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CHAPTER I.
MYSTERIES OF THE NIGHT.

Night was coming on.
Together Dick and Brad had- pulled the little row

boat out of Fairhaven Harbor, round Crown Point
and away to the north through the narrow channel
usually followed by the steamers. In this manner they
had rowed fully four miles.

"Jingoes!" exclaimed Dick, as he suddenly noticed
the sun had set. "What are we doing, Buckhart?
It'll be dark before we can get halfway back."

"I sure reckon that's right, partner," agreed the
Texan, resting on his oars. "And there are some bad
ledges in that channel, and the moon doesn't get up
before nine o'clock."

"But we've got to get back just th~ same," laughed
Dick. "We both seemed to forget that in the satisfac
tion of a good stiff pull at the oars.'" .

"We ought to have the tide with us. Let's tum"
round and make things hump."

"Wait a minute. Come to think of it, I "believe
there's another way of getting back. Two-Current
River should come out along here somewhere. I be-
lieve that's the north mouth of it over yonder."

"Why do they call that a river?" asked Brad. "It's
nothing but a salt water channel through the island.'~

"That's rigfit," nodded Dick. "It really makes two
islands of what is regarded as one island. But the
channel is very narrow and looks more like a river
than anything else. When the tide sets in it flows
through that channel to the north, and when the tide
ebbs the current turns and flows to the south. That's
why it's called Two-Current River. 1 have' often
thought of rowing through there some day just to
see what it looks like. Then there "is \iVhirlpool Lake;
midway between Fairhaven village and the north mouili
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of the river. I have heard much concerning the dan
gerous whirlpool in that so-called lake, and I'd like to
get a glimpse of that also." '

"Perhaps the ledges we passed on the pull up here
are a whole lot less dangerous than that whirlpool,"
said Buckhart. "You know they tell how one man
\vas caught in the old whirlpool and sucked down, boat
anclall. His body was never recovered, while the
whirlpool must have twisted his boat to pieces, as some
broken, portions of it came down the river into Fair
haven on the ne},.-1 ebb tide.

"It's easy enough to avoid that whirlpool," de
clared Dick. "They say the thing is near the exact
center of the lake and may be passed with absolute
safety by keeping close to the shore."

"\Vell, what do you say, partner? Shall we try to
find the north mouth of Two-Current River and get
back that way? Lees imestigate?"

They rowed into the cove and soon found what
seemed unquestionably the northern' mouth of Two'"
Current River. The tide had nearly reached its
height, and. there seemed no current whatever as they
pulled into the narrow channel, which wound into the
shado\vs between some high bluffs.

"Why, this sure is a whole lot fine," laughed Brad.
"I opine this certain is the river, and it'll be right easy
getting back to the village. Outside we .would have
the wind against us before we reached Crown Point.
In here there's no \vind, and when the tide turns the
current will favor us."

~. "It's a mysterious. sort of a 'place," said Merriwell.
"Notice how our voices 'echo between these bluffs.
No wonder this island has been many times the refuge
and hiding place for smugglers."

. ~'I judge there are not many smugglers hereabouts
in these days, pard," chuckled the \Vesterner. "The
smuggling business is a heap dangerous, and Uncle
Sam makes it right hot for those engaged in the pro
fession."

Still, there are yet plenty of smugglers,'; retorted
Dick, "for all of the danger. As long as the reward is
sufficient men will follow that occupation."

"vVhat if we were to run into a smugglers' nest I" ex
claimed Buckhart. "That would be some exciting."

"It might not be healthy for us. Men ,vho niake
their living in that manner are always desperate char
acters, and it's well enough to avoid them."

"It's going to be pitch dark before we get. halfway';

through this old channel. Notice how dark she's get
ting now, partner."

"Let's go slow and safe," urged Dick. "There's no
hurry, and we can gain nothing by hustling."

They pulled onward leisurely, while the shadows
thickened rapidly until it became quite dark. At Buck
hart's suggestion, Dick pulled in his oars and took the
stern of the boat to steer, for in this manner he would
be facing forward and there \vould be less danger
of a collision with one of the rocky walls or with
some obstruction that might riSe before the boat.
. They soon came to an opening at the right, and for
some moments paused in doubt about the proper course
to pursue. Had the tide been running strongly in
either direction, it must have shown them the channel,
but now the water lay placid and immovable.

"Let's try this place and see what it is," said Dick;
and into it he steered. In a few moments it broadened
and seemed to spread into something like a lake, while
all around the shore rose darkly wooded.
. "This must be what they call Pocket Lake," IVferri

well finally said. "\Ve're off the course, Brad. Pull
on y.our right oat and we'l1 turn back."

Suddenly, without the least sound to give them
watning, a white boat came slipping out of the shadow
of the nearest shore and was right upon them. In this
.boat· they saw a single person, who was dressed in
white, and despite the darkness both boys knew it w'as
a female.

"Look, Dick," whispered Brad; "there's some one
else taking a row through this old channel to-night."

"\Vhy don't we hear her oars?" breathed Merri
well. "They are not making a sonnet"

This was true. Although the occupant of the white
boat seemed to be pulling steadily at the oars, not a
sound could either boy hear. It gave them a queer,
shivery feeling to see that ghostly figure and ghostly
boat slipping noiselessly along the placid surface of
the water.

"I am going to speak to her," said Dick.
A moment later he called:
"I beg your pardon, but can you tell us if this is

Two-Current River?" .

There was no answer. Still the wi1ite boat glided
on steadily and silently. It was passing them, and to
both lads it almost se;med that they were unobserved
by its occupant. '

"Perhaps she's some cleaf, pard," suggested Brad.
"Speak up a little louder." •
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Dick accepted the suggestion and lifted his voicea .
somewhat.

"Pardon me," he said again. "We wish to get back
to Fairhaven by the easiest course. 'Will you tell us if
this is Two-Current River?" ,

Onward went the white boat. It had passed them
now and was heading toward the shadows that lay
dense and black close under the southern shore.

"Well, she's a whole lot obliging!" exclaimed Buck
hart, in disgust. "I reckon we can get along without
any information from that lady."

It was a singular experience, and in spite of him
self Dick feit somewhat disturbed and annoyed by it.
He sat quite still with his eyes fastened on the receding
boat.

"Like a phantom!" he muttered.
"Mebbe that's what she is, partner," said Brad,

shrugging his broad shoulders. "She sure knows how
to handle an oar, for she don't kick up the slightest
splash. It's a real boat, though, for I can see the wake
behind it. Those oars must be muffled. Whatever
brings a female around this dismal hole at such an hour
in a white boat with muffled oars?"

Just as the boat seemed melting and vanishing into
the darkness. close under the shore, both boys were
startled to hear a voice. It was that of the woman,
or girl, and came distinctly to their ears, although the
words were uttered in a low tone. And these were
the words they heard:

"Go back the way you came. Danger'! danger!
danger!"

Buckhart's teeth came together with a click and he
stiffened upon his seat. Both sat staring as the ghostly
rower and the white boat disappeared into the denser
darkness.

After a few moments the Texan drew a long breath.

"Well, what do you think of that, partner?" he de
manded.

"It adds to. the mystery of the affair," answered
, Dick.

"She certain could talk some even if she didn't an
swer your question. Let's get a move on, Dick. I
don't care much about loafing round here."

"All right," Merriwell laughed. "Shall I take the
oars again?"

"You sit where you are and do the steering. I
judge I can move this boat as fast as we want to go."

Out of Pocket Lake Brad pulled, and whenthey once

more reached the river they discovered the tide had
turned and there was now a distinct current.

"Shall we take her advice and go back the way we
came ?" questioned Dick.

"\Vhat do you say, partner?"
"It seems foolish to me. We'll have to pull back

against the tide until we get out into the steamer
channel. In here this current alone would take us
through to Fairhaven."

"Then let's stick to the river," decided the Texan.
And immediately Dick headed the boat in the direction
the current was running.

The boys talked little now, but they were both1
thinking of what had occurred and wondering over it.
A dim light fell on the surface of the winding.river and
enabled Dick to steer with it.

In a short time the channel suddenly widened be
fore them and once more they found themselves in
what seemed like a lake, the full dimensions of whiCh
were hidden from their eyes by the darkness.

"This must be 'Whirlpool Lake," said Dick. "We'll
keep close to the shore on the starboard side. In that
way we'll have no trouble in avoiding the whirlpool."

Buckhart shortened his strokes and put less vigor
into them. Still the oars clanked noisily in the row
locks, but for a time this seemed the only sound that
disturbed the oppressive silence.

Finally both were startled somewhat by a low moan
ing nose that came out of the darkness that shrouded
the lake.

Before them suddenly appeared what seemed to be
a small, wooded island, and between this island and the
shore they could dimly see a narrow strip of water.

, "Which side of the island are you going to take?"
asked Brad, as he rested on his oars and looked over
his shoulder.

~'I suppose the side nearer the shore will be the
safer," said Dick.

, "I don't know about that," returned his companion.
"I am in favor of the other side. But I .leave it to
you."

By this time the boat was close to the little island,
and even as Dick hesitated both were startled to see an
other boat issue swiftly from the gloom and come
straight toward them. .In this other boat were at least
three persons, two of whom seemed bending sturdily
to the oars.

"Some more galoots hipering round here this even-
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ing," muttered Brad. ItI wonder if these people will
do any talking?"

"Well, I am going to do some talking to them!"
quickly retorted Dick, as he noticed the approaching
boat was heading straight at them. "They don't seem
to see us."

Then he partly rose and cried, warningly:
HLook out, there! Pull to starboard or you'll run

us down! \\That are you trying to do?"
To his surprise no one in the approaching boat

seemed to give his words the slightest heed. If any
thing the ro\vers bent more vigorously to their work,
\vhile the course of the oncoming boat was not altered
in the slightest.

"Pull, Brad!" exclaimed Dick. "Lively, old man,
or th:y'll be into us !"

Buckhart sud4enly bent to the oars and the little
boat seemed to make a spring with his first stroke.
Dick swung the prow to one side in order to avoid
the other boat, .at the same time again shouting a
warning.

In this manner the boat occupied by Merriwell alld
Buckhart turned until it was almost broadside toward
the one approaching. To Merriwell's consternation
and anger, the course of the other boat was also altered,
but apparently in the wrong direction, for it still
pointed straight at them. As he saw the collision
could not be avoided, Dick started to his feet.

A moment later there was a crash as the prow of
the strange boat cut into that containing- the two boys.

CHAPTER II.

THE STRUGGLE WITH THE WHIRLPOOL.

As the boat struck, Dick was hurled headlong into
the \vater by the shock. Even before this happened,
through his mind flashed the thought that the collision
had been brought about by deliberate intent on the
part of the men in the other boat. The cause for their
action he could not understand, and just then he was
given no time to speculate over it. Something told
him he was in peril, and with the instinct of self
preservation strong upon him, he began to swim be
fore rising to the surface after that plunge. Indeed, he
used his efforts to keep beneath the surface until he
should swim some distance from the boats.

He had been thrown over the rail of the boat to
ward the middle of the lake and chance led him to

swim in that direction at first. On r1S1l1g, he dis
covered this, and saw that the nearest lafId was the
little island above which he and Brad had hesitated.

Behind him he heard the men cursing angrily, but,
apparently, no struggle was taking place, and for the
first time he wondered wllat had happened to Buckhart.

It was impossible for him to give Brad any assist
ance just then, although he was strongly tempted to
turn back in the endeavor to do something.

As he swam toward the island, he sudd~nly realized
that he was being carried forward by a wonderful Ctlr
rent, which he had entered without being aware of it.
For a short distance this current bore him directly
toward the island, and then it seemed to take a l'lharp
swerve toward the middle of the lake. Past the
nearest shore of the ishl11d he was swept in spite of
his effort to escape from this current. Had he not
been weighted down by his. clothing, he might have
reached the island with even less exertion than he
put forth.

Not only did he find himself being carried round in
a wide circle, but he remembered the whirlpool and
realized he must be in the outer edge of this dangerous
and deadly thing.

The moment he apprehended this he redoubled his
efforts to escape.

"1 must do it I" he thought. "If the-whirlpool is
able to suck down and swamp a boat, surely a swim
mer can have no chance in it."

By this time the island was between him and the
boat which had run them down. Now he was given no .
time to think of anything but himself and his own
peril. -

The rushing current carried him out into the lake a
short distance, then swept him round, and he found
himself once more borne toward the island. ·For a few
moments his only efforts were put forth to keep afloat.
During those moments he summoned to his aid all his
strength and courage, resolving to make another des
perate struggle to escape when the current had carried
him yet nearer to the island.

Although he vias an unusually strong swinlmer, his
dismay may be understood when he once more sought
to clear himself from the grasp of the whirlpool and
found it impossible to do so.

For the first time he thought of lifting his voice
in a cry for help.

\\That help could be expected even though he shouted
aloud? Surely he could get none from those men who
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had brought about his misfortune. And Brad-noth
, ing could be expected from him.

Dick thought of the strange, phantom-like female
who had warned them to turn back. Had they heeded
her warning this would have been avoided.

As this thought flashed through his brain, suddenly
close at hand loomed the white hull of the phantom
like boat. It was headed toward him, as he plainly
saw.

No longer did he hesitate about calling for assist
ance.

"Help!" he cried.
At that very moment the boat was likewise in the

outer edge of the whirlpool. He saw the current grasp
and swerve it. But it was right upon him, and he
plainly beheld the white figure at the noiseless oars.
He saw her strain hard in a forward surge with one
oar, while she backed water with the other. This
movement flung the stern of the boat so near that he
could almost grasp it. Then she jerked in the oars
and sprang to her· feet.· Over the stern she leaned,
grasping a thwart with her. left hand and stretching
her right hand out to him.

"Catch hold!" she exclaimed. "Quick! quick!"
There was nothing phantom·like in the hand he

clutched. The grip of her fingers was strong and finn .
on his, and, \vith a surge, she dre'''' him close to the
stern of the white boat.

"Get hold lively," she directed, "and hang on for
your very life! If you let go-if yom hold slips
you're a goner !"

Trusting everything to her, he followed directions.
.vVith both hands he clung to the stern of the boat,
while she leaped back to her seat and again caught
up the oars.

With the skill of one- thoroughly experienced in
rowing, she s'wt1l1g the prow of the boat away from
the whirlpool, and then bent her back to pull with all
the strength she possessed. For some moments they
were still s'wept on by the current, for the whirlpool
seemed loath to give up its hold on them. He could
feel the water sucking and dragging at his legs and
the lower part of his body, but gradually this became
less and leSS, and finally he knew she had pt-111ed the
boat clear of the whirlpool. A short distance farther
she rowed and then once more drew in the oars and
gave her.<).ttention to him.

"I suppose you're pretty near done up," she said.
"Shall I help you into the boat?"

"I believe I am able to get into it myself," he an
swered. "Sit forward and keep it balanced."

He knew the trick of climbing into a boat over the
stern, and a few moments later he sat, dripping wet,
on the rear seat.

The great struggle with the whirlpool, followed by
the efforts put forth in clinging to the boat and climb
ing into it, so exhausted him that he was in every sense
as limp as a wet rag.

For all of the darkness, there was a certain dim light
on the surface of the lake, and this showed behind the
boat as the girl rowed away. The rushing water swept
round and round in a wide circle. At intervals. from
the center of this circle, rose a strange g1.lrgling moan,
that \vas awesome to hear.

"It's the whirlpool growling in disgust over its de
feat," thought the boy.

Then he turped his atte~tion to the girl who had
saved him. The silence of her oars satisfied him that
Buckhart had been right in fancying they were muffle&
Her skill in handling them caused..scarcely a ripple to
disturb the placid surface of the water.

For all of the darkness, Dick decided that she must
be a young girl. There was in her movements a sup
pleness and grace that suggested youth.

"Let me thank you," he said. "I don't know who
it is I am thanking, but I do know you sav~d me
from--"

"Death !"
She interrupted him with that one word, and then

said no more as she continued to pull steadily at the
oars.

"I suppose that's right," he confessed. "That whirl
pooi surely had a tenacious grip ~n me. I never
dreamed water could cling and pull ih such a manner."

For a moment she leaned forward with her oars
poised.

"Better not talk," she said, in a low tone. "There's
still danger."

"Danger?" whispered Dick. "You warned us of
that. .You told us to turn back."

"And you didn't heed the\vanling. See what your
folly bro1.lght you into."

H\Vho are those men?" he questioned. "\Vhy did
they run us down?"

"Never mind. Be silent."
Her low voice was musical and attractive.
Dick was overcome by curiosity. In spite of. he:;:

words, he put another question.
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"Why should I be silent?"
"There's stilI danger."
"I don't understand it," he declared. "Vi/on't you

explain ?"
"No."
The mystery of the whole affair now seized upon

him \vith oppressive force.
"At least you can tell me what happened to my

chum?" he urged. "\Vhere is he?"
. "I don't know. If you continue to talk I wiII not be

responsible for your safety."
"Tell me your name?" he whispered. "I wish to

know to whom I owe so much?"
"My name is nothing to you."
After this, although he sought to question her

farther, she declined to answer.
He saw she had turned back and was pulling toward

the 110rthern inlet of the lake. Why she had chosen
this course he could not tell.

Ahead of them was the narrow passage by which
Dick and Brad had entered the lake, but, ere they
reached it, out from the deep shadows under the
wooded shore glided a black boat that ran close to the
white one a moment after it was seen by the boy.

In a twinkling Dick decided that this was the boat
he and Brad had encountered near the island.

"Hey, Kit!" said one of the men in the black boat,
his voice hoarse and low. "\Vho'veyer got there r'

"The chap you want, Mike," answered the girl; and
with a sudden swerve 011 the oars, she swung the stern
of her boat fairly against the side of the other.

In a twinkling stro~g hands seized Merriwel1 and
dragged him into the larger boat.

The moment this \vas done the strange girl rowed
away, soon fading into the mysterious gloom that lay
on the bosom of the whirlpool-guarded lagoon.

CHAPTER III.
THE HUT IN THE VALLEY.

After his efforts in the water, Dick was in no con
dition to put up much of a struggle. Realizing. the
£ol1y of it, he made only one brief attempt to break
from the clutch of the man, who had so swiftly yanked
him from one boat into the other.

"Keep still, younker!" growled this man. "If you
flounder around I'll have to squeeze your oozle and
shut off your wind." .

"\Vhat do you think you're doing, anyway?" indig
nantly demanded the mystified and angry boy.

"That's none of your business!"
"None of my business!" hotly exclaimed Dick. "I

seem to be concerned in it to a large extent."
"Don't waste your breath on him, Mike," advised

one of the other men. "If he talks too much, just tap
him on the cocoanut and let him rest quiet in the bot
tom of the bo't."

"You hear that, kid?" said the one addressed as
Mike. "I'll haveto hit you a crack if you don't close
your face.

"Turn him round this way, so he'll be between us,"
directed the man called Mike. "We'll both keep our
fins on him."

The boy was forced down between the man and
held thus for at least fifteen minutes. Finally the
prow of the boat struck into the soft mud of a boggy
shore, where salt grass reeds brushed its sides 'and
rose round it until it was concealed in such a manner
that it might have escaped the observation of anyone
passing near in broad daylight.

One of the men, who wore long-legged rubber boots,
sprang out and pulled the boat up a little farther.
After this Dick was lifted and compelled to step out
into the mire and water, which was almost knee deep.
With two of the men still keeping their hands upon
him, he was marched through this mire a considerable
distance until dry land was finally reached and the
party halted amid a low thicket.

No wonder Dick was apprehensive of their purpose.
"Why they should seek to do him harm he could not
conceive, yet their manner was so sinister that he felt
his blood run cold in his body.

The remarkable occurrences of this night had truly
been enough to shake the nerve of any lad, and it is
not surprising that Dick's nerves were far from
steady.

From the lips of fishermen and others, he had heard
many tales of dark and mysterious deeds qone on that
island, and the course of events was sufficient to lead
him to fancy he had been chosen as the victim in
another singular tragedy. ' .

But the boy was determined not to submit tamely to
his fate. He was biding his time and waiting for an
opportunity to make a break for liberty. Gradually
his strength was returning, and he was ready to seize
the first opening that presented itself.

Two of the men now placed their heads close to-
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gether and muttered a few moments in low tones. Try
as he might, Dick could not understand a word that
passed between them.

,",vere they planning to murder him at once and con
ceal his body somewhere in that thicket? Nat being
able to conceive any motive for such a crime, Dick
reasoned that it was unlikely to occur. Still, what had
happened made it certain he was in danger of some
sort.

The men who were muttering together seemed at
length to arrive at a decision. The boy "vas pushed
forward a short distance, and then, of a sudden, with-.
out the least warning, his hands were twisted back
ward behind him and held thus, for all of his efforts .

·to free them, while one of the men bound his elbows
· fast with a short piece of rope.

"Might as well take it easy, younker," said a voice
which he recognized as belonging to the man called
Mike. "You won't git hurt if yer don't fuss and
flounder. Your sense ought ter tell ye it ain't no use
to make a row over it."

"You miserable ruffians!" panted Dick, ill exaspera
tion. "You shall pay dearly for this!"

"Save yer threats, kid. They don't bother us none.
Furder than that, it's best fer yer ter keep yer jaw
still. There ain't 110 one that kin help yer within two

.. mile of here, at least, so it "won't do no good to 'whoop.
If yer do whoop her up any we'll have to gag yer."

"It ain't nothing but a joke, anyhow," put in one of
the others.

"A poor joke!" exclaimed Merriwell, hotly. "And
you ruffians may find it a serious joke for yourselves!"

, "You're putty gritty, 'younker," half chuckled Mike.
"Lot 0' kids would be weeping and begging by tl'iis
time. They would be skeered out of their senses."

"Think we'd better blindfold him?" said one of the
·others.

"No use 0' that," declared Mike. "It's so thunder
ing dark he kin never tell where we take him."
. These words were enot,lgh to relieve the captive
somewhat, for they i~dicated that the man expected
him to finally obtain his freedom. It was not their pur
pose' to murder him in the gloomy. tangled thicket.

The n10ment this point was settled in Dick's mind,
his thoughts turned to Buckhart.

"'What have you done with my friend?" he asked. •
"We ain't done anything," answered Mike. "He

was purty lively, that feller. \Ve didn't. keel' about
him, nohow. ' But he j,ustdQve hito the water and

crawled out on the shore before we could fasten onter
him. It was you we wanted, though we hated to have
him git away like that, as he's likely to stir up the peo
ple in Fairhaven with his yarn."

Satisfied that these words were true and that Brad
had managed to escape, a great load was lifted from
Merriwell's heart.

Once more he was compelled to march onward. For
at least an hour they tramped through tangled under
brush and scraggy spruce timber, making th~ir way
over rocky ledges and deep gullies. At last, in the
black heart of the deep spruce growth that choked a
small valley, they came into a little opening where
stood an old log hut.

"Here we be;' said Mike, in a tone of satisfaction
and relief. "I guess we've earned our money."

"I guess so, too," agreed one of the others; and
both men laughed shortly.

"Sti1l," said Mike, "we won't git it till the whole
thing is over. "Here, Jake," he called, speaking to the
biggest man of the party, whose v'oice the c~ptive.had
not yet heard, and who appeared to be a perfect gIant.
"It's up to you now, and you understand ,vhat you are
to do. You see this kid? \Ve're gain' to chuck him in
here and shut him tight. You'lI be left to guard him,
and I'll give yer my pistol and my knife. Don't hurt
him unless he tries to git away. Do yer understand
that ?"

A grunt from the giant was the answer.
"All right. If he finds any way to break out, which

ain't nohow likely, you will mitten on tel' him hot and
take him back. If he is likely tel' git away, you'll shoot
him full of holes. D'yer unde,rstand that?" ,

Another grunt.
"Now, you want to understand it, too, younker,"

said Mike, Ciddressing,Dick. "Just as long as you re
main peaceable and ca'm, there won't nothing serious
happen to yer. Jake, here, is a little vacant in the UP'"
per story, but he allus obeys orders to the letter.
He'll sart'inly cook your goose if you try to git away."

"How long are you going to keep me a captive?"
asked Dick.

"Oh, not a great while."
"That's a pOOl" answer!"
"You'll have to be satisfied with it," retorted the

mail. I'Th.ere ain't no reason why I should answer
yer, anyhow.. 1Vlebbe we'll let yer go to-morrer."

"To-morrow morning?" .
"You're in a hurry?" half .chuckled Mike. "Not
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quite so soon, I guess. Call it to-morrow night. Say
twenty-four hours from this time."

"What good can it do you to keep me here twenty
four hours?"

"We ain't explaining that. It's a matter of business
with us."

Being now satisfied beyond doubt that the rtiffians
really intended doing him no serious bodily injury,
the boy boldly expressed his opinion of them, yet his
language failed to arouse any particular resentment.

"Itsart'inly is a fact that you have a lot of nerve,
younker," again declared Mike, "and you did come
nigh giving us the slip by trying to swim down past
the island on the whirlpool side. If yer know about
that whirlpool I should call yer a dratted fool to take
such chances."

"lowe my escape from the whirlpool to that girl,"
the captive lad confessed.

"vVell, you can.thank her the next time yer see her,"
said Mike, in a peculiar manner, that was full of sar
casm. "Open the door, Jake."

The giant flung the door of the hut open, and Dick
was pushed inside. As they thrust him in one of the
men released the cord that had bound his elbows
together.

"Wait a minute," urged the boy. "At least, you
might give me a light."

"If there's anything ter furnish a light," said Mike,
who was leaning against the door-jamb. "Mebbe the
old duffer who lived and died here left something in
the way of a lamp. Strike a match, Tim, and see."

The man to whom this order was given followed di
rections, and the'light of the match gave the boy his
first glimpse of the interior of that hut. It was a
dismal, wretched place, with a rough table and two
broken chairs. Built in a corner was the frame of 'what
had once served as a bunk. On the shelf.against the
wall stood a tin lamp, with a cracked and smoke-be
grimed chimney.

"Mebbe there ain't no ile in it," observed Mike, and
then he laughed as he saw Dick's eyes keenly survey-
ing his face. .

"Don't take us for fools, younker. You will notice
we're all plentifully supplied with whiskers. They
are false, kid-they are false." ,

It was true that both Mike and his companion in the
hut wore heavy beards, and the eyes of the boy told
him that these beards were false.

"Don't try no shenanigans/' advised the man in the

doorway, for it seemed that Dick was on the verge of
springing at the one near him in an effort to snatch the
beard away.

"If you should happen to get a good look at the mug
of either one of us it would be a mighty bad thing fer
yer. Arter that we wouldn't consider letting yer run
loose at all, and it's purty certain yer friends would
never see nor hear from yer again. Might just as well
be soople and ca'm, younker. Take it quiet and philo
sophical-like. You'll have a mighty interesting story
ter tell yer friends,. and it's ten chances to one folks
round Fairhaven will advise yer not ter search arter the
gentlemen you have encountered this evening. Come
on, Tim; leave him to rest and recuperate. I hope his
wet togs don't give him a cold, He won't be able ter
see no doctor for another. day, at least.

The speaker finished with a hoarse laugh, appar
ently thinking his remarks of a witty nature.

Dick ~ade no objections when he was left alone in
the hut and the door was closed ppon him. He heard
the men fixing a heavy prop against the door, which
,vas finally adjusted to the satisfaction of their leader,
for Mike observed:

"Ten men can't bu'st her open from the inside now.
That will hold him all right."

A few moments later the giant called Jake was
left. to guard the hut and its captive, while the others·
disappeared into the darkness .of the spruce-choked
valley.

CHAPTER IV.
THE STRUGGLE IN THE HUT.

Left to himself, Dick fell to thinking over what had
happened, and trying to solve the mystery of it.

"Talk about modern abduction!" he thought. "This
beats the record up to date. Is it possible these crazy
ruffians think my friends will raise a sum of money for
a ransom? Somehow I can't believe that's their game;
but, if not, what can their game be?"

Listening near the door, he heard the guard tramp
ing up and down outside.

"I reckon Mike ~poke the truth when he said that
fellow was half-witted," muttered Dick. "If I found
an opportunity to break for freedom, Jake would do his
best to obey orders and fill me full of lead.

"But there doesn't seem much chance to get out of .
this hovel. There's a little hole in the wall that serves
as a window, but it's barely large enough for a man to
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"If Rockford wins to-morrow," murmured Dick,
"she holds her position at the top; but if she loses,
either Maplewood or Fairhaven will be tied with her
for first place. Between Maplewood and Fairhaven·
this game is a most critical one. It surely gives one
team or the other second position if Rockford does win.
It's the worst possible time for Fairhaven to be weak-

git his headthremgh. The only exit from this place ened. This business of my disappearance is sure to
is by the door, and it's a hundred to one I can't get create consternation on the team. Perhaps the boys
this door open in a week through efforts from the in- will refuse to play at all until they know what has be
side." come of me. In that case, the game will be forfeited

In the dim light of the smoky lamp he sat down to Maplewood."
on one of the rickety chairs and continued his medita- Suddenly he sprang to his feet.
tions.. He shivered a little, for the plunge into the "It seems ridiculous to fancy such a thing," he said,
lake and his wet clothing had chilled him to the bone. "but 1 believe there is possible baseball trickery in this
The situation was a most unpleasant and uncomfort- business. It doesn't seem that anyone- would resort
able one, even though there might be no particular to a piece of business of this sort on that account, but,
peril in it. somehow, I am convinced that I've discovered the real

"Twenty-four hours," he murmured. "That means motive· for my capture. Although Benton Hammers
that I'll not be with the boys when they play in Maple- well has been unable to make a· second bet with Ray
wood to-morrow. .And that game is a critical one. Garrett, it was reported this afternoon that he had
Let me see." wagered considerable money on the result of to-mor-

He began to feel through his pockets, aqd, after a row's game. Hammerswell is a crazy rascal, who hesi
few moments, produced a slip of paper, which he han- tates at no outrageous scheme to obtain his ends. Ten
dIed carefully as he unfolded it, as it was soaked wet, to one he has offered to pay these ruffians to keep me
and, therefore, would be easily torn. off the ballfield to-morrow. Well, Mr. Hammerswell,

Taking down the old lamp from the shelf, he placed if that is your scheme, I'll stretch myself to fool you.
it on the table and spread the slip of paper out be- There are many long hours between this time and the
fore him. beginning of the game in Maplewood to-morrow.

'This is my own record of the standing of the Dick Merriwdl may be able to give you a surprise."
teams in the league," he said, as he glanced it over. Once more he sat down and seemed buried in
"Rockford is still at the top, but a game or two may thought. Ten minutes of meditation on the matter
make a big difference in her position. Maplewood and simply served to confirm him in the belief that Ham
Fairhaven are tied for second place, with Seaslope merswell's scheming brain was. behind the events of
nailed at the bottom for the present. Seaslope has that night.

won but two g~mes out of nine. To-morrow.she plays At last he rose and made an inspection of the entire
Rockford, and It was reported to-day that, With a new hut. There was only one room. At the baCk of the
pitcher and two new infielders, her team w~uld be hut was the wreck of an old stove, while in the slant
greatly strengthened. Those Seaslopers are gomg out , ing roof could be seen the found, tinned hole, through
after Rockford's scalp to-morrow, and Rockford which the stove pipe had once extended. In spite of
knows it." . their age the walls were unusually solid and firm, hav.

For the time bei?g, as" he continued to stare at the ing been constructed" from heavy logs. In a number
slip of paper, he qUIte forgot the u~pleasantness of ~he of spots the chinking between the logs had fallen out,
situation. 011 that paper was WrItten thefollowmg" but this ma-de the hut no less secure asa place of con-
record: finement. The boy wondered how long it would take

Played. Won. Lost. PerC. him, were he given the opportt1l1ity to work ulldis.
Rockford , 9 6 3 .667 "b d d' h' t f tl h t H· . ht
Maplewood 9 5 . 4 .556 tur e , to cut or Ig IS way au a le u. e mig
Fairhaven , .. , 9 5 . 4 ·556 rip Up some of the rotten flooring and burro.w under
Seaslope.. . • . . . • .. . .. . . . . . . . . . .. 9 2 7 .222

one of the walls, or he might, with the aid 0.£ his jack-
knife, finally succeed in cutting an opening between
two logs sufficiently large to admit of his escape
through it. His judgment, however, told him· that,
even though he were not interrupted, it would be im
probable that he could escape by either method in time
to take part in the baseball game the following day.
But outside there was a sentinel who ~ld peer iIi at
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him through the little window or through one of the
cracks between the logs and watch him at his work,
should he try to make an egress in any unusual man
ner. Thus reason and judgment convinced him of the
folly of such an attempt.

"I must obtain aid from the outside," he decided;
"but ho\v is that possible?"

While he was trying to formulate a plan of some
sort his attention was attracted by a slight noise that
drew his eyes to the little square opening at the win
dow. The dim light showed him a pair of eyes out
side that window, and those eyes were fixed upon him.
In a twinkling he decided the guard was watching him
like a hawk. -

"Hello, Jake!" he cheerfully exclaimed. "It's rather
lonesome in here, and I fancy it's more so outside."

There was no reply, and the eyes remained motion
less, almost unwinking.

"You'renot much of a talker, are you, Jake?" said
the boy, in his easiest manner. "I feel like talking to
some one to break this monotony. I am decidedlv glad
they left you here to watch me, for it surely would
give me the willies to stay here long by my lonesome.
I am afraid you will talk me to death, Jake! You
chatter aU the time !"

Still he seemed to make net impression on the silent
man at the little window.

"Oh, say something, old chap!" cried the boy. "1
don't fancy you're stuck on your job any more'n I am
delighted to be blocked up in this hole. It won't hurt
you to use your tongue a little. You'll forget how to
converse if you keep on. Have yO:J.1 any idea what
time it is?"
\ "No watch," "vas the answer that gave the boy some
satisfaction, for it convinced him that he had broken
the ice at last, and might lead the guard into a one
sided conversation, at least.

. .
"Well, I have a watch," Dick.smiled, as he produced

it. "But something has put her out of commission. I
fancy the salt water did that. Look here, Jake, old
man, you and your friends ought to pay for putting
this watch in running order, and r think I shall hold

. you tlP for another suit of clothes. These duds I have
on are mighty uncomfortable. I am just about frozen
stiff." .

Immediately the eyes disappeared from the window.
"\Vell, I guess I've driven him away," thought

Dick.
He heard a rustling sound outside, and a moment

later the little aperture was blocked with something.
Then, to his surprise, he saw a garment thrust through
the opening. It fell to the floor, and then the eyes re
appeared and the voice of the man outside said:

"My coat dry; take it."
"Well!" cried Dick, springing up, "you're not such

a .bad chap after all, Jake! You'll be cold out there
yourself. The air is chilly to-night. I don't like to
take your coat, man."

"Take it," again urged the guard.
The boy picked the garment up and hesitated. He

did not fancy putting it on, but did not desire to in
cur the displeasure of Jake by declining to do so.

"All right," he said, as he slipped his arms into the
sleeves. ."It will help me out decidedly, although,"
he added, ;'this is not exactly the way I wish to be
helped out."

It is doubtful if Jake understood the double signifi
cance of these words.

"It's powerful still and lonesome in this old valley,"
said Dick, ashe stood near the window. "1 can't
hear a sound."

"Listen," invited the guard, retreating a bit from
the window.

From a distance in the dark night came the mourn
ful hoot of an owl.

"That's a jolly sound!" chuckled Dick. "Whoa! it
gives me the shivers! That owl has a cold himself.
I say, Jake, YOtt might come in here and keep watch of
me inside. It's just as easy, and we'll be free and
sociable. You're about three times as large as I am,
and you're armed. You can see there's no chance for
me to get away from you. If you stay out there with
out a coat you'll get the chills long before· morning."

Apparently this made no impression on the man.
Dick continued to talk to him for some time, but

at last the guard disappeared from the window, and
for at least thirty minutes the boy heard him tramping
back and forth near the hut.

"'Wasted my ammunition," muttered Dick. "I'll
have to devise some new inducement to get that door
open."

But, even as he thought this, to his surprise, the door
suddenly swung open and the huge bulk of. the guard I

appeared in it, stooping slightly as he entered. .Keep
ing his eyes on the captive, Jake pulled the door shut
behind him and fastened it with an iron hasp.

"Well, so you finally decided to. take my advice,"·
laughed Merriwell, settling back on one of the rickety·'
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chairs and motioning toward another. "Sit down,
Jake, and be comfortable."

The guard took the chair and placed it between
the boy and the door, after which he sat down on it,
although it creaked beneath his weight and threatened
to collapse. He rested his elbows on his hands, and,

c leaning forward, thus sat in stony silence, staring
steadily at the captive. \

"Now, we're comfortable and sociable," said the boy,
easily. "If we could have a little fire here it would
be real cozy."

For a moment Jake's eyes wandered toward the
stove, but, on seeing its condition, he simply shook
his head. .

"Oh, she's out of commission," nodded Dick. "No
use to think of fire. I suppose the oil in this old lamp
will burn out before long, and we will find ourselves in
darkness. If your friends thought of shutting me up
here, at least they might have provided some sort of
bedclothes. It strikes me they were not very con
siderate, Jake. I wonder why they put themselves to
all, this !rouble, anyhow? I don't see what they are
going to get out of it."

"Money," said Jake.
"Oh, that's the way the wind blows? \\Tell, who

will furnish the money?"
"Dunno."
"What do you expect to get as your share?"
"Dunno."
"It can't be much. The chances are they'll get the

most and you will get-left. Ha'\>e you thought of
t.hat?"

"I'll git something," said Jake.
"How much?"
"Mebbe two dollars."
"Two dollars 1 Well, that's poor pay for a job like

this."
"Day pay," muttered the guard.
"But this is nig1:J.t work," laughed Dick. "It's no

ordinary job. They ought to give you twenty-five dol
lars, at least."

"Won't get it."
"I don't believe you will-from them. Still, you.

might get it"
"How?"
"You might make a bargain with me," suggested

the boy. ,"You might enter my employ."
The man shook his head in a puzzled matmer, as. if

he did not catch Dick's meaning.

"That's simple enough," said the captive. "If you
will do a favor for me, I will agree to pay you twenty
five dollars right off the reel."

"What you want?"
"\Vell, Jake, my particular desire at this moment is

to saunter out of this hut and jog away toward Fair
haven. If you can render me a little assistance I will
promise you twenty-five dollars in cold cash. Just
leave that door open for me and permit me to depart
unmolested, and I guarantee you'll get the money."

"No," said the guard.
"vVait a minute, man!" exclaimed 1vlerriwell.

"'Dont' be too hasty in your decision. Twenty-five
dollars is a great deal more than 1\vo dollars. In this
world every person looks out for himself, and I ad
vise you to look out for number one. It strikes me
you're foolish not to consider my offer."
. "Can't;"

"Why can't you?"
"Promise urn," said Jake, grimly. "Said I'd watch.

Keep my word."
"So ·you're going to deal squarely with them,

whether they do with you or not? Now, I don't sup
pose you fancy for a moment that they will be satis
fied with two dollars a piece for this job? It's quite
likely they will get twenty-five a piece, at least, and you
are the one who will get it in the neck. Think that
over, man 1 Are you going to let them make a fool
of you?"

"Some say I'm a fool, anyhow," said Jake, grimly.
"But you're not. You should show them that they

can't play their tricks on you. This is your oppor
tunity. If you set me free--"

"Make urn mad I" growled the guard. "They do
something."

~'You're not afraid of them, are you, Jake? Why,
you're big enough to take care of yourself. You're
not afraid of a,nyone. I know, they can't frighten
you."

At this the giant looked very savage and shook his
head, while he cried:

"N0 1no! Can't frighten me!"
"I knew it," smiled Dick, who still hoped to win tht-

guard over. '

A gratified light entered Jake's eyes.
"Dangerous business," he muttered. "They say so.

You try to have somebody arrested for it."
"But not you-not if you help me to escape. I
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promise you you shall not be called to account for any
thing you've done."

For a few moments the guard seemed to waver, and
Dick 'fancied he was on the verge of succeeding in his
purpose. At length, however, the",man straightened up
a little and savagely growled:

"Shut up! Don't talk! \Von't do it!"
"All right," said Dick, with an air of resignation.

"Have your own way, Jake. I think you will be
sorry."

Some moments of silence followed, and in the dis
tance Dick again heard the oWl hooting lonesomely. •

"I see I may as well give it up," said the captive,
at last. "I don't suppose fifty dollars would be any
inducement to you, Jake?"

"Shut up!"· again grovded the man. ."Never saw
fifty dollars; never expect to. You giv~ it? No! no!

h ",Perhaps I'm a fool, but not that muc. .

Dick saw the guard did not believe him sincere, arid
something told the boy he could not convince Jake of
his sincerity. His effort to obtain liberty in that direc
tion was doomed to failure.

While the captive tried to devise some other appeal
or still better scheme, he remained silent, and the man
made no attempt to talk. At length, Dick apparently
had given up in despair, and gradually the vigilance of
the giant seemed to relax. His head drop'ped a little,
and he sat staring at the floor.

A sudden desperate determination entered Dick's
mind. Silently he summoned his strength for the
effort he contemplated. Leaning forward slowly, bit
by bit, he brought his weight onto his feet. All at
once he made a panther-like spring and gave the giant
a thrust which sent him crashing into the corner. A
second spring took Dick to the door, where he tried to
lift the hasp and get out before the overturned man
could recover and reach him. The rusty hasp stuck
fast for a moment, and that moment spelled defeat for .
Merrhrell's plans.

\Vith a roar, the giant rose to his feet and hurled
himself at the boy. Just as Dick tore free the fasten~

ing of the door Jake seized him. Dick kicked the door
open and tried to squirm from the hands that fastened
on him.

It was too late. The strength of that big, half-witted
ruffian was too much for the boy, who was dragged
backward.

Still Dick refused to succumb at oncel. for he had

felt himself on the very brink of escaping, and defeat
and disappointment \vere bitter to him.

The desperate struggles of the captive seemed to
infuriate the giant, vvho suddenly crushed him to the
floor. The dim light of the lamp revealed a terrible
gleam in the eyes of the ruffian.

"You tried to git away 1" snarled Jake. "They
say kill! kill! kill I"

Then one of those pO\verful hands fastened on the
lad's throat, seeming to crush his windpipe.

"Kill! kill! kill!" palpitated the infuriated wretch.
The boy saw murder in those eyes. He knew now

that he was struggling for his very life and he felt that
the battle was a losing one. Still he would 110tgive
up as long as strength remained in his body, and for
a few moments the giant found it no simple task to
keep his victim pinned to the floor.

Finally the boy's efforts grew weaker and his at
tempts to tear that crushing hand from his windpipe
were pitiful in their feebleness. Through a haze he
saw the hideous, glaring eyes of the half-witted ruffian,
while in his ears a hundred bells began to ring. His
head seemed bursting by a frightful inward pressure.
Like a phantom in a dream, he saw a white figure glide
in at the doorway. To him this form was unreal and
ghostlike. He did not believe it existed. He fancied
it an hallucination of his dying moments. It knelt
quickly beside him and seemed to place its hands on
Jake's shoulders. Then, as if from a great distance,
he heard a commanding voice say to the man:

"Look at me, J~ke--Iook into my eyes!"
Those eyes were dark as midnight, while in their

depths there was hidden a remarkable magnetic force.
The giant looked into them and seemed turned to
stone. Again that faraway voice spoke command
ingly:

"Take vour hands off that boy!"
With this a shadow fell over Dick, and for a time he .

neither saw nor heard anything more.

CHAPTER V.
KATE QUINN.

\Vith returning consciousness Dick felt in his head
a painful throbbing and hammering. His throat ached
and he breathed with difficulty. Still he was aware
that he breathed and that death had not yet claimed
him.
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His eyes opened to once more behold that phantom
like figure and to see above him the face of a young
girl, \vhose deep, dark eyes were regarding him with
intense anxiety. In those eyes there was something the
boy did not then understand. They seemed to hold
hidden power that could ·not be resisted.

The face of the girl was not unattractive; indeed, it
was almost handsome in a wild, uncultivated way.
She was dressed in white, but over her shoulders
flowed her raven hair. Her lips parted, and with an
intonation of great relief she exclaimed:

"You're all right! I guess I came just in time."
"The phantom!" whispered Dick, huskily.
"Oh, I <lin't no spook," was the assurance. "I

.rigged up in this white dress to-night to scare you and
make yer turn back when I told yer to. \Vhy didn't
yerdo it? I knowed they was watching fer yer, too.
They thought you might row back to town by Two
Current River. One of them watched yer all the way
up the steamer channel with the aid of a glass. That's
how they happened to set the trap fer yer at \VhirI
pool Lake."

Dick was almost too weak to ask questions then.
The thing he wondered over most of all was that this
strange girl had known of the trap and tried to save
him from it. Who was she, and in what manner was
she connected with those ruffians? Then he thought
of the half-witted ruffian, who had so nearly en'ded his
life. With an effort he lifted his head and looked
around for this man. His astonishment increased as
he saw Jake standing like a statue at one side, with
his back against -the wall, his eyes apparently fixed in
a stony stare on the opposite wall. To all outward
seeming the giant was totally unaware of what was
taking place in that hut.

The aspect of this man puzzled and astonished Dick.
The girl saw Merriwell look at Jake, and she has

tened tosay :
"Don't worry no more about him. He won't bother

yer."
"How did you do it?" asked the boy, faintly. "How

can you make him obey you?"
. "He had to," she answered.· "He couldn't help it."

"But I don't understand." •
"I suppose not. Don't you botper over that thing.

Can you get up? Let me help yer."
She was not more than seventeen and wonderfully

strong for a girl of her age, as Dick noticed when she
grasped him and lifted him easily from the floor.

With her aid he stood up, and she pushed him toward
one of the chairs.
. "Sit down," she directed. "You will be O. K. in ten
minutes. My, but Jake did squeeze your throat, didn't
he? He left the prints of his fingers, all right."

"It feels that way," confessed the boy, as he lifted
a hand to his neck. "He must be as strong as Her
cules."

"I don't know who Hercules is," half laughed the
girl, "but he's got ter have a muscle if he's anyway
nigh Jake's equal."

"You saved my life, Miss-Miss--"
"Call me Kate. Some folks call me Kit, but I don't

like it."
"I believe I shall always think of you as a phantom,"

said Dick. "Your appearances and disappearances are
genuinely spookish."

"I didn't seem to scare yer much, though. And I
guess my last appearance was pretty lucky fer you.
How did Jake;.happen ter jump on yer that way?"

Dick explained in a few words.
"If you'd known Jake well," she said, "I don't guess

you'd tried that."
"But I was desperate, Miss-Miss Kate."
"Just plain Kate, if you please."
"It can't be 'plain Kate,''' retorted the boy, for

cing a smile, "for you are not in the remotest par·
.ticular plain, Kate."

"Now don't yer go ter talking that way ter mel"
she exclaimed. "I don't like. it ! Keep your flattery
for other girls! . Keep it for Grace Garrett I I guess
you like her pretty well."

"You know Grace Garrett?"
"Oh, I've seen her a few times. I've been in Fair

haven. They'll tell yer about Kate Quinn there if
yer'll ask 'em."

Again Dick turned toward the motionless man,
whose continued SIlence puzzled him.

"Tell yer not ter mind him," said the girl, as if
slightly annoyed. "He don't see anything."

"Why did those men run us doyvn on Whirlpool
Lake?" asked the boy, his curiosity increasing.

"They was lookin' fer yer, and they didn't mean ter
let yer get away."

"My friend-what happened to him? They told me
he swam ashore and escaped."

"I guess that's right."
"I hope he wasn't drowned?"
"According ter what the boys said, he wasn't."
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"Then it's likely he has stirred up Fairhaven by this
time. They will be searching for me."

"Little good it will do them to-night. Before morn- .
ing I guess the boys will have it fixed so the searching
will hold up."

"Do you know why those men put themselves to so
much trouble on my account?" asked Dick.

"Mebbe I do."
""Von't you tell me?"
"I dunno why I should," she said. "All the same, I

kinder like your appearance. It's mighty queer for
Kate Quinn to bother her head over anyone. Still,
I like ter see folks have a fair show, and I'm dead cer
tain you ain't had it. The boys didn't intend to let
me know about this business, but I heard them talking
it over, and I saw you wasn't going ter have any kind
of a show. That made me rather sore, and I decided
to scare you out of that trap."

"You delivered me over to them after pulling me
out of the whirlpool and getting me into your boat,"
~drn~-

"That's right. Arter they knowed what I was up to
they had the gall to ask me to help 'em. They even
suggested that I should row out and tell yer the best
way ter git back to Fairhaven was by Two~Current

River. I didn't let urn know I was going to warn yer,
so they thought all the time I was on hand to help."

"You're a strange girl I' cried Dick, in increasing
wonderment. ""Vhy do you have anything to do with
such men?"

"I don't like your personal questions," she declared,
shortly. "Don't try to pry into my affairs. You're
so shrewd I suppose yer have made up yer mind by this
time why yer was brought here, eh?"

"I have an idea. Those men were hired to do the
work by" some one who wishes to keep me away· from
Maplewood to-morrow."

"A good guess," nodded Kate Quinn. "For all you
c.an do they'll keep you away, too."

"I fancy that's right," admitted Dick. "But are you
going to leave me to their mercy?"

"Why shouldn't I? If yer don't try ter break away
ag'in there won't no harm come ter yer."

"Look here, Miss Quinn; in Maplewood there's a
scoundrel who has paid these men to do this piece of
work. He is a thoroughbred rascal. Thus far his
schemes have been baffled by me. He has lost heavily
by betting against Fairhaven. I presume he has
~unged on to-marrow's game. If Maplewood wins

he'll make enough to even up his losses. If you can
do anything to aid me in foiling him I'll never for-
get it." OJ

"Never?" she asked, in a low tone. .
"No, never. I will always remember you gratefully.

I will do anything in my power for you."
She shrugged her shoulders.
"What can you do?" she asked. "Why should you

care anything about me? I'm not educated. I never
went to school a day in my life. You'd be ashamed to
have anyone see you speaking to me in Fairhaven."

"Don't believe that of me, Miss Quinn 1 It's not
true."

"Well, others are ashamed to speak to me," she said,
and her unusually musical voice was now full of harsh
ness. "I see them looking at me in a way that makes
my blood boil. Sometimes I want to strike them.
Jest because I am what I am-jest because I've had no
chance ter be nothing else, the fine folks in Fairhaven
sneer at me and hold up their heads and don't want
anything ter do with me. I don't care 1 I can live
my own life 1 I am as good as any of them I"

Her soul seemed to rebel against fate and against
her environments. Dick felt a tp.rill of sympathy for_
her, and he must have betrayed if' in his voice, for
suddenly her manner changed.

"Mebbe you're not like them," she softly said. "I
can't tell. I'll wait till yer hear all about me. Then
I'll know. Somehow, I think yer may be different.
I'd like ter help yer."

After a moment's silence, she cried:
"I'll help yer ! You must do as I tell yer to do.

Stay here. Jake will continue to gU'ard yer. Don't
be afraid of him. If anyone of the boys comes here,
do anything ye're asked to do. You want- ter reach
Maplewood to-morro~v in time to play ball?"

"Yes!" cried Dick, eagerly.
"You shall be there!" promised Kate Quinn.

CHAPTER VI.
THE SPELL OF TWO DARK EYES.

"Do you mean it?" asked Dick. "Are you in ear-
nest?" .

"If yer knew me better you'd know I mean every
thing I say. Leave it ter me and I'll git yer through,
sure as I live. You mustn't try to help any yourself.
You must keep still and depend on me."
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,f'How will you do it?"
"Ax no questions. I don't like ~o answer too many

of 'em. Besides that, it kinder seems that you doubt
me, and I've been doubted and suspected and shunned
all my Iife. I'd like ter be trusted once."

"I trust you," declared Dick, earnestly. "I trust
you fully."

"Mebbe yer do now, and mebbe yer won't so ':much
•arter yer hear more about me." ' ,

"Why shouldn't I trust one who has twice saved
my life as you have? Never fear that what I may hear
will make any difference with me."

"I can't help it," she muttered, shaking her head.
"It's plumb certain ter make a difference. I expect
some of the boys will be back here by morning. Re
member ter mind jest what I say and do anything they
want yer ter, do. If you really do trust me so much,
you'll remember all right."

For the time it seemed that both of them had forgot
ten the still motionless guard, but now Dick a&"ain
turned his eyes on the man, with a feeling of doubt and
apprehension.

"Jake," he whispered-"Jake will tell. HeUlet the
others know you've been here and that.we~ve made
these arrangements. Our plan5-" ' ,

"You don't understand," she retorted"speaking to
him. "Do anything you want to. Go over' and ex-
amine him; ax him ter move." ~,

The boy hesitated and then suddenly rose and crossed
the floor. The giant seemed quite una'Vvare of his ap
proach, remaining motionless and staring with that
blank, unseen gaze at the opposite wall of the hut.

"Here, Jake!" exclaimed Dick. "'What are you do
ing? Why are you standing there like a stick ?"

There was no answer; not even. the move of a mus·
, cle; not even the blink of an eye.

"Poke him," urged the girl.
"I'm afraid he might poke back," laughed Dick.

"N0 danger. Stick your finger at his eye. See if
he winks."

After a' moment, Merriwell made a sudden move
as if to jab a finger into one of the giant's wide-open
eyes. Although he almost touched the eyebaU with
the end of his finger, not even a lash quivered.

A feeling of awe came upon the boy, who retreated
a step and gazed wonderingly at the giant.

"Stick a pin inter him," laughed the girl. "You
can jab it in the whole length and he'll never know it."

"He's in a trance," breathed Dick. "He is hypno
tized."

"Must-be that's it."
"You hypnotized him? That's how you prevented

him from choking me to death."
"Mebbe that's it," confessed the girl. "I dunno

what it is myself. All I know is that I looked inter
his eyes and made him the way you see him now. I
have done it lots of times before. Guess it's because
he's weak-minded or something."

"Now I understand that strange something I saw
in the depths of your eyes," said the boy, again turn
ing toward her. "I saw it plainly and wondered at it.
'Who taught you to do this?" , '

"Nobody. I jest happened ter do it to Jake once a
long time ago, and that's the first time I knowed any
thing about it. He was like that just as you see him
for two whole days. He wouldn't move or eat or
drink or talk or do anything. I was skeered, for I
was only a little gal then. My brother, told me Jake
would die if I didn't get him out of it."

"Your brother?"

"Yep. I've got a brother. _He tal' me ter do some
thing to wake Jake up. Then I jest took Jake by the
shoulders, looked inter his eyes and cried, '\""Iake up,
Jake-wake up!' In a jiffy he was all right."

"You're a true hypnotist," declared Dick. '
"I've found out," said the girl, "that Jake never-re

members anything that happens while he is this way.
Besides that, I. kin tell him what I want him ter do
arter he wakes up, and he always does it. I amgoin'
ter git out now and leave you. I don't want any of
the boys ter come and find me here. You stay; you
wait, and depend on me."

She then walked over to the guard, standing squarely
in front of him and speaking in a commanding manner.

"See here, Jake," she said, "when the boys come
you must say nothing about what has happened. You
must not tell them I have been here. You must not
tell them the captive tried to get away."

Then she lifted her brown hands and placed them
on his shoulders. Leaning forward, she sharpiy
cried:

"Wake up!"
In a moment the rigidness disappeared from the

man's figure. His taut muscles seemed to relax and
to his face came an expression of consciousness.

"Better stay outside and guard the prisoner, Jake;"



16 TIP TOP WEEKLY.

said the girl, quietly. "The boys might not like it if
they find yer in here."

The guard glanced quickly toward Dick, apparently
wondering what had happened.

"All right," he said, and immediately left the hut.
In the doorway the girl paused and looked back

with a faint smile, in which there was something
strangely alluring and bewitching.

"Good-night!" she murmured, in that strange, low,
musical voice that had so impressed the lad. "Don't. .
forget to trust Kate Qumn." ,

The door closed behind her and Dick heard the
guard setting the heavy prop against it.

CHAPTER VII.
WEARY HOURS.

The strange events of this night were enough to
keep the captive lad awake under the most com
fortable circumstances, and therefore it is not strange
that for a long time after the departure of the mys
terious girl he courted sleep in vain. At last, how
ever, stretched on the hard floor; with his head pil
lowed on his arm, he dozed off. The sleep thus ob
tained was anything but refreshing, and through it
all he dreamed of a pair of magnetic eyes, which pur
sued him wherever he tried to go and from which he
could not escape, endeavor as he might. At first those
eyes were soft and smiling and filled with a light of
kindness, but gradually this changed, and d~ep in their
pellucid recesses he saw a vicious and malignant
gleam of hatred aqd deadliness. They were like two
glittering daggers, and he felt that he must avoid them
somehow ere they should stab him to' the heart and
destroy him. Before their intensity he felt his own
will weakening and succumbing. Even though he
fancied they were leading him to his' doom, he could
not resist them. It seemed that a fearful, potent spell
was upon him. And at last he gave up in weakness
and 'vearilless, l=ubmitting to his fate and experiencing
a longing to meet it as soon as possible.

He was aroused by a s'ound at the door and started
up to discover his lamp had burned our and the only
light within the cabin waR that of another morning.

He was not mistaken in thinking he had heard a
sound outside. There came to his ears the muttering
voices of men, and then the door slowly opened and
two of them entered.

"Hello, younker!" cried the one in advance, whom
Dick recognized as the fellow called Mike. "Been
taking it easy?"

"No," answered the captive. "Been taking it un
easy, It's an imposition to nail a chap up in a hovel
like this and give him no bedclothes."

Dick was in a bad temper, and his manner as well
as his words indicated resentment of the treatment he
had received.

"Oh, it'll do yer good!" carelessly retorted Mike.
"It'll toughen yer up, young feller. You've stood it
through the night, and I guess you'll stand it through
the day all right."
, "Better, set me free at once!" hotly retorted the
boy. "This thing has gone about far enough." ,

At this Mike stood with his hands, on his hips, threw
his head back and laughed hoarsely.

"Regular young cock sparrow!" he cried.
The other man had paused in the open doorway,

\vhere he remained.
"I fancy there must be something like law on this

island," said Dick. "Be careful that you don't find
yourself in ·its clutches."
, "Stilljridined to threaten, ain't yer ? Well, we
make our ownJaw round here."
, "Have;youcome to set me free?" demanded the

boy.

"Nat yet, my OOy-'not yet. Your friends in town
are mighty restless about yer, and that's a fact ! We
kinder want ter quiet them. If ye're gentle and oblig
ing we can pacify them all right. If you're obstrep
erous it'll just be the wu'st fer yer. Kinder thought

'yer might be hungry, and so we brought' yer some
grub. Before you git it, though, I want yer ter do a
little writi~g."

"Writing?"
"Presactly. I want yer ter write a note to yer .

friends telling 'em yer all right, and thet you'll be on
hand ter play baseball over in Maplewood ter-day."

''Why should I do that?"

"Because I tell yer to," growled Mike. "You say'
there may be some law on this island and that perhaps
we may collide with it. Well, we ain't taking no
chances now, and so we want to ca'm down the folks
that may come prowling' round a-searching fer yer.
Rather'nlet, them find yer here and get us into a
muss we'd take yer out into the back channel and drop
yer overboard, with a good heavy stun', tied to yer
neck. So, you see, young feller, that you're in 'danger:
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if them chaps that's hunting fer yer happen ter come
round here. The best thing for you is to keep them
away. You kin do it mebbe if you write that note
we want yer ter write. If yer don't write it there'll be
some of us on watch all the time, and when the search
ers git too close we'll jest rush right down here, tie
yer up good and solid, chuck a gag between yer teeth,
lug yer to a bo't, pull off into the North Channel and
dump yer into the drink."

"In short, you meap. that you'll murder me?"
"Oh, we'll jest put yer out of the way of making

further trouble fer us. You kin see it's best tel' be
obliging and write jest what yer tol' to write."

Di~k remembered Kate Quinn's pledge to set him
free and land him in Maplewood in time for the game.
He also remembered his promise to do anything de
manded of him by these ruffians.

"Well, I'm pretty hungry," he acknowledged, "and
I'm not anxious to be tossed overboard in North
Channel. Therefore, I suppose I'll have to obey
orders."

"Now, that's sensible of yer," nodded Mike, as he
approached the table and drew from his pocket a
leather-covered memorandum book and a lead pencil.

"Jest write on one of these pages here. Set right
up ter the table and prepare ter'scribble."

Dick moved up to the table and took the pencil.
"Do the dictating," he said. "'What shall I write?"
";Put it in your own language, younker, and say

you're all right and will be at Maplewood. Tell yer
friends not to search any more fer yer. Tell urn it
won't do no good and it may do a lot of hurt. That's
about what I want yer tel' say."

Immediately the capt~ve lad began writing as di
rected. In a fe~ moments he had finished and signed
his name.

"See if that suits you," he said, as he w.ssed the
memorandum book back to its owner.

With considerable difficulty, Mike slowly spelled out
what was plainly written on that page. A look of sat
isfactIon came into his eyes as he finish~d.

"I guess this'll do," he nodded. ' "You're a whole
lot more sensible than I thought yer might be. I
fancied mebbe we'd have tel' force yer into this. You
shall have your breakfast all straight and satisfactory.
Here,Tim, give me th~tpail." ,

The man in the doorway handed over a small tin
pail, which Mike placed on the table.

"There's hard- bread arid cheese and some dough-

nuts," said Mike. "JakewiIl bring yer water from
the spring and hand it tel' you in at the window. I
rather like you, young feller, and that's no joke!"

"You're very kind!" retorted Dick, with deep sar
casm. "I almost regret that I cannot say the same
about you."

"Oh, never mind; it don't matter much: It ain't
likely you'll see more of us. Sometime this after
noon Jake will open up the door and permit yer to
saunter. Here's a pack of keerds. You can amuse
yourself playing solitaire."

The ruffian then tossed a pack of greasy cards on
the table and retreated ,from the cabin, closing the
door.

Dick heard the men talking outside for a few mo
ments, but finally they departed.

Lookirig out through the small window, he saw
nothing save the gloomy spruce thicket, which crowded
to within a few feet of the cabin. He called to the
guard, who finally appeared.

"Bring me some water, Jake," he ,said. "I think
I'll take breakfast."

"No dish," muttered the giant.
"I'll give you one," said Dick. ,
He emptied the contents of the pail on the table and

passed it out through the window. Within five min
utes it was returned half filled with water.

The boy's hunger made the food acceptable, and he
felt a great deal better after he had eaten.

Time, however, dragged so slowly, that the hours
seemed interminable. Several times he endeavored
to call Jake to the window and enter into conversation
with him; but although the guard appeared at his call,
he stubbornly refused to talk. As a last resort, to pass
away the time, Dick fell to playing solitaire with the
dirty cards.

To him that forenoon was like a dozen ordinary
days in its length. He finally began to wonder if the
girl had not decei'\led him.

"She may not come, after all," he muttered.
He devised a score of schemes of escaping, but re

jected them all. ,The low walls of the hut seemed'
cro~ding on him and crushing him. He felt like try
ing to batter them down with his bare hands. He
did tear out some of the chinking between the logs,
and through these cracks he peered forth at times in
search of Jake. He always found the giant faithfully
watching not far from the hut. .

The light which found its way through that gloomy
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valley told him midday had passed, when he was· elec
trified to hear some one speaking to Jake.

"She has come I" breathed the boy, for he recog
nized Kate Quinn's voice.

CHAPTER VIII.
ACROSS THE BAY.

Out of the little cove on the northwestern shore
crept a little sailboat. At it drew away from the
sheltering land the sails filled with the breeze and a
white bit of foam began to roll ttp before the sharp
prow of the boat. At the helm was Kate Quinn, and
her solitary companion in the boat was Dick Mer
riwell.

The girl looked anxiously toward the south, where
the steamer channel wound amid the islands.

"If we can get around the point up there," she said,
"I guess we won't have no trouble."

"Do you think this boat will take us across in time
for me to reach Maplewood?" asked the boy, anxiously.

"With this wind I will land you on the mainland
soon enough," was her assurance. "I have been reck
oning on the breeze to-day. Had there been less wind
I would have come fer yer before; but I didn't want
to take chances on havin' it found you was gone. I
waited just as long as I could."

"And i was beginning to think you had forgotten•me," he confessed.
"S'pose yer did; S'pos~ yer thought Kate Quinn

had lied ter yer. I knO\ved you would I"
He saw resentment in her face and hastened to say:
"It was the most l1Citural thing under the circum

stances. There was really no reason why you should
keep your promise. I have done nothing for you."

"Mebbe you'll find out some day that Kate Quinn
never breaks a promise. No matter how bad folks say
she is, she never breaks her word."

"vVhy anyone should say you are so bad I cannot
understand.".

"Oh, you'll hear all about it 1 They'll hurry ter tell
yer when they find you know me. They'll warn yer ter
look out. Mebbe when yer think how I've handled
Jake you'll believe 'em, too."

"It's wonderful how you made that big, half-witted
giant obey you. When you· returned to the cabin he
did not seem to· remember you had been there before.
You looked into his eyes again and the speU fell on

him. At your command he opened the door,'marched
into the cabin and permitted us to bind him securely.
But do you think he'll obey you and tell those men
that I was rescued by a party from the village, who
captured him and left him in that manner?"

"He can't help telling that," declared the girl. "He
has to obey. That's the power they'll warn yer in
Fairhaven to look out fer."

....
"Why should they warn me to look out for it?

Tell me about yourself. I'd rather hear it from your
lips than from others."

"Look out for the boom!" exclaimed the girl, sud
denly. "I'm goin' ter gybe her." .

He stooped low to let the boom swing over him as
she changed the course of the boat.

"There I" she said, with satisfaction, as they shot
round the northern end of a small island. "Now I
don't guess there's no danger that we'll be seen right
away by folks \vho'll recognize us~"

For some minutes the boat danced on over the
waves, the breeze seeming to increase as they drew
still farther from the island. .

Finally the girl turned her dark eyes on Dick,
seemed to hesitate a little, and put a question:

"Do you really want me to tell you about myself?"
"Of course I do," he hastily declared. "Others

might tell what is not true; your lips will tell the
truth."

"Will you believe me?"
"How can I disbelieve you after all you have done?"
"I don't like te:r talk about myself," she 'said; "and

I don't do it much. . But I do want you to hear the
truth .beforeyotL hear a lot of lies. I want you to
make me a promise, too."

"What' is it?"
Mebbe them men who trapped you will get inter

trouble over it."
"It's very likely!"· he exclaimed. "I certainly do

feel like getting even for the treatment I've received."
"But if I ax yer ter drop it; if I ax yer not to make

trouble fer them, what would yer do?"
"Why should you care?"
"I'll tell yer that. One of them men is my brother."
"Vour brother?"
"Yes; they called him Mike. That ain't his name.

They jest called him that to fopl you. Now you know
why I don't want them to get into no trouble. That's
one reason, but there's another. They are a mighty
dangerous crowd. You'11 .heat all about"· them from
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Fairhaven folks. YOu know there's a law agin' hand
ling short l.obsters. Well, none of that crowd pay any
attention to that law. Besides that, they pull any
otJler men's traps they want to pull and nobody dares
bother them for doing it. If they found you was go
ing tel" make any particular trouble fer them, jest as
likely as not you'd git tapped o.n the head sometime
and put out of the way. So you see it's for your sake,
as well as my brother's, that I want yer ter drop the
matter. Will yer promise me ter let it slide?"

"I'll not give you such a promise for either your
brother's sake or my own," retorted Dick. "But for .
your sake, Kate Quinn, I'll make that promise."

"Thank yer. I was born there on the island. My.
father was allus having trouble with government folks,
and once he was arrested and carried off ter jail. The
jail didn't hold him, though. He broke out and rowed
across in a bo't he stole. It was late in the fall, and the
first snow was on the ground. I was a little gal, and I
remember waking up when I heard some one poundin'
at the door. I heard my mother ax who was there,
and my father's voice answered; my brother an' I got
up and saw him that night, but he was gone when
morning come. Way down toward the open sea, about
five miles south of Fairhaven, is a -ledge known as
'White Hoss. Nobody could get onto it save in ther
best weather. Out there the sea runs high and pounds
on that ledge most the whole year round. That winter
folks reported seeing smoke on the ledge. TO\vard
spring there came a terrible storm that lasted for three
whole weeks. The sea washed almost clean over
'White Hoss. Some folks on the island kinder sus
pected my father was out there, but arter the storm'
passed they didn't see no smoke. Then some of the
fishermen took a boat and went off. Somehow they
managed to get onto the White Hoss, and there they
found my father, pretty nigh starved and froze to
death. He had made a roof out of driftwood over a
big split in the ledge, up high near the top, and there
he had lived on fish and lobsters. They brought. him
ashore and doctored him up. And I guess the folks
that arrested him thought he had been punished
enough, for they didn't bother him no more for a
while.

"It wa'n't much more than a year arter that when
father was found pulling traps that didn't belong ter
him. He got into trouble over it, and finally he killed
a man. He was arrested again, tried and convicted
and sent to prison for life. He's in there now. My

mother was drowned within a year. Some folks, say
it was accident and others say it was suicide. Arter
that Brian, my brother, took keer· of me. He never
sent me ter school none, and he allus had a hard crowd
round him. Folks say he'll yet come to the same end
that father did. They are a rough, drinkin' lot, and
they don't keer for law nor order. That's the way
I've been raised. I can't help it, can I? I ain't ter
blame, be I? I ain't never had no chance!

"I wantcher ter know, though, that my brother hf.s
allus looked out fer me. If any of them men got free
Brian was on hand to make the feller apologize. Still,
I s'pose lots of folks think I'm terrible bad 'cause I've
lived in such a way. In Fairhaven they got to talking
about my eyes. They said it was dangerous for anyone
ter look into my eyes. Then when Bill Smith got
struck on me and kept pestering me, some of them told
him he'd better look out. One morning he was found
tangled in his nets and drowned. Right arter that a
feller by the name of Jefferson came to' FairhaveI} to
work in the quarries, and he took to chasing me.
Every time I went to the village 1'd run in ter him,
and at last I told him he'd better let me alone. They
found Jefferson with his skull cracked. Since that
everybody has shunned me and p',inted at me and told
a mess of lies. I didn't have anything ter do with
the death of them men, but fate seems agin' me. You
don't believe I had anything ter do with it, do yer?"

She put the last question in a manner that was both
pathetic and defiant, as if convinced in her heart that he
must believe all that was bad in the things told about
her.

"Of course I don't believe it I" he exclaimed. "Why
should I believe such a thing of you who have be-
friended me?" .

"I dunno, but most everybody seems anxious to be
lieve bad things about me. I say I wasn't nohow re
sponsible 'for them deaths, but mebbe I was-mebbe I
was!"

"I won1t believe it even though you say so! How
could you be responsible ?"

"Well, you saw the man called Tim, didn't yer?"
"Yes."
"He's my brother's friend, though I don't take ter

him nohow. He's bothered me a lot trying ter make
love ter me, and he swears there shan't no one else

.even look at me. I've tol' him what I thought of him, "
but that don't do no good. He won't be shaken. I've
begged Brian to cut clear of him, but they, stick to-
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gether like brothers. 1 don't know that I'm right, but pride would prevent her from mingling with educated
I've thought Tim knew somethin' about how them and refined people, even though the shackles which
men died. Once 1 got mad and tal' him so. He jest seemed to hold her down' were suddenly broken. To
laughed and said I could go round and tell other folks· the end of her life she would remain the same wild,
and git him hung, but he'd see me afore they hung rebellious thing that fate had made her.
him, and arter that no other man would have me." "You don't like this man, Tim?" Dick finally asked.

Dick's sympathy for the unfortunate girl \vas fully "1 hate him I" she cried, fiercely. "He wants me ter
aroused. marry him. He keeps talking about it. Some day

"Why do you let this go on?" he cried. perhaps I will marry him, but he'll be sorry fer it -he'll
"\Vhat can I do?" she asked, helplessly. be sorry fer it!"
"Get away from those men. Leave the island." They were now in the open bay and heading to-
"How' can P." . . 1 d d h• ward the distant mainland. DIck g ance towar t e
"I will help you. It will be only poor repayment for sun and wondered if there was yet time for him to ar

what you've done for me. I'll gladly aid you to get rive in Maplewood before three o'clock.
away and begin life over again somewhere else." "You're not heading toward Rockford," he said.

"It's mighty good.of you!" she murmured, \vith a She shook her head.
grateful look in the depths of her eyes; "but I can't 1. "No; I guess we'd better keep away from there.
do it-I can't do it!" I'll land you within four mile of Maplewood. You

""Vhy not?" can get a team to take yer there in a hurry. If we
"It ain't no use. It's too late now." put into Rockford somebody that knowed me might
"vVhy too late?" see us."
"Just look at me 1 vVhat be 1? 1 am seventeen year "What will you do after you put me ashore?"

old, and I ain't got no education. I ain't got no re- -"Go back to the island in a hurry," was her answer.
finement. I ain't got nothing that 1 should have. 1 ttAnd after that-shall I ever see you again?"
couldn't be a lady if 1 tried. If 1 went somewhere She shrugged her shoulders a little.
among educated folks, I'd be so ashamed of my igno- ttMebbe so; mebbe not," was her answer. "It don't
rance that I'd feel like committing suicide. Oh, I've make no difference. Perhaps it'll be beter fer yer if ye
dreamed about bein' a fine lady same as them sum - don't see me no more. \Vhy should yer want ter see
mer people I see come ter Fairhaven. I've dreamed me? If yer do an' folks find it out, they'd warn yer
about havin' beautiful dresses and rings and jewelry agin' it. They'd tell yer about the other men who

. and sailing somewhere in a big steam yacht. But them looked inter my eyes and died. They'd tell yer that
was 110thin' but dreams-nothin' but dreams. It I'd put a hoodoo on yer. Better keep away from me;
couldn't never be. 1 wa'n't born ter be a lady. 1 was better never see me ag'in after to-day."
born to be just what 1 am, a poor, ignorant, w'uthless The boat was fairly flying before the strong wind.
gal I" Everything favored a fast trip to the mainland.

Although she was endeavoring to retain her usual During much of this sait across from the island
defiant and careless manner, her companion noted the Dick conversed with the strange girl, but at last he
choking quiver in her voice and saw a mist bedim her saw a cloud had settled on her face and her manner
magnetic eyes. There V-las intense pathos in the re- indicated that she preferred silence. There was some
beIlious cry of helplessness that had risen from her thing more than half an hour's time before the ball
heart. Often Dick had fancied that fate and hard game should begin when the boat ran into a small,
luck weresimply words used by those who wished to sheltered cove and was brought alongside a pier.
blame their own inability and shortcomings on influ - "If you pay fer it you can git a team up at. that
ences over which they had no control; but now he con- house," said Kate Quinn, motioning toward a farm
fessed to himself that under different conditions this house, the roof of which could be seen beyond some
girl might have been educated, brilliant, refined and trees. "You'd better hustle. Good-by I"
·admired. In her case .it certainly seemed that some-' "1 don't like to say good-by," said Dick, hesitating.
thing like fate had marred her life course and set the "I think we'll meet again."
seal of misfortune on her. She was proud, and this "I gUess not," she retorted, shaking her head. "I



TIP TOP \iVEEKLY~ 21

shall keep mvay from you, for I don't want you tel' git
your head cracked, and Tim would surely fix you if
he once fancied I cared a snap of my finger fer you.
Good-by!"

As she said this again she held out her brown hand
to him.

Her dark eyes were fastened on him as he clasped
her fingers, and once more he felt the magnetic influ
ence of those midnight orbs.

"Still I refuse to say good-by," he laughingly cried,
as he sprang upon the pier.

"Hurry!" she again advised. "You ain't got no
time to <>waste !"

He ran up the path which led to the farmhouse. As
he reached a point where the trees must quickly shut
off behind him a view of the cove, he paused to look
back.

The little sailboat was working out of the cove, and
in the stern he saw the figure of the girl. He waved
his hand to her, and in response a white handkerchief
fluttered from the boat.

Then he whirled and .ran toward the farmhouse.

CHAPTER IX.
THE UMPIRE PULLS HIS WATCH.

Smoking a long, black cigar, Benton Hammerswell
stood and watched the Maplewood team at batting
practice. The hour for the game with Fairhaven to
begin was drawing near, and through the gate to the
ground the spectators. were corning in a steady stream.
Already the grand stand was well filled.

Hammerswell smiled a little as he saw a number
of Rockford people enter.

"Rockford is playing Seaslope this afternoon," he
muttered, "but some of their peqple seem to think this
game more important. They reckon Rockford· is
bound to win anyhow, while the team that wins here
goes into second position."
. He laughed softly to. himself, and continued to
mutter:

"I was pretty shrewd in making those bets. I didn't
wager that Maplewood would win the game, but I bet
she vvould' go into second place. If the game is not
played, through any failure on the part of Fairhaven,
the umpire will forfeit it to Maplewood and I will· win
my bets just the same. Without Merriwell those
,youngsters will not stand a ghost of a chance. He is

the key to that team. He holds it in the hollow of his
hand. It is his nerve, his influence, his power that
enables those youngsters to go against old stcrgers.
And he'll not be "here to--day! I have settled that all
right."

Through the gate came a broad-shouldered, florid
faced young man, who paused to look round, saw
Hammerswell, and then rapidly advanced toward him.
The manager of the Maplewood team did not see this
man until the latter was close to him. Then the stran
ger spoke.

"Mr. Hammerswell," he said, "1 want ter see yer a .
minute."

Hammerswell started and looked a bit annoyed.
"Is it you, Quinn?" he exclaimed..
"Sure thing. I tal' yer I'd be here."
"That's right."
"Now, let's step out one side, Mr. Hammerswell,

where there won't nobody hear us a-talking." .
"There are plenty to see us if they don't hear us,"

said the Mapl~wood man. "Wait till after the game,
and then corne to the hotel."

"I don't .propose to wait a minute," retorted Brian
Quinn, for the newcomer vvas Kate Quinn's brother.
"I have kept my part of the bargain, and now I pro
pose to see that you keep yourn."

"Shut up!" growled Hammerswell, glancing around
apprehensively. "Don't talk so carelessly about bar-
gains." .

"Then jest walk out to one side a little· distance
where we won't be heard."

Hammerswell accompanied Quinn, and they paused
at a little distance,·speaking in low tones.

"\\That do you want?" growled the Maplewood man
ager.

"I want that money," said the other, "and I want it
right away, too!"

"You're a little hasty, Quinn."
. "How so?"

"vVhy, the Fa:irhaven team hasn't appeared yet.
How do I know that youngster will not be wita them?"

Quinn laughed shortly.
"Because I gave you my word. And 1 don't guess

nobody round these parts is goin' te'- doubt the word
of Brian Quinn! I tal' yer he won't be here, and that
settles it! Didn't I send yer woAl last night that I
had him foul?"

"Yes, but--"
"There ain't no buts about it, Mr. HammerswelL.
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I've taken the resk in this matter, and now I want
the money you agreed ter pay-a clean hundred dol
lars."

"Where is Merriwell?" questioned Benton Ham
merswell.

:"He's shut up in an old hut over on the island, with
a man guardin' him. According ter my orders, he'll
be kept there until sunset."

"I can't pay you here."
"vVhy not?"
"Some one would surely see me handing the money

over. In case Merriwell kicks up a row over this mat
ter, as he's almost certain to do, I don't want anyone
to have the slightest proof that I was concerned in it.
After this game I \"ill pay you at my room at the
hotel." ,
. "Look a here," growled Quinn, "you'll pay me be

fore the game begins! I don't propose to wait round
here until it's over! If you don't want to pay me out

.. here, then let's go somewhere else. Better not fool
with me, Mr. Hammerswell! If yer know anything
about me you ought ter know that I'm not a man to be
fooled with!"

There was something decidedly qangerous in
Quinn's words and manner, and Benton Hammerswell
immediately said:

"Wait until the Fairhaven team arrives. If Merri
well is not with them, you shall have your money. I'll
accompany you tp the hotel and pay you there."

"Then you'll pay me immediately," said Quinn, "for
there comes the Fairhaven crowd now."

He motioned towar.d the gate, and Hammerswell
saw the Fairhaven team entering.

Dick Merriwell was not with the team.
"You see I have kept my word," said Quinn; "now

I'll see that you keep yours I"
"vVait a minute," said Hammerswell. "Let me make

sure. Go over by the gate, and I'll join you as soon
as I am certain everything is all right."

He then sauntered toward the Maplewood bench,
where he paused, chewing at the end of his cigar.

Only eight Fairhaven players had appeared.
Chester Arlington, who was captain of the home

team, approached the visitors, and said:
"You may take the field for practice right away.

Let's start this game up at three sharp. Mr. Ham
merswell objects to the slightest delay."

He observed that the Fairhaven players were look
ing round anxiously, as if expecting to discover some
one. Not a few of them gave him bitter glances, and
one or two said something far from complimentary
about him.

"vVhere's your caRtain?" asked Chet.
No one answered~im.

'Vith a contemptuous toss of his head, he turned
away.

"The skunk!" growled Brad Buckhart. "The onery
coyote I Look at the nerve of him I"

"I sus-sus-sus-sus-say," said Jolliby, anxiously,
"where do you suppose Dick is? You thought he'd be
here."

"That's right," nodded the Texan~ "I certain don't
understand why he wrote that note, but I know it was
his chirography."

Earl Gardner shook his head.
"I am afraid we will not see him to-day, boys," he

said, seriously. "I believe it was a trick."
"I reckoned so at first myself," admitted Buckhart.

"But after I thought it over some it struck me as a
whole lot like Dick to do such a thing just to' fool the
galoots who thought they had him out of the way.
If he had hustled back to Fairhaven they certain
would have known their trick had fizzled. But by
keeping low and not showing up he could make them
believe they were all right. Mebbe I was wrong. I
am afraid I was."

"Mates," said Cap'n vViley, "if these frisky Maple
woodites will permit it,we can play this game with
eight men and win it."

"It's against the rules," said Singleton. "A team
must have nine men."

"We'll go ahead just the same," said Buckhart.
"vVe won't give Dick up until the last minute."

Therefore the visitors took the field, although their
team was one man short, and began practicing.

Seeing this, Benton Hammerswell sauntered toward
the gate and joined Brian Quinn, with whom he left
the baseball ground.

"You see I kept my word," said Quinn.
"I see you did," admitted Hammerswell; "but I

don't understand why the rest of the team came with
out him and without a man to fill his place. vVhat
do th~y think they are going to do with eight men?"

Quinn laughed softly.
"I fixed that all," he said. "Folks over on the

island were some stirred up over the business, and a
whole lot of them was for raking every inch of the
island ter find him. I made him write a note that he
would be on hand here to-day when the game began.
Well, I took that note into town and got a boy to
deliver it for me. You kin see thet them kids was
fooled by it, and they came here expectin' Merriwell
would show up."

"You certainly did better than·I fancied you could,"
admitted Hammerswell; "but I'm paying you a royal
price for the ,,,ork."

"Oh, I don't know about that," retorted the young
desperado. "Accordin' ter what I hear, you're goin'
tel' fill your own pocket with skads to-day."

"Do you think I'd be paying you so much unless I
was going to make something out of it? I am not a
fool, Quinn. It was absolutely necessary to keep Ma
plewood in second position. Seaslope may beat Rock
ford to-day, and if she does we will be tied with Rock
ford for first place. Then let the folks around Maple
wood growl as much as they like. They have been.
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saying lots of unpleasant things about me and the
"vay I'm running baseball here, but I notice they turn
out to see the games."
~"You seem to be dead sure of winning this game.

Mebbe them youngsters will pick up an extra man and
beat yer, arter all." . ,

"Not in a thousand years!" exclaimed Hammers
well. "Such a thing is impossible1 Even if they
shotlld make a hard fight for the game, I've a gang
ready to ra.ttle 'em and break them up so they can't
win. Without Merriwell to steady them, they can
be rattled with the utmost ease."

At the hotel Hammerswell soon paid over the prom
ised money to Quinn, after which he hastened back
to the baseball ground, where he arrived at five minutes
to three.

Brad Buckhart had been looking for the Maplewood
manager, and he hastened toward the man as soon as
the latter reappeared.

"See here, Mr. Hammerswell," said the Texan, "OUT

team is one man short."
"Is that so?" asked -Hammerswell, indifferently.
"That's right, sir. Otft captain is absent."
"vVhere is he?"
"I don't know. He promised to be here. Some

how I have a hunch that he'll keep his promise, but
we're not ready to begin the game now."

"That's not our fault," grimly retorted the schemer.
"We're ready to begin promptly 011 the dot, and you'll
forfeit the game if you don't take the field promptly at

"'the umpire's command."
Buckhart flushed and looked exasperated.
"I'm only asking a little courtesy of you," he said.

"Delay the game ten minutes. Give us a little show."
. "I won't delay it a second," said Hammerswell. "If

you cause a delay I shall demand of the umpire that
he declare the game forfeited to Maplewood."

"That's a whole lot generous and obliging!" sarcas
tically exclaimed Buckhart. "'vVe appreciate it, Mr.
Hammerswell, and we won't forgeUt! You will have
the satisfaction of disappointing this crowd and giving
up the gate money. That ought to please you."

"There }vill be no gate, money returned to-day," said
Hammerswell.

"What will you do?"
"Give out rain checks good for any other game

played in Maplewood. I shall explain that it is .not
my fault if there is no game."

"Go ahead!" cried Brad. "Show yourself up, Mr.
Hammerswell ! I sure opine there will be some people
here who'll understand this business!"

At this moment the umpire was seen preparing to
order the players onto the field.

Buckhart hurried over to him.
"Wait a few minutes," he urged. "Give us a little

time. We're not quite ready." .
But Hammerswell had follO\vfd the Texan, and he

commanded:

"Start this game on the minute. Don't delay it a
second. If Fairhaven doesn't take the field, declare
the game forfeited to Maplewood."

"I will have to do so, Buckhart," said the umpire.
He then walked out to his position, and the Maple

wood players trotted onto the field.
"Play ball!" cried the umpire, loudly.
The Fairhaven players had gathered at their bench,

and not one of them moved to enter the batter's box.
, "Get up your first batter," commanded the umpire.
"vVhere is he?"

Still no one moved.
Benton HammersweU stepped forward.
"Pull yOtlr watch on tkem, Snow," he direJ:ted.

"Give them one minute to get a batter up."
The crowd looked on in silence.
'With an air of reluctance the umpire drew out his

watch.
"Last warning," he said. "I'll give you sixty sec

onds in which to get a batter into position. When
the minute elapses, unless your first hitter is ready, I
shall declare the game forfeited to Maplewood."

CHAPTER X.
A BITTER DEFEAT.

"Let him forfeit the game!" sullenly muttered
Buckhart. "\Ve couldn't get a ninth man in a minute
if we tried!"

The seconds were flying.
Suddenly Obediah Tubbs uttered a wild squeal of

joy and leaped to his feet with surprising agility, fling
ing his cap into the air.

"Get out there, Gardner!" he yelled. "Dern their
pieters 1 Here's the man we've been waiting for!
Guess they won't forfeit no game to-day!"

Then the Fairhaven players saw Dick Merriwell,
bareheaded and perspiring, hurrying toward them
from the gate. At sight of him they sprang up and
cheered.

On the bleachers the small crowd of -Fairhaven
spectators ro~ and echoed that cheer. They were led
by Brick McLane, who roared at his loudest:

"Now you can play, boys! Get in there and chaw
'em upl"

Benton Hammerswel1 was thunderstruck. His dark
face turned pale and his half-smoked cigar fell to the
ground.

,.Fiends take him and Brian Quinn, too 1" he huskily
whispered. "I've been fooled 1"

Dick's companions seized his hand and shook it, one
after another.

"\Vhere have you been?" they asked.
"This is no time for explanations," he said. "Evi-

dently I am just in time." . .
Earl Gardner seized a bat and ran out to the bat

ter's box.
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"Put up your watch, Mr. Umpire I" he laughed.
"\Ve're readv now!"

"Did you bring my suit, fello-\<vs?" asked Dick.
"It's right here, pard," said Buckhart. "Go ahead

and get into it, and don't lose a second. These galoots
want to steal this game. They were going to have it
forfeited to Maplewood."

Dick seized the bundle and disappeared into the
dressing room beneath the grand stand. '

Maplewood had a new pitcher by the name of Ashe·
in the box, \vhile Chester Arlington was playing at
short. ,This Ashe had been secured by Hammerswell
from a minor league team, and he was reputed to be a
wonder.

In the first inning Ashe made a good showing, allow
ing only one visitor to obtain a clean hit off him.

By the time the third man had been thrown out at
first Dick Merriwell was dressed in his uniform and
ready to take the field.

"Have you warmed up, 'Wiley?" he asked.
"I ant always hot stuff," replied the Marine Mar

vel. "You can depend on me, captain."
"Then," said Dick, "as I haven't had the oppor

tunity to limber my a,rm, you can start the game in
the box. I will shift places with you later."
• Before the first inning \vas finished it seemed as if
Dick would be compelled to change places with the
sailor right away, for Maplewood secured three hits
and a ruq ere the sailor could stop them. He finally
struck out the third man, and the Fairhaven team came
in to the bench.

The game was a hot one, abounding in sensational
plays on' both sides. But in the fourth inning Maple
~wood secured two.more tallies, while Fairhaven was
unable to push a man around to the "joy sack."

Benton Hammerswell \vas not wholly at his ease for
all of this success. He could not get over the fact that
he had paid a hundred dollars for something that "had
not been delivered."

"Hold them down, Ashe," he urged, addressing the
pitcher. "Don't give them the slightest show."
, "Don't let that wOrt';y you," retorted Ashe. "Those

fellows are a snap. I don't see how they ever won a
game anyhow. Pretty soon \ve'll fall on that pitcher
and bat out fifty runs."

"I've heard that sort of talk before," retorted Ham
merswell. "I have known pitchers to be just as con-
fident as you are and lose." '

"If I lose through any fault of mine to-day," said
Ashe, ,"I'll never pitch another game. Why, I had an
idea these fellows were ball players. .They are a lot
of kids." .

"But you have seen them put up something like
. baseball already."

"Oh, they've made a few good plays by accident.
Get to hitting their pitcher and you'll see them falling
over each other."

"Not while Merriwell is with them. He holds them
down and keeps them steady."

"I haven't seen him do anything wonderful,"
grinned Ashe. "Judging from what I heard about
him, I fancied he was a holy terror. He seems pretty
ordinary to me."

"That's because you know so little about him," said
Chester Arlington, who had been listening to this talk.
"There's nothing ordinary about Dick Merriwell, and
I'll warrant that."

Still Ashe retained his feeling of contempt for the
island boys. In the fifth inning he received something
of a shock when Buckhart led off with a clean single
and Merriwell followed with a hit that landed Brad on
third.

Then the Maplewood pitcher let himself out, and
Jolliby put up an easy infield fly, after which both
Tubbs and Smart struck out.

"That was a close call," declared Hammerswell, as
the home team came in from the field and gathered at
the bench.

"Oh, I was just monkeying 'with them I" asserted
the pitcher.

"Then I want you to let up on your monkeying!"
exclaimed Hammerswell, warmly.' "I have a lot of
money staked on this game, and I don't propose to lose
it through monkey business I"

"You're worrying unnecessarily," assured Ashe.
"There's not the slightest chance for you to lose. If
these fellows will only get in and do a little hitting
now we'll be out of sight when the next inning begins."

The home team seemed inclined to get in and do
some hitting. The first batter up surprised Cap'n
\Viley by dropping a little bunt toward first and beat
ing it out by a narrow margin. The next man lined
a clean one. into center field, and the third hitter drove
a grounder out of the diamond, bringing in one run.

"There seems to be a great disturbance taking
place," observed the sailor.

Immediately Dick walked in and spoke to Wiley.
"We'll change places now," he said.
Near first base were gathered about twenty men and

boys, who had continued throughout the game to make
insulting remarks to tpe visitors. As Dick entered
the box thev howled in a derisive manner.•

"Here's an easy mark!" whooped one. "You can
pound him to death!"

"He travels on his brother's reputation," said an-
other. "He never could pitch!"

"Pretty boy ! pretty boy I" mocked a third.
Up rose Brick McLane.
"Just ·watch the pretty boy I" he shouted. "He'll

show y~r a few stunts 1 He'll keep yer guessing!"
.But It happened that the very first ball pitched by

DIck was hIt safely, and Mapl~wood secured another,
score.
, At this the' yellint bunch near first base became
absolutely abusive and insulting in their remarks.
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.The scoring stopped there, however, for Dick struck
out two men, and the third was thro'wn out in endeav·
oring to steal.

"What do you think of it now, Mr. Hammerswell?"
chuckled Ashe, as he prepared to enter the box. "You
saw us make one tally off this youthful phenom.vVe'll
make a dozen before the finish."

"I hope so," said Hammerswell.
Not until two men were out in the fist half of the

seventh inning did the islanders seem to have a show.
Then, with one man on first, Ashe hit a batter and per
mitted the next fellow to walk, filling the bases.

Buckhart was the next hitter.
"A home run here will change the complexion of

this game!" shouted Brick McLane. "Put it over the
fence, Buckhart I"

Brad responded with a noble effort to put it over
the fence, but the ball struck within six inches of the
top and rebounded into the field. On this hit two men
scored.

Ashe showed symptoms of exasperation. But he was
unable to put the blame on anyone but himself.

Brick McLane whooped with delight.
"This is our turn now!" he yelled. "Keep up your

howling, you tarriers over yonder! You've had a good
time, now enjoy this!"

Among the Maplewood spectators was Henry Dun
can, who had taken an active part in baseball matters
up to the time that Benton Hammerswell demon
strated his authority by refusing to accept Dick Mer
riwell and his team on the occasion of the boys first
appearance in that town. At Duncan's side was \\1il
Iiam Drake, another man who had been interested in
baseball.

"My sympathy is entirely with Fairhaven," con
fessed Duncan. "I'd like to see the islanders win this

. game."
"So would I," nodded Drake. "Hammerswell has

been carrying things with a high hand around here,
and the people are sick of it. .Those boys who are
representing Fairhaven should be playing in Maple
wood uniforms to-day."

"I am glad to hear you say that I" exclaimed Dun
can. "\Vhen they first appeared here you were dis
appointed in them."

"On account of their youthfulness. I confess I was
looking for older fellows. It didn't seem possible they
could play well enough to hold their own in this
league."

"But now-·-"
"They seem to be doing very well," nodded Drake.

"And certainly they are the most gentlemanly crowd in
the league. This team gathered by Haminerswell is
a disgrace to Maplewood. They are a tough set. The
summer visitors are thoroughly disgusted with them.
They have insulted ladies and terrorized the village.
Were they not ball players, 'were they simply resi
dents of Maplewood, they would be arrested. I will

guarantee now that if Fairhaven seems to get half a
ch.ance to win to-day they will try to bulldoze the
visitors."

"Have you heard," asked Duncan, "that Hammers
well has wagered considerable money on this game?"

"I heard so this afternoon. He seems to be run
ning baseball for what he can make, and not for· the
sport. He is gambling on it. That's not what we want
here."

"vVell, it's what we have got," said Duncan. "\Ve
can blame ourselves for it, too."

"You're not to blame," hastily declared Drake.
."You stood out at the very beginn~ng. The rest of us
gave in to Hammerswell. Cole was ambitious to have
his boy on the team, and therefore Hammerswell han
dled him easily. Smiley has not backbone enough to
stand out against"a man of Hammerswell'scaliber."

At this moment Dick Merrhvell caught a ben4er on
the end of his bat, and away sailed'the ball toward
center field.

"\Vow! wow! wow I" howled Brick McLane. "There
she- goes clean over the fence! And that ties the;
score I"

It did seem at first that the ball w01.1"td go over the
fence, but the center fielder of the home team had
been playing deep,' and he ran back until he could go
no farther. vVith his back almost against the fence,
he reached high into the air and caught Dick's long
drive.

"\Vouldn't that cramp ye?" cried Cap'n Wiley. "I,
thought she was labeled for four sacks I" .

The look of relief on the face of Ashe was almost
amusing to behold.

On the other hand, Benton Hammerswell regarded
the Maplewood pitcher with displeasure.

"You were doing a lot of boasting a short· time
ago," he said. "You can see what nearly happened
then. Had that ball gone over the fence you could
not have blamed anyone else."

"It didn't go over, did itr"muttered Ashe, sul
lenly. "I'll look out for that chap next time. He'll
not get another ball like that."

The home team now did its best to increase its lead.
A hot one batted to Bradley got through him, giving
the first man up a "life." On top of this, Smart
dropped a fly in' right field and things looked squally.

"Keep them a-going, Torrey!" cried Arlington.
"Merriwell is in poor form to-day I"

"I wish I thought it!" crie<;1 Obediah Tubbs. "Jest
you \vait! I'll bet a good custard pie he strikes you
out I"

Torrey endeavored to get his base on balls, but was
finally compelled to hit. It \vas a hot grounder, and
Cap'n 'Wiley gathered it up. The sailor snapped the
ball to the nearest base, and then it was lined to first
for a double play.

Arlington came to bat with two men out.
~ "Remember what 1 told you !"cried Obediah Tubbs.
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THE END.

The Next Number (434) Will Contain

The. fight for first Place.

DICK MERRIWELL'S MANAfiEMENT

TERRIFIC BATTING IN TWO GAMES.

How the Tea.ms Stand in the Trolly League-Uriah
Blackmgton's State of Mind~A Visit From the
Committee-A Question of Umpires-Bl,tddngton
Protests-He Wants a Square Umptre-He is Finally
Overru1ecl-The Game With Rockfotd to Dedde
First Plaee-An Umpire of Doubtful Hontsty-A
Close Game-Some Oose Decisions-Dick's ProtzSt.
Dick: Makes a Change in the Management-Dick
as a Manager-The Dishonest Umpire Discharged•
Rockford Ahead-The Game With Seaslope-,A
T urific Batting Streak-The Game on the Is1atta.
Brick Mc:La.ne's Offer - A Gang of Game Old
Sports-A Few Wild Bets-Gid Sniffmore Bets a
Cow Against a Goat and a Free Wheelbarrow Ride.
The.MaplewoodTeam Bats Wiley-Arlington. Has
the Game Cinched-Baseball in a Sea Fog-Heavy
Hittmg ott Both Sides-,.The&d of the Gatne.

-,_ .. -_._---~--- -

CfI'd like to see him strike me out I" muttered and hooting at Merdwell in a wild endeavor to rattle
Chester. him. They even threw pebbles and small stones at

If this was true, Arlington saw what he wished to him. .
see, for Dick worked him in the cleverest manner, . Amid this uproar and raining of missiles, Dick
finally striking him out with a jump ball that looked· struck out the first man. Then he was hit on the
like a straight one. cheek by a sharp stone, whicp. started the blood.

In the first half of the eighth Fairhaven seemed to . As Brick McLane saw this he sprang over the rail
find another opening. Although the first batter struck and charged straight across the diamond toward the
out, the next man lined a two-bagger into left field. crowd near first base.
Right on top of this a hot grounder was driven through "The first critter that throws anything I'll break in
Arlington, who made the mistake of trying to pick it two!" he roared. "Now go ahead, the 'whole of you,
up with his feet wide apart. The ball took an erratic and do some throwing! I'd like the job of finishing
bound just as Chester fancied he had it securely in his this whole bunch!"
hands and passed between Arlington's legs. On this Although some of them muttered, not one ventured
the runner at second crossed third and reached home to hurl anything at Dick after that. McLane re
safely. mained op guard and proudly watched young Merri-

Benton Hammerswell was chewing savagely at an well cause the second batter to lift an easy irifie1d fly
unlighted cigar. • .. to Tubbs, and then strike out two men, winning the

"That may cost. us the game!" he muttered. "If it game for Fairhaven. ;
does, I'll fire Arlington! I'll make some one else cap- For all of his contemptible scheming, Benton Ham-
tain of the team l'l merswell had lost, and for him it was a most bitter

Following this came a safe hit, and then a long defeat.
fly was dropped/by the left tlelder, letting in two more
runs, .which tied the score.

. As they realized that the score was tied, the Fair
haven spectators actually drowned the Hammerswell·
crowd near first. '

"One more run!" t'oared Brick McLane. "One mote
run takes this game!"

Ashe was furious. The prospect of defeat by such:
a lot of youngsters apparently caused him to lose his
head and good jUdgment, for the next two batters

. hit safely, and then a two-bagger over the short right
field fence brought them both home, which placed
the visitors two scores. to the good. Fairhaven made
no more runs, for a high fly was gathered in by the
center fielder.

Benton Hammerswell was almost frothing as his
players gathered at the bench..

"You're a lot of sticks, the whole of you!" he de
clared. "I "'ill fire Yott all after this game is over!
You've cost.me a fine penny to'-day!"

"We will ",..in out yet/' promised Arlington.
"That's the only thing that will save you," said

Hammerswell. "Get in and win if you want any more
baseball in· Maplewood."

But, apparently. Dick Merriwell had no intention
of letting them win. for he struck out three men in
succession; and the ninth inning begp.n with the visi~\

. tors still in the lead.
Try as they might, however, the islanders could not

secure another run in their half. Ashe pitched like a
fiend, and no safe hit was made off him in this inning.

"This is your last chance," snarled Hammerswell,
as the Maplewood team once more had an opportunity
to bat. "You know what's coming to you if you fail."

Then ?e turned to .the crowd near first base lnd'
. made a SIgnal. ImmedIately, that crowd began howhng;
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avail. If you regard this as worthy of escaping the waste basket,
I should be pleased to see it in print. With three cheers for the
Tip Top, Frank Merriwell, and all the rest, I am, Very truly
yours, A LITTLE Boy ADMIRER.

Yes, you have made yourself plain, and written a stirring letter.
'Who could fail to admire Frank after reading this "little boy's"
description of him. 's....

This "Oriole" is from New York, not Baltimore, but he's a
sweet singer all the same.

I have been much interested in the many wordy battles that have
been carried on lately through the correspondence column of Tip
Top. I am a western boy myself, and I know that the first thing
that enters the head of a boy from the West, upon his first visit
to the East, is how he can best impress upon the minds of the
Eastern boys the fact that he is a native of the Wild West.
Now. my dear Eastern friends, who are fighting Brad Buckhart,
just 'reverse the condition, and imagine yourself on a visit to
Arizona. Wouldn't you just make those old hayseeds and cow
punchers stand around in open-mouthed amazement!
_ When gold is found, it is not lying around like marbles; the

I am a constant reader of Tip Top. I cannot get along without it.
I have not missed a number yet, and do not want to. I think it the
best book for young people to read for several reasons.
. The heroes are so pure, true and honest, that anyone reading
of them cannot help admiring and trying to be like them, while
the enemies of our heroes are so low, deceitful and degraded that
anyone reading about.them cannot help but see the wrong.and try
to follow a better example. My favorite is Frank, of the boys.
Good, kindliest, bravest arid dearest of all the girls is June. She
is really the purest of them all. Show me a Tip Topper who will
look back and follow up the many times she has pleaded with her
brother, all to no use; how she has been abused by Chet and his
mother; how often she has' risked anything and everything to save
Chet, or noble Dick, from danger; think of the sorrow she has
gone through and how she still hangs to the right, with a brave
heart. Show me any of the brave and generous things that any
of the other girls have done to compare with June, my favorite
of all. I like Brad, Ted, Hal, Tubbs, Gallup and all the rest of
them, but I do not admire Doris; she is tricky, and I do not like
the way she played between Hal and Dick. I also admire Chester.
Although he has been a very bad boy in the past, I do not think he
is to blame, for his mother has made him what he is; I admire him
for his grit. When he goes for anything he tries to make it go, and
I think and hope he will soon be one of Dick's firmest friends; I
like Frank and his old friends, but his brother is far his superior
for his age; June is the girl for Dick. I am satisfied Mr. Stan
dish thinks so too. I don't see why some of the Dorisites don't
come out. I think the Juneites are more plenty. Let's hear from
some more of your lovers of June, and three cheers for Bart L,
Street & Smith, Tip Top, and last, but not least, for JUNE!
JUNE! JUNE! Rah! Rah! Rah!

Cozad, Neb. A WESTERN CO,WBOY.

June ought to be proud of her stanch, whole-souled, cowboy
admirer. That letter was strong, and fresh, and hearty, like a good
prairie breeze. This cowboy admires' grit, and we think that he
has a.lot of it himself, for his letter shows a big-hearted generosity,
a;"d where you find that, there also will you generally find strength
and courage.

NEW YORK, July go, 1904-
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APPLAUSE.

I have been a constant reader of your excellent publication, the
Tip Top Weekly, and desire to express my heartfelt appreciation
of the same by adding a few words of praise to what has already
been said of it by loyal readers. I realize that I can add but
very little, as thousands have already spoken such words of praise
in regard to its noble qualities; I can only indorse what has been
said, that the Tip Top is the best publication of its kind in circu
lation. It has few equals and no superior.

I should like to confine my remarks to the letter written by Mr.
Charles Nulay, and published in Tip Top No. 424. in which he
says that the only thing about the Tip Top he doesn't like is
Frank. He speaks of him as a namby-pamby youth; a "sissy,"
and that his character is overdrawn; that he is "too good."
Possibly we can overlook his action, as he says he has only read
the Tip Top for two years, and therefore is not in a position to
know anything at all about Frank. .But I would advise him to
read up and find out 'something more about him before flinging his
opinion in the faces of those who know Frank thoroughly, and ad
mire him above any other character in the Tip Top. And then it's
very strange that the same person would say on top of this that
Dick, whose character is in many ways like that of Frank, is such
a model boy. My advice, which I very freely give him, is to "go
way back and sit down." '

The one thing I fear will happen, is that Frank will soon pass
out of the realm of the Tip Top. Dear old Fqmk! We have
gone to Fardale with him, witnessed his joys, sorrows, defeats and
triumphs there; we have traveled with him over this broad land
of ours, and have seen him face the most deadly perils with the
grandest of heroism; we have gone with, him to Yale, and have
seen him ready to sacrifice his very life for Old Eli; we have been
with him when adversity overtook him, and he was thrown out in
the world to struggle for existence, and we remember with a thrill
of pleasure and admiration his triumphant struggle with fortune;
we have seen him tempted and tried by malicious enemies who con
stantly plotted his overthrow; but we have yet to see him prove
himself a sneak and a coward; we have yet to see him hesitate to
risk his own life when that of another was in peril, though that one
were his most bitter and malicious enemy; we have yet to see him
resort to crooked means to accomplish his purpose. A sissy, indeed!
Too bad the world is not full of such "sissies." Let me say to
the Hon. Mr. Nulay that when he' reaches the height to which
Frank Merriwell stands, the world will love and respect him much
more than it will if he keeps "slinging mud" at such people.

I trust I have made myself quite 'plain; pardon the length of
this lettE;r. I would like to say more, but time and space will not

New York.

Success to the greatest of weeklies,
Success to the best in the land,
Success to glorious Tip Top,
And to all of the Merriwell band.
Success to the King of Authors,
Burt L., the author sublime.
Success to the Pub's, Street & Smith,
May Tip ~op last to all ,time, .
May the stories so interesting,
And the characters, true as gold,
Continue until this century
Is considered to be quite old.

"ORIOLE."
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I have never written to the Applause column as yet, but will
try and do so now.

I think Tip Top "fine and dandy," and read every copy I can
get. I would like to know if you can supply me with all back
numbers. If you can't, would some of the readers be so kind
as to either rent, lend or sell their back numbers? If they'll rent
or lend them, why, I'll send a written guarantee, signed by the
postl!1~ster, that books will be used O. K. and returned in good
condition. . .

I have a baseball team t4at has played a few games (find in
closed coupons of same), and we were fortunate to win two out
of four games played. In those coupons there is a blan.k after
manager. Now, whose .name should I put there? The manager.
of my team's (Kinsman), 'or the manager of the winner's name?

Say, how does it come that those teams I see already recorded

I have been an ardent admirer of your king of weeklies for
over a year, and can truly say they are the best stories I have
ever read. I think the Merriwells are an example which every
youth should strive to follow. Of Dick's set, Brad, Obed, Ted,
Hal, Chip, Dave and Billy Bradley are my favorites. I should
like to see Chester Arlington become one of Dick's friends. Al
though I know Burt L. will settle the girl question all right, I
should like to see Dick get Doris.

In reading over the Applause column of Tip Top, No. 412, I
notice a letter written by some worthless cad, looking for no
toriety, who signs himself 1. l\:I. Disgusted. \Vell, I. for one,
am disgusted with his letter. He says Dick is loud-mouthed and
has a swelled head. If he would tell me, through the Applause
column, where he gets foundation for his accusation he would
enlighten me very much. He is no doubt one of those weak
minded ones who, by following the e>;ample set by 1. M. Kick
ing, seeks to gain notoriety. In short, I think his letter is an in
sult to Burt L. Standish. He calls himself a critic. Well, that
alone is enough to show 11e has a "swelled head,"

I db 110t like to hear people say things against Brad, as I think
he is Dick's truest friend. Hoping to see this in print, I will
close, with best wishes for Street & Smith, Burt L., and all sup-
porters of the Merriwells, I remain, yours truly, R. C. \V.

Winnipeg, Man.

.We are glad to see you stick up for Brad, and Brad will be
glad to see that, although he hails from sunny Texas, he has
friends as far north .as 'Winnipeg. .

I desire to express my thanks to you, as the publishers of
Tip Top Weekly, and also my sincere respect and deep devotion
to Mr. Standish, as author of the delightful 1I1erriwell stories,
for giving to the public, to me, such a fine quality of literature,
so delightfully elevating.

It is impossible to express the exquisite pleasure, the infinite
delight derived from the persual of your magnificent publication,
Tip Top-crowned monarch of all.

As to the heroes of the stories-Frank and Dick Merriwell
(if you will permit me to express my poor opinion), they are the
soul of virtue, the embodiment of nobility; they are insurpass
able in.all .these virtues pertaining to the expansion of the mind,
the dehghtl11g of the soul, and the elevation of one to the realms
(If bliss.

If you will permit me to express my views-through the Ap
plause column-regarding a correspondence club, I would say
that I should consider such organization as highly profitable.
Why, I will not here state, as it would' consume too much space,
but all those who wish the specific reasons can be assured· of
prompt attention, providing they inclose a stamp.

I would like all the readers of Tip Top and the Applause to
write me. I want yOU to write to me-you who are reading
this.
. Do l.?-0t f~qr that your letter will miscarrr, for such a thing is
ImpOSSible If you use the address here given.

I thank you, gentlemen, for the many cheerful hours you
have given me through Tip Top,. and say "God speed" to you.
Yours, etc., B. E. DELIA.

Suite 12, West HOllse, Newstraitsville, O.

Thanks for your well worded letter. vVe are sure that some
of the readers will write you. Let us hear from you ag~in
some time.

Yours sincerely,
Waco, Texas. FLYING DUTCHMAN.

YOIl have ll, great vocabulary, Mr. Flying Dutchman. Think of
all the names you use-"Flub dub," "Clabberhead," "Flop-eared
lfound," .

The letter isn't "top large" to print, and we are glad to see you
stick up for Diek and Brad.

precious metal is coverecl with an almost impenetrable mass, which
has to be removed before the true metal is exposed; therefore, Tip
Toppers, let us lay aside the rough covering and search deep down
into the noble heart of the Texas boy, where you will find gold
nothing but pure and manly thoughts. I woull! like to hear of
Merry and the old floc),: again. I admire Dick, as I would any
pure, manly boy, but never could he touch the spot in my heart
that I keep sacred to the memory of Merry-dear old Merry, and
all the flock. I tell you it gave me a pleasant surprise, upon fin
ishing No. 424, to find that we are going to hear of our old friends
again. Luck to Tip Top, and all concerned. Pardon this long
letter. I beg to remain, as ever, a friend of Tip Top,

Phcenix, Ari~. AN ARIZONIAN.

Good, solid common sense, about the Brad question. Arizonian
has a clear head.

For der lest dree years und a lefen mUllcls I haf been der "Dip
Dop" reading, und noding better can I find. Yust a few vords
aboud del' carr~ges-or vot efel' you call dem-in del' book.
Firust ve have Dick. Dick is vat I call him, a bird. In der foot
balls or baseballs der game vould not be inderesting. So many
beoples are trying to make oder beople beleive dot Dick has got a
'shwelling der head in, und dot he is a cad, but dem beople live
oudt in der voods ver der is ignorance, und blenty of it. Dey be
lie"e in del' old saying, "Ver ignorance is bllssfulness it is foolish
to be vise," If dey had del' brains explorationed dey might find
out vot dey don't know. Oder lobsters say dot Buckhart is a
blower. Vel' der blowing comes in I can't see it. If he vas not
in del' book, do you tink del' book vould be vo:rth fi.v. cents.
Aber nit-as long as he has a mout let him use it, for vat it· is
vorth. I. M. Kicking is all right in a vay, but he don't veigh
muchness. Of course ve can't help vat he ain't accountable for,
Chet Arlington is all right. He is vaf I cllll a gooQ. carriage-I
guess you call him dat. Of course he is no better dan any of der
oder boys at school, but after a vile he vill get efer his big ideas.
I tink he is def' bljople in der book vot makes it inderesting, he
side Dick "nd Brad. Yen del' old flock~ get together don't forget
to put my friend Hans und dot Irisher, Barney, in, for den der fun
oommenCeS. Mit best vishes, und a long life tp Street & Smith,
also B. L. Standish, I remain, MAX LAUDENVAGON.

New Haven, Conn.

Gesundheit to Max! Hans Dunnerwust would be charmed to
meet him.

I have been a reacler of the Tip Top Wee
"
'y ever since Frank

. Merriwell's school days, and think it is the best weekly ever pub
lished, for toe American youth.

L,,;m say that Burt L. Standish knows his business.
I have ·been reading the applause, in the Applause column, and

saw one letter concerning Brad Buckhart, and I thought it was
time for me to say a few things.

The applause I saw was written by "A Texan," and I was sur
prised and angry to hear a Texan bawl out at noisy Brad. He
says Dick is a flirt, and couldn't hold a candle to Frank. He is a
flop-eared hound, and a fat head that lives in dream land, the
most of his time. He also says Brad is a fa~te, and copied his
style of speech from low down, vile people. Why, the flub-dub,
and flat-headed Jackass ought to be shot, and I'd like to do the
jobl

I hope the clabberhead will see this, and see what he thinks
about it.

I think Chet will be Dick's best friend, and will get Doris for
his wife.

After Chet comes Brad, Hal, Barron and Dave Flint, all who
are true blue.

I also think Obed and Ted are huckleberries in their line.
Hoping this letter is not too large to print, I would like to

see it in print in the Applause column.
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in your Tip Top baseball tournament CCln possibly" play so
many games and not lose any? Just stop and think! some of
the nines wotlld have to play two or three times a day to account
for the anlOunt of games played, and I never, as yet, have seen
an account in your record of the games played of the team being
beaten. I looks rather "fishy" and I think that "fair play"
should be introduced, and that the amount of games sent in
should be. seconded by some reliable man. .

How many of the Tip Top readers agree with me?
Hoping to see this ill print, ,lIld gently requesting that yon

send my best regards to 'iFardale students" and "Cr(lnk and
His Friends," I beg to remain, YOttrS very truly,

Kinsman, IlI. CHAS. N. DONALPSON.

We are sorry that so many of the back numbers are out of
print. .

Why don't you look up some of the Merriwell books in the
Medal Library?

You will' find that Frank's earlier adventures are related there.

I have been a reader of the Tip Top for three years. and I
find it a fine book for the American youth.

I would like to kick that I Am I{icking. He or she is nothing
but a che<lp sport. Th<lt I Am Kicking cannot st<lnd before
me and say he is an American. If he would insult the United
States by claiming to be one of its €itizens I would do him the
way Dick should do Chester, or even worse.

I live in Arkansas, and if that I Am Kicking says anything
about. the Tip Top, send him to Arkansas, and we wil! tar and
feather him.. I hope to see this in print soon. I remain, yours
truly, I A11 PLEASED.

I Am Pleased and 1. M. Kicking had better !lot meet. There
might be trouble. Poor 1. M. K.! Everyone has been jumping
on him.

\Ve, too, want to send a few lines of appreciation in regard
to the world-famous Tip Top.

For many years we have read Tip Top, and how dear have
some of the characters become to us! First of all comes noble,
forgiving Frank, and his dark-eyed brother foIlowing in his
footsteps. But what a big, big place we have in our hearts for
honest, faithful Brad. Has he not always been found true as
steel? Never one to desert a friend, and if he does do some
louel talking he is ever ready to "make good."

Then comes Bart-what can be said th<lt will do him justice?
He comes from our "sunny Southlan<:\," and how we love him!

We must not forget Ted (how he would Iqugh if we di4!),
that j ally little fellow just makes you like ·him. Yes; and Obed,
give him pie! I can sympathize with him, for I am a great lover
of good things.

There is a warm spot in our hearts for dear old Jack Dia
mond, and, although his name is seldom seen on the pages of
Tip Top, on memory's page it is ever there. We cannot mention
the good qualities of all those that have·become dear to us, so we
will content ourselves by only mentioning their names.

There is our boy from Maine, dark-eyed Earl, and brave.
Dave Flint, the boy who overcomes all difficulties and keeN so
faithfully the promise made to his dying mother. Then tpere
is Chip J.• Hans D., Billy B. (that clever fellow to catch on to a
joke), Hal D., Barron B., Barney M., Ephraim G., little apple
cheeked Jack Ready, and dear old lazy Bruce.

And now our pen begins to falter, for who can do justice to
the sweet girl characters of Tip Top? The charms of all are too
numerQUS t6 mention, but there is a tender feeling in our hearts
for Inza and June. Frank has chosen well, for dark-eyed Inza
has ever been a favorite in our household. As for Dick-let
Burt L. decide, and we are sure to be pleased.·

We coul4 write indefinitely on it subject like this. b~lt as space
is valuahle in the Applause column of Tip Top. we expect we
shoul4 :be ilPplaucled a little ourselves if we shonld quit.

Ever the ardent admirers of Tip Top, the famous weekly,
THE ARDMORE TWINS, TOTTIE AND TRIXIE COUGHDROP.

Ardmore, 1. T. '

Gooli luck to you both! YOtl have written us a t;lelightful let
ter. You know the Tip Top'thara.cterll pretty well, don't You?

Having read the Tip Top Weekly for a number of years, I
.thought I would let you k-now how much I admire it. It is the
finest weekly I have ever reacl. I can never take as rnt:!ch in
terest in any other weekly or magazine as I can in Tip Top.

Frank and Dick are great heroes. I have always admired them
and their friends.

I have read in the Applause column letters from some who do
not care for Dick. I think any boyar girl who likes a person
with a good, honest character cannot help liking Dick and
Frank. Some say that Dick's head is slightly turned. others
that Brad is a bully; and all kind of complaints are made, but I
see that those who make these complaints never write their full
names and addresses. I think most of them write just for sport,
so as to make the true Tip Toppers angry.

As for the girls, they are all lovely; but my favorite is June,
while my brother's favorite is Doris. As I see my letter' is get
ting long, I will close, wishing success to Mr. Standish and all
concerned, I remain a girl acjmirer and Juneite forever,

New York, N. Y. LYDIA.

That's a good point you make about those people who make
complaints and don't give their full names. But how about your
self? You've written a splendid letter. that you 5houl4 be proud
of, and yet you sign yourself only "Lydia." .

This is my first letter to the Applause column of the Tip Top
Weekly, but not my last, I hope. We all admire Frank and
Bart as intimate friends; but why is not Dave Flint Dick's inti
mate friend? I think he is as noble as Dick himself. Think of
the way he trieel to keep his promise to his dead mather, and
how he workeq for little Bill! J l1ne is the girl for Dic1\:, and
Doris for Hal. Chet would have been like his sister, if his
mother hadn't spoiled him. He had his chance at Fal'dale, but
his pride kept him from availing himself of it. Dick is not to
blame; Arlington brought it upon himself.

Buckhart is all right in a way, but I think he has a little too
much mouth. Hoping to see this in print, I remain, yours truly,

Norfolk, Va. CYCLONE WILLY.

HelIo, Cyclone! Are you apy relative to the MariTle Marvel?

We have a club in our section of the city. We call it the
"Yale Athletic Club." We read the Tip Top Weekly, and find
no better weekly published. We have a. baseball team, and
have played forty-three games and lost three.. We would like to
know if any Canadian teams can enter Tip Top basebalI tourna
ment? Wishing good luck to Frank and his friel1,ds, BUrt L.
Standish and Street & Smith, and hoping to see this itt print, I
remain, yours, A CANADIAN ADMIRER.

London, "Ont.

Yes; you can enter. The Canadians are great a,thletes, and
we are glad to pear from them.

I have read the Tip Top Weekly for a long while, and think
it is the best yet. I would like to know if No. 66 is out of print
or not. I would like Frank to bring his baseball team to this city
to play the Orioles.

l would like to see a character from Maryland appear in the
TIe'll' future. I am going to enter the baseball contest this summer,
and I hope to win the All-American Pennant.

Would like to hear from Jack Diamol1d, Bartley, Hans, Eph
raim,Oliver Packard and Merry's friend at Fardale, Fred Gray,

I cannot like Dick as well as Frank, but then Frank has been
with us for eight years, and Dick only three. 'If Frflnk comes to
Baltimore he shaulel. not miss seeing the ruins of the great nre
of February 7, which bumeq the entire whQI~sale district to the
ground.

I think Dick should marry June, although she hflS dark hair
and eyes, but Mr. Standish will be the pne to settle that. With
three cheers for Seth, Burt L. and Frank, aneI the hoped-for
character from Marylll11q, I remain, MARYLAND AD?1:IRER.

Baltimore, Md.

Here's an "old litle" admirer from Maryland, "My lJarylalld."
No. 66 is out of ~rint.



PROF. FOURMEN: I am a boy 14 years II months old. and weigh
107 pounds; height, 5 feet 2 inches; depth of chest, 9.4 inches;
depth of abdomen, 8 inches; girth of neck, 14-2 inches; girth of
chest, repose, 33 inches, and expanded, 35.5 inches; girth of
right arm, up, 9.9 inches, and down, 8.9 inches; girth of right fore
arm, 9.8 inches; girth of right thigh, 18.8 inches; girth of calf,
13.9 inches; breadth of shoulders, 16. I inches; breadth of hips,
12.3 inches; number of chinning, 13; and sill dip, 13. Am I
built to be a long-distance runner? Yours truly, O. S. H.

You are well built, and your chinning and dipping record show
that you have a good pair of arms.
. You ought to make a good long-distance runner.

PROF. FOURMEN: Being a regular reader of Tip Top, I take
the liberty of sending you my measurements, and would like to
have you criticise them freely, telling me in brief my weak
points, and how I may develop them. Am IS years 9 months
old; 5 feet 7 inches high; weigh 123 pounds; neck, I3~ inches;
biceps, 9% inches; wrist, 7 inches; chest, normal, 30 inches; ex
panded, nearly 34 inches; waist, 31 inches; thighs, 16 inches;
calves, I2~ inches. How are my measurements? Have never
taken physical culture, but intend to begin soon. I can pull 500
pounds Oil the scales. Have practiced throwing with my left
hand a.little, and can throw very well. Could you tell me a good
way to acquire more force and speed in throwing with this hand.
What apparatus would you advise me to buy for developing my
body in weight and strength? Hoping to see this answered in
next Tip Top, and thanking you in advance, will close. Can I
get separate numbers of Tip Top from 300 to 350? With best
wishes. I am, . I. I. H.

You are fairly well built for your age, your weak: points being
your chest and biceps. Practice is the only thing that will help
you much in throwing.

Use chest weights and five-pound bells.
Yes; you can get the numbers you mention.

PROF. FUURl\lEN: My measurements are as follows: Age, IS
years 7 months; height,S feet 6 inches; weight, 128 pounds; right
biceps, down, 100 inches; drawn, 12 inches; left biceps, down,
IO~ inches; drawn, 12 inches; neck, 14 inches; left forearm, 10
inches; right, 10 inches; left thigh, 19~ inches; right, 19~

inches; left calf, 13~ inches; ri~ht, 13~ inches; waist, 29 inches;
chest. uninflated, 320 inches; mflated, 35 inches. Chin the bar
17 times, and chin the floor 40 times. Standing broad jump, 9
feet; running broad jump, 14 feet.

I. How am I as an athlete?
2. Which, in the picture I send, is my weakest point?
3. I can put a ten-pound shot 26 feet. Is that good? And

how far should I ~ut it?
4- How should I train for a quarter of a mile run?
5. How many seconds ought I gain in one month's training for·

the hundred-yard run? I can run. in 12 now..
My course of training is as follows: Running, boxing, swim

ming, dumb-bells, punching bag, baseball and general farm work.

6. Our school is two and one-half miles from us. Should I
walk or ride there and back?

Thanking you most sincerely, I hope soon to see my picture
in print. Yours most sincerely, J. F. CoUTS, JR.

San Luis Rey, San Diego County, California.
I. Very good.
2. From your picture, which I have examined, I should say

that the muscles of your waist and abdomen were a trifle behind.
3- That is a good record for your age.
4- Take a slow half-mile run once a week. Every day run

at top speed about thre~fourths of the distance you are training
for.

5. That is a question no one can answer. You may have the
making of a sprinter in you and cut your time down to II.

You may not. Practice will bring the speed out if you have it.
6. If you can ride horseback do so, or wheel. If not, walk.

PROF. FOURMEN: Having read Tip Top Weekly from No. I to
No. 408, I take the liberty of asking you a few questions about
my measurements. Age, 18 years; height,s feet 8 inches; weight,
158 pounds; chest, normal, 35 inches; expanded, 38 inches; waist,
30 inches; hips, 35 inches; thighs, 21 inches; calves, 14 inches;
biceps, 13 inches; forearm, II inches. Am I well built? Are
three-pound Indian clubs and five-pound dumb-bells all right for
me? Yours truly, HAROLD WELSHOUSE.

You are well built. Five-pound bells are right, but I would
advise he.avier clubs-say, five or eight pounds.

PROF. FOURMEN: Being a reader of Tip Top, I take the liberty
of asking you a few questions. I am IS years 10 months old;
weight, 120 pounds; height, 5 feet 30 inches. How do these
measurements correspond? Chest, normal, 31 inches; expanded
33 inches; right thigh, 18 inches; right calf, 12 inches; right bi~
ceps, II inches; left biceps, 10 inches; waist, .28 inches' neck 13
inches. Please tell me which part of my body needs th~ most'de
veloping. I have never taken a regular course of training; but I
play baseball and football. How are my measurements? Hoping
to see this in print soon, I remain, BILL' WCKSON.

Annie, Minn.

You are big for your age, but your left arm is away behind.
Devote a certain amount of time each day to strengthening it.

PROF. FOURMEN: Being a reader of Tip Top, I would like to
ask you some questions. I would like you to name a few gen
eral exercises, for I am weak and thin. My comparison to other
boys of my age is very poor.

I am 13 years and 5 months of age; 4 feet 4 inches in height;
weight, 60 pounds; chest, normal, 23 inches; expanded, 25
inches; right forearm, 9 inches; Wrist,.S inches; left arm the'
same; biceps, 8 inches; waist, 22 inches; right and left thigh; 17
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inches; calves, 9~ inches; ankles, 8 inches; across shoulders, 13
inches; arm, 17 inches, without the hand.

I. How are my measurements?
2. Hpw can I increase my strength?
3. Is running a good exercise to strengthen the calves?
4. Is jumping a good exercise?
5. How can I increase my muscles?
Hoping soon to receive an answer, yours truly,

JOHN KLOSOWSKL
Building B, Room 12, Fulton Street, Pullman, Ill.
I. Below par.
2. Take exercise in the open air in all outdoor sports. Use

Indian clubs and dumb-bells for fifteen minutes, five times a week.
3. Yes.
4- Yes.
5. Use three-pound dumb-bells.

PROF. FotTRMEN: I have been reading Tip Top for two years,
and thought I would write. I am 15 years II months old; 5 feet
4 inches, and weigh II9 pounds, dressed. 1Iy biceps are 10
inches; calf, 12 inches; forearm, 9:14 inches; neck, 13 inches;
chest, expanded, 33% inches; normal, 30~~ inches; hips, 29 itiches;
thighs, 19% inches.

How are my. measurements, and tell me are there anything
I can remedy? Yours respectfully, D. MERRILL.

You are fairly well built for your age.
All you need is general outdoor exercise.

PROF. FOtTRMEN: Last fall, while playing baseball, I threw my
arm out, and this spring it seems to be worse than ever, so that it
hurts in my arm and shoulder every time I throw a ball. It also
seems to take nearly all the strength out when I play ball rather
hard. Would massaging it and rubbing it. down with alcohol
every night help any, or could you tell me somethil1g to do to
help iitHoping to see your answer in the Tip Top physical
department, I remain, P. N. D.

Massage will help, but I am afraid I will have to give you the
advice I have given to other young pitchers-let baseball alone
for the season. That's the only way you can be sure of getting
your arm back in form.

PROF. FOtTRMEN: t am II steady reader of your notes in Tip
Top, and have decided to ask for a little information. My meas
urements are as follows: Age, IS years; height, S feet 3 inches;
diest, normal, 30 inches; expanded, 32 inches; waist, 29 inches;
right arm, 9% inches; left arm, 9% inches;. right forearm, 9%
inches; left forearm, 90 inches; right thigh, 180 inches; left
thigh, 18 inches; right calf, 13 inches ; left calf, 12* inches.

What I wish to ask is this: Where is my weak spot, and how
are my muscular proportions? What should I do to get in
good condition?

i am very short-winded.
How should I train for this?
Hoping to see this ht priht, I remain, a coti.stant reader of

Tip Top and a loyal friend to Burt L. $. .Yours truly,
J. HARRISON WILSON.

]'ryand g~e speCial atterlti6ft f6 y6itr left calf. Hop on your
left foot for a certain length of time each day.

For short wind, take long runs three times a week.

PROF. FOtTRMEN: Being readers of Tip Top, we take the liberty
to ask you a few questions. One of us is 13 years 8. months old;
weight, 106 pounds; height, 5 feet 3 inches; neck, 120 inches;
chest, normal, 30 inches ; expanded, 33 inches: breadth of chest,
IS inches; biceps, 80 inches; forearm, 7~ inches: thigh, 18%
inches; calf, 13 Inches: Wrist, 675 lfiches: waist, ~S75 inches.

The other one is II years 5 months old; weight, 75 pounds.
stripped; 4 feet 8% inches tall; waist, 25 inches; chest, normal.
27 inches; expahaed. :290 inehes; neck, tl inches; wrist, 6
inches;· breadth of chest, 130 inches; biceps, 8 inches ; forearm,
7 incttes; thigh, 14 inches; calf, 10 inches.

I. HoW are OUf measurements 1,

. 2. What exercise should we take to strettgthen the back, biceps
and wrist?

3. What muscles do boxing and wrestling exercise?
Excuse us for taking up too much room. We remain, yours,

VVOULD-BE ATHLEtES.
I. You are both stout, husk:J' feHows for your ages.
2. Try rowing.
3. Boxing and wrestling exercise all the muscles. W'restllng

will make you strong and heavy; boxing will make you quick.

PROF. FOURMEN: As I have been, and I am now, a constant
reader of the Tip Top Weekly, I take the liberty to ask you a few
questions.

I am a boy IS years of age; I am 5 feet 2 inches in height,
and I weigh 98 pounds. Do I weigh enough in comparison with
my age and height? If not, how can I increase my weight?

. If I run very far or walk fast I get a pain in my left side.
How can I overcome this.?

How far would you advise for a boy to walk before breakfast?
What exercise should I take to get more physical development?
Hoping to see this in next week's Tip Top, and thanking you

in advance, I remain, yours respectfully, CLYDE A. PUTNAM.
Jamestown, N. Y.
'What you need is outdoor exercise. You are a little light, but

not enough to amount to anything.
The stitch in your side will disappear if you run' every day,

increasing the length of your run each day.
Half a mile or so is enough before breakfast.
Use Indian clubs and light dumb-bell~.

FROl". FOURMEN : Being a tottstartt reader of the Tip Top
Weekly, I wish to ask a ·few questions.

How are my measurements compared with other boys of· my
age?

Age, 18 years; weight, 158 pounds; height, S feet 100 inches;
neck, IS inches; chest, normal, 35~ inches; chest, expanded, 38
inches; waist, 31 inches; arm, 12 irtches; forearm, 10% inches;
wrist, 7% inches; thigh, 210 inches; calves, 14 inches.

I have been chewing tobacco for ten years. How can I stop
it? How is bag-punching for exercise? Yours truly,

J, P. C.
Measurements good.
Just stop it. That's the only way.
Splendid.

PROF. FOtTRMEN: About three or four years ago I began to read
Tip Top, and it awakened in me an ambiiton to be strong and
manly, and I began to take exercises. ,

Here are my qteasurements: Age, 13 years 6 months; right
bicep, 8% inches; left, 8~ inches; right wrist, 50 inches; left,
S%. inches; right thigh, 190 inches; left, 19* inches; neck, 12
inches. .

I. What do you think of these measurements? . ,
2. Do you know of any boxing school in Cleveland, and wnat

are their prices?'
Thanking you in advance, I remain, yours, T. Av'E.'4Y.

I. Very good.
2. We know of no boxing scboolin Cleveland.

PROF. FOtTRMEN: I am a Tip Top reader; and ask your opinton
of my· measurements.

I am i:9 years old; height. 5 feet 40 Inches; weIght; 147
pounds; neck, 14 inches; should~rst I7~ inc~es;, arm, tl iMhes;
forearm, IOyS inches; wrist, .7~ inches; length of arm, 29 inches;
chest, 33 inches and 360 inches; waist, 31 inches; thighs, 19j4
inches; calves, 14 inches; ankles, 9 inches. I have lifted 200
pounds. Can raise 50 pounds above head with one hand.

\Vhere are my weak points? Is not my chest expansiorl shy?
Hoping to see this soon; I am yours; RoBERt M. CRAWFORO.

Your arms are your weakest point. They ought to be much
thicket..

Your chest expaiision is fail'.



TIP TOP BASE BALL TOURNAMENl"
OPENS THXS VVEEK..

THE PRIZES ARE:

ill

FIRST The Tip Top All American
Championship Pennant.

SECOND A Full E~ui~mentfor the
======== Two WInnIng Teams.

Each Player
on the

Winning Teams
will be

Awarded the
FoUowlng:

1 PAI~ BASE BALL T~OUSE~S

1 PAI~ BASE BALL SHOES

t B~E BALL SHIRT

1 BASE BALL CAP

t PAI~ BASE BALL STOCKINOS

The two teams which at the end of the season have the highest avera.!:)c, or,
in other words, play the greatest number of games, score the most runs, and have
been least scored against will be declared the winners.

Get Your Scores in 'Quick .
Managers and Captains of teams will do well to start in at once. They will

. ~nd the coupon for entering the scores upon, below.

TIP TOP BASB BALL TOURNAMENT COUPON
Name of Team Townll----:. 5tate Opponent's Nam_e _

NAMES Oll' TB,UI :POSITION N.AMBS Oll' TEA.1\[

PItcher

______________1 Catcher

_"--__-:-- III Base

____________.__..•._..... U Blse

________. ._._ 3d BISe
..__._.---------------

-----------------

_---------__._._ Sbort Stop ,--__

______________1 R.Fleld

----:-----------__ '-field

--------------1 L.Fleld

Winner Final Score Manager. -_:... -- .1..~



.... PLAY BALL·...

one Tip Top Baseball
Tournament for 1904
Is Open . ... . . . .

Do You Want a Chance for the Pennant?

Do You Want Your Team Equipped
With Baseball Outfits?

Then Look. Inside for Rules
and Full Particulars of Tour
naDlent and PLAY BALL!


