a hypodermic needle.
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Vividly he recalled that sharp, stinging prick which

had seemed so real in his dream, ..nd the foul, acrid
odor. He could almost smell it now. For an instant
the idea came to him that some one had entered the
room while he slept, crept to the bedside, and injected
some subtle, enervating poison' in his veins.

The next moment, to Buckhart's amazement, he
threw back his head and laughed, a hearty, ringing
laugh, which was unquestionably genuine.

"Well, I'll be hanged!" ejaculated the Texan. "I
can't say, pard, that I see anything so darned funny
about it."

"No, of course you don't," Merriwell returned, still
smiling. "1 was laughing at the wild, crazy idea that
came into my head. It's queer what a fellow will im
agine,sometimes."
. He turned composedly away from the mirror and
began to put on his clothes.

Buckhart looked at him with a puzzled frown.
"You don't seem to care a heap about what's hap

pened," h~ remarked a little shortly;
It is always rather trying to get tremendously

worked up over something which has happened to an
other person, only to have that person accept the situa
tion with perfect calmness.

Dick's face sobered instantly..
"That's where you're wrong, old fellow," he said

quickly. "I do care a lot, but there's absolutely not~

ing to be gained by worrying over it, I tell you frankly
that the whole business has got my goat. ~ast night I
had a beautiful theory worked out to the last detail;
but it was simply knocked into a cocked hat, and now
I'm absolutely at sea."

"Haven't you got even a ghOSt of an idea \vhat it all
means, or who is mixed up in the business ?" the Texan
asked anxiously.

Merriwell shook his head.

"Not an idea," he answered slowly. "The only per
son I can connect in the least \vith it is Professor
(Hosmer, and it's absurd'to think he is mixed 'up in a
Uling of this sort."

"What in thunder has he got to do with it?" Brad
inquired.

"He was snooping around the corridor outside last
night at midnight," Merriwell returned quietly.

"What-again?" Buckhart exclaimed incredulously.
"Yes. He was looking for somebC?dy or something,

but he wouldn't tell me what. I hardly think, though,
that he has anything to do with it; but it will do no
harm to keep our eyes on the old gentleman."

"Isn't there anything we can do?" Brad persisted.
"vVe can't let this sort of thing go on. Thunderation,
pard! \Ve'd both of us be in the hospital in quick time. ,
You hear me gently warble!"

Merriwell's mouth squared firmly.
"You don't suppose for a minute that I'm going to

let it go on indefinitely, do you?" he inquired. "Some
thing or somebody is responsible for what's been going
on. r haven't a notion who it is, or how they \vork,
the trick; but I'm going to find out before I close my
eyes to-night."

"Sit up?" the Texan asked briefly.
"Exactly," Dick returned. "You don't catch me

lying down again and dozing off at the crucial moment.
Say, old fellow, hadn't you better get busy and dress?
It's about time to get over for breakfast, and' you're
still in your birthday suit. Get a move on!, or there •
won't be anything left fO,r us to eat."

Thus reminded, Buckhart hustled around and in fif
teen minutes was ready. Together they hurried over to
the training table and managed to make a pretty fair
meal.

They had to cut it a little short in order to reach
Professor Hosmer's lecture room on time. Dick

•would not have been absent that morning for a good
deal. In view of the events of the night before, he
was anxious to note the professor's appearance and
general behavior, in the hope that from it he might
glean a possible hint or clue as to the reason for the
older man's mysterious nocturnal wanderings about
the corridors of Durfee.

He was disappoiljlted. To be sure the professor was
palpably nervous, and in th~ dark hollows under' his
eyes showed signs of a sleepless night; but he held
himself well in hand, and to the generai student body'
his conduct did not appear in the least out of the way.

Dick watched him keenly, and once or twice he got
a ~lint from the professor's pale-blue eye, as if he had,
glanced swiftly in Merriwell's direction; 'but it was so
rapidly done, and the professor's eyebrows were so
heavy and bushy, that the younger man could n6t really
be sure. t

As the class was leaving the room, Dick lingered be
hind and was the last to leave. He had a faint hopet

that possibly the professor might have changed his'
mind and would perhaps wish to explain the reason
for his curious actions, but he did 110t. Occupied with
some papers at his desk, he seemed quite oblivious of
the young man's presence, and did not raise his head
until the last student had departed and the room was
~mpty.
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Then he sprang to his feet and began pacing rest
lessly up and down. His high forehead was furrowed
with a worried frown, his eyes were full of troubled
anxiety.

"Not a sign," he muttered; "not a single hint. What
an awful position for me to be in 1. I don't know what
to do, nor which way to turn."

"He ran his long, slim fingers desperately. through
his thick, gray hair. .

"Merciful heavens!" he groaned. "To think that I,
Jeremy Hosmer, should 'be reduced to this! vVhy did
I have anything to do with it? I shall never be able
to hold up my gead again."

Standing by one of the windO\~s, he put his elbows
on the sill and rested his head on his cupped hands.
For a long time he stood there silently, and when he
turned around his wrinkled face was actually haggard.

"I must try again to-night," he murmured. "There
is no other way out. But I had better wait until later,
when they will all be asleep."

CHAPTER XI.

THE HORROR IN THE NIGHT.

:A~ the training table that night Dick Merriwell was
the life of the party. To hear his jokes, his funny
stories, and care-free laugh, one would never have sup
posed that he had a trouble in the world, or that there
anything more serious on his mind than a trifling anx
iety as to whether the team was going to come up to
first expectations, an anxiety which every player feels
until after the first decisive game.

Even Buckhart, well as he knew his chum, looked at
him doubtfully. He could not possibly have forgotten
the perplexing problem he had set. himself to solve;
and yet, if he had not done so, how could he bring

. himself to. seem so apparently oblivious of it?
Thinking of what that night would bring forth, the

I Texan sat at the table in troubled silence. He was the
!

.. only one to retain a serious expression,\for Dick kept
the others in a continual gale of laughter; and it was
verymgch later than usual when they arose from the
tabl~ and dispersed to their various rooms.

Merriwell and his chum walk~d across the campus
in silence, and, when they reached the entrance to Dur
fee, the former stopped.

"I believe I'll run over and see if Fitz is in his room,"
he remarked. "He'll be a good one to help: us out."

Buckhart looked at him in surpri~e.

"Help us out !" he repeated. "You don't mean about
-to-night, do you?"

Dick nodded.
, "That's what, old fellow," he returned quickly. "To
do the thing right, we'll have to have another man; and
Fitz is the best fellow I can think of." ,

The Texan hesitated an instant.
"Well, suit yourself, pard," he said grudgingly.

"Only it seems like he was a heap light-headed for
work like this."

"You don't kn~w Fitz," Merriwelliaughed. "He's
as sharp as a steel trap. There isn't much that will
escape him."

Leaving Buckhart to go on up to their rooms, Dick
sped across the campus to Lawrence Hall, where he
was fortunate enough to find Eric Fitzgerald justpre
paring to go out.

"Hello, Dick 1" he exclaimed as he opened the door.
"You're a sight for sore eyes. How's the boy? Sit
down."

"Can't, thank you," Merriwell returned briefly. "I
just came over to see if you'd do something forme."

"Sure thing," the slim chap answered promptly.
"vVhat'is it?"

Dick explained the situation briefly, and in a few
words outlined his plans for' the night watch. Fitz":
gerald was intensely interested, a little wo'rried, and
puzzled beyond measure; but expressed himself as wili
ing and eager to do anything he could to help solve the
problem. He promised to Sl:lOW up at Dudee not later,
than nine o'clock, and, that settled, they went down
stairs together and separated at the door, Dick return
ing to his rooms, while Fitz made a flying visit to some
fellows over o~ Hillhouse Avenue.

It was scarcely expected that any studying. would
be done that night on the part of Buckhart and Merri
well. Their minds were hardly in a condition to ab
sorb mathematics or psychology, and they made no at
tempt whatever to so much as open a book.

Brad was s~ill somewhat depressed, but Dick had
succeeled in cheering him up a little, and by the time
Fitzgerald arrived, he was in a more hopeful condition
than he had been all day. '. '

Shortly before nine there came a· resounding knock
on the door; and before either of them could say a
word, it was slowly opened and a head thrust cau
tiously in.

"Ha! The coast 'is clear!" remarked the owner of
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the head in a sepulchral voice. "Enter a fellow con- . With no more words, Buckhart went into the bed-
.spirator." . room, where he swiftly undressed and crawled into his

Which he promptly did, closing the door with elabo- own bed next to the window. In the sitting room Dick/
rate care behind him. and Fitzgerald were picking out the place from which

"Humph!" s~rted Buckhart. "You act like you the latter should keep watch.
thought it was a joke." Dick had already chosen it in his mind, and now they

"Life is one long, merry jest," Fitzgerald grinned, had but to draw the big armchair out a little from the
as he seated himself in a comfortable chair. corner 'of the room opposite the windo\vs, and to the

"I reckon you'll change your mind before the night left of the door, to enable the slim chap to slip be
is out," Brad retorted. "Leastwise, I sure hope you hind it.
do." Once there, he had a good view of every portion of

The worry, the suspe~e, the'tmfathomable mystery the study, and Dick was satisfied that no one could
of it all, were getting on his nerves and making him enter the room without the little fellow's being in
short and snappy. Dick saw ·this and decided that, stantly aware of the fact. Then, supplying him with a
early as it was, they might as well commence their second flashlight, which he had purchased that \Lfter
vigil at once. noon, and cautioning him not to use it unless he was

"Well, let's get busy with our detective' work," he absolutely certain that some one had entered the room,
remarked as he stood up. "Brad, it's up to you to go he locked the door, put out the light, and retired to
to bed." the bedroom.

The big fellow gazed at him in astonishment. . Here he placed a small, straight chair in the corner
"But I don't want to g~ to bed," he protested. "I'm close to the foot of his own bed, and, flashlight in hand,

going to sit up and watch.'" sat down there to commence the long vigil. '
Dick shook his head positively. He. faced the \vindows, upon \vhich he kept his eyes
"\Ve're going to do that," he explained. "But . .fixed, with now and ther). a swift glance at Brad's head

there's got to be somebody in bed and asleep-at least, dimly outlined against the white pillow perhaps a dozen'
apparently asleep-so that tl1e conditions will be the ..feet away. \\Then his eyes had become tj'ed to the
same as, they have been for the past three nights., darkness he could see every i,nch of the room,and-
Savvy?" .he smiled: grimly to himself as he thought of the re-

"Oh, you mean that whoever iUs won't come unless ception anyone trying to enter it would get. Once·
I'm in bed?" the Texan said slowly. he raised his hand to his breast pocket to make sure'

"Exactly." . d f. the loaded revolv~r he had placed there was rea y or
"Can't say I'm very keen about it." . instant use, and then he settled back in the chair, as
"It will be all right," Dick assured him. "I'm going motionless as a statue.

to watch in the bedroom, and Fitz will keep his eyes It was a very uncomfortable piece of furniture, stiff,
open here. There can't anything possibly happen.': hard, and straight backed; but he had chosen it for

"Oh, thunder!" Buckhart exclaimed, his face flush- just those attributes. There would not be the slightest
ing a little. "That isn't what I mean. I'm not afraid, temptation to doze in a chair like that.

•
pard. 'Only I won't see anything that happens.", The time passed with almost intolerable slowness.

"I'll promise to wake you up when the fun begins, At first he \vas able to fix his attention on the campus·
'if you're asleep," Merriwell smiled. outside the open windows, with its passing groups of

"That's so," Buckhart exclaimed, brightening up. laughing, joking fellows. He even amused himself
"I don't have really to go to sleep, do I? I'll lust lie a little by trying to guess who the different ones were
still and keep my eyes partly shut. Then I ~an see from the sound of their voices, without in the least
everything that goes on." lessening the keen intentness with which he watched

Dick nodded. He hadn't'the least idea that the West- the windows and the door. --
erner could lie still with his eyes half closed for hours But gradually the passers-by grew less frequent.
at a time and possibly keep awake, but he did not voice Now and then he would hear the hurried footsteps of
this belief. It would be better all around for his chum some solitary individual ringing on the flag walk; but
actually to fall asleep, and he had no doubt that that presently. even that ceased and the twinkling lights in
:was what would really happen. the· buildings all about the campus vanished one by
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At last it alighted softly on the Texan's chest; the
wings ceased their motion, and the strained· ears' of
the -listening man caught a faint rustling sound as the
creature crept toward Buckhart's throat.

The next instant there was a crash as the light chair
slammed against the wall by a powerful impact, and
Dick launched through the air in a spring which car
ried him straight across the two beds. His out
stretched hands, trembling with eagerness, clutched ~a

. strange, wriggling ma~s of fur, bone-strengthened
membrane, and sharp claws.

As he crushed it between his hands the creature ut-
•tereda peculiar, sharp squeak of piercing intensity;
and the next instant Dick felt its teeth sink into the
fleshy part of his left hand just between the thumb,and
forefinger.

At once a tremendous commotion arose. The Texan,
awakened from a sound sleep by having the breath
nearly knocked out of 11im, sprang up with a yell,
thro\ving Dick from the bed to the floor as he did so.
Overturning the big chair in his haste, Fitzgerald
rushed in from the study, and, wIthout an instant's
hesitation, switched on the light.

As the glare of electricity flooded the (9.0m bothmen
gave a simultaneous exclamation of astonishment.

Rolling on the floor lay Merriwell, both hands
gripped tightly about a shapeless mass of black, as
large as a good-sized crow; but even Buckhart's sleep
muddled eyes saw that it was not a bird.

Its sharp cries were growing fainter and fainter as
Dick deliberately cfushed the life out of it, quite re
gardless of the death grip of the creature on his hand,
from which the blood flowed freely.

"What is it?" gasped Fitzgerald. "For Heaven's
sake, what is fi:?"

Merriwell did not answer. Quickly springing to his
feet, he shook off the thing, and the rho~ent it struck
the floor he stamped on it again and again, until it
ceased to move. Then he looked at Fitzgerald, an ex
pression of loathing on his face.

"A bat," he said tersely; "a vampire bat 1"
\Vithoutanother word he disappeare{i into the bath

room, .and the other two could hear him washing his
hands furiously.

The slim chap advanced curiously -and poked the
dead creature with his foot. .-

"N. bat !"h~ exclaimed incredulously. "Why, the
thing's as· big as a hawk, almost. Say, does that dis
gusting smell come with it?"

Buckhart made no reply. He was gazing as if fas
cinated at i'he horrible thing on the floor. The thrust
of Fitzgerald's. shoe had turned it over so that its
loathsome head, with weird, tufted ears, 'sharp, ratlike
nozzle, and gleaming, blood-stained teeth, showed
clearly in the light. The body was a shapeless mass,
the tough membrane of the wings torn and rumpled,
but th~ horrible head was still intact.

They ·were still examining it when Dick reappeared.·

one, until it seemed as if he must be the'only one awake
in that whole multitude of human habitations.
. The stillness became intense. Buckhart had long

since dropped asleep and was slumBering as soundly
as he had ever done in his life. Dick smiled as he re
called the big Texan's resolve to stay awake and see
the fun. He wondered whether Fitzgerald had like
wise succumbed. Not a sound had reached him from
the living room.

The clock struck one. For a moment he was a little
in doubt wh~ther it was half-past twelve or not. Then
he remembered that this was the second single stfoke.
It must be one o'clock.

. The moon, later to-night, was .just rising over -the
irregular line of buildings, and, as before, mottled the
tur.f with myriads of quivering spots of silver, as the
light sifted down through the thick foliage of the
ielms. '" .

Dick moved uneasily, though with perfect sil&JJ;e.
He wished he had not chosen quite ;50 uncomfortable
a chair. It was nearly killing him.

Suddenly he caught his breath and the fingers of
his left hand tightened over the electric torch,

, A shadow had passed swiftly across the window:
opposite the bed. .

Scarcely daring to breathe, he waited.
The seconds seemed to drag like hours. What was

the thing he had seen? In the almost instantaneous
glimpse he had had, it seerwd more like an odd-sh.aped
kite than anything else he could think of.

There! Again! '
It passed as swiftly as before, this time going in the

other direction.
Merriwell had an almost irresistible impulse to

spring up and look out of the window, but he quickly
smothered it. That would spoil everything. He must
wait.

In his eagerness he bent forward, his eyes fixed upon
the window like gleaming stars. Softly raising his
right hand, he drew out his revolver and laid it care
fully on th,e bed (llose to him.

All at onceihe shadow appeared again, hovered for
an instant before the window, and then like a great,
black bird, darted through into the room.

Instantly Merriwell became acutely conscious of the
foul, disgusting odor of which he had been but p~ttly

sensible twice before. 11: was almost nauseating, but
this time he paid no heed. His whole mind was
wrapped up in the strange creature which was hover
ing over Buckhart, flying in swiftly lessening circles,
slowly but surely dropping closer and closer to the
unconscious man.

Like a lynx he watched it.. He must not move until
the thing alighted; but -as he g~thered his muscles
tensely for the spring, he measured the distance. be-
tween them with his eye. .

-Slowly the creature descended, and as it dropped the
swift fluttering of its black wings grew less and less. -'
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"There's the cause of our troubles, old fellow," he
said quietly. "Though goodness knows how it got to
New Haven."
, Brad moistened his lips.

"Do you mean that that-.-" he stammered and
hesitated, his eyes still fixed on the floor.

"Exactly," Dick returned quickly. "That's a vam
pire bat from South America. They're blood suckers.
How the thing got here is a puzzle, but there'sno doubt
he's the creature who's been doing all the damage.
He's been sucking your blood twice while you were
asleep, and mine once. Pleasant thought, isn't it? No
wonder you were pale and peaked and the doctor saia
your blood was thin. They can get away with an aw-

, fullot of it, I'm told~" ,
"Ugh!" Brad shuddered. "It makes me sick to

think--"
He stopped abruptly as a loud knocking came at the

outside door, . followed quickly, by the sound of some
one turning the knob.

Dick stepped quickly into the study, switched on the
light, and unlocked the door. As he swung it open he
found himself face to face with Professor Jeremy
Hosmer.

"You've found it?" he gasped. "I heard--"
A light of sudden comprehension leaped into Merri-

well's eyes. .
"Yes, professor," he.said shortly, "we have found it

at last." , ,
The older man stepped back, a look of horror in his

eyes.
"Gracious Heaven I" he exclaimed. "You don't

mean--"
Dick nodded.
"Yes, it found us several times before we finally

caught it."
The professor was totally' overcome.
"I never expected that!" he groaned. "It'sdread

ful ! I should have told you last night, but I was
afraid t~ have it known that it had escaped. I hoped
to find it my3elf. That's what brought me into the
buildings. rye done nothing else but hunt for it since
it got out of the cage on Monday. I think I must have
been in every hall and attic on the campus."

He paused and drew a trembling hand over his moist
forehead. Dick felt a sudden pity at the sight -of such
a man reduced to this condition. '

"An old sailor brought it to me last week from
Brazil," the professor continued the next instant. "I
had always wanted one. I had some theories I wanted
to prove; It was in a cage, and I think the housemaid
left the door unlatched, though she denies touching it."

"I'm sorry I had to kill it," Merriwell said quickly.
"It's in the next room, if you would care to look at it."

Rather reluctantly,' Professor Hosmer followed
Dick to the door of the bedroom and peered down at
the body of the gigantic bat.

"Perhaps you could use the body for dissecting pur
poses," Merriwell suggested. "I'll wrap it up if you
care for it." .

The professor ·shuddered.
"I never want to see the thing again," he said

quickly. "I'm glad you killed it."
He hesitated and looked around at the faces of the

three .young men.
"Not for ten thousand dollars ,would I go through

the tortures of the past three days, gentlemen," he
said, in a low tone. "I imagined all sorts of awful
things the creature might have done. Had it found a
baby, you know, it might easily have-- Oh, it was
horrible !"

He paused again and made a strong effort to collect
himself. Then he turned to Dick.

"I am profoundly sorry, Mr. Merriwell, that this
has occurred," he said quietly, "and beg a thousand
pardons for having been the unwitting cause. I can
assure you, however, if it will be any satisfaction, that
the bite of the vampire is, in itself, quite harmless.
~hey suck the blood, but are not in the least poisonous.
~ can only hope that you have not experienced much
1l1convenience from it, and bid you all good;night."

The three men returned his greeting courteously
and Dick escorted him to the door. \Vhen he returned
to the bedroom, both his companions had resumed their
curious inspection of the vampire. '

"Hadn't we better ha~ it stuffed, Brad?" he in
quired, smiling. "It would make a nice ornament for
the sitting room."

The big Texan grinned.
"That's sure a good idea," he returned "but not

for the sitting room. It hasn't got such a iovely mug'
that I'd wa~lt to look at it ,every day. I tell you what,
p~r~, have it stuffed and I 11 make Doc'a present of it.
I d Just like the old fool to see the cause of the anremic
condition of my blood that he was shooting off his
mouth about the other day. It'll take him dO\""l1 a
peg or two. You hear me gently warble!" ,

THE END.

A pretty goo~ story. ,"Yh~t? It kept you, reading'
frop:1 start to fil11sh; dldn t It, Just as we said it would?
But now th~ question is: Are you going to like this
next one-a s~ory of the ;.)yale gridiron? A good
many people thmk that after the new rules in football
are enforced, the game will lose a good deal of its
~x.citement and interest..We want to know what you
t~mk after you have fil11shed "Dick Merriwel1's Ad
~lcei or, th: Man Who Wakes Up." -It shows Dick
m a new lIght, and one that proves more than any
story yet, the real worth' of this hero of the athletic
field.. Bt~t the point is, what will you think? As
Mernwell schum, Buckhart, the captain of the Yale
team'"would ,say: "You are the Candy Kid with' us,
~ard. And so after you have read the next week's
hbrary, No. 756, let us know.
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ADVICE .TO TRICKSTERS.
Boys, do you know that pranks played with the intention of'

frightening people sometimes end with very serious results. Well,
they do, and to prove this I will relate a true incident.

John Mack was a lad of lively disposition, and always out for
a joke; every one had something to complain of when he 'was
~o~ ,

Of ~ll his pranks, there is one he will always remember. One
night, returning home later than usual, he found that the gas
had just been extinguished. He entered the front door, and was
walking upstairs, when he heard approaching two young ladies
who were .spending the night with his sister. Always ready for

. fun, he thought this was a capital chance to "scar~ them out of
"their wits."

Secreting himself in a dark comer near the head of the stairs,
he awaited the approach of the ladies. As they drew near, he
imitated the growl of a wild animal. The ladies stopped, terror
stricken, and were about to retreat, when, with a wild whoop,
John sprang out. ",

With a cry of fright, one of the ladies'.fainted, and fell down
stairs. In the confusion John escaped.

Next morning he found that the young lady had been conveyed
to her h!,me in a precarious ~ndition, and while on his way to
work a mutual friend told him that the young lady was dying.
During the day John was unable to write, his han\1.trembled so,
and his employer, noticing this and believing him ill, told him to
go home.

For,two weeks he remained home every day, seeking the latest
reports as to the state of his victim. At last he heard the young
ladywas well. How happy he did feel; he went to work with a.
lighter heart, and a resolve to play no more pranks.

,DON'T GRUMBLE.
He is a: fool that grumbles over every little mischance. "Put

the best foot forward" is an 01<1 and good maxim.
Don't run about and tell acquaintances that you have been

unfortunate. People do not like to have unfortunate men for
acquaintances.

Add to a vigorous determination a cheerful spirit; if reverses
come, bear them like a philosopher, and get rid of them as soon
as you can.

Poverty is like a panther-look it steadily' in the face, and it
, will tum from you.

A Short Story by Your Favorite Author.

SAVED BY A SQUID•
•

A Story of the Sea.

By BURT L. STANDISH.

For three days and three nights we had drifted helplessly in
an open boat on the glassy bosom of the Indian Ocean, above
our heads a brazen sky by day,. a violet, star-studded dome by
night, on every hand the same monotonous, unvarying expanse
no land, no sail, nothing to give us hope.

Had my companion been other than a sullen and, villainous
Italian, the situation would have been quite bad enough; as it
was, I was filled with a constant feeling of dread and horror.
I knew not what moment Loscalzo might take a 'fancy to dispose
of me in oraer that he might have the entire boat to himself.
In case a storm arose and there was danger the cockleshell
would swamp with its double burden, I was certain the swat-faced
sailor would cast me into the sea.

About Loscalzo's head was bound a bloody clotli,. and his
aspect was ,far from being pleasant. He had hoped to become
captain of the mutineers on board the Swallow, and his ambition
had caused him to be cast away with me in the little boat. I had
taken no part in the mutiny, and could not repress my horror at
the bloody deeds of the rebellious sailors. As I was only a boy,
tlfey spared me and cast me adrift.

Loscalzo had attempted to assert his authority and have me
killed, but Dave Cranch, the real leader of the mutineers ob-. 'Jected to this. Then followed a terrible encounter, during which
the Italian was knocked' down and beaten with a marlinespike.
Unconscious and bleeding, he Mis cast into the boat with me,
and then we were abandoned to our fate.

I had bound up Loscalzo's head with a strip of cloth from his
shirt, but he was in no way grateful. Instead, he looked at me,
now and then, in a way that mademy blood run cold in my veins,
for I saw nothing but the most malignant hatred in his eyes.
• We talked very little. I wanted to talk, but the Italian would
reply by grunts when he could, or not at all, and he never spoke
unless I did so first- At first I dared not sleep, fearing he would
creep upon me and strangle me as I lay; but weariness overcame
me after long hours, and my drooping eyes closed despite all
my struggles to keep them open.

As I slept, I dreamed of my New England home, of my
mother, my brothers and sisters. Ours was a large family, other
wise it would not have been necessary for me to'go out into the
world at an early age to earn my own living.' My dreams were
sweet, but the awakening was bitter, and I could ~ot keep back
the burning tears. Loscalzo saw me weeping and laughed, but it
was a laugh of scorn and derision.
, But for the dread of being all alone on the terrible expanse of
water, I am satisfied the Italian would have killed me the first
day. As time crept on and the burning heat of the tropical sun
beat down on our defenseless heads, I saw the fires of madness
were beginning to bum in the ,ruffian's brain. His red eyes
rolled and he ground his yellow teeth in a way that filled me
with terror. '

My face and hands were blistered by the burning sunshine, and
.the reflection of the sunlight on the glassy water had seared and
sored my eyeballs. My mouth was like an oven, and my lips
were parched. I , •

The fourth day came, and still no sail was to be seen. , I called
for water and crept forward toward the flask, the contents of
which had already been lowered alarmingly. Loscalzo saw' me,
and a demon glittered in his eyes as he grasped the flask and
drew it towardhim.'

""Vater' water I" I moaned. "I must have a swallow'"
"Dere pIenta," retorted the ruffian, motioninir to the salt ex-

panse on every hand. "Helpa yourse'f." .
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"Oh, it's salt' I can't drink that' Please give me some water
from the flask I"

"I keepa dat for myse'f."
"You must divide with me! I only want my share!" •
"Noa share 'bout it. You drinka up da water-r-r, den we both

chokea. I keepa water formyse'f."
In vain I pleaded; he was immovable. With a groan of agony

I sank down in the bottom of the boat, suffering the most dread
ful tortUres. How the sun beat down from that brassy sky 1
How the water glittered and flung back the terrible heat I

For hours I lay moaning and suffering for a swallow of water.
When Loscalzo was thirsty he drank, and that added to my suf
fering. He seemed to know it and rejoice, for more than once
he smacked his lips and turned his triumphant eyes on me.

"For the love of Heaven, Loscalzo,· give me a swallow I" I
cried-"only one swallow'"

"Noa, not one-I not givea you aroppa."
"I am dying I"
"I noa care. Not for you I noa be herea. Die!" /
"Oh, you wretch 1 Don't you think you will be punished foJ,

this?"
"No."
"God will punish you !"
"Don'ta talka to me of God' I 'noa believe in Him '"
';YoU sinful wretch I"
My words had no effect on him, and I was silent. '
Through my head began to flit wild schemes for obtaining a

drink from the big wooden flask. I thought of attacking him
with an oar, and I had almost determined upon that course when
I saw his eyes were drooping.

"Thank Heaven 1" I thought, "he will soon be asleep! Then I
will obtain a drink." •

He did not fall asleep as soon as I hoped, and every moment
seemed an hour. His eyes would close, and then he would start
wide awake and look at me. I lay in the bottom of the boat and
feigned sleep.

Finally Loscalzo slept. Inch by inch, with the caution of a
creeping cat, I drew myself toward the precious water flask, on
:which one of his sunburned hhnds rested. -

Fiercest determination was in my heart. If I reached the
flask he should not stop me-nothing but, grim death should
prevent Ine from drinking.

I reached it' In another moment I would drink! Already my
imagination was picturing the delights to come when--'

Loscalzo awoke'
With a savage yell he leaped ul'~n me; snarling: .
"Little brat 1 You drinka da water-r-r' I fixa you so you noa

drinka when I sleepa 1 I cuta da throata '"
He forced me back, despite my struggles, for he was a strong

man, and I saw the sunlight glitter on a knife that was gripped
in his tanned right hand. I felt sure I was close to death, but
I did not care very much. He thrust back my head and lifted
the knife to strike, while I murmured a prayer and closed my
eyes.

Then, all at once, he uttered a cry. I opened Illy eyes in time
to see a long, dark, snaky something come twisting and wiggling
over the side of the boat. Round and round Loscalzo. it twisted,
while he fought and slashed at it with his knife,' shrieking in
horror.

I staggered back and watched the frightful battle. Other snaky
objects followed the first, and they twined about the Italian's
arms, his body, his legs. Some of them he slashed and severed
with his knife, but still others followed, and I saw he was swiftly
and surely being overcome. His eyes bulged from his head and
the look of unutterable horror on his face was something fearful
to witness.

Something caused me to draw myself up and look over the side
of the boat to see where the snaky arms came from. I saw a
black body lying just beneath the surface of the water, while from
every side those twisting and twining arms extended. Two
beady, fiendish eyes looked up at me, and out shot one of the
undulating arms to grasp me.

I fell back in the bottom of the boat barely in time to escape
the grasp of the devil fish, for I now knew we had been attacked

. by that dreaded monster of the deep. The arm whipped across
the rails and felt about in the air for me, but I Was not reached.

Then came a last wild shriek of horror from Loscalzo, and I
saw the Italian dragged over the side of the boat, which was
nearly capsized. For some moments I lay like one dazed, and
then I rose up and looked over into the water. All Was calm
and clear beneath the boat. The squid and his prey had vanished
into the bosom of the de~p.

Then I thought of the water. In a moment I was at the flask,
and I took a long drink of the warm liquid, after which I sank
to the bottom of the boat and knew no more for hours.

I have a faint remembrance of being picked up by an English
East Indiaman but for nine days I was delirious. I, finally came
around all right, but the horror of those four days in the open
boat and the encounter with the squid I can never banish from
my memory.

A FIGHT WITH A LEOPARD.
A striking illustration of courage and dogged persistence was

given by an officer in India, named Apcher, in a fight with a
leopard'. He was going round a rock, following the beast, which
he had wounded, when the leopard, meeting the hunter, dashed at
him. Apcher jumped on one side and fired; the shot only stag
gered the leopard. The man started to run, but before he could
turn round the beast was almost upon him.

He struck the animal with the gun as it was in the act of
striking him, and so warded off the blow from his head. But the
beast's claws from one paw cut his right cheek, and the other paw
knocked the gun out of the officer's hands.

With all his strength the man dashed his right hand into the
animal's mouth, and with the left grasped him round the throat.
The leopard caught him near the elbow, and bit through the
forearm. Exerting all his strength, Apcher threw the leopard into
a rift between the rocks and on its back. With his knee on its
chest, one hand in its mouth, the other grasping its throat, he
held the struggling animal. His native boy came up with a
double-barrel gun. ' ,

"Put it in the leopard's mouth and fire," said Apcher.
The boy obeyed, pulled both triggers, and killed the. beast,

fortunately without hitting the hand. The brave officer's left·
hand and arm were much injured; every finger of the right
hand was lacerated, the hand bitten through, and the forearm torn
in five places. ' __' _

CROCODILE HUNTING IN MADAGASCAR. •
"The Malagasy natives have a superstitious veneration for

crocodiles, and seldom kill them, although I had no trouble in
inducing my little household to help me when I wanted to hunt
them," writes a correspondent from Madagascar. ';The crocodiles
positively infest the island. '

"They can only travel 'very slowly on land, but they go with
incredible swiftness through the water. The motion is between
a swim and a run, for the crocodile keeps on the bottom. They
have a powerful tail, and the water behind them fairly boils.
One reason the natives do not kill the crocodiles is becaqse they
are absolutely useless.

"The stench from a live crocodile is terrible, that from a dead
one infinitely worse. Crocodile,hunting is peculiar, and I found
it exciting. The natives take two pieces of wood a foot long,
sharpening the ends like stakes, and make a cross of them, fas
tened securely with small wire. To this a good, strong rope is at
tached, the other end of which is made fast to a tree on the shore.

"The cross is baited with fifteen or twenty pounds of beef,
and thrown out to the length of the rope. The, crocodile takes

'it with a gUlp, and, after the first jerk on the rope, it is unfas
tened from the tree, and everybody pulls. I had eighteen Malagasy
boys on on,e occasion, and it was more exciting than a tug of war.

"The crocodile jerked all of them flat on the ground; and he
dragged them down to the water's edge. By a desperate effort"

, they succeeded in getting the rope up to the tree again, where it
was fastened, and the crocodile was allowed to exhaust himself,
which took several hours.

"At last we hauled him out, killed him with a spear, and found
that he had never swallowed the cross and beef at all, but held
it firmly gripped in his jaws. He was too stupid to know enough
to release himself, and too obstinate to let it go-traits of, the
crocodile character."

, THE BELL THAT CAME FROM A GRAIN OF CORN
":' In the seventeenth century 'the little town of Grosslawitz, in
Germany, very much wanted a new bell, as the old one was, too
small to send its tones to the end of the village; but the people
of the place were too poor to defray the cost. , '

One Sunday, when t,he schoolmaster, Gottfried Hayn, was go
ing to church, he noticed growing out of the chtirchyard walla
flourishillg green stalk of corn, the seed of which must have
been dropped there by a passing bird. The idea suddenly struck
him that perhaps this one stalk of corn could be made the means
of producing the second bell they wanted so much. ."

He waited till the corn was ripe, and th~n he plUcked the six
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ears on it and sowed them in his own garden. The next year he
gathered the little crop thus produced, and sowed it again, till at
last he had not enough room in his little garden for the crop
and so he divided it among a certain number of farmers wh~
went on sowing the ears until in the eighth year the crop was
so .large that when it was put together and sold they found that
they had enough money to buy a beautiful beIl, with its story
and its birthday engraved upon it, and a cast of the cornstalk to
which it owed its existence. ,

There could hardly be a better instance than the above of the
wealth that lies in a careful, husbanding of resources.

A TWo-MlLUON-DOLLAR COMMA.
"Oh, punctuation marks are not of much account. They're just

put in for looks. I don't want to bother about them."
Such are the sentiments of a good many schoolboys with regard

to this branch of letter and composition writing. Others again
appear to think that all that is necessary is to put in a com~a her~
and there at haphazard, to set off the "look of the thing." Bow
risky this way of doing things is may be learned from the follow-
ing incident: .
. It seems that some t~enty ye~rs ll;&'o, when the United States, by
Its Congress, was makmg a tariff blU, one of the sections enumer
ated what articles should be admitted free of duty. Among the

"articles specified were "aU foreign fruit-plants," etc., meaning
plants imported for transplanting, propagation, or exper.iment.

The enrolling clerk, in copying the bill, accidentally changed the
hyphen in the eompound word "{ruit-plants" to a comma, making
it read, ''all foreign fruit, plants," etc. As a result of this' simple
mistake, for a year, or until Congress could remedy the blunder
all the oranges, lemons, bananas, grapes, and other foreign fruits
were admitted free of duty. This little mistake, which anyone
would be liable to make, yet could have avoided by carefulness,
cost the government not less than two million dollars. A pretty
cost.l~comma that! "

THAT IS THE QUESTION.
In riding in railway trains, you may have observed the peculi

arityof dogs in racing after a train. One day, in a swiftly mo\,
ing train, I saw a big yellow dog doing this act, and nearly
breaking his' back to catch the train. I watched his efforts with
some curiosity, and a man in the seat in front of me was doing
the same thing. When the dog gave up the chase, ,the man in

--front tUrlled to me and said:' l
_ "Excuse me, but I would like to ask you a question. 'I want to

, ask you what you think that dog would have done with this train
" if he had caught it?"

THE MAN IN THE MOON.
According to Pratorious, the man in the moon is the patriarch

Isaac. carrying the bundle of sticks which were to be lighted to
sacrifice his own body on the mountaintop. Dante believes him
to be Cain, carrying a bundle of thorns, the meanest offering his
lands afforded, as a present to God. In Iceland the people claim
that they can see the face of Adam in the moon, and that of Eve

,in the sun. Among the Frieburgers there is a superstition which
,says that the marks and spots 011 the moon's face arc the out
lines of the traito1'; Judas Iscariot, holding his hand over his face
while sneezing just prior to hanging himself. This last belief

~a:ccords with the old Frankish legend which says that there was
no spot on Luna's bright face ulltil after the time of the cruci
fixion of Christ. Still another story tells us that in the time of
the creation God threw an offending angel against the face of the
moon, while another is to the effect that the moon witnessed the
creation of Adam and Eve, and took an impress of their features
on her surface, 'intending to people her own land with similar
beillgs. Wlien she essayed to imitate God's works, she made
nothing, but a sli~l. serpent, wl~icJ: since t~at day has continued
to fold and unfold 1t,s lmghty colis In full vIe"" of the descendants
of the God-created beings. > , • '

, ..
THE DARl{FsT aOUR.

, It is not darkest just before dawn. ,The maximum of darkness
begins when the sun has sunk below the horizon so far that none
-of its rays are refracted to the earth by the atmosphere or re
i!eeted by douds, and continues without variation until it reaches
'a, point near the eastern horizon, when the light reaches the earth

,Once more, marking the commencement of dawn, It is hard to
t:!nderstandhow such an erroneous idea came to be generally ac-
cepted. "

JlPPLAIJSEIt

Good Stories of Athletics and Sport In ~~7ip 7'0"'-
I like "Tip Top" because it is a weekly of sports, and any

young man would enjoy the stories if he is a lover of athletics.
It has made me want to get out and play ball with the boys as
often as I can. I go to school and take a place in the field meets
in jumping and running. I have got about twelve or fourteen of
the boys around my home to take "Tip Top" every week; and
they all like it as much as I do. 'WrLLIE SHIELDS.

Colorado Springs, Col.
They Dan Hardly Wait to Get ~~Tip"'op't to Read.

r have been reading "Tip Top" for a little more than
a year, and t would like to express my opinion about
the stories. They are all splendid and also very instruc
tive, and I must congratulate Mr. Standish on his abil
ity to write such unusuaIly interesting stories. 'fhe char
acters are all very good, and r enjoy reading about them
immensely; but if you must give Dick Merriwell a wife,
please let it be Doris Templeton. Although I admire the char
acter of June Arlington, I admire that of Doris more, and I
would very much like to read of Doris as Dick's wife. I would
feel sorry for Hal Darrell, but that there are other girls who

, would be glad to receive his attentions, and I think -Hal would
like some other girl better. I don't think he and Doris would
get along very well together, because they don't agree. I think
Doris would be just the girl, for Dick. I must not forget to
say that I am not the only one interested in the Merriwell stories;
my brother reads them all the time. I happened to see the book
in his room one day, and r picked it up and started to read a little
of it, and the more I read the more interested I became. Now the
whole family reads it. I have started a sewing circle, of which I
am president, and believe me when I say the members can hardly
wait for the end of the week to get the book to read.

Providence, R. I. G. M. VERNON.

Mat ••""p Top" Has Done to.. Him.
t like "Tip Tops" because they are the best boys' books I have

ever read" and because they have plenty of adventures in them.
They contain fine stories of college life, which have plenty of go
to them, and they are nearly perfect. "Tip Tops" have helped
me in many ways. First, they have taught me to keep my head
and riot let my temper get the best of me in times of trouble or
in a squabble. Second, they have taught me not to get excited
quickly, but to think the matter out befare acting. Third; they

, have taught me that not always strength is the victor, but mostly
skill and quickness of thought. They have helped me in a number
of other ways. By getting other boys to take "Tip Top" I am
helping them broaden their mind and imagination in many and
good ways, I am helping them to throw off their bad habits and
to try and improve their bodies, minds, and constitutions in
various ways. J05. GRONAUER.
. :Memphis, Tenn.
Read Metla. Ub..a ...., Nos. 545, 548, 551,554.

I have many reasons for liking "Tip Top," but the mail! one
is that it teaches its readers to be manly, honorable, and upright
in al1 things. In my opinion it does more to uplift the mo.rals
of the boy'S that read it than any other weekly published.. To
sum up, it can't be beat. Please tell me what numbers of the
,lUedal Libra,'Y contain the series of "Tip Tops" where Dick and
his baseball team were in the Trolley League at Fairhaven.
PI~ase tell me what Medal books to get to have the entire series.
Several of my friends-also loyal "Tip Top" readers-join me in
wishing a long life to dear old "Tip Top," and 'n sending best
wishes to Burt L. Standish, and Street & Smith.
• Franklin, Ky. GEORGE E. DICKEN.

Something Doing all the Time.
Burt Standish's stories arc far more interesting to me than

any others I have ever read. If you read one, you cannot rest
until yOU have g'ot the next, and yOU hate to quit reading,after
yoU have once started, because there is something doing 311 the
time. It has influenced me to try to give up bad habits and en
deavor to follow the example of Frank Merriwell. ,I also, have
stopped reading trashy literature. When I was first told of
"Tip Top" I thought it just contained cheap novels, but I soon
changed my mind after reading one number. I loaned it to the
boys of the neighborhood, and noW we all are ardent admirers
of the king of weeklies and try to get every number as soon as it
comes out~ I wish "Tip Top" the greatest success always.

Galesburg, Ill. ALEx,' TEtFOiUl.
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So many inquiries reach us from week to week concerning the
various manuals on athletic development, which we publish, that
we have decided to keep a list of them standing here. Any number
carl be had by mail by remitting 10 cents, and 3 cents postage, for
each copy, to the publish~rs.

Frank Merriwell's Book of Physical Development.
The Art of Boxing and Self-defense, by Prof. Donovan.
U. S. Army Physical Exercises, revised by Prof. Donovan.
Physical Health Culture. by Prof. Fourmen.

Row to Become a Printer.

PROF. FOURMEN: How can I learn to become a printer?
Brooklyn, N. Y. A. GRANGER.
We believe that it is usually customary for young men who

desire to become printers to enter some job office and work there
until they become proficient. In this way they acquire not only
a knowledge of typesetting, but also of job printing. You also
gain in that way a familiarity with presswork so that you can
make a job ready on the press by overlaying and underlaying,
leading up to book and magazine printing. You will find plenty
of opportunities of entering such a shop, and by constant applica
tion can, in the course of a few years, make a first-dass printer
of yourself. Fair wages are paid to expert pressmen, and gvod
compositors can, always find work. From printers, one advances
steadily to journalism, and thence frequently to high political
office, as was the case with Benjamin Franklin, and others.

Advised to Learn a Trade.

PROF. FOURMEN: I am a boy, 13 years old, weighing 95 pounds,
and am 5 feet high. I want your advice about joining a theatri
cal troupe. I am property boy in an opera house, and understand
the call boy's and property boy's duties perfectly. My reasons
for wanting to join a theatrical troupe are because. the season
has closed, and I must have some work. Stage work is the only
kind I understand. L. E. SAYRES.

Pana, Ill.
By consulting the various theatrical papers you will find a list

of the different companies and their whereabouts, and you can
, place yourself in correspondence with them. If you have any

friends in the profession write to ,them. We would say in a
general way that you should have cultivated relations with the
different managers who have visited your city in the past, and
now you could apply to them. You are still very young, and it
may be well for you to turn your attention to other pursuits. Is
'there no local industry for, which you have a fondness? You
ought certainly to be able to obtain work at home that would
tide you over the summer months until the season begins again,
and then look out for the managers who come to your. opera
house.

Acrobats Likely to Be Short-lived.

PROF. FOURMEN: I am IS years of age, tall and thin, weigh
120 pounds, and quite limber. My favorite pastime< is bending,
and I would like to be a contortionist, but see no chance of learn
ing.. Please give ~'our idea of the profession.

San Diego, Cal. GEORGE G. MERTIN.

It is all well enough to take good athletic exercise, in order
to keep the body in perfect physical condition. Most of us need
extra exerdse of this sort, and we don't take half enough. But
you could not turn to a much worse calling than that of a con
tortionist for a living. In the first place, the contortionist occu-

pies no social position whatever. Generally speaki~g, he is classe.d
with the museum freaks, and is not noticed, savmg when he IS

"doing his turn." Then again, the contortionist, as a rule, earns
but little. Unless he is "boomed," his pay is small, and often
engagements are few and far apart. In the last place, statistics,
go to pTove that the majority of acrobats are short-lived, and
that many of them contract painful diseases, which go to fill their
last days ~ith misery. So you can see that you had better tUrn
to something else. Do so, and you will not regret it.

Row to Earn Money at Night.

PROF. Fou~MEN: J am a boy of 16 years of age, and am at
present clerking at $20 ,a month. I would like to take a com
mercial course, but have not the means. 'Would you please ad
vise me in what 'manner I could make money to cover all ex
penses and at the same time permit me to go to a commercial
college? ". . H. C. GORE.

Gloversville; N. Y.
If you cannot afford togo to a commerciaLcollege, you at

least can purchase, or perhaps borrow, the text-books used there,
and in a measure acquire by yourself what is taught ill that
school. It may be that you 11ave friends there who will be willing
as a favor, or for a small sum of money, to teach you what"they
are learning, and in that way you will be abJe. to acquire a
business education at a reduted rate. Such a course, to our
mind, is more practical than any procedure that we can give
you by means of which a larger in~ome will come to you. It
may be possible for you to do bookkeeping at night for certain
of the smaller tradesmen, or perhaps conduct the business cor
respondence of some firm during your leisure .hours, as for in-
stance during the evening. "

iIndian Clubs.and Dumb-bells.

PROF. FOURMEN: What is your opinion of Indian clubs as an
exercise? What sort of development does it produce( Will it
not give better upper body development than other forms of
home exercise such as dumb-bells, pulley weights;" etc. ? This
form of exercise does not appear to be used much in America.
W~? c.~n-

Montreal, Canada.
Indian clubs are valuable, chiefly in strengthening the muscles

of the arms and wrists. Do not use too heavy a club. You will
find a half-pound club is very heavy after it has been swung for
ten minutes. Dumb-bells are preferred by liome people, as by
systematic practice-with them it is possible to exercise almost
every muscle in the body. The dumb-bells should be light. Too
heavy dumb-bells are apt to make a boy slow and sluggish in
his movements. .

The Secret of Muscle Building.

PROF. FOURMEN: My measurements are as follows: Age, IS
years; height, 5 feet S~ inches in bare feet; weight, 127 pounds;'""
neck, 14~ inches; around shoulders, 39 inches; chest, normal, 35

, inches; expanded, 37 inches; waist, 26 inches; biceps, II0 inches;
forearm, 90 inches; wrist, 6~ inches; thigh, I8~ inches; calf,
S0 inches. I. How do my measurements compare with the aver
age young fellow? 2. What are my weak points? 3. Are po,
tatoes and rye bread good for making muscle tissue?

Decatur, Ill. M. A.
You are much too thin and your measur~l1lents fall short for

your height and age. Try to strengthen them and build yourself
up .by enriching the blood with nourishing food and by-taking
light exercises., Try and find out just what things give you the
greatest amount of nutriment, are best digested, and produce the
most agreeable effect. Eat plain foods, with plenty of fruit and"
pure milk, such vegetables as are suitable, oatmeal, wheat prepara
tions containing the bran, rice, eggs, and sugar in moderate
quantities. Coffee or tea should neve1=" be touclred, but cocoa:
may be taken. The secret of muscle building lies in systematic;'
exercise and perfect digestion. "



Tip Top BaseballTournament for 1910 Is On
CONTEST CLOSES OCTOBER IS

PLAY BALL AND WIN A CLUB OUTFIT.
, I.

It's up to you, boys, to land the prizes.
Get after them. Do your besL
Make the scores that will put you. In right lor

first or second place. '

'The rules of the contest for 1910 differ somewhat from those of
last year. Read all about it in the form below:

PLAYER'S CERTIFICATES.

I N fairness to all the clubs tha:t enter this contest, and that
. .there may be no doubt as. to whom the prizes should go, TIP

Top has decided to require a certificate from each member of
the nine as well as. the Club Certificate; Below is the coupon
whicl1 each member should cut out, sign and give to the manager
of the nine that he may send it along with the Club Certificate.
'Write in the names of the clubs that played. the date of the game,
~e score and the name of the winner.

PLAl'ER'S CERTIFICATE.
. TIP TOP BASEBALL TOURNAMENT FOR 1910.

This is to certify··,that I have played in the lrame betWeen the

f-...:-••..•..••.•.•••..••....•.••••...and the••••••••••••••••_••••_••••••••••••••

00••••••••••••_••••••••••••••••_••••••••_._•••••••••••_••.and that the score

was•••••••••_•••••••••~••••••••in favor of _ •••••••••••••••••

••••••••••••••••••••~•••••••••••••••••••••••••••(Signature.)

TO DECIDE A TIE.
.Should there be a tie. in runs and games played. of two or more clubs in the highest·

!scOre class. such tie will be decided by the batting and' fielding record of the tied clubs.
The one having the best record il1 that respect will be declared the winner. The captains
:pf competing teams are advised. therefore. to preserve the general, or detailed score. of
~v.ry game played. but not to send It to TIP Top with the Club Certificate. You "'ill be
~led upon for the ienera! score only In case your club should be one of those in a tie.
!;-, .

CONDITIONS OF CONTEST.

T HE two teams which, at the end of the season, have the
highest average-that is, play the greatest number of
games, score the most runs, and lose the least number

of games-will be declared the winners. Of these two the one
having the higher average Will be declared the TIP TOP
CHAMPIONSHIP TEAM OF THE ALL-AMERICAN BASE
BALL TOURNAMENT OF 1910, and will receive a beautiful
silk penant bearing suitable words. Each Winning team will
receive a full.equipment, consisting of trousers, shirt, stockings,
shoes and cap for nine members. For each game played the
score, signed by the manager, must be sent to the editor of
TIP Top. The manager must see to it, also, that every player
of his nine signs one of the certificates printed at the left of
this-the one headed, "!!layer's Certificate." Each player must
sign a separate certificate, and these-nine in all for each
galue-must accompany every Club Cettificate--sent to this
office. To substantiate the score, get your postmaster, or one

. or more of the newsdealers of whom you buy your TIP Tops,
to sign tQ,e Club Certificate on the line printed at the bottom.
When possible, send in newspaper accounts of the games. No
notice will be taken of any score not entered on a Club Certifi~

cate cut out of TIP Top; nor will any notice be taken of a score
not accompanied by a signed Player's C~rtificate for every
member of the nine.

,UD CERTIF1CATE 191o-TIP TOP BASEBALL. TOURNAMENT-1910
ILUl1lS 011 ftAIL1.._ _............•............~ :, " .

...........................................- .
••.........._ ": .

•••••.......................................................~ .
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..•............-..........•....._...._~._ .._.......................•

. . .
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C. Field .
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WlNNBR ; ............... •FINAL SCORE•••••• ................. •MANAOBR '" .
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====ALL O~ ~HB BAcK NUMBERS OR#~~======

TIP TOP VVEEKLV
THAT CAN NOVV' BB SUPPLIED

241-Frank Merriwe11's Kick. 537-Frank Merriwell's Prollosal. 6l7-Frank Merriwell's Proposi· 69l-D~ckMerriwell;s l?andies. t ..
242-Frank Merriwell's Hi"h JumR 5SB-Frank Merriwell's Spook- tion. 692-D1Ck Merriwell s Skyscoo er
24s..-Frank Merriwell's l'iBrassie hunters, ~ , 61B-Frank Merriwe11 Perplexed. 69B-Dick Merriwell in j;he Elk

Shot. 539-Dick Merriwell's Cheek. 619-Frank Merriwell's Susl11cion. Mountains.
245=-Frank Merriwell's Entertain. 54o-Dick Merriwell's Sacrifice. 62o-Dick Merriwell's Gallantry. 694-Dick Merriwell, in Utah.

ments. 54l-Dick Merriwe1l's Heart. 621-Dick Merriwell's Condition. 695-Dick Merriwell s Bluff.
24B-Frank Merriwell's Master,.. 542-Frank Merriwell's New Auto. 622-Dick Merriwell's Stanchness. 696-Dick Merriwell in the Saddle.
247-Frang Merriwell's Dilemma. 54B-Frank Merriwell's Pride. 62B-Dick Merriwell's Match. 691-Dick Merriwell's Rancb
249-Frank Merriwell's Search. 544-Frank Merriwe11's Young 624-Frank Merriwell's Hard Case Friends.
25O-Frank Merriwell's Ring. Winners. 625-Frank Merriwell's Helper. 69B-Frank Merriwe11 at Phanto.
25l-Frank Merriwell's Party. 545-Dick Merriwell's ~ad. 62B-Frank Merriwell's Doubts. Lake.
253-Frank Merriwell's Skill 54G-Dick Merriwell's Influence. 621-Frank Merriwell's "Phenom." 699-Frank Merriwell's Hold-back.
254-Frank Merriwell's Club. 547-Dick Merriwell's Top Notch. 628-Dick Merriwell's Stand. 'iOo-Frank Merriwell's, Lively
255-Frank Merriwell's Scheme. 54B-Frank Merriwell's Kids. 629-Dick Merriwell's Circle. Lads. ' ,
256-Frank MerriweU's Mystari- 54,9-Frank Merriwell's Kodakers. 63O-Dick hIcrriwell's Reach. '101-Frank Merriwell as Instruct-

ous Move.' 550-Dick Merriwell Freshman. 63l---Dick Merriwell's~Money. or.
257-Frank Merriwell's Hand. 551-Dick Merriwellls Progress. 632-Dick Merriwell WatChed. 'i02-Dick.'Merriwell's Cayuse.
258-Frank Merriwell's Suspicion. '552-Dick Merriwell, Half-back. 63B-Dick Merriwcll Doubted. 703-Dick Merriwell's Quirt.
259-Frank Merriwell's Trust. ,-_55B-DiCk Merriwell's Resentment. 634-Dick Merriwell's Distrust. 704-Dick Merriwell's Freshman
26l-Frank Merriwell's BOSOm 554-Dick Merriwell Repaid. 6S5-Dick Merriwell's Risk. Friend.

Friend. 5li5-Dick Merriwell's Staying 63B-Frank Merriwell's Favorite. 705-Dick Merriwell's Best Form.
262-Frank Merriwell Deceived. Power.' 637-Frank Merriwell's Young 706-Dick Merriwell's Prank.
26B-Frank lI1erriwell in Form. 55G-Dick Merriwell's "Push." Clippers. 707-Dick Merriwell's Gambol.
433:-Dick Merrlwell's "Phantom." 557-Dick Merriwell's Runn1llg. 63&,-Frank Merriwell's Steadying 708-Dick Merriwell's, Gun.
467-Dick Merrlwell in Egypt. 558-Dick Merriwell's Joke. Hand. 709-Dick Merriwell at His Best.
469-Frank Merriwell's Retalia- 559-Dick Merrlwell's Seven. 639-Frank Merriwell's Record- nO-Dick Merriwell's Master Mind

tion. 56o-Dick Merrlwell's Partner. Breakers. 7ll-Dick Merriwell's Dander.
485-Dick Merriwell in Manna. 561-Dick Merriwell in the Tank. 64o-Dick Merriwell's Shoulder. 712-Dick Merriwell's Hope.
48B-Dick Merriwell Marooned. 562-Frank Merriwell's Captive. 6U-Dick Merriwell's Desperate 713-Dick Merriwell's Standard.
487-Dick Merrlwell's Comrade. 56S-Frank Merriwell's Trailing. Work. 714-Dick Merriwell's Sympathy.
488-Dick Merriwell, Gap-Stopper. 564-Frank MerriweU's TaUsman. 642-Dick Merriwell's Example. 715-Dick Merriwell in Lumber
489-Dick Merriwell's Sacrifice Hit 565-Frank Merriwell's Horse. 643-Dick MerriweU At Gale's Land.
49O-Dick Merriwell's Support. 566-Frank Merriwell's Intrusion. Ferry. . ' 'liB-Frank Merriwell's Fairness.
49l-Dick Merriwell's Stroke. 567-Frank Merrlwell's Blufr. 644-Dick Merrtwell's Inspiration. 7l7-Frank Merriwell's Pledge.
492-Dick Merriwell Shadowed. 568-Dick Mcrriwell's Regret. 645-Dick Merriwell's Shooting. 7l8-Frank Merriwell, the Man of
493-Dick Merriwell's Drive. 569-Dick Merrlwell's Silent Work..64B-Dick Merrlwell in the Wilds. Grit.
494-Dick Merriwell's Return. 57o-Dick Merrlwell's Arm. 641=Dick Merriwell's Red Com- 719.....Frank Merriwell's Return
495-Dick Merriwell's Restoration. 571-Dick MerriwPll's Skill. rade. i Blow.
49B-Dick Merrlwell's Value. 572-Dick Merriwell's Magnetism. 648-Frank Merriwell's Ranch. 72o-Frank l\!erriwell's Quest.
497-Dick Merriwell's "DUkes." 1>73-Dick Merrlwell's System. 649"",Frank Merriwell in the Sad· 72l-Frank l\IerriweU's Ingots.
49S-Dick Merriwell's Drop Kick. 574-Dick Merriwell's Salvation. dIe. 722-Frank Merriwell's Assistance.
499-Dick Merriwell'!l Defeat. 575-Dick Merriwell's Twirling. 65O-Frank Merriwell's Brand. 72B-Frank Merriwellat the
50o-Dick Merriwell's Chance. 516-Dick Merrlwell's Party. 651-Frank Merriwell's Red Guide Throttle.
50l-Dick Merrlwell's Stride. u77-Dick McrriweU's Backers. 652-Dick Mcrriwell's Rival. 724-Frank Merriwell. the Always
502-Dick Merriwell's Wing·Sutt. 57B-Dick MerriweU's Coach. 65S-Dick Merriwell's Strength. ' Ready.
503-Dick Merrlwell's Skates. 579-Dick Merriwell's Bingle. .654-DLckl Merriwell's Secret Work 725-Frank Merriwe11 in "Diamond
504-Dick Merriwell's Fonr Fists. 58o-Dick Merrlwell's Hurdling. 655-Dmc Mprriwel:'s Wa;y. Land.
505=-Dick MerriweU's Dashing 581-Dick Merriwell's Best Work. 656=Frank Merriwell's Red Vis- 726-.-Frank Merriwell's Desperate

'Game. 5S2-Dick Merriwell's Respite. itor. Chance.
506-Frank Merrlwell's T!germ 5S3-Dick Merriwell's Disadvan- e57-Frank Merriwell's Rope, 727-Frank Merriwe11's Black Ter.
507 _Frank Merriwell's Treasure tage. 658-Frank Merriwell's Lesson. ror.-~

Guard., 5S4-Dick Merriwell Besee. 659-Frank Merriwell's Protection 'i2s.,.,.Frank Merriwell Again on
50S-Frank MerriW'ell's Flying 5S5-Dick hIerriwell's Great Riyal. 66o-Dick Merrlwell's Reputation... the Slab.

Fear." 586-Dick Merriwell's Distrust. 66l-Dick Merriwell's hIotto., .2lb-Frank Merriwell's Hard
509-Dick Merriwell In Maine. 587-Dick Merriwell Lion-Tamer. 662-Dick Merrlwell's Restraint. Game.
5lo-Dick Merriwell's Polo Team. 588-Dick Merriwell1s Camp-site. 66B-Dick Merrlwell's Ginger. 'i3O-Frank Merriwell's Six-in-band
5ll-Dick Merrlwell in the Ring. 5S9_Dick Merriwell's Deb~ 664-Dick Merriwell's Driving. 731-Frank Merriwell's Duplicate.
512-Frank Merriwell's New Idea. 59O-Dick Merrlwell's Camp·Mates 665-Dick Merriwell's Good Cheer. 732-Frank Merriwcll on Rattle.
51S-Frank Merriwell's Trouble. 59i-Dick Merrlwell's Draw. . 666-Frank Merriwell's Theory. snake Ranch. !
5l4-Frank Merrlwell's Pupils. 592-Dick Merriwell'siDlsapprovaL 667-Frank Merriwell's Diplomacy.-"738-Frank Merriwell's Sure Hand
lil5-Dick Merrlwell's Satisfaction 59B-Dick Merriwell's Mastery. 66S=.-Frank Merriwell's Encour· 7S4=-Frank Merriwell's Trea~ure
51B-Dick Merriwell's Discern- 594-Dlck Merriwell's Warm Work . agement. Map.

ment. 595~Dick Merriwell's "Double 669..-Frank hIerriwe1l's Great 'iS5_FranK ,Merriwell, Prince of,
li17-Dlck Merriwell's Friendly Squeeze." " Work. . the Rope.

Hand. 59ll--Dlck Merriwell's Vanishing. 67ot-Dick Merriwell's Mind. 'i38=Dick Merriwell. Captain of
lil8-Frank Merriwell's New Boy. 597-Dick Merriwell Adrift. 67l-Dick Merrlwell's "Dip," the Varsity.
5l9-Frank Merriwell's Mode. 59B-Dick Merrlwell's Influence. 612-Dick Merriwell's Rally. 'i37-Dick Merriwell's Control.
'52o-Frank Merriwell's Aids. 599-Frank Merriwell's Worst Boy. 67S-Dick Merriwell's Flier. 7S8-Dick Merriwell's Back Stop.
521-Dick Merriwell's Visit. 600-Frank MerriwelI's Annoyance 674-Frank Merriwell's Bullets. 7S9-Dick MerriweU's Masked En-
522-Dlck Merriwell's Retaliation. 60l-Frank Merriwell's Restraint. 675-Frank Merriwell Cut Off. emy.
li2B-Dick MerriwelI's Rival 602-Dick Merrlwell Held Back. 676-.-Frank Merrlwell's Ranch 74o-Dick Merriwell's Motor Car.
524-Frank Merriwe11's Young 60B-Dick Merriwell in the Line. Boss. 74l-Dick Merriwell's Hot Pursuit.

Crew. 604-Dlck Merriwell's Drop Kick. 677-Dick MerriwelI's Equal. 7~Dick Merriwell at 1:'~
525-Frank Merriwell's Fast Nine. 605-Frank Merriweli's Air Voy- 678.-Dick Merriwell's Develop-' Lake. '
52B-Frank Merriwe11's Athletic age. ment. 74S-Dick Merriwell in Court.

Field. 606-Frank lferriwell's Auto Chase.679-Dick Merriwell's Elve. 744-Dick Merriwell's Silence.
527-Dick Merriwell's ReprisaL G07-Frank Merriwell's Captive. 68o-Frank Merriwell's Zese. 745-Dick Merriwell's Dog.
52B-Dlck Merriwell Dared. '" 60B-Dick Merriwell's Value. (l8l-Frank Merriwell's Patience. 74B-Dick Merriwell's SUbterfU<oC.,/
529-Dick Merriwell's Dismay., 609-D!ck Merriwell Doped. 682-Frank Merriwell's PupiL 741-Dick Merriwell's Enigma. 0

5So-Frank Merrlwell's Son. 61o-DICk Merrlwell's Belief. 68S-Frank Merriwell's Fighters. 748-Dick Merriwell Defeated ' :
5S1-Frank Merriwell's Old Flock. 6ll-Frank MerriWe11 in the Mar· 684-Dick Merl'1well at the "Meet" 749-Dick Merriwell's "Wing";'
5S2-Frank Merriwell's House ket. 6S5-Dick MerrlweU's Protest. 75O-Dick Merriwell's Sky chase.
"""B-DiPkartYM' ri 11' S 612-Frank MerriWell's Fight for 68'6-Dick Merriwell in the Mara· 751-Dick Mel'rlwell's Pick-ups.
V<> c er we s ummer Fortune. ' thon. 752-Dlck Merriwell on the Rock.
. Team.., 61B-Frank Merriwell on .Top. , 6S7-Dick Merriwell's Colors. in~ R. "
534-,-Dick Mernwell s Demand. 614-Dick Merriwell's Tl'lP West. 688-Dick Merriwell Driver 75S-Dick Merriwell's Penetration.
535-Dick Merriwell's !'llabmate. 615-D!ck Merriwell's Predicament 6S9-D!ck,Merrlwell'on the' Deep. 754-Dick Merriwell's Intuition. .
M6-Frank Merriwell s Summer 6l6-D1Ck Merriwell in Mystery 690~D1CkMerrlwell in the North 755-Dick Merriwell's Vantage.

Camp. Valley. Woods. 756-Dick Merriwell's Advice.

PRICE, FIVB CENTS PER COpy ,
t If you want any back numbers of our weeklies and cannot procure them froni your newsdealer they can be

obtained direct from this office. .Postage stamps taken the same as money. '

.STREET Cil. SMITH. Publishers. 79 Seventh Ave.• New York Cit"
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EAR L Y N U M B E R S 0 F T H~'

TIP TOP WEEKLY
WILL BE FOUND IN THE NEW MEDAL LIBRARY

A few years ago, we were obliged to disappoint thousands of boys who wanted' ,
the early adventures of Frank and Dick MerriweU which were published in TIP
TOP, because we did not have copies of the numbers that contained them. It was
impossible for us to reprint TIP TOP WEEKLY, so we made the stories up in book
form and published them in the NEW MEDAL LIBRARY at intervals of about
four weeks beginning with No. IS0. CL Here is a list of these splendid books which
contain Nos. I to 485 of TIP TOP WEEKLY. Our experience with these books
has taught us that thousands of boys are overjoyed at this opportunity to secure their
Favorite stories in a more permanent form. PRICE, FIFTEEN CENTS.

Iso-Frank Merriwell's School-days.
1167-Frank Merriwell's Chums.
lO78-Frank Merriwell's Foes.
I84-Frank Merriwell's Trip West.
r8g-Frank Merri"'ell Down South.
I93-Frank Merriwell's Bravery.
I97-F~ank Merriwell's Hunting Tour.
2OI-Frank Merriwell in Europe.
205-Frank Merriwell at Yale.
2og-Frank Merriwell's Sports Afield.
2I3-Frank Merriwell's Races.
2I7-Frank Merriwell's Bicycle Tour.
225-Frank Merriwell's Courage.
229-Frank Merriwell's Daring.
233-Frank Merriwell's Athletes.
237-Frank Merriwell's Skill.
24o-Frank Merriwell's Champions.
244-Frank Merriwell's Return to Yale.
247-Frank Merriwell's Secret.
25I-Frank Merriwell's Danger.
254':"-Frank Merriwell's Loyalty.
25S-Frank Merriwell in Camp.
262-Frank Merriwell's Vacation.
267-Frank Merriwell's Cruise.
2j'I-Frank Merriwell's Chase.
276--Frank Merriwell in Maine.
280-Frank Merriwell's Struggle.
284-Frank Merriwell's First Job.
288-Frank Merriwell's Opportunity.
292-Frank Merriwell's Hard Luck.
zg6-Frank Merriwell's Protege.
3oc-Frank Merriwell on the Road.
304-Frank Merriwell's Own Company.
3oB-Frank Merriwell's Fame.
312-Frank Merriwell's CoUege Chums.
316--Frank Merriwell's Problem.
szo-Frank Merriwell's Fortune.
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