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FRANK MERRIWELL'S DOT=DEAD;
OR,

The ]:Joy from. AriZOX1a.

CHAPTER 1.

BILLY CROMWELL'S ARRIVAL.

By BURT L. S'TANDISH.

and best paying in the State. that there was little room
left for bestowing much care on his only son.

For three years a succession of Mexican women,
vVhen Billy Cromwell arrived at Farnham Hall, late

varied now and then by one of good old American
in September, -he never had seen a footb<\ll. But, then,

stock, performed the duties of nurse. Toward the end,
there were a good many things about the school which

their arrival and departure was so nearly synonymous
were new to Billy-so new and strange, in fact, as to

as to cause the elder Cromwell no small vexation.
arouse, feelings of carefully concealed wonder in his
mind. The climax was reached when Billy insinuated a

harmless, but extremely active, snake between the sheets .
Billy had spent everyone of his sixteen years on his

father's ranch in Arizona. The outfit was a large of his nurse's bed, throwing the woman into hysterics,
one, and Billy was the only youngster about the place. and causing her to shake the dust of the Cromwell
Consequently, those sixteen years had been one long . ranch house from her feet with great precipitation,
succession of joyous, happy days, uncurbed and unre- and to the accompaniment of some home truths which

were much to the point.
strained by disagreeable duties or trying parental in-
terference. She was the last of a long line of harassed, distracted

Billy did not remember his mother. She had died females. A week followed during which John Crom

when he was barely a year old, leaving him to the well could not spare the time necessary for going to

care of his father, whose mind was already so taken town. Then, just as he was on the point of starting

up with the business of making his ranch the largest -with some reluctance, it must be said-=he happened
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to encounter his troublesome offspring astride of a
small pony which one of the infatuated cow-punchers
had secretly broken and trained to docility. This he
had taught the child to ride.

That settled the nurse question for good and all.
A boy who could ride as fearlessly and well as this one
had no need of a woman to look after him.

'With a sigh of relief, Cromwell turned his horse
and rode back to the distant round-up, and Billy's in
dependence dated from that moment.

Absolutely fearless and with a very winning per
sonality, he soon became the pet of the bunk house and
spent a great deal more time there than with his father.
The punchers taught him to shoot and ride and rope,
and by the time he was twelve he could manage any
thing in the way of horseflesh on the ranch, was hard

,.as nails, and could lick his weight in wild cats in a
rough-and-tumble, unscientific manner.

He was often away from the ranch house for weeks

at a time, visiting the different line camps or going off

into the mountains by himself to hunt.

Several times, during the four years which followe<i,
his father insisted upon his attending the nearest
school, which was twenty miles away. There Billy
made the teacher's life so miserable that she was only
too glad to forgive his long and frequently repeated
absences.

The result was that he reached the age a f sixteen
with only the most sketchy sort of an education, and
his ignorance of so many things which boys half his
age have at their tongue's end was positively ap
palling.

Eappily for him-though he did not see it in that
Jight-there arrived· at the ranch about this time a
friend of his father's, from Chicago. This friend at
once sensed the situation and lost no time in showing
John Cromwell the error of his ways.

"It's perfectly appalling, John," he said, at the con

clusion of a caustic little exposition of the facts.

"You've let the boy run wild, and he doesn't know as

.much as the average child of ten. You should send

him away to school instantly."

The elder Cromwell flushed guiltily.

"I reckon you're right, Jim," he acknowledged.
"I've had so much on my mind that I've let things slide.
He's been to school over at Benson every winter for
three years, though. I sure don't see what he did with
his time there."

"Woman teacher, I suppose," remarked James Blan

combe shortly.

Cromwell nodded.

"Sure," he returned.

"He probably spent about half the time cutting up
and the other half playing h<?oky,', Blaricombe said
shrewdly. "What he needs is a man's hand. Billy's
as nice a boy as I ever knew, John, but he's had his
own way so long that he's getting spoiled. What you .
want to do is to put the curb on right away and send
him to a boy's school where he'll have a good, healthy
amount of discipline, and be thrown with a lot of boys
his own age. There's nothing like it to show a chap
that he isn't the only little pebble on the beach."

"That's so, Jim," Cromwell admitted. "I've been a
fool to let it go so long. Trouble is I don't know beans
about schools, and I might get him into a bad one that
would be a heap worse than none at all."

"You can't make ar mistake if you send him to the

American School of Athletic Development," Blal1

combe returned. "It's run by a man named Merriwell,

who is the best all-round chap I ever met."

He proceeded to describe the school in detail, and
his friend heartily approved of the idea. An hour
later Billy was summoned, and, when he appeared,
quite unsuspecting of what was in store for him, he
received the ultimatum.

Atfirst he protested strenuously, but with absolutely
110 effect. 'When John Cromwell made up his mind it
took something like. a cataclysm of nature to change
him. Finding his protests unavailing, Billy grew angry
and absolutely refused to go. He was speedily brought
to a realizing sense that his father was boss.

Then he sulked, but he might have spared himself

the trouble. When James Blancombe started for Chi

cago' Billy, clad in the uncomfortable and unfamiliar

garb of civilization, as conceived by the proprietor of

the general store at Benton, accompanied him.
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By this time he was resigned to the inevitable, for

he was too sensible to make himself uncomfortable by

clinging to a grouch when there was nothing to be

gained thereby. Nevertheless, he did not view the

prospect before him with the least enthusiasm. The

thought of being confined in a school, with a lot of

hateful teachers to order him around, was far from

being in pleasant contrast to the free, untrammeled life

he had always led.

"There'll be a lot of fool kids, too," he thought con

temptuously, "who don't know how to do a darned

thing but study and play silly games. I sure don't see

how I'm going to stand it without seeing the boys for

so long, or having broncs to break, or anything that's

any fun."

His traveling companion, making a shrewd guess as

to what the boy's attitude \~ould be, tried diplomati

cally to prepare him a little for what he would have to

expect when he landed in the 'midst of four hundred

odd boys of all ages and temperaments.

It was impossible, however, to convey to a chap,

whose horizon was so limited, a conception of what he

would be up against. Blancombe, therefore, with the

best intentions in the 'world, only succ.eeded in strength

ening Billy's belief that he, "a man of the world," who

had seen life in the rough and lived with real men,

was doon'led to a long sojourn among a crowd of im

mature boys.

He gatilered one fact, however, which pleased him.

Evidently his waking time would not be devoted en

tirely to study. There wer<~, according to Blancombe,

frequent periods of relaxation, during which one might

accomplish many things. The prospect was not un

attractive. ~

"I don't s'pose they ever saw a cow-puncher," he

thought. "I'll show 'em the real article. I'll make

'em sit up and take notice. I reckon there'll be some

fun in that."

The more he considered, the more the prospeCt ap

pealed to him.

"I sure will," he murmured softly. "I'll have 'em

feeding out of my hand inside a week."

But Billy still had many things to learn.

CHAPTER II.

FIRST IMPRESSIONS.

Through some mistake of James Blancombe's, they

arrived at Bloomfield a day late, and thus missed being

one of the crowd of boys returning from the summer

vacation, or entering school for the first time.

The train, instead of being crowded to its utmost

capacity by a joking, laughing, wriggling mob of

youthful humanity, was comparatively empty. So was

the station, with its hacks which had been in such de

mand the day before; so was the winding ribbon of a

road circling picturesquely past well-kept farms inter

spersed with stretches of pasture land and woods.

The boy was languidly interested in these evidences

of the rural nature of the neighborhood, but con

temptuous, withal, at the cramped, restricted scope of

the farms. Compared with those in the West, they

were puny indeed. Still, he was glad to find the school

located \vhere there was enough space in which ~o

breathe.

His condescension wore a bit thin, however, as the

horse emerged from a stretch of pine-bordered road,

turned in between two great posts of rough stone, and

took the "vide, curving driveway at a walk.

There was something about the whole picture spread
out before him which made Billy straighten up involun

tarily and sweep back the straggling lock of yellow hair

that trailed down over his gray eyes.

A great mas,s of buildings, built of mellowed red

brick, occupied the upper end of a wide plateau., Be

hind them, forming a setting of dark green, was a

stretch of woods; whil~ on the other side,extending

for a considerable distance, was a level, grassy expanse

at least half a mile long, beyond which a rather abrupt

slope led down to the edge of a fair-sized lake.

Though Billy did not realize it, the situation had

been chosen with great care, and was an ideal one for

,its purpose, The open e~panse:of turf served, in

part, as an athletic field. In the middle was thed~?:-.

tmond and gridiron. On one side a number of perfect

tennis courts had been constructed. The lake was

handy for water sports in the summer, or skating and

ice hockey in the winter..

Though the boy from .Arizona would ha\'e denied
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the accusation indignantly, he felt an odd thrill which
he could not understand, as his eyes roamed over the
whole panorama and returned swiftly to the build
ings, before which a number of figures were strolling
about, or sprawling upon the steps.

His ideas as to what Farnham Hall would be like
had been vague, but they were certainly nothing like
the reality. This was so much bigger than anything
he had ever imagined that he felt just a little awed, and
it suddenly came to him that other things about the
school might be different as well.

The instant he realized the trend of his thoughts,
however, he scowled fiercely and assumed an expres-"
sian of bored indifference. Those boys, now glancing
curiously toward the approaching carriage, must never
be allowed to imagine that this was. not an everyday
experience with him.

Nevertheless, as he stepped out a moment or two
later and reached for his wicker suit case, he was pain
fully conscious of that battery of eyes directed upon
him, and when he turned and walked toward the steps,
it was extremely difficult to do it in the natural, indif
ferent manner which he had planned.

He realized suddenly that his trousers were much
too tight and that his coat was riding up on'his neck.
The vivid plaid, which he had. thought rather fetch
ing, became strident until it almost shrieked aloud. He
felt his ears begin to burn,and, before he had stum
bled past the group, who did not utter a word, but
only looked, his face was flaming with embarrassment
and his ire rapidly was mounting to fever heat.

He was angry with himself for having been so easily
"fussed" by a lot of immature, inexperienced boys.
He was furious at Blancombe for having been the
means of his being here instead of on the ranch, where
he belonged and where he felt at h~me. He was also
more than provoked that the older man had done noth

ing to help him preserve his attitude.of indifference as
he ran that gantlet of curious eyes. 1£ only his com
panion had engaged him in conversation it would kave
been vastly easier.

The result was that, by the time he landed in Frank
Merriwell's office, he was mad all over and ready to
let loose his temper at the slightest provocation. He

would show this principal, or whatever he was, that
there was one youth, at least, who· was 110t going to
be so easy to handle as this crowd of immature East

erners. He would make it plain from the first that he

was not in that class at all.

Just how he meant to go about it he did not know.
There was, in fact, no time at all in which to plan

'anything" for Blancombe did 110t pause in the hall,.
but made at once for a door on the right. The next

moment Billy, his face still somewhat flushed and his
expression more sullen than usual, found hims,:lf in a
large, square, well-lighted room, furnished plainly but
thoroughly, and occupied by a young and impressive

man.

The latter arose instantly and greeted Blancombe
warmly. As Billy watched him and listened to his
voice, the rebellious, angry 11100d began to wear thin.
The man was so totally different from anything he had
ever fancied, that the boy's interest was at once
aroused. A little later, when Merriwell shook hands
with him and began to ask a few questions, he found
himself talking about his life on the ranch with a free
dom fro111 either embarrassment or animosity. This
change astonished him as he thought about it later.

His heart warmed toward this man who knew ranch
life so well, and who, it appeared, actually owned a big
outfit in \Vyoming. He felt, somehow, as' if he had

.met a kindred spirit who understood him and could

sympathize with his feelings at being brought fro111 the
free, boundless life on the open range to the compara
tively cramped, confining limits of civilization.

"It will be a little hard at firs,t," Merriwell concluded,
"to get used to the change, but I think you soon will
come to see that there are advantages quite apart from
those of education. .A school like this is really a little

world in itself, and you come up against most of the
difficulties and problems you encounter later in life.
You'11 have to make your way by effort and ability

by doing things which will win the liking· and respect
of those about you-by standing on your own feet, in

other words. I don't think you will find the Ii fe here
uninteresting."

He paused an instant, but Cromwell made no com
ment.
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"You don't agree with me?" Merry went on, read

ing the boy's face like an 'open book.

"Not-exactly, sir," Billy stammered. "After the

ranch, this will be rather-tame."

, A shadowy smile flickered across Frank's expressive

countenance. Other boys had come to Farnham Hall

\\" j th the same idea, and had speedily changed their

minds.

"'Whatever else you may :find it," he said quietly, "I

dOIl't think it will be that. Do you play football?"

"N . I' ".l 0, SIr. ve never seen a game.

Merriwell's eyes flitted over the litl1e, muscular fig

ure of the boy before him and came to rest 011 the

clean-cut, bronzed face.

"You'll learn," he said incisively. "You ought to

make good at it, too. You've just the build for end.

But that will all come later. Just now I'll haye one

of the boys show you your room and introduce Y01[ to

some of the fellows. You can take to-day to get set

tled down, and start in with the rest to-morrow."

"Very well, sir," Cromwell answered, with an ex

cess of that bored, slightly indifferent manner which

had cropped out every now and then duriJ;lg the con

versation.

lvlerriwell's lips parted as if he meant to say some

thing. but they closed again almost as quickly. His

first impulse had been to give Cromwell a bit of advice

regarding his attitude toward the boys he was about to

meet. He decided, however, that it would be quite

wasted. The youth from Arizona was one of those

who have to learn most things by experience, and this

was one of them.

The realization that life here was very different from

what the Western lad had imagined it; the discov~ry

that he was of vastly little less importance among

this crowd of boys than he supposed, might be more

or less painful and humiliating, but it would be good

discipline.

Therefore Merry kept his peace, but there was an

odd expression in his eyes as he bent over and pressed

a button on his desk.

When the attendant appeared, a moment or two

later, Merry hesitated for a few moments.

"Find Herman Coors, Robert," he said at length,

"and ask him to step in here for a moment."

Since the disillusioning process was necessary, it

might as well be done thoroughly and well.

CHAPTER III.

STARTING WRONG.

As the door opened a little later, Billy could not

help glancing curiously in that direction. He saw a

lithe, lean, tall chap, somewhere near his own age,

whose hair and eyes were of almost the same shade

of brown, and upon whose tanned face dwelt an ex

pression of guileless innocence which made the fellow

from Arizona curl his lips slightly.

"You wished to speak to me, sir?" inquired the new

comer, in a gentle, rather drawling voice.

Merry's face was quite serious, but an odd twinkle

lurked in his dark eyes.
"Yes, Coors," he returned briskly; "I want you to

know Cromwell, from Arizona, who has just arrived."

The brown-haired chap looked at Billy with widen

ing eyes, and then came slowly forward.

"Glad to meet you," he drawled, extending a some

what limp hand.

'With a feeling of grim pleasure, Billy gripped the

unresisting fingers with a vigor which brought a half

stifled exclamation from Coors' lips, and caused him to

snatch his hand away with the greatest precipitation,

a spasmof pain crossing his face at the same instant.

Merriwell, apparently not noticing the little incident,

,vent on at once:

"I wish you'd show Cromwell to his room, Coors.

It's number eight on your corridor. After that you

might take him down and introduce him to some of

the boys."

Coors ceased nursing his hand and dropped it to

his side.

"Very we)l, sir," he acquiesced, without any very

great enthusiasm.

Taking the key from Frank, he turned toward the

door, and then paused a moment while Billy picked.

up his bag and followed him. A moment later they
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l.vere out in the hall, with the ofUce door closed behind

them.

"Say i" exclaimed Coors, regarding his companion

with some displeasure. "Do you always shake hands

like that ?"
"Like what?" Billy inquired innocently.

"The \yay you did with me."

"\Vhy, \rhat was the matter with it?" Cromwell

a:-ked, elevating his eyebrows in surprise.

"Oh, nothing," Coors retorted, in a slightly injured

tone. "On]y :rou came near breaking the bones in 111y,

{ingers."

Billy smiled wickedly.

"DieIn't know you \vere so soft," he returned, in a

sarcastic tone.

'Tm not !" Coors tejoined indignantly. "E\'en if

~'Ot1 do have a Jot of muscle, it don't follow you've got

1.••:> use it all every time you shake hands."

"~\ll r' exclaimed CromwelL "If you think that's

[tIl the muscle I\'e got, you're sure away off."

Somewhat mollified by the look of awe on his COl11

t,:lnion's face, he went on in a slightly patronizing tone:

"\Vhy, out in Arizona we don't think anything of

handling a steer on the peck without any help at all,

"ne! that sure takes some strength, I tell you."

Coars' .eyes widened alarmingly.

"What's on the peck ?" he asked, in a puzzled tone.

"Mad-:-crazy mad," Cromwell explained patroniz-

ingly, "They nm amuck sometimes and try to gore
a,nybody or anything they see."

"Gee 1'; exclaimed Coors. "And you tackle them all

by yourself?"

HSure. Throw 'em with a rope and tie 'ern fast."

"Whew I" Coors whistled. "I wouldn't like that for

a cent. Don't they ever get loose and gore you?"

Billy shrugged his shoulders.

"Oh, sure," he answered airily. "You'have to run

the risk, though. I once' saw a man killed that 'way,

but, then, he wasn't much more than a tenderfoot."

By this time they had reached the room, and (pars

gave a slight shudder as he unlocked the door and

threw it open. He was evidently greatly impressed by

his companion's nonchalance, and the indifferent man-

ner in \vhich he spoke of having witnessed the goring

to death of a human being.
"My gracious I" he exclaimed, as they stepped inside

the door. "1 suppose you've seen lots of desperate

things done. Do you live on a ranch?"
"Sure-biggest one in Arizona-two hundred thou

sand head of steers on the range of over a million

acres."

Coors gasped. ..

"A million acres I" he repeated incredulously. "Are

you trying to string me?"

"Not a bit," assuled Cromwell, pleased by the other's

astonishment. "It covers over half of a county."

Apparently almost stunned with amazement, Coors

dropped into a chair and cogitated for a moment 111

silence.

"And horses?" he questioned dazedl)'.

"Thousands of 'em," was the nonchalant reply.

"You-didn't ever break one of those-er-wild

bronchos, did you?" queried the brown-haired chap.

Billy laughed.

"Hundreds of 'em," he retorted. "\Vhy, that's my

specialty at the ranch, kiddo. The boys used to call

me Broncho Bill, you know."

"Gee 1" came in awe-strucktones. "Think of that 1
Broncho Bill 1 \Vhat a corking name I'"

Billy was now thoroughly enjoying himself. The

wondering admiration of this fellow was as incense to

his nostrils, and \vas but a forerunner of the attitude

the whole school would probably adopt toward him.

He was not given to boasting, but he had not been

able to :esist the gasping astonishment of this ex

tremely verdant tenderfoot, and had even gone to the

length of embroidering a tasteful little pattern on the

solid ground of truth.

"Oh, that's' nothing," he said, taking his seat on the

edge of the table and swinging one foot' carelessly.

"All the boys have names like that. Sometimes they

call me Billy, the Kid, after the famous outlaw. who

shot up so many men, you know."

"Gracious!" burst from Coors, in a tone ofexdte

ment. "You don't mean to say that there was any
that you ever--"

"Oh, of course I never did anything like that," the'
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boy from Arizona put in, his accent intimating as

plainly as could be that he was, nevertheless, still a

pretty bad nut. ,

Coors bent forward, both hands grasping the chair

arms, his eyes open to their widest extent.

"Billy," he almost whispered, "you didn't-ever
shoot a man, did you?"

His tone was that of one hoping against hope, and

Billy could not resist it. He glanced out of the win

dow, his fac-= set in lines of sorrowful regret for the

misdeeds of which he had never been guilty.

"Twice," he murmured. "Of course," he went on,

~purrecl by a gurgle from Coors, "one of 'em was an

outlaw and would have killed me if I hadn't drawn

first. The other--- \Vell, it was my devilish temper.

I see red when I'm riled, you know. and this man got

up ,against me at his 0\vt1 risk. Still, I don't like to

think ofhi111 as he lay there-his face--"

He broke off with a very realistic shudder and

glanced about the room as if in an attempt to get away
frAm the unpleasant memories aroused by this effective,

but wholly fictitious, child of his fertile brain.

"Not a bad room," he commented condescendingly.
"I .reckon I'll be fairly comfortable here. Of course

I'm used to roughing it, though."

In reality the room was far better than any he had

ever had, but it would never do to allow that fact to

be suspected.

Coors was not interested in the matter, ho\",'ever.

He was impatient to get downstairs again and intro
duce to his particular friends this unusual and thriil

ing addition to the school.

"Don't stop now to unpack your bag," he urged.

"Come on down and meet the fellows. They'll be

crazy to see you and hear about some of the things
you've been through."

So Cromwell, after holding back a little for the sake

of effect, pt:esently gave in al1d accompanied his new

acquaintance downstairs. His spirits had increased
wonderfully, and he no longer regarded the school ex

perience as an unmitigated bore. He would have the

time of his life stuffing these innocents full of all sorts

of stories. Already he saw himself the center of an
interested group, each member of. which hanging on

his words and listening to his experiences with awed
amazement, evincing in their every gesture and ex
pression the intense respect they held for this boy,

\"hose life had been crowded full of such varied and,
blood-stirring perils.

He had no fear of his stock of stories failing him.

The cow-punchers on the ranch, in years gone by,

had stuffed him exactly as he purposed stuffinghis ne\,..

and more innocent companions. He had only to re

peat these interesting tales, \lIlith or without adornment,'

and, when in doubt. he had a vivid imagination.
He almost laughed aloud as he considered the allur

ing prospect. \Vhy, it was like taking candy from an
infant in arms! He would own the school in less than

forty-eight hours.
As has been remarked, Billy had much to learn. His

first lesson was fast approaching, however.

CHAPTER IV.

THE FIRST LESSON.

As the two boys emerged upon the stone terrace
which ran along the front of the building, Billy saw

that there were only eight or ten fell,oW's left of the
much larger number which had been there when he

drove up a little while before.

Had he carried his observation farther, instead of
allowing his mind to dwell upon the impression he

was going to make, he might have noticed the air of

eager expectation p~rvadillg the group. This was ap

parent in the swift turning of each head as the sound
of footsteps resounded on the flagging.

The eyes bent upon him were not filled altogether

with curiosity, either, though Billy saw only that.
There was a faint undercur,rent of suppr.essed mirth,

stronger in some than in others, according to their

measure of self-control.
"Fellows," said Coors, breaking the silence, "we lit

tle knew \\That was in store for us when that carriage
drove up this morning. this is William Cromwell.

alias Billy, the Kid, alias Broncho Bill, formally a
cow-puncher 011 his father's ranch in Arizona."

Billy was no fool, and, at this decidedly unexpected



8 TIP TOP \VEEKLY.

thin, wiry, and

Say, Bill, you

manner of introduction, he turned swiftly and shot a
glance of suspicion at Coor». The latter's face, how
ever, was so innocent and guileless, so evidently earnest

and sincere, that the \Vesterner decided he must have
been wrong, and he fixed his gaze again upon the

group, having'thus missed a sudden convulsion on the

part of one boy, which was as swiftly squelched by a

sharp, admonitory prod from the elbow of another, .
Each face was now grave and serious, with a more

or less gratifying expression of awed amazement.

"A cow-puncher?" exclaimed one..

"Gee! \Vhat do you know about that?"
"Billy, the Kid!" cried another. "\\Thy, he was a

desperate outlaw. You don't mean to say, Herm, that

Cromwell--"
"I say nothing," Coors broke in, with significant

emphasis. "I only know that's what they called him.

Cowboys have a way, I believe, of hitting the nail on

the head."
A simultaneous gasp arose from the astonished

group.
"'Whew!" exclaimed Don Shasta,

black-haired. "That's going some.

never really shot anybody, did you?"

Cromwell hesitated an instant, a curious feeling of
shame coming over him. For the first time he realized

that he was telling an out-and"'0ut lie. Before, it had

seemed rather a good joke to stuff the innocent appear

ing Coors full of nonsense, but to stand up before a

crowd and repeat it all, was rather different. Still,
having committed :himself, he could not very well back

water without making himself a laughingstock, so he

resolved to brazen it out.

"I had to shoot an outlaw once," he replied shortly.

"But the other," Coors urged eagerly. "Tell 'em

about the time you saw red."

Billy felt his face growing decidedly florid, and his

eyes sought the ground.

"I'd rather not talk about that," he began. "It

.isn't-.;.-"

He broke off abruptly and threw back his head in a '

startled way. The pent-up emotions of Jack Ranleigh
had found vent in a shriek of hystericallaughter":which
:was like a spark of gunpowder.... Instantly a roar-of

delight arose from the group, mingled \vith a Gatling

fire'of joshing exclamations: i

"Oh, vou Broncho Billl"

"You Billy, the Kid!"

"He saw red and shot a man I"

"And now he don't like to talk about it '"
"Ain't he the bold, ba-ad boy I"

"Does he carry a gun?"

"Sure he does."

"Search him and see."

"I'm sca't to."

"What of?"

"He might see red and shoot me up."

With scarlet face and drooping jaw, Billy stared at

the joyous, grinning, transformed faces of the fellows

before him. For a second he did not understand, for

it had all come about so suddenly. Then, \yith the

blood tingling in his very finger tips, he realized that.

they were making game of him. JIhe whole thing had

been a put-up job from the very first.

He whirled furiously on Coors, only to be met ""ith
an even broader grin than showed on any of the other

faces. The wide, generous mouth was parted over

two rows of perfect teeth, and the brown eyes were

almost invisible as the fellow fairly shook with the

intensity of his mirth.

As Coors met Cromwell's baleful glare he choked

convulsively.

"Look out how he shakes hands with you, fellows,"

Coors gasped. "He's got a grip like iron that'll

break every bone in your hands. He goes out every
morning before breakfast and ties up a ramping, roar

ing steer for exercise, all by his little self. His

specialty is the breaking of those wild, fiery, untamed

horses of the plains, known in the vernacular as

broncs. He's subdued thousands by the power of his

awful eye alone. \Vhen he fastens that orb upon them,

they crumple before him, their spirit is gone, they roll

over at his command and speak cutely when he so de

sires. He's the only, original, red-eyed cowboy from

the great and wooll)'--"

CromweJl waited to hear no more. His first im
pulse had been to fling himself upon the taunting

wretch and fight it out then and there. A swift sec-
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CHAPTER y~ond thought, however, told him that he would never

stand a show against the whole bunc;h, who.}Vould un
THE PROGRESS OF BILLY~

doubtedly come to the rescue of one of their number.
Billy Cromwell lay in the shade of a tree to one side

He would have to wait until he got his tormeptor
of the football field and scowled. In the one short

alone before he administered the well-deserved pun-
week since his entrance to Farnham Hall his wholeishment.
scheme of life had been upset and turned topsy-turvy.

Flight "ns the only other way whereby he could
The feeling of patronizing superiority with whichescape the lash of that mocking, laughing voice; so he

he had at first looked down upon his inexperienced, im
turned, and, dashing past Coors, flung himself against

mature companions had lasted a scant twenty-four
the door and disappeared within.

hours. At the end of that time he had been forced
For a second he halted inside to get his breath and

to the realization that, while they might be inexperi
compose his features, and, as he stood there, he heard

enced regarding a few details of ranch life, they were
one of the crowd outside gasp in a strangled voice:

very wise about everything else under the sun.
"Ever run up against anything like that in Colo- Looking back upon that revQlutionary w~ek, he

facIo, Hermie?" found himself wondering at his belief that he could
"Can't say I have," laughed Coors, "and we've had string them with faked-up stories of his life in the

a great line of punchers in the outfit, too." \Vest. Never for an instant had one of them been

Billy gave a start and hastened on through the hall. fooled. Instead, they had deftly turned the tables and

Colora,do! Outfit! \Vas it possible that-- got the laugh on him a dozen times a day.

Suddenly he darted forward and caught a passing Not since that first humiliating experience had Billy

boy by th~ arm. let fall a word of his vYestern experiences, either real

"You know Herman Coors?" he demanded without or fictional. The lesson had been a bitter one, but it
preamble. was effectual. His'lips were forever sealed on that

The astonished youngster wriggled out of his grasp subj ect, but there seemed to be innumerable other ways
and skipped off a few feet. in which his companions, adept as they were by long

practice, could work up schemes to fool him."Sure," he retorted. "Say, ,,-hat's biting you, any-
Time and time again, after he had bitten like a

how? You act like you were bughouse."
sucker, he vowed that he would never believe a thing

"\Vhere's he come from?" Cromwell asked shortly.
anybody told him. Sometimes not an hour would

"\Yhere'shis home?"
elapse before he was taken in by an open, candid face

"On a ranch in Colorado," retorted the boy with and an innocent, sincere manner.
equal brevity. "\Vhat's up?" .

During the first few days he had come to "hate 'it all
Billy made no answer, but strode away, his face intensely, and he would have given anything to be able

fro,~ming and the color slowly rising again. He had
to leave the school at once. He would have done so

been fooled and made game of. Coors had deliberately
without waiting for permission from his father but for

led him on by pretending ignorance of anything \Vest-
ern, whereas he was really a vYestern boy himself, the pride which kept him from acknowledging defeat.

and very likely knew as much about ranch life as He determined to stick it out in spite of everything,
Billy did. and show these dubs that he could beat them at their

"It's a dirty trickt" the latter burst out furiously' own game as soon as he learned the rules.

when he had gained his room. "He did it all on pur- Latterly, another motive had come to bolster up the

pose, and if I don't pay up the low-down coyote good first one. In spite of the joshing and teasing and con

and proper for it, I'm a liar! I'll show him it isn't stant verbal dashes, he was conscious of a growing

healthy to play tricks on Bill Cromwell." liking for the school. Though he did not acknowledge
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it in so many words, he was becoming fond of the place

and interested in the life there.
With the constant clashing of wits, the necessity for

being always on the alert, the games, the sports,-the

many varied interests, he realized that Frank Merri

well was right when he said, that first day, that ex

istence at Farnham Hall never would be tame.

Billy had come to like many of the fellows, too, even
though they did josh him all they could. He was sen

sible enough to realize that he had, ina measure,

brought it On himself. He could not very well stand
out against everybody, and so he took his medicine in

a good-natured manner, hitting back whenever he

could and coming to enjoy the sport to a greater or
less extent.

His animosity seemed to have centered entirely on

Herman Coors, whom he considered responsible for

that first humiliation. He hated the brown-haired chap·

. intensely, and much of his spare ti~e was spent in
thinking out ways of getting even.

It proved to be a more difficult proposition than it
had seemed at first. There had been no opportunity

for startihg a fight, for, though Coors was not back

\vard abo~t joshing him, Billy felt that he would be

only making a fool of himself if he lost his temper

and treated the matter seriously. Moreover, having
watched his enemy boxing in the gym, he began to

have grave doubts as to his coming out ahead in an
encounter.

As yet he had not hit upon another way. 1£ he could

only get Coors out on the ranch, it.would be a simple
matter to triumph over him in shooting, roping, or

any other cow-puncher accomplishment. Unfortu
nately that was impossible, and Billy was deCidedly

deficient in the games and pastimes in vogue at the
school.

Tennis be watched in scornful bewilderment.. It
seemed kiddish beyond words to spend so much effort

in sending a silly little ban into certain ~arked-off

spaces on either side of a net. He could not under

stand how fellows could play it by the hour with every
evidence of interest, while others watched the foolish

battin~ back and fortli with attention which verged
sometimes on actual excitement.

He cared little more for land hockey, a game often

indulged in on the gridiron after the football practice
was at an end, and in which half the school sometimes

took part. It was a shade better than tennis, perhaps,

but that was all.
Football, however, was a 'different proposition. In

the beginning he had watche·d it, languidly uninter

ested. The preliminary practice bored him. . He could

not see anything entertaining in that constant reitera

tion of the same move. It seemed so absurd for a

dozen fellows to just pass the ball from one to the

other for half hours at a time, or for others, gather~d

in little groups of four or six, to wear themselves out

making short plunges forwfird, only to stop, return,

and do it all o~er again.

He did not, in short, understand the game at all, nor

see that all this work was necessary before the teani

could be even selected, much less playa real game.

Only the day before, however, two teams had been

picked out and a short game played, at the sight of
which Billy sat up and began to take· notice. He
watched with intense interest the progress of the ball

down the field. His eyes sparkled as he beheld the
success of certain strategies. His face flushed, and

the blood tingled in his finger tips at the clash of man

meeting man, the thud of strenuous contact, the shrill

voice of the quarter back calling out signals the mean~

iug of which he could not grasp.

This was a man's game, he decided, after it was all

over and the tired fellows trooping back to the house

for a shower and rubdown. It was the sort of thirtg

he would like to play himself; and that evening, during

the hourly study period after supper,· he lost himself·

in dreams of what he might accomplish if he could

only learn football and be given a chance 011 th6 field.

He was out early the next afternoon, but made no

attempt to approach the fellow who was acting as cap~

tain, with a request that he be allowed a trial. He was
too wary for that. Experience lateiy had taught him

not to plunge headlong into anything before he· had
thought it out to the last detail.

He was absolutely inexperienced in the game, and
the chances were thaf he would be turned down amI

laughed to scorn, especially since Ogden Marshall, act-
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ing captain, had been one of the foremost in pestering

him.

He did not understand that the right sort of fellow

at the head of any branch of athletics never allows

personal feeling to interfere with his ju<..lgment. He

must be always on the alert for good material, and

should never turn down any boy, eyen though he may

know nothing of the game, who sho;vs strength and

grit and, a desire to make good.

So Billy took his place under a tree, determined to

watch through another afternoon's practice before he

made up his mind. To-day the work started off with a

brisk half hour of real playing, in the midst of which

Cromwell suddenly gave an exclamation of delight.

Herman Coors played on one of the teams, and Bill
had just seen him 'tackled \"ith a precision and force

which brought him crashing to the ground in no gentle

manner.

The sight settled his mind once and for all. \Vhat

one fellow could do, he himself could likewise accom
plish. Here, at last, was the.. thing he had been wish

ing for. If he could only get into the game, he would

have countless chances for going for his enemy in a

perfectly legitimate manner.

When he learned how, he could .tackle Coors, just

as that boy had tackled him a moment before, only a
good bit harder. He could lay for him at every oppor

tunity, break up his plays, and do his best to make his
. life miserable. I

The next moment he was on his feet making rapidly

for the center of the field.

CHAPTER VI.

o N T H·E S C RUB.

\Vaiting until the turmoil of the next down had sub
sided, the chap from i Arizona 'walked up to IVlarshall

and touched him on the arm. The captain ;turned

.abruptly on him, breathing hard and wiping the' perspi

ration from his face.

"V'lell?" he snapped, in no gentle tones.
"i want to know if you'll give me a chance to go.

in," Cromwell said sturdily.

Marshall glared at him fiercely. '

"Are you nutty?" he demanded. "Do you think I'm

going to hold up the game to listen to such rot f Get

off the field and do it quick 1"
Billy's face flamed, and he clenched both fists. Then

he realized in time that he had no right to be angry

at the fellow's tone. He should have known better

than to butt'in during the progress of the game. He

would never have done it had he not been spurred on

by the idea of getting even wit~ Coors.

\Vithout a word, he turned and walked toward the

side lines, and thus missed seeing Coors catch Marshall

by the sleeve and whisper a few \~ords into his ear.
The next instant, however, he heard the captain's

voice bellowing after him:

"Hey, you, Broncho I I'll talk to you after the
game's over."

Billy stopped, whirled around, and then. with a sigh
of relief, he resumed his progress toward the side line,

thankful for whatever had induced MarshaU to change
his mind.

For the next half h~ur he waited patiently, speett,..,

lating the while as to what his chances would be. Wh(:n
the game firially came to an end and the fellows scat

tered over the field for individual practice, he made

no attempt to move until Marshall waved an arm and

shouted again the name for \\'hich he himself was re
sponsible, but which he disliked so much, because it

r~minded him constantly of that humiliating morning.

As he approached on the run, he was conscious of
l\Iarshall's speculative scrutiny, and even after he came

to a stop before the captain,the latter continued td

look him over in silence.

'~You want to try, for the team, do you?;' he asked

at length.

"Yes."

"Humph!" commented Marshall. "\Vhydidn't you

come out with the others?"

"I-I didn't think about it then," Billy explained

slowly.

"\Vhy not?"

"\Vell, I've-never played before."

The captain's eyebrows went up.
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UOh! Never played, eh?"
"No."
There was a momentary silence.
"What do you weigh?" was the next query, in a

rather impatient tone.
"About one hundred and fifty-five."
"Stripped?"
Billy nodded, and Marshall looked more interested.

I
"Not so bad," he commented. "You're pretty good

on your pins, aren't you?"

"I don't get winded easily."

The captain stepped forward and felt Billy's muscle.

"Hard as nails,"he murmured~' "Can you stand
a lot of knocking about?"

"Sure."

"Just as well, because that's about all you'll get,"
Marshall grinned. "I may as well tell you right now
that there isn't much chance of your making the regu
lar team. I've got enough fellows who have played
the game and know it from A to Z. I'm willing to try
you out on the scrub, though, and, of course, there's
always a bare chance that a chap will make good and
get a boost. That suit you ?"

"I'll be playing against the regular team, then, won't
I?" Cromwell asked.

"Part of the time--ye~."

"Then I'll do it," Billy returned decidedly. "When
do you want me to come out?"

"To-morrow afternoo:Q, at three sharp. You haven't
any suit, I suppose?"

"No, but I can buy one, can't I?"

"Yes. Mr. Merriwell keeps a supply of athletic stuff
on hand. Go to him after practice and. he'll fit you
out Don't forget-:..three to-morrow."

"I won't" .

Billy left the field ra¢er pleased with himself. He
wou14 almost rather be on the scrub than the regular
team, for he would be constantly up against Herman
Coors, and. it would. be strange if he didn't manage
to get in a few kno~s now and then at the fellow he
hated.

Having fitted himself out, he dressed early, with
some assistance from one of the boys, and appeared on

the field in the full glory of his unaccustomed raiment,
which contrasted vividly with the 'torn, stained, bat
tle-scared attire of most of his companions.

As these appeared, they greeted him with various

jests and witticisms. "
"Look at Broncho, fellows."
"Ain't he the spotless young.lily."
"He won't be that long. Wait till we get after

him."
"Oh, you Billy, the Kid!"
"Look out for yourself, Hermie. I've got a hunch

he's after your place."
I

Coors smiled his wide smile and announced that any-
body was welcome to his job that could get it; and a
moment later the practice commenced.

Billy took no part in the line-up that day, nor the
next. He was turned over to Jim Phillips, one of the
best players on the team, to receive instructions in the
rudiments of the game, and in a very short time he
quite understood the purpose of that tiresome pre- .
liminary work which he had looked upon with such

"scorn.

Phillips, a little pro\'oked at having been singled
out to instruct this greenhorn, did not spare him. In
showing him the proper way to tackle, he brought
Billy to the ground every time with almost unneces
sary violenoe, and when Cromwell himself tried to get
that apparently simple, but really difficult, knack, he
found himself dragged about and treated like a bag of
sawdust instead of flesh and bone.

Not only that, but whenever he failed-as he did
every time for a seeming eternity-his instructor be-·
rated him with sharp, stinging sarcasm which hurt
almost more than the bruises and scratches which were
rapidly accumulating on his person.

But Billy was game and never complain~d once, nor
expressed a desire to stop. There was a bulldog tenac
ity in his mak~-up, which made hin{ stick at a thing
he had set out to accomplish as long as there was a
breath left in his body. Often he felt despairingly
that he would never learn. It seemed as if each efforf
was worse than the last. But still he stuck at it until
his head was reeling and he could scarcely keep his
feet.
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His dogged obstinacy at length impressed Phillips

and made him realize that he had been too hard on
the youngster.

"There," he said gruffly, as they both arose slowly

from the ground after a fairly good tackle, "that'Udo

for a bit. We'U try a little passing."

Billy passed one sleeve across his dripping face, his
body swaying slightly.

"I don't want to stop," he gritted. "I want to keep

on till I've got the darned thing."

Phillips looked at him with a new interest.

"You don't expect to learn football in one day, do

you?" he asked, half jokingly.

Billy hesitated, struck by this aspect of the case.

"N-o," he returned slowly. "But I'd like to keep

on till I do a little better than I did at first."

"And be laid up for a couple of days," supplemented

Phillips grimly. "No, we'll try passing for a' bit. If

it's any satisfaction to you, why, you are better at

tackling than when you started. You've got the gen
eral idea, and all you want is a lot of practice."

Somewhat comforted, Billy took his place at a lit

tle distance aD:d made ready to catch, the elusive pig

skin. At this branch of the art he surprised his in

structor by showing unusual ability. At first he was

naturally awkward, but he caught on at onc~ and be

fore they finished the afternoon's work, he had de

veloped amazingly, both in catching the ball cleanly

and throwing it with surprising accuracy.

"Seems to do it instinctively," Phillips remarked

, later to Marshall. "He's better at it now than some of

the fellows will ever be."

"Humph 1" grunted the captain reflectively. "He's

speedy, too. I wonder how he'll size up as end."

Phillips shook his head dubiously, though he ad

mitted that the chap might do at a pinch on the' scrub,

and the matter was dropped for a day or two, during

which ;Cromwell continued zealously at his work.

He improved in his tackling, and mastered the knack

of throwing himself on the ball,. until he could pass

muster at them both. The fact remained, however,

that his strong points were an exceptional accuracy in

passing' and receiving the ball, and speed. He could

get away at the beginning of a play with the quickness

of a cat,and, once started for the goal with a clear

field before him, it took a fellow of much more than'

the usual ability as a runner to come anywhere near
him.

His knowledge of the finer points of the game, 1:J,ow- ,

ever, was hazy, to say the least; and when, a few days

later, one of the boys playing end on the scrub strained

an ankle, there was a good deal of amused surprise

among the rest when Marshall brusquely ordered

Cromwell to take the place.

Billy was overjoyed. At last the moment had come

for which he had been longing. It was rather· an

noying; to be sure, to find that Coors, playing at left
\

half, was nowhere near him in the opposite line. but

he consoled 'himself with the thought that his chance

would come sooner or later.

Meanwhile, he would show these dubs-the reason

for whose smiles had been perfectly apparent to him-,

that he was able to tum a trick himself now and then.

If he only got a chance, he'd show them that he could

do a little something at the game, if he was a green

horn.

Unfortunately the opportunity did not materialize.

Evidently Jack Ranleigh, the scrub quarter,did not

share Billy's belief in his ability; for he consistently

neglected to give his new left end a chance to do more

than the ordinary routine of interference and assist

ance.

Chafing under this restraint, when' his whole~eing

was eager for the performance of some spectacular

feat, Billy disconsolately watched the sun sinking lower

and lower as the end of the day approached. It was

mean in Ranleigh not to give him one chance to show

what he could do. "Scrag" Horton probably would

be out again to-morrow and shove him out, of the cov
eted place, to await the disabling of some other boy

before he could get back again.

"If I could only have a show," he thought rebel-
"':",

'liously to himself, "I'd show 'em a thing or two."

Then, the signal came and he saw the much-desired
. .

pigskin coming his way; ,

For an instant he thought he must have misunder

stood the signal, and that the ball was meant for him.'

A second later he saw it plump into the waiti~g arms,
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of the tackle next to him, who' plunged with it into

the line.

The momentary hesitation kept Billy somewhat on

th~ outskirts of the melee of bodies which piled up an

instant lattr, but he tripped over some one's feet and

crashed down with a force which made him a: little

dizzy.

As he lay there, trying weakly to roll out and get

on his feet, he saw something which sent every other

idea from his mind and cleared his brain like light

ning.

Not a dozen feet away, just coming to rest after the

impetus which had sent it out of that vortex of arms

and legs, was the ball!

With a squirm and a wriggle, Billy released himself

and was on his feet. Another instant and he had
scooped up· the pigskin and was streaking toward the

distant goal.

His chance had come at last, and he had seized it in-
"stantly. As he flew along, he -heard the thud of pur-

suing feet and risked a glance backward. It was Her
man Coors, the fellow he hated. Gritting his teeth, he

redoubled his efforts, resolved to outdistance his pur
suer or perish in the attemJ1.l:.

His ears were deaf to the shouts and clamor back
of him. He thought only of the goal in front and of
the necessity for beating his enemy. The white lines

slipped under his feet one by one, ,and the goal posts

loomed nearer and nearer.

From behind the thud of feet continued, but did not

seem to gain. Panting from the effort, weary, but
triumphant, Billy flung himself forward the last few

feet and dropped joyfully on the ball.

~ As he did so a concerted roar of laughter rose

from the crowd behind, and brought Billy to his

feet like a shot. He stared at Coors, standing a little

way off, too overcome to speak. He glanced about

"him, and then, of a sudden, realized the horrible

tmth.

Mixed up in some manner by'the suddenness of it,

and probably, also, by the crack on his head, he had

mistaken the goals and scored a safety for the regular

team.

- CHAPTER VII.

MISTAKEN JUDGMENT.

What followed had better rest in oblivion. Shamed,

humiliated, his slight cockiness vanishing like a pricked

balloon, Billy stood before the captain with bowed

head and listened in meek silence to his roaring repri

mand.
He learned that a football player must keep his head,

first, last, and always. That a man who amounted to

anything on the gridiron could be·knocked senseless. ,

and tell, on the moment of recovering consciousness,

not only where his own goa1lay, but the exact status of

the game at the time he went under. Such a wild.

kiddish, utterly impossible trick of a fellow running
,over his own goal line had never been even imagined at

Farnham Hall.

All this, and a great deal more, Billy heard insi
lence and with a sinking heart. ,He felt that after

such a dumb exhibition, his chances for ever playing

o:q that field again were utterly ruined; and a little
later, as he limped slowly back to the school, he could

almost have shed tears at what he had done.
Nothing was saig. to him about coming out for prac

tice next day, but at three o'clock he was on hanel,

standing a little to one side and wistfully watching a
group 'consisting of most of the members of the regu

lar team, who seemed to be discussing himself, if he

could judge by the occasional glances cast in his direc

tion.

"Deciding whether I'll have another chance, I sup

pose," he said to himself, as he shifted uneasily from

one foot to the other. "Gee 1I sure hope they give it

to me. Horton's gone'to the infirmary and may not

be out for a week. I'll never have another chance like
this-never I" ~

Anxiously he watched the faces, trying to get some

idea of how things were going. Herman Coors seemed

to be doing most of ,the talking, and, ashe realiz~d this,
Billy's heart sank.

"Might as well give up hoping," he thought bit~

terly. "He'll do his best to keep me out." ~

He would have been' more than amazed had he
been near enough to hear the discussion.

His surmise that the fellows were discussing the
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advisability of giving him another trial was quite cor
rect. When the news came that Horton's ankle'was in
a more serious condition than had been supposed, Mar
shall frowned angrily and bit his lips.

"Thunder!" he exclaimed. "That puts us in bad.
I can't think of anyone to fill his place."

Coors, who was standing near by, ceased passing
a ball to Phillips and walked over.

"\Vhy don't you let Broncho stay?" he inquired.
"What! After yest~rday?" demanded the captain

incredulously. "Why, he'll never learn football in a

thousand years." .
A chorus of agreement, mingled a bit with laughter

at the recollection of yesterday's doings, arose from
the players WIthin earshot.

Coors smiled a little.

"That was pretty bad," he admitted. "All the same,
I wouldn't condemn the kid for that one slip-up."

"It's a slip-up which shows only too well how utterly
irresponsible hets," Marshall retorted forcibly. "A
fellow that'll do such a fool thing as that is apt to do

. anything."

'fGee-yes!" exclaimed Shasta. "\Vhat if he pulled

off a stunt like that in a game?"

"Whew I" whistled Phillips. "He might :pork the
whole thing."

"Yes," echoed another; "he could lose the game easy

as rolling off a log."

Coors was still smiling that wide, pleasant smile of .

his.

-"I didn't know we were discussing him as acandi
date for the regular team," he commented quietly.

"Same principle," returned Marshall impatiently.

"There's no telling which one of the scrub may be
called on to substitute, and it's a waste of time training
a chap who can't pc;>ssibly make good."

"I sho1,J.ld say he'd done pretty well considering the
short time he's had to learn," Coors remarked.

"When has he?" demanded the captain. "He cer
tainly didn't show up very brilliantly yesterday, quite
apart froin that crazy exhibition at the end."

"So far as I could see, he had very little chance to'
do anything," Coors replied. "I was thinking more of

the showing he made while Phillips was training h'im.
Besides, you'll all admit that he's mighty swift on his
pins."

"Oh, yes, he's that, all right," Marshall admitted.
"But mere speed don't make a player."

"It's a blamed good quality, though:' Coors smiled.
"Besides, I understand he's clever at passing and re

ceiving the ball. Isn't that so, Jim?"
He turned questioningly to Phillips, who nodded

slowly.

"Yes, he's all right there,'~ he admitted.

"Adding that to his quickness," Coors resumed,
glancing back at Marshall, "he ought to do mighty

well on the forward pass, and I really think he's got the
making of a good player in him. He's hard as nails
and full of grit, and I don't believe you'd ever see him
repeat yesterday's performance, or anything like it

again.~'

Marshall frowned a bit, and then his face suddenly
cleared.

"Say, Hermie," he bantered, "what the mischief are
.you blowing his horn so for? He hates you like
poison."

Coors hesitated, a slight flush tingeing his brown

face.

"That may be," he retorted, "but I don't like to see
a chap lose his chance to make good whether he--I
like him or not. Besides, if he turns out as I think
he will, we may be mighty glad to have him to fall
back on some day."

Marshall chuckled.

"Well, let it go at that," he said. "We've wasted
time enough on it no~. I'll give him another chance
on your account, Herro; but if he falls down again it'll

be the end."

"Sure 1': the brown-eyed chap agreed. "That's your
bu'>iness. Only you needn't tell that.to him. I don't
want him to think he owes anything to me.". .

"Trust me," laughed Marshall.

Turning, he waved an imperative summons to the
anxious boy, and bellowed:

"Stir your stumps, Broncho 1 What in time are you
waiting there for?"



TIP TOP WEEKLY.

With a smothered exclamation of joy and relief, there was an expression of almost incredulous inter-

Billy raced out into the field. est in ~he gray eyes which were fixed intently on his

"He's giving me another chance," he gasped de- companion.
lightedly. "Gee, what luck! If I. don't make good~. "You don't mean that I've got a chance of, getting

this time, I'll deserve to be thrown out." on the scrub unless somebody's hurt or sick, do you?"

Nearing the group, his eyes happened to catch Coors' he gasped.

glance, and a glow of triumph came over him. Phillips sighed wearily. .
"Couldn't work it to keep me out, could you?" he "You give me a pain," he retorted. "Did you think

exulted inwardly. "It's your last chance, old sport, for that Strawbridge. and Minturn, and I have been coach

I'll sure never give you another one." ing you for the past week just because we wanted the

Which shows ho\,,, little we can sometimes judge the pleasure of your company?"

motives and desires of others, and how easy it is to Billy grinned sheepishly.
color them with reflections from our own beliefs. "My head isn't thm swelled," he expostulated. "But

<It 1--"

CHAPTER VIII.

THE PRINCIPLE OF FOOTBALL.

Billy's progress as a member of the scrub presently
was cut short by the unexpected return of Horton from

. the infirmary, and the Arizona boy was obliged to

drop out of the position in which heh,ad planned to

do such great things, without havi:lg had a single
chance of getting up against Herman Coors.

At first he was so disappointed and discouraged that
he let things slide and grew careless. He was roused

fr?m this attitude of indifference by Jim Phillips.
"Look here, Broncho," the latter said severely one

afternoon, "you've got to take a brace and do it quick,
or you may as well beat it off the field for good."

Billy flushed slightly at the other's tone.

"\Vhat'~.the use?" he grumbled. "I might keep on
with these practice stunts all season and never get
another chance to do a thing."

Phillips snorted disgustedly.

"You fool!" he exclaimed. "I thought you had

more sense. Don't you see that the only way you're

likely to get a chance is by working like the mischief

every minute of the time? Can't you understand that
the more practice you get the more likely Marshall will

be to put you on the scrub 'in place of some one who
i:m't as good as you are? You make me good .and

tirt:d talking such rot as that."

Billy's face was a deep crimson by this time, and

"Then for Heaven's sake, wake up!" admonished

Phillips severely. "Stir your stumps and do some
thing. You've got the making of a good player in

you, but you'll never get there if you don't cut out all

this tommyrot about it not being worth while· exert

ing yourself just because you're not on the scrub."

He said a good deal more to the same purpose amI

in language which made Cromwell wince a bit. There

was no trouble after that from any lack of enthus~s;n

in his work, however. He went at it in a whole-souled

manner, which produced such good results that he was

put on the scrub less than a week later in a permanent

position, from which there was no danger of being
ousted so long as· he kept up his present state' of ex

cellence.

This time he was at right end, and much nearer Her
man Coors than he had been before. Inwardly he

exulted at this opportunity to get in a blow at his

enerpy, and he at once proceeded to make ready for

the inevitable clash.

It did not come until \veJI toward the end of the
afternoon, for Marshall \vas trying out some plays

in which the left half did not carry the ball. Just be

fo::-e dusk, however, the opportunity' came--that is,
. Billy thought it had come. The ball was passed to .

Coors, who started with it for a plunge through the

line.

As Billy saw the fellow he hated coming straight
toward him, his heart leaped exultingly, and with a

lunge he dove forward to meet him. So occupied
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was he in the necessity for bringing Coors to earth

that he quite missed the fact that the play' was a doubte

pass and that the half back had transferred the ball to
full back.

Breaking throu~h the line, he made a fine tackle and

slammed Coors to the ground with gratifying violence.
Not content with that, he jolted down on the body of

the under man with a force which nearly knocked

Coors breathless, and, though the fellow with the ball

had already been downed, he continued to sit trium
phantly astride his enemy with no room for any

thought in his brain save the delight of having at last
come out ahead.

So happy was he at what he had done that he did
not hear Marshall yelling at him impatiently to stop
his, nonsense and line up again. A moment later, how·

ever, he was gripped by -the collar and jerked to his
feet with no gentle hand, and spun around to face the

frowning, angry captain.

"What do you mean by that?" demanded Marshall.

Billy's jaw dropped, at the other's scathing tone.

"\Vhy, I-I-tackled him," he stammered.

"What for?"

"He-he had the-ball."

"Oh, did he?" sneered Marshall. "I don't see it."

Cromwell star<:d helplessly around. Most of the
team were standing at a little distance off, and a mo

ment later he saw. the ball plainly, lying on the ground

where Winslow had been downed. The color flamed

into his face, and he dropped his gaze.

"I thought--'" he stammered, and then was silent.

"You thought, did you ?" thundered Marshall.

"That's the whole trouble with you, you don't think.

You don't use your head. It's almost as crazy an ex
hibition as you gave us last week running over ybur

own goal line. If you hadn't been so crazy to sail into

Coors you'd have seen him pass the ball to \Vinslow.

There's one thing you've got to get wise to, and do it

quick, or you won't last a minute on the scrub. You're

here to play football and nothing else. This is not the
place. for working off any priv'ate, personal grudges.

When you come out on the field you've got to forget

everything but the game. Nothing else matters. If
you're going to waste time thinking of how to get even

with some man on your own team, instead of keeping'

your ~ind on the plays, the sooner I know it the bet
ter, so I can fill your place with sonie one who has the

right idea. Do you get that? Understand just what

I mean?"

Head down and hands clenched tightly at his sides,
Billy listened to the cutting, biting words, his cheeks

flaming. He had never been so shamed and humiliated

in his life. The incidents of that first day were as

nothing to this. But he was sensible enough to realize

that he had only himself to blame. He deserved every

word that Marshall had said to him, and more.

"Well?" snapped the captain impatiently.

"Yes, I understand," Billy faltered.

"And you're going to cut out this kiddish nonsense?"

"I'll try."

"'Try'" exclaimed Marshall. "You've got to do
more than try. Understand, this is your last chance.
If you don't toe the mark and play the game as it
should be .played, out you go. Get that?"

With an effort, Billy threw back his head an<;llooked

:the captain in the eyes.

"I'll do it," he said more firmly. "I won't give
you a chance to call me down again."

"Humph!" grunted Marshall. "See that you don't:
Lineup, boys. We've wasted too much time as it is."

Billy hustled 'to his place in the line, his face still
'crimson, but he had resolved that never again· would

h~ give anyone a charice to pitch into him like' that.

Though it had seemed hard, it was only the lesson

which every boy must learn before he can succeed

,at any game. The submergence of self must be abso·
lute. Every like and qislike, every personal hope or

fear, must be thrust aside. He must learn to plunge
into the line without a thought of personal injury or

unpleasantness. \Vhat happens to him is of slight im·
portance to anyone but himself. His little strains and
bruises count' for nothing compared with the general

prpgress of the game.

On the other hand, once he has conquered that in·

nate' fear.....,..that impulse to hesitate before plun&:in~

into the melee of stalwart, po\verful forms-he must
J.earn the danger of recklessness. He must 11nderstand
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CHAPTER IX.

·TROUBLE ON THE TEAM.

the necessity of keeping his head every minute of the
time, and come to see how impossible it is really to

play the game unless his brain is behind every move

he makes.
To an outsider, perhaps, football may have the ap

pearance of being a game of brute force, but those who

play it realize how little force alone avails without the

backing of a keen and active mind.
Billy had had his first lesson in this regard, and

though, at the moment, he did not realize how impor
tant and far~reaching was the principle involved, his

feet were set upon the right path.

had no I:1eanS of knowing anything about such com

panionship.
Even nOvt, not being in the least introspective, he

did not try to puzzle out the why and wherefore, but.

took things as they came, enjoying the atmosphere of

good-natured rivalry, the joking give-and-take, and

all the other varied interests which were constantly

'cropping up about him.
.He made many friends and a few enemies. His

playing on the gridiron improved until he was looked

on as one of the most promising members of the scrub.

He kept track of the various rival teams with whom

they were scheduled to play, and joined in the fre-

quent serious discussions of their chances for a cham

pionship that year.

In addition, he did fairly well in his studies, espe

cially considering the decidedly poor grounding he had

had, and he also found time to enter into soni.e of the
Though Cromwell had too much sense to credit

• . mischief and harmless pranks that constantly went on
Coors with the responsibility for his humiliation before about the school. .

.the entire football 'squad, the incident only made him
the more bitter toward the Colorado chap. He was, in fact, just a normal, ordinary boy, whose

Instead of getting even and showing up well before development along the usual lines had been delayed,

the others, he had plunged in even deeper, and one and which, therefore, progressed faster than it usually
does.more tally was added to the score which he was de-

termined some day to settle. ,- Then, abo~t a week before the first real game, came

He made no more attempts to do anything during the unexpected elevation to the first eleven. . It was

the progress of practice. The lesson had been taken truly unexpected to him, though some of the others

to heart, and, besides, with every day, his interest and had seen it coming for severed days, and his delight
enthusiasm in the game grew by leaps and bounds. was proportionately great. At once he took on a'new

He was rapidly imbibing some of that impalpable, gravity suitable to his position. He cut out the pranks

but powerful, quality known as school spirit. Day by . and horseplay as taking up too much time and being,
day Farnham Hall and its inmates became more and .moreover, much too frivolous for one of those eleven

more dear tq him, until he realized at last that one men on wholU' the hopes of the entire school werecen

of the worst things which could happen would be the tered, and he devoted his every effort toward making'
necessity of his leaving Bloomfield. himself· even more proficient in the game.

He did not understand the change at all. A few To one thing he still clung, however.Not for a sin-

short weeks before he had fought with all his might gle instant did he cease to regard Herman Coors as

against coming, and even after his arrival he had been his bitter enemy. The idea possessed him to such a

desperately anxious td get away. Now had corne this degree that he read into the brown-eyed chap's most
curious and seemingly inexplicable change in his feel- casual actions and utterances things which were never
ings toward everything. intended to be there.

Ije did not realize that it was simply the natural, Seeing Coors\n the midst of a group of iaughing,
inevitable liking every boy has for his fellows. Never jesting boys, Billy instantly'concluded that he liin1~

having been thrown with boys of his o,~n age, he had self was being discussed and m~de funof. Or-lwhe~
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the half back, growing weary of the persistent chilly

looks and ill-tempered manners of the Arizona boy,

proceeded calmly to ignore the fellow at all times and

places, Cromwell set him down as stuck-up and proud.

Only a few days after Billy had been advanced to

the first team there came an upheaval. which quite

changed football conditions. To the surpr!e of all

but a very few, Ogden Marshall resigned from the

captaincy. Though no one was really sure, several

fellows, who were better posted or more observing than
the majority, made a shrewd guess that the resignation

had been requested by Frank Merriwell himself.

The latter rarely interfered in the management of

athletics, but ¥arshall had not made good to the ex
tent he' promised at first. He was pleasant and genial,

and rather popular, but, unfortunately, he did not ap

ply to himself the very sensible homily he had delivered

that day on the field to Cromwell.

Instead of pladng the good of the team ahead of

~eYerything, he allowed his personal likes and dislikes
to interfere with his judgment, and he endeavored to
keep Don Shasta, one of the best quarter backs Farn
ham Hall had ever seen, from remaining on the team.

·Whatever the reason, he resigned and Jim Phillips

was elected to take his place.

At first Billy was rather sorry. He and Marshall

had 2"0tten alon2" very well t02"ether ever since th\~

day of the latter's lecture, and Phillips, in the posi-·'

tion, of captain, was more or less of an unknown quan
tity.

Personally, he turned out to be more than competent,
but he was handicapped by difficulties \\'hich were not
of his own making. Marshall, though leaving office,

still remained on the team, and it was almost inevi
table that he should stir up a certain degree of ill feel

ing between his friends and· the adherents of the new

captain. ..

It never reached the point of an open rupture. There
is no doubt that it would have been better all around

had it done so, for in that case things wou~d have come

to a head. Unfortunately, however, it confined itself

to underground rumblings which never reached the
acute stage of an explosion, but which were infiniteiy

harder to combat. The fellows played a good enough

game, but they, played it by themselves. Ther.e was

no getting together and helping one another as is so
often possible in football.

Marshall and two or three adherents looked askance
at Phillips and his chosen .friends, and were· in tum

gazed upon with a certain amount of envy and jealousy

whenever they did something particularly good.
. \

And then along came Billy Cromwell, who had de-

veloped into such a splendid end, and made matters
worse with his little grudge aga}nst Coors. It would
have been better had either of them held any other
position on the team, for more than half the time they

were the ones selected to exe~ute the forward pass.

They were both 'unusually good at passing and re~

ceiving the ball, and for that reason they had been

drilled in this maneuver until they had become almost
\

perfect. But it was a more or less mechanical per-
fection, lacking that subtle something which is never.,

present unless both fellows are in perf.ct sympathy

~nd accord.

At the crisp, ripping out of· the sigp.al, Billy would

race out from the line without the loss of a second,
catch the ball easily, and start down the field.' with it..

But always there was in his mind a consciousness of

just who was sending it to him. Always he was on
the lookout for a little slip in Coors' accurca.cy, and, .

though be might not even realize it himself, thol;lgh he .

probably would have denied the accusation inclignan\ly,
it \vas a fact that he sometimes really hoped for a mis

take from the half back, which would call down upon

the chap he disliked so greatly the wrath of the cap-
tain. '

Such playing may be mechanically perfect, but that
"is all. It is like a machine-without the spirit; the

breath of life. It lacks the thing wh!ch makes men

lead a forlorn hope, shoulder to shoulder, knee against
knee, fighting desperately, determinedly, and together.

Jim Phillips' saw it, and he did his best to remedy
the failing. Unfortunately, however, such a failing

is not an easy thing to set right,.because of its very in-'~

definiteness. One cannot put a finger on any special

spot and say that just 'here lies the difficulty. It is
more general than specific, and nine times out of ten
it is unaffected by persuasion or argument, impervious,
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to pleading, and usually the realization of how fatal
it is to the progress and good work of the team comes
only after it is too late.

Phillips did his best-and failed: Then, realizing
how important the matter was, he went to the head of
the school and outlined the. situation.

Merriwell, who had long ago seen how things were
going, appeared at a meeting of the squad and ad
dressed them in a simple, straightforward, convincing
manner which seemed, at the time, to bring them to

their senses. •
The effect was only temporary, however. 'Within a

few days some occurrence, slight and trivial in itself,
ruffled the sensitive spirits of these youthful idiots, and
set them going again.

Game after game was won, but often by scanty mar
gins. One, which had' been looked forward to as a
cinch, was lost. And all the time the tussle of the
season, the IJOntest with Fardale, loomed bigger and

bigger on the horizon. '.

CHAPTER X.

COORS IS THROWN DOWN.

"That's the situation," concluded Jim Phillips, in a
discouraged tone. "You've probably seen it as clearly
as I have, but it's a bit of a relief to talk it out this
way. If something doesn't happen between now and
Saturday to stir 'up the fellows and make them realize
the truth; we'111ose the game and with it the champion
ship, as sure as I sit here."

T<> be strictly accurate he'was :fiot sitting at all.. but
squatting cross-legged before the log fire in the loung
ing room. His elbows rested on his knees, his chin
was cupped in his tanned, muscular hands, and on his
face was a look oireal distress.

Herman Coors moved uneasily and·glanced around
the room~ which was deserted save for the two by the

fire.
"It's beastly, Jim," he acknowledged, -his glance re

turning to his friend, "but I don't see what more you
can do. You've'talked yourself about black in the face
already, and Mr. Merriwell has had a whack at them
:without making any real difference. Are you sure it's

a~ bad as you think ? We've won every game we've

played this fall, except one."

Phillips frowned.

"Yes, and how have we won them?" he inquired

sarcastically. "Look at the miserable score we rnade
against \Vellsburgh High. St. George scored against

us, whict hasn't happened in four years. Peabody,

Nelson Prep, Dean Military, Willston-Phillips-.:...every

one of them pushed us hard, an~ we were licked by
Haddon. Think of that, Hermie-done by a one-horse
school that hasn't even scored on Farnham Hall in the
memory of man!"

"That was on account of Can Phelps," Coors ex
postulated, though not very convincingly. "He's a

corking fellow and hammered out the best team they
ever had."

Phillips s'traightened up and dropped his hands to
his knees.

"Rot!" he retorted. "Is Phelps any better player·
than I am?" ..

"Not so good."

"Is he any better manager?"

\

"Of course he isn't. That sounds as if I had a
swelled head, but you kno"v. I don't mean it that way
at all. Phelps won because his men got together, and
didn't have any private grudges, or else they put them
aside and forgot them, not because he was a genius at
organizing, or anything like it."

They were both wrong, tho\1gh that made no differ
ence in the principle of the thing. Conant Ppelps had
won because he had learned the. Farnham Hall signals
from a traitor who gave them away when he was
dropped to the scrub for incompetence. Merriwell
knew the details of the affair, but there were extenuat
ing circumstances which made him keep that knowl
edge to himself.

"I reckon you're right, Jim," Coors returned slowly.
"But what can you do? What can anybody do? I
don't think it'll be any use to talk to. them again."

"It's up to you to do the talking this time," the cap
tain returned pointedly.

"Me?" gasped Coors.
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Phillips fixed him intently with his eyes.
"Exactly," he said tersely. "You and Billy Crom

well don't pull together for a cent, and it's up to
you to get busy and straighten out whatever's wrong
betwe,en you."

Coors' eyebrows went up in a whimsical way.
. "Oh, I say, Jim," he protested, "how can I do that

when I haven't an idea what it is ?"
"You don't know?"

"No. I suppose it was the way we Joshed him the
day he came,that started him going, but everybody·
else was in that deal; and I don't see why he'~ picked
me out to be sour on."

Phillips shrugged his shoulders.
"Find out," he said tersely. "Ask him."
"I can't do that, Jim," Coors protested, his face

flushing. "I can't go up to the little fire eater who's
given me the icy mitt from the beginning, and inquire
politely what there is I've done that I can go on my
knees and apologize for."

Phillips' black brows straightened into a single level

line above his dark eyes. I

"It's for the honor of the school, Hermie," he re":
;

minded. ~'A fellow ought to be able to do anything
for that."

Coors tried to force a smile, but failed signally.

"Theoretically-yes,'" he agreed; "but, Jim, how
can I go to any chap and ask such a quest.ion?You
wouldn't like it yourself."

Phillips rose to his feet and thrust both hands deep
into his trousers pockets. His eyes were narrowed,
half closed, as he stared' fixedly at his companion.

"Like it!" he exclaimed. "That's not the point. It's
not a question of liking or not. It's a question of
being wiped off the face of the earth by Fardale, or
putting up a good fight against them. Do you think
it's been amusing or pleasant for me to pretty near go
down on my knees to those other asses who can't get
rid of their little, petty grudges and jealousies? Do
you think it's been a joke to roar out the same lecture
day after day and call down the same fellows for the
same thing? Maybe you think I enjoy it and do it just
for the pleasure of hearing my tongue wag.' Of course,
if you're so sensitive and delicate in your feelings that

you'd rather see the school beaten than do something
which is a little unpleasant--"

. "Thunder, Jim!" Coors interposed, his tanned face
aflame. "That's enough. I'll do what you want, but
Heaven only knows whether anything will come of it
or not."

"If it doesn't, it won't be your fault," the captain,
returned, with a tired smile. "Get busy and hunt him
up right away. We haven't a lot of time to lose."

Without further words, Coors departed on the un~

pleasant errand. It was raining-a veritable Novem
ber storm which stripped the last few dead leaves from

the naked trees and sent them swirling in little eddies
until they were caught and held by the sodden h.eavi
ness of the soaking ground. Practice was impossible,
and the location o.f any member of the eleven was ex
tremely problematical.

Cr01m~ell might be in anyone of a dozen rooms,
striving to while away the time which passed on such
leaden wings~ That he should be alone in his own
quarters seemed the least likely of any supposition.
Nevertheless, it was here that Coors' found him, after a
rapid but thorough. search of hallways, library, and
gym.

As the Colorado boy entet:ed in response to Crom

well's perfunctory invitation, Billy shot a glance of in
credulous surprise at him "and stiffened slightly.

"Hello I" he said, with an attempt at nonchalance.
"Sit down and rest your face and hands."

Coors sat, also with an effort at casualness which
was not altogether a success.

"Rot~en day," he essayed, to conceal his embarrass
ment.

"Beastly," agreed Billy, wondering what under the
sun had brought him ~here.

There was a pause, during which each refrained. . . !I

with considerable effort from looking at the other.
Finally Coors straightened up 1n his chair and d,rew a
long breath.

"Look here, Cromwell," he began firmly. '

Then he paused,. drew another long breath, and,
spurred on by the expression of restrained curiosity
on his host's face, continued:

"You and I don't seem to have hit it off very well."
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Cromwell shrugged his shoulders.
"Not exactly," he agreed shortly.

"1 suppose---:-"
Coors hesitated. It was extremely hard. He had,

in fact., D~ver disliked anything so much in his life

before, but it had to be done, just the same.
"I sllppose," he continued slowly, "it was on ac

~unt of-what happened-the day-you came."
Billy, puzzled, suspicious of some trap--he knew not

what-shrugged his shoulders again.
&'1 don't see why you say that," he retorted.

Coors looked surprised.
"\Vell, I thought," he explained choppily, "that you

-that you- Well, it seemed as if you didn't like

the way we-er-drew you out."
Cromwell laughed in an attempt at spontaneity.
"Oh, that!" he exclaimed carelessly. "I'd forgot

ten all about it long ago."
Coors looked puzzled.
"Then what--" he began, and trailed off into si-

lence.
"Well?" questioned Billy.
The Colorado youth drew a long breath.
"Then why have you--er-been so-a-stand

offish?"

Cromwell's eyes gleamed. He never supposed that
such a chance as this would come to him.

"Have I, really?" he drawled~ "I didn:t know it.
I suppose, though, a fellow can't like everybody, you
know." f

Coors' face hardened.

"The little fool I" he thought. "Does he think I'm
here because I want to be friends with him? He needs'
a good swift kick, and I'd like a lot to giv~it to him."

~oud he said, controlling his temper .:with an ef-
fort:

"Naturally. I was !toping, though, that since we
have to do so much teamwork on the field, that we
might do it better if we got together and let--er-by
gones be bygones."·

Cromwell bristled.

"If you have any criticism of my playing to make," .
he retorted, in an icy tone, "why don't you come out
with it plainly?"

,,:.1

. The half back's face flamed crimson, and he stood

up abruptly. Flesh and blood could stand no more.

If Phillip~ expected him to crawl in the dirt for the

favor of this pig-headed kid, he had another guess

coming.
"1 should never dream of that," he said sarcastically.

"Your playing is quite flawless. I wish 1 could say a's

much for your manners."

Without waiting for a response, he departed from
the room, closing the door emphatically behind him.

"Got him going!" exclaimed Billy gleefully. "I
reckon he won't try any more softsoap game with me
W ~:mder what he did it for, anyhow?"

He continued to wonder, and, as he thought over
. the interview, his triumphant expression wore a bit
thin...

CHAPTER XI.

ALL TO THE BAD.

The great day, '\;fhich had been looked forward to
with such varied. feelings, was at length arrived. To
some the arrival of the Fardale eleven was a cause for
jubilant rejoicing, for they had a~· perfect-though

somewhat foolishly optimistic-faith in their own team
which had been victorious in every game but one that
year.

Others, who \vere more thoughtfully inclined and.
more observant, were far from being so confident.

Like Jim Phillips, they had noticed that lack of cohe
sion in the team. They remembered, too,that some
of those victories had been barely snatched from de
feat. To them the triumph of Haddon loomed up big
and significant. If a little one-horse school like that

could win against them, what possible chance had they
with this aggregation of brawn and sinew from their.
greates~really their only-rival?

Moreover, the sight of the visiting team was not re

assuring. They were big, rangy fellows withotJt ex
ception, and must average a good five pounds heavier
than the Farnham Hall boys. As they descended from
the wagonette, they seemed to be on excelie~t terms
with each other. There was much laughter and jok

ing, and at:ffis frequently rested ~relessly'~n other
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shoulders. It might, of course, be simply the natural

drawing together which every crowd of boys shows in

a strange place, but many took it as an evidence of

the important quality which their own team lacked.

Upon Jim Phillips the calmness of desperation

seemed to have descended. The night before he had

gathered his men together and given them a last

serious talk, into which he put every bit of persuasion

he possessed. He told them again, in simple, straight

forward terms, which spared no one, what he had

spoken of so many times before, and what they must

do in order to escape defeat. Now, apparently, ,he

felt that he had clone his best. The result rested with

, Fate. \

Just before the game, however, in the rough little

room beneath one of the stan~s, which served as a gen

eral gathering place and retreat during. intermission,'

he spqke again, but briefly.

"You're up against a hard proposition to-day, fel

lows." he said, in that pleasant, ringing voice of his;

"butyou're going to win out. You've got to! You're

fighting for the school, and that's something much big

ger and more worth while than anything you could

fight for. I'm not going to say another word but this:

Get together! Fight shoulder to shotllder, and remem

ber that you're going to win for Farnham Hall in spite

, of everything. That's all, except that Mr. Merriwell

wants a word with each of you."

They stood up slowly, perhaps a little nervously, and

glanced toward the door, near which Merry leaned

against the wall. Above them came the tread of\nany

feet as the stands rapidly filled, mingled with the loud

buzz of excited voices.

Billy was conscious of a. queer, choky feeling which

had never corne to him at 1my of the other games, and

for a second he wondered whether, by chance, Phil

'iips' cOlJ,tinued harpirlg on "get together" could pos

sibly have any reference to him.

. "Pshaw!" he muttered an instant later. "How can

it? I don't like Coors a little bit, but that doesn't in

terfere with my playing. It's all nonsense! All the

fellows oil the team can't very well be bosom friends."

Thrusting the matter deliberately from his mind,.

he tightened his belt, carefully relaced one shoe, and

then straightened ttp to hear respectfully the few terse

words of professional advice and warning whic~ Mer

riwell, as coach, had to give him.

As they trotted out into the field a little later, a com

pact, sturdy body of fellows; an enthusiastic cheer rang

out" frorn the crowded stands which thrilled him and

made his blood tingle.

How could he help doing his best when all that crowd
\ ~'.

'was counting on him, as on the ten others? Of course

they were going to win-they had to!

They won the toss and chose the goal favored by a

i. heavy ,vind. The teams lined up, and Billy crouched,

ready for Fardale's kick-off.

The ball fell short, retarded by the gale, and was

caught neatly by Herman Coors, who started zigzag

ging down the field. Billy raced after, conscious of a

feeling of envy. A moment later his enemy went

.down under the impact of three Fardale men, and for

a time the boy from Arizona forgot everything' but

the progress of the game.

The second play was a rush through the line be

tween end and tackle which gained for them a good

six yards and raised a 'cheer from the spectators.

The next was not so fortunate. The compact Far

dale line held steady and threw Ogden Marshall back

without a gain. Then follo\ved an attempt around the

left end by Phillips, but some one got through and

spoiled that play.

The signal for a forward pass sent Billy into posi

tion like a flash., This time he would do something

and show those cocky visitors that there was one man

on the team who was on his job. The forward pass

at this stage of the game was to be sprung as a surprise

on Fardale.

Perhaps it was the fault of the wind, perhapsr:tot.

At all events the.ball dicl not corneas cleanly accu~ate

. as usual, and Billy stumbled and nearly lost his balance

in his effort to get it. Nevertheless, he whirled and

started down the field, but that slight delay had been

enough to g~t the Fardale boys in the jump, and, he

was brought to earth with a thud, after a gain of

barely three yards.

Billy was fmious. Jthad been done on purpose t~

put him in bad. It was just like Co~rs to do a thing
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like that, and, as he lined up again, Cromwell was
wasting his time growling at the Colorado chap, in·

stead of being on the jump for the next play.

It was a punt, of course, and he prepared for it

mechanically, still harboring his grievance. The wind

carried the ball far dO'wn the field-too far, inJact, for
the ends to cover it. The Fardale back caught it neatly,

and came dodging through the interference as if

through a clear field. When at length .he was brought

to earth by Jim Phillips, he had made a vastly greater
gain than would ever have been possible had his op-

ponents been playing together. •

The spectators were swift to see this, and from the

stands came a series of protesting shouts.

"\Vake up, Farnham!"

"Get together!"

"Don't let 'em carry it the length of the field."

"Don't let 'em through like that!"

"Play close!"

Billy heard it with flushed cheeks, thinking of the
contrast between this and the' enthusiastic cheering

which had greeted their appearance on the field. They
must do something to show the boys that they were

110t as rotten as all that. Breathlessly he crouched and
waited for the Fardale attack.

• .fJ'e"

In an instant it came, a machinelike rush which car

ried their opponents off their. feet and swept them back
for again of ten yards. Again it came, solid and com

pact. ~gain a big gain.

The spectators begged excitedly for their team to
"buck up and hold 'em." Phillips pleaded desperately

for them to dose in and get together. But still the
ene~ seemed to find holes in the line wherever they

tried, and still that advance continued.

On Farnham Hall's thirtY-lard li~le there was a
fumble, and in a twinkling the bali went soaring down

the field impelled by ~he accurate boot of George

\Vinslow.

It was but a momentary respite, however. The

charging Fardale line came back ''lith it, and, in spite
of every effort to stop them, had advanced into Fam
ham Hall's territory when the shrill whistle anno~lIi.ced

th~ ending of the first quarter.

Billy welcomed it with a sigh of relief. He was not

so cocky as he had been a little while before. \Vhat
. .

was the matter with the fellows, anyhow? \Vhy

didn't they stand up and play the game as it should

be played?
It never occurred to him that he was to blame,. as

well as the others. He listened to the few biting words

\-vhich Phillips uttered, and the calnier, but no less em

phatic, voice of Merriwell saying practically the same 1
thing. Then, before he knew it, he was back in the

field again, bracing himself for another of those stren

uous charges.
In the first five minutes, through another fumble,

Phillips secured the ball and went twisting down the

field, dodging, thrusting aside interference, helped a

little at first by the blocking of Coors, who alone

'seemed to have sensed the situation, "nd made a touch

down.
A frenzied roar went up from the side lines, which

continued long and loud until :he goal was kicked. At
last luck seemed to have turned and fortune was begin

ning tosm.ile.

."

CHAPTER XII.

BILLY'S EYES ARE OPENED.

The optimism of the crmvd was of short duration.

'With the change of goal, Fardale was favored by the

wind, and began at once their systematic advance down
the field.

This time, however, it 'was vastly quicker than be

fore. Down after down netted them six, eight, and ten

yards. They seemed to sweep a_side the interference

as lightly and easily as ifit had been chaff. The fel
lows on the home team strove desperately to keep them -

back. Each man gave the best that was in him, but.

he played alone. There was no effort to help one an

other as there should have been, and the result was
such that, in a phenomenally brief time, -·the.enemy

broke through the right end and swept over t~'''re
maining few yards for a touchdown.

They missed the goal, which was the only consoling.
feature of the day, and three minutes later the time
for the second quarter was.up. .
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His face white with anger and set in bitter, scornful

lines, Jim Phillips led his men into the room beneath

the g".-and stand and closed the door behind him. For

a moment he stood there silent, his eyes ranging over

the circle, a look in them which set lids to fluttering
and feet to shuffling nervously.

"1 hope you are proud of yourselves," he said scath
ingly at length. 'Thope you're satisfied with the beau

tiful exhibition you've made! By heavens 1 I never

saw such a bunch of cowards in my life. That's what

you are-cowards-<J.uitters 1 There's not one of you
who proved himself a real man. You play a mile

apart, and there're holes as big as a house in the line.

H you keep this up there'll be a score piled up against
us such as was never known at Farnham before. A

bunch of yellow quitters you are, and nothing else I"

"Oh, say, Jim!" expostulated Marshall, his face
crimson: "It isn't as bad as that."

Phillips whirled on him, his eyes flashing.

"Isn't it, though?" he demanded, "It's up to· you

to show me, then. It's up to 'you to go out there arid

put up a decent fight" and prove to the school that
there's something in you. It's up to you to get together
and forget everything but the fact that you've got to

hold them off. You may not win the game, but for
Heaven's sake don't give it away 1 Fight to the last

ditch, shoulder to shoulder, and if they make another

touchdown, make 'em do it foot by foot, not ten yards
and more at a time."

Shamefaced, the team presently filed out of th~

room again and to· the field. Billy, resentful as he

had been at first at those bitter, stinging words, felt

growing within him a fierce determination never to

give his captain a chance to say such things again. He

would forget everything but the necessity for keeping

'(Qgether, He would play the game as he had neyer

played it before, and it would not be his fault if defeat

was their portion.

As .they were lining up, he glanced backward and

(:aught the eyes of Herman Coors fixed upon him.

Swiftly he crouched, wondering if he could ever bring

himsel"f to fight ~ide by side with him.

That third quarter showed but little improvement on

the other" two. vVithout the advantage of the· wind,

Farnham Hall \vould surely have been defeated then

and there. The boys tried in a measure to brace up

and play close, but they had lost the knack of giving

one another a helping hand, and in each fellow's mind

\vas an embarrassed, awkward feeling at being the first

to give way.

Back and forth the battle waged. When Fardale
had the ball, she rushed it down the field with a united,

machinelike regularity which was beautiful to see; in
vivid contrast to the weaker, more or less futile, attack

of her rival.

Time and time again the Farnhmn Hall line was
driven almost to its very goal line, where, roused by

their danger, by the stinging words of Phillips or

Shasta, or the desperate entreaties of the spectators,
they stiffened momentarily and somehow managed to

fling back their opponents to a safer distance.

It was a losing game, however, and the spirits of the

watchers, whQ followed the line of scrimmage with
tense, drawn faces, sank lower and lower. Would
they never brace up and fight like men ? Were they

going to let themselves be pushed over the line for an
other goal, and perhaps another still? The cheers
grew half-hearted. perfunctory-the cheering of a

crowd of fellows who have lost their faith and yell
only from a sense of duty. There is no sound more

evident or more discouraging.

Somehow Billy remembered the next interminable

quarter but vaguely. He was doing his best for the
school, fighting against hope, in the face of despair.

His brain was clear, and he never 1.9s~ an opportunity
to get into a play. But it seemed to him as if every

attack was directed against· his end. ·"He wondered
\vhy they kept" hammering him,· and whether it was

done by intention. His breath began to come in pant

ing gasps, and his legs grew weary, but he never

thought of giving in..

Suddenly he heard a voice in his ear, and felt a hand

on his shoulder.

"Good boy, Billyl That was a corker! We'll get

into the next one together.':

It was Coors, and Billy felt a curious thrill go

through him at the friendly touch of his enemy's hand.
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Ai moment later they were plunging through the line,
shoulder to shoulder, for a good, substantial gain.

Something of the same thing must have happened
with the others, for, little by little, the line closed in,
and fellows who had disliked each other forgot their
differences and petty quarrels. Side by side they
fought, helping each other when they could, urging
one anoth~r to greater endeavor in friendly voices

.~hich were, in themselves, a' goad.
The effect was apparent in bigger gains, in better

teamword-in everything.
Fighting like a demon, Billy was borne into the·

midst of almost every scrimmage. Once everything
went black before him for a minute, and when he re
covered his senses he founQ that it was Coors who had
dragged hi~ out of the mass and was holding him on
his feet.

As he felt the friendly support of that muscular arm
and saw the expression on the face of the fellow he
had hated, something vanished from Billy's make-up
and never· returned.

Fellows who had fought together as they had, mak

ing a desperate struggle against overwhelming·odds,
could never be enemies.

Two minutes later the shrill call of time told that
battered, exhausted l~ne that they had won out. At
the eleventh hour they had cast aside all rancor and
ill feeling, to charge the enemy shoulder to shoulder, a
single unit instead of a disorganized mass.

sort, and wondering why he could have been- blind so
long.

All at once, out of the medley of talk and laughter
which rose from the crowd about him, he heard a. . .

single sentence:
"Broncho certainly put up a corking game. It was

sure enough lucky Hermie spoke up for him that day
and got Marshall to keep him on the team."

Billy's heart leaped. and a rush of crimson stained
his face. For a 1110mel!t he sat perfectly still. Then
he turned slowly to his companion.

"You-heard-that?" h(. asked, in a low, uneven
voice.

Coors nodded, his eyes fixed on the flaming fire be-
yond.

"But why--" stammered Billy.

Coors laughed a little.

"I had a hunch you'd make good," he returned care
lessly.

There was a long silence, which was presently broken
by the Arizona chap.

"I don't see why you did it when I was such a rotten
dub," he ventured.

Coors laughed again, and glanced quickly at his
companion.

"I reckon I must have taken sort of a shine to you,
kid," he chuckled. "Maybe it was because I was
just like that myself when I first came East."

* * * THE END.

. Tired, sore i~ every muscle, but blissfully happy,
. Billy Cromwell sat in the shadow of the stone-flagged
terrace and watched t;he sparks eddy upward from the
triumphal bonfire out in the open.

Beside him was Herman Coors, leaning against the
brick .wall of the building, and their shoulders touched
as they had touched on the memorable field that after
11oon.

They had fought it all over again, dwelling little on
the "lnight-have beens," content with realities, and now
they were silent.

Billy' was thinking what a fool he had been to hold
a grudge against this fellQw who was such a bully

"Dick Merriwell, Diplomat; or, The Stolen State
Paper," will be the title of the story in the next issue.
There is a sea voyage and a delightful description of
shipboard life. All :Merriwell's attention is centered,
during a voyage, on the work of a band of Cuban spies
and clever American plotters: There are two interest:
ing "scraps" on the steamer, fought uncler cOlldition~

decidedly novel. Some channing girls, a shr~wd

widow, and a great trust magnate figure in the ship
board adventures, and all of Merriwell's crowd devote
themselves to the discovery of the seemingly impene,,:
trable mystery of the unknown confederates. It is
Number 816, out December 2d.
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READING BACKWARDS.
A man with a good, straight, upright back is correspondingly

straightforward in his conduct. He holds his head well up, for
he is not afraid to "look the whole world in the face." He is
determined, energetic, arid to be relied upon.

Even when such a man is sitting, he keeps his back straight.
There is an air of real strength about him, both physical and
mental; in short, he has, in common parlance, "plenty of back
bone."

The stooping, rounded back indicates a· creature as weak as he
looks, prone to lolling about, and too lazy, or too feeble, to take
a front rank in the battle of life. The tramp is an excellent
example of this class of being.

The criminal is generally rotu'ld-backed and stoop-shouldered.
The scholarly stoop of the bookworm must not be confounded

with the foregoing, about which there is sort of "slouchiness"
'difficult to describe, but easy to recognize when seen-that is quite
absent in the student's back.
, Then there is the narrow,rounded back and high shoulders
of the mean, covetous man. He is sly-very sly; he generally
has his coat b'tttoned tight, and seems to draw himself up into
as small a compass ,as possible. He is always, so to speak, hug
ging himself. Give him the "cold shoulder!"

Some people are almost too straight-backed; that is to say,
they hold their heads so high that there is a preposterous "fall"
in the small of the back. Such people are puffed up with self

. esteem, and stick their chests out almost to bursting point.

BUSHELS OF GRASSHOPPERS.
Kansas, at one time, suffered from a grasshopper pest every

year. The worst year of all was 1875. At that time the railroad
_tracks were laid on th~ surface, and met many grades. Grass
hoppers had taken the land. Every time a train came to a slight
grade it was necessary for the passengers and train crew to get
out and drive the insects from the right of way; crushed on the
rails, the track became too slick for the locomotive's progtess.

·There was a cut through which the track passed near Warrens
burg, and there was statiOl,jd a section gang with shovels scoop
ing out thewindrifts of insects. .

A bank in Warrensburg made an offer of one dollar for every
bushel of grasslfoppers brought to the bank. Grasshoppers were
at once brought in so fast that the next day the bounty was re
duced tl'> fifty cents a bushel, the following day to twenty-five
cents, and the day after the bank announced that it was out of
the market for grasshoppers.

A DARING LEADER.
By WILSON MARSHALL.

One ~f the hardiest of the young pioneers residing in the
neighborhood of Lexington. Kentucky, was a youth of seventeen
named Robert Brandt. He may b~said to have been almost
cradled in scenes of peril and convulsion. His father and uncle
had perished in conflict,with the savages, and his mother had
wandered for days through the pathless forest, with him,· an
infant, in her arms, and leading his little sister by the hand.
Their lonely cabin, which they had afterward erected near Lex
ington, was continually surrounded by the flames 6f Indian war
fare; the mother had early died from the exposure she had been
subjected to in making her escape through the woods; and young
Brandt, left alone with his sister-three years older than himself
-grew up a hunter and a backwoodsman.

His sister was comely and graceful, and was regarded as the
beauty of the settlement.

Robert was very tall for his age. black-haired, black-eyed,
swarthy as. a savage. and, though slender and slight of frame,
possessed of the strength of a full-grown man, and a strong man
at that.

The Brandt "dearing" was one of the neatest and most com
modious in the section. Broad fields of grain waved around the
stanch cabin, and still the ax of the young pioneer echoed through
the forest, as he reclaimed fresh acres from the wilderness, or,
when' occasion r~uired, there might be heard the report of his
unerring rifle, which meant the death of the roebuck or black
bear.

Quite a colony of new settlers from the East had settled within
four miles of the Brandt clearing. They were comparatively
ignorant of backwoods life, but, taking the advice of their more
experienced neighbors, had thriv,en as well as could be expected
during the year and a half they had been located.

One morning in the autumn of the year a young man belonging
to this colony'!' named Grafton,. made his appearance at the Brandt
cabin while t<obert and Margaret, his sister, were at breakfast,
and mentioned his fears that there were Indians in the vicinity.

"It has been two years, now, since the redskins have been this
side of the Blue Lick Springs, Grafton," said Brandt,smiling.
"Weare so thick here now I hardly think they would venture
this far eastward."

"But," said the other, "two of our men saw tracks as looked
like Indians' tracks last night in the cow path leading out of our
settlement,· and we've likewise heard the cracks of rifles as we
thought didn't come from white men."

"The rifle shots don't count for anything," said Brandt, "be
cause there's no telling where a deer may lead a hunter to. As
for the tracks, what were they like? Something like this, for
instance?" And he spread out his hand, arid pressed thepaltn
on ilie table, as he spoke.

"No, not near so broad." .
"Something like this, then?" And he narrowed his hand,

making it as long as possible, as he pressed it down.
"Yes; a good deal like that, partner," replied Grafton.
"And did the two ends, or toes, go together, pigeon-toed like,

or spread apart, the way you and I walk?" .
"They pointed together!" exclaimed the new settler, in some

excitement.
"Then," said Brandt reflectively, "there may be some truth in

the matter. Though like .enough, if there be Indians about,
they're only some of those friendly Cherokees, come up to the
river here to catch salmon and perch. However," he added, "I've
got all my grain in, and I'll go over with you, arid look at the
tracks as soon as I've got my breakfast."

"But won't Miss Margaret here be uneasy about what I've said
while you're gone, Brandt?" . .

Margaret laughed, and Brandt replied: "I reckon Maggy
isn't near so much afraid of redskins as you be, Grafton." " ,
.. The newcomer reddeIied; for, to ·tell the truth, he was a secret
admirer of Margaret Brandt, and wished to appear to advantage
in her eyes.

Breakfast over, the young men took their rifles atyl sallied
out across the clearing, Margaret standing at the door, and
laughingly calling after them to beware of the Indians.

"Ever seen any redskins, Grafton?" asked Brandt, after they
had proceeded some distance into the forest.
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"Only the friendly ones who used to come around father's
house when we lived at Wheeling," was the reply.

"Then," said Brandt, "if anything happens-mind, I don't say
anything is even likely to happen-but if anything should, don't
lose your presence of mind, but just watch me, and follow my
example closely." .

"I'll do it," was the reply.
They had proceeded about three miles and a half, and were

clc.se upon the little settlements to which young Grafton be-'
longed, when B.randt-who had perceived certain signs, though
he had considered it best not to communicate the fact to his
comrade-repeated his injunction.

"Remember what I said, partner," said he. "Whatever might
happen-I only say might-don't be scared, but do just as I do."

"Scared!" said the other indignantly.
He had no sooner spoken than the report of a rifle rang

through the forest, and a bullet whistled over their heads.
Brandt sprang behind a tree in an instant, and his comrade

followed his example, though pale and trembling.
The latter was by no means a coward; but he was unused to

Indian warfare, and, like almost anyone in a similar condition,
he was startled, and temporarily unnerved by this indication of
the presence of a deadly but unseen foe.

"Keep where you are, partner," said Brandt, "and I'll soon see
whether there are more than one of the devils about."

Except for the low tones of his own voice, as he spoke, the
vast forest was as silent as the grave.

He placed his squirrel-skin cap on the end of his gun, and then
projected it a little beyond the tree behind which he stood.

There instantly came the report of another shot, and the cap
fell to the ground, pierced through and through.

"There's only one of you, anyway," muttered Brandt, "and
that shot tells me where you are."

He peered out cautiously, and presently perceived the portion
of a dusky form behind a large beech tree, about two hundred
yards off-and moving, as if in the act of ,reloading.

He fired immediately.
There was a howl of pain. The Indian sprang from his covert,

and, though evidently badly wounded, advanced toward the young
men's position, with brandished tomahawk.

"Now, Grafton," said young Brandt, coolly reloading, "you've
got a capital chance to kill your first redskin. He is limping
mighty slowly-take good aim, and let him have it." .
. Grafton was' very pale, but he collected, and did as he was
instructed, when the advancing foe was scarcely fifty feet away.
The savage received the bullet in his breast, and, with another

'yell, fell forward ,and· expired.
"Capital I you'll make a fine hunter yet, my boy," said Brandt.

"Now, we'll leave the redskin where he lies, and we'll hurry on,
and see what this means."

He ran through the forest, and Grafton, not a little proud of
his prowess, followed. '

Smoke was blowing through the trees as they proceeded, and
they soon came upon a large cabin in flames, while the entire
clearing around it was deserted.

"My heavens I" exclaimed Grafton ; "it's old Carleton's cabin!"
"Yes," replied Brandt, "and there must be what is left of the

poor old man."
He pointed to a corpse, which had escaped the attention of the

other. It was that of a gray-headed old man, cloven through the
skull, and otherwise frightfully disfigured.

Near it lay the lifeless form of a young man, who Grafton
declared to be the son of Carleton. •

"Oh, this is too horrible I" he exclaimed, covering his face with .
his hands. "There were, also, three women-the wife and two
daughters, Kate and Fanny Carleton. Of course the fiends must
have destroyed them also."

"No," said young Brandt, who had been examining other signs
about the grounds.. "The women are carried off captives. See,"
he continued, pointing· to the trampled path which led from the
burning cabin to the woods. "Do you notice how deep two or
three of these footprints are?"

"Yes."
"Well" they must have been made by Indians carrying the

women. Now let's make for the other cabins as fast as we can."
They found the little settlement in great confusion, and the

men drawn together, with their rifles in their hands, but 'uncer
tain how to act.

Few of them had ever seen a "wild Ingin" before, and there
fore the presence of young Brandt, boy though he was, gave a
general satisfaction.

"There has only been one cabin attacked," said Brandt, "and

from the marks around that. one I think there can't be more than
twenty redskins ill the party. This is just a sudden swoop, and
they are now returning into the woods with their captives." .

"What shall we do?" asked the settlers anxiously.
"If ten of you will put yourselves under my guidance I will

agree to follow them up, and rescue the women."
They looked at his boyish figure, aJld -hesitated.
At last, however, after consultation, they consente<1; and ten of

the most active of the men. including Grafton, set out into the·
forest, under the young hunter's chieftainship.

The latter was selfish enough to take his own cabin in the
route of pursuit.

They heard shots just before reac:ling it, and oreeping cau
tiously forward saw that the house was surrounded by twelve
or fifteen Indians.

Margaret had barred the door, and, like a true backwoodsman,
was making a desperate fight from within-shooting at them·
through one of the loopholes that had been prepared for that
purpose. Even as they looked, her rifle spoke, and one of the
redskins reeled back with a howl. '

"Now give them a volley, and then follow me with your
hatchets and knives," whispered Brandt.

They were only about a hundred yards from the savages, and
the eleven rifles were discharged with telling effect.

Then young Brandt sprang into and across the clearing with
a whoop, followed by the rest.

But the remaining Indians did not venture to meet their onset,
but took to the woods as fast as their legs could carry them.

Margaret unbarred the door. She was pale, but gave no other
indications of fear, though she smiled happily as she returned her
brother's embrace.

The bodies of eight Indians were found upon the ground, arid
there was another badly wounded, who expired in a short time.

Robert told Margaret of the fate of the Carletons, and the
mission he was on to rescue the women from captivity.

. "But I shall not accompany the party now, Maggy," said he.
"I would never think of leaving you alone here after what has
occurred; I shall stay at home."

"What! and leave those poor 'women in the hands of the red
fiends ," exclaimed Margaret. "Robert, you shall go I As for me.
haven't I proved pretty well that I know how to take care of
myself?" she continued, pointing to the dead bodies of the sav
ages.

It was, however, only after repeated urging upon her part that
Robert would consent to continue the pursuit.

"V,rell, then, have your own way, Maggy," said he. "But, in
the first place, men, let's remove these lovely ornaments out of
sight," apd he gave one of the dusky corpses a kick as he spoke.

They dragged them away; and then after bidding good-by to
Margaret, resumed their quest-young Brandt taking the lead.
and studying the trail closely, for he rightly conjectured that the
Indians who had assailed his own cabin must be a portion of the
party concerned in the destruction of Carleton's.

They traversed the forest as long as there was sufficient light
to detect the trail, and then encamped for the night.

They took it up on the following day; and pursued it without
success until toward sunset, when they emerged frol11 the dense,
unbroken forest into a series of comparatively open glades.

This, Brandt averred, was a piece of good fortune, inasmuch
as it 'would enable them to travel by moonlight-of which there
was a goodly supply-though much more caution would have to
be observed on this very account. '

They were afraid to light a fire, for fear the smoke would he
tray them; so they made a hasty meal from the provisions, tbey
had brought with them, and, after a brief rest, recommenced
their toilsome way.

Toward midnight there were unmistakable indications that they
were approaching an Indian encampment, and young Brandt, by. a
motion of his hand, enjoined unusual silence. .

They crept, rather than walked, alonog, in Indian file, until they
came to a little glade, on the farther side of which they perceived
the savage camp. .

Around a smoldering fire about twenty Indians were slumber
ing. A single sentry' sat upon a log, as iilent as a statue, about
midway between the hunters and the camp, with his blanket rolled
around him and his gun between his knees.

The boy chieftain motioned his followers to remain where they
were. He then laid his rifle aside, put his hunting knife between
his teeth, and crept toward the motionless sentry on his hands
and knees. . •

Luckily, the sentry's back was turned, and the youth's approach
was as noiseless as a snake's.
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He was close upon his victim. The anxious hunters saw him
arise erect in the moonlight. .

The next instant his knife was plunged to the hilt between the
shoulder blades, and his sinewy arm was thrown around the vic
tim's neck to prevent the death cry.

There was a brief, silent struggle, and then the savage sank
without a groan.

Brandt waved his hand. The hunters glided from their covert
·like specters-young Grafton bearing Brandt's gun as well as his
own.

They surrounded the slumbering redskins, each singled out his
mari, and then, at another signal, they fired simultaneously.

It was a cruel slaughter, but necessity knows no law. The
hunters sprang in instantly, and few of the red men eseaped
those who managed to evade the raining blows making no re
sistance, but flying away into the wilderness.

A scream apprised the victors of .the whereabouts of the cap
tives, whom they soon discovered, uninjured and guarded by a
group of squaws.

Though they were destined to bewail the loss of old Carleton
and his son, they fell upon their knees in thankfulness' for their
salvation, and were safely returned to other friends.

The only one of the hunters who was wounded was young
Grafton, but he speedily recovered under the nursing of Mar
garet Brandt, who afterward became his wife. .

Robert Brandt obtained great fame for his share ill this affair,
and the title "Boy Chieftain" clung to him long after he arrived
at man's estate. -

LOSING THE PRIZE.
By GEOFFREY DEMAREST.

•Godfrey Lane was sitting on the doorstep, with a flat stone in
his lap, husking chestnuts, when Alice came ·home from schoo!.

She had run nearly all the way, and her cheeks were very red,
and her light-brown curls all blown about by the wind, and her
blue eyes sparkling like diamonds, and altogether she was as
pretty a little eleven-year-old as you would wish to see.

"Hello!" said Godfrey. "\Vhat's up?"
Godfrey was her brother, just' three years older than herself,

who petted her and teased her, played with her and bullied her,
after the way of brothers in genera!.

"Oh, Godfrey," said Alice, stopping short as she saw the heap
of shining brown chestnuts on one side and the prickly. burrs on
the other, "where did you get all those beautiful chestnuts?'"

"'Where do you suppose?" said Godfrey, turning a fat cluster
round and round on the fiat stone to get a good purchase at its
half-open rind with his jackknife, "There's been a heavy 'Shower
and it's rained chestnuts!"

"Nonsense."
"Just you go and look up under the big tree on the top of the

hill, then, and see if you don't believe me."· -
"But that was the frost last night, and the wind that slammed

the shutters about so."
"Do you really think so?" said Godfrey gravely. "I'll tell you

what, Alice, we'll go up this afternoon and gather another basket
ful before the squirrels get the weather gauge of us."

"Oh, that would be so nice!" said Alice, with shining eyes.
"But, oh, I forgot," and her countenance fell. "1 can't!"

"There's no such word as can't," said Godfrey solemnly.
"Yes there is, though," said Alice, "Oh, Godfrey, it is to be of

real rosewood, lined with red silk and a looking-glass in the lid,
and little pockets' for the scissors and the thimble and the bod
kins, and half a dozen papers of needles, and--" .

"What on earth are you talking about, crazy pate?" said God
frey, staring ather, with the jackknife in one hand and a par
ticularly large burr in the other. "Is your little brain turned,
and are all the ideas waltzing round inside of it? What is of real
rosewood? and what has got a looking-glass in the lid?"

"Oh-the workbox," said Alice, laughing. "I forgot that you
didn't know about it, Godfrey. The teacher is going to give a
rosewood workbox, all fitted uP, to the girl that writes the best

.composition on 'Our Native Land.' How I should like to get it I"
"I don't see why you shouldn't, I am sure," said Godfrey. "If

a girl can't write a good composition on 'Our NativeLand' she
deserves to'be drummed out of tfJ.e schoo!."

"But it's so hard to write a composition."
"Hard 1" cried Godfrey contemptuously, "It's the easiest thing

in life. Why, I could write a splendid composition on such a
subject. as that."

"Oh, but, Godfrey,. you are .so much smarter than I am."

Mr. Godfrey Lane did not contradict this statement at aU; but
bit into a chestnut with a "ery satislied e.xpression of countenance.

"1 mean to try it, anyway," said Alice. "The. girls all say
Kitty Brown will get it!"

"Who is Kitty Brown?" said Godfrey.
"She is the gIrl that lives in the little red cottage on the hill,

just beyond the big cedar trees, you know-Mrs. Brown"s daugh:
ter."

"'Vhat, the daughter of the woman that takes in washing, and
selIs cabbages and cauliflowers?"

"Yes-that's Mrs. Brown."
"Whew-w-w I" Godfrey uttered a long whistle. "That girl I

Why, Miss Churchill ought to be ash&ed of herself to allow a
washerwoman's daughter to go to school with gentlemen's chil
dren!"

"She's a very nice girl," said Alice, "although Susie Parker
and :Minnie Dalton won't either of them speak to her, beeause
she wears patched calico dresses and never brings' anything to
school but bread and smoked beef for her dinner. And she
writes the besr"composition in the school, anyhow."

"You're not going to let her get the prize away from you?"
"Not' if I can help it, certainly," said Alice.
"But .you must help it," said Godfrey.'
"How?" questioned. his little sister.
"Don't you bother your pate about it, Alice," said Godfrey.

"I'll write the compOsition for you."
"But. Godfrey, would that be right?"
"Right? Of course. Everybody does it."
"Do they? 1 should like the workbox so mueh."
"You shaII have it-and now let's go up the hill after chest-

nuts." .
Alice caught up the bonnet which she had let fall on the

ground, and ran off after her brother in high glee, stilling the
demonstration on her conscience by telling herself that Godfrey
was three years older than she was, and ought, of course. to be
the best judge of the matter in question,

Godfrey sat up late that night to write the composition, and
placed it in his sister's hand the next morning.

"Here, Alice," he said; "I gUess you maybe pretty sure of the
workbox."

"Oh, Godfrey, how beautiful!" cried the little ,girl, as she
glanced over the flowery sentences and high-sounding periods of
the document. "But Miss Churchill will know I didn't write it I"

"She won't know anything of the kind if you copy it into your.
own handwriting," said Godfrey crossly. "How' is she to know
unless you are goose enough to tell her?"

"I never could ha~e written anything like this!"
"Go along with yourself," said Godfrey, "and don't Jet a wash

erwoman's daughter get a rosewood workbox. My goodness I I
should like to know what she would do with it I"

Alice Lane laughed at the grimace her brother made, and ran
off to school with the precious folded she~t of paper held tightly
under her shawl.

"Why, Alice, you must have been quite industrious to _.finish
your composition so soon," said Miss Qlurchill, as Alice handed
it in, neatly transcribed, a day or two afterward.

"Yes, ma'am," said Alice, hanging down her head and blushing.
"I haven't received another one yet," said Miss Churchill.

"Girls, if the prize was to be given for punctuality, Alice Lane
would certainly receive it I" .

And Alice went to her seat, feeling ashamed and guilty,. al;.
though she had as yet actually told no falsehood.. '. .

The day of the award came, and the scholars assembled in
the pretty little schoolroom, their hearts throbbing with anxious
hope and eager expectation, to learn who was to' become the
happy possessor of the rosewood workbox; which,. with the lid
raised so as to display the glittering treasures within, was placed
on the ledge of :Miss Churchill's desk.

Kitty Brown, a dark-haired, dark-ey.ed girl of about twelve,
dressed in calico, which was plain and faded, although very neat,
sat by the window with a crimson spot burning o~ either cheek,
wondering what her chances of success mighfbe. .' . '.

She had worked hard and faithfully for the prize-sbe bad
longed earnestly to win it, an~ now the suspense seented almost
too great for endunnce. .

Alice Lane sat bending over her desk, playing with a lead
pencil, while a troubled look. was in her face. .

A thousand times since she handed Godfrey's coqiposition in
to Miss Churchill had she wished the deed undone.

It seemed as if the precious workbox, choice and . beautiful
thoug-h it was, could scarcely atone to her for the sense of .h.u
miliation and deception which had weighed .down her SPlnts
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ever since-yet it was too late for her to withdraw from the lists
of competition now.

There was a breathless hush among the thirty-four schoolgirls
as Miss Churchill took her seat, and raised her finger to com
mand attention. You might have !;leard a pin drop in the silence.

"Young lad!es," said Miss Churchill, "1 am now p~epared to
award this pnze to the authoress of the best composItIOn on the
subject of 'Our Native Land.' Twe:ve essays have been handed
in to me, out of which I have selected four that are really well
written and composed."

Only four! Kitty Brown wondered with a beating heart
whether hers was one of the four.

"From these four," caftnly went on Miss Churchill, "two are
so equally good that it is difficult to make a selection. They are
written by Alice Lane and Katharine Brown."

Another silence. Alice felt her face like fire, while Kitty sat
quite pale and silent.

"If I had two prizes," said lVriss Churchill, "I should give one
to each of these young authoresses. But as I have only one, I
have decided to present it to Alice Lane. Alict,"you may come
forward."

Alice arose and advanced with drooping head and faltering
footsteps; she could plainly see Kitty Brown sitting by the win
dow, with the brown braids shading her face, and her smaIl
hands folded on her desk.

"Your composition is exceedingly beautiful, Alice," said Miss
Churchill. "Before you receive the workbox which you have so
well earned, I wish you to read it aloud to the school."

She gave Alice the paper.
"Do not tremble so, my little girl !". she said encouragingly.

"There is nothing frightful. surely. in reading a good composi-
tion to your young friends." 0

Alice unfolded the sheet. The words she had copied so care
fully from Godfrey's manuscript seemed to swim before her eyes.

The other scholars were listening in breathless expectation;
but to their surprise, instead of beginning to read, Alice dashed
the composition to the :floor, and burst into tears.

"I can't take the workbox, :Miss Churchill," she sobbed."'It
isn't mine; I have no right to it"

"N0 right to it, Alice I" echoed Miss Churchill. "What do you
mean?"

"I didn't write the composition; it was my brother Godfrey,"
exclaimed Alice. "I wanted the prize so-so much, and-and-I
,didn't know how wrong it was until afterward. Give the work
box to ,Kitty Brown. She deserves it."

Miss' Churchill was silent for a moment, and then she spoke:
"Alice,". she said, "you have done wrong, but you ha\'e had the

moral courage and wisdom to confess your fault. My little. girl,
let this be your last attempt at deceit. Come here. and do, not
cry so violently. You, yourself, shall carry the workbox to Kitty
Brown, who has fairly beco,me entitled to it."

And Alice, with her blue eyes shining through tears, placed the
coveted workbox in Kitty Brown's hands. .

"I wish you could have had it, too, Alice," said Kitty earnestly.
"I don't," said Alice, pressing her lips to Kitty's. "I am glad

you have got it, Kitty." ,
And Alice Lane went home that night happier than she had

felt for days.
Godfrey,was vexed, and called her "a little stupi9-goose." But

she was satisfied with herself. ,
"I shall always write my own compositions for the future," she

said, "no matter how hard it may be." ,,.'

}INKS~ SON.
Winks-"Your son is a mighty clever fellow, isn't he?"
Jinks (proudly)-"W'ho told you so?"
Winks-"He did."

FLY TASTES.
First Fly-"They are painting the house outside. Let's

go out and get stuck in the paint."
Second 'Fly-"I'd rather stay here and get stuck in the

I.mtter."

.A. WARM DAY.
:-'Iother-"I'm afraid you'll catch cold if you sit ill that

draft."
Little Boy-"But, niamma, I'll catch hot if I don't."

APPLAUSE
~~.~" ~~~~(~I h')l ' ~~

..I • '.
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This is the tcGet Together" Department. Here, every week, the
"Tip Top" friends chat with the editor and with each other. The
"Tip Top" family knows no geographical boundaries: allover the
great round earth, from North to South, the members stand shoulder
to shoulder with Burt L. Standish for truth, honor, strength, courage,
and clean living. Many letters are received-letters of comradeship,
praise and friendly criticism-and while we have nOt sufficient space
for their immediate pUbllCI.!.t1l>n, they are all welcomed, in tum, to
their place by the 1l.reside.

'.
Teaches, Kindness.

I began reading TIP Top just as soon as I was big enough. I
have read all the numbers that have been published. I like them
because they teach us to be good and kind. PERCY B. IVIE.

Robinson, Illinois.

A VlI'e Wire.
I began reading T~p Top five years ago. I liked live things then

and I like live things now. That's why I am still reading the best
of the boys' weeklies. It is because it is a live wire.

Detroit, Michigan. MACLYN McMoNNIES.

It Reformed His Habits.
I have been a constant reader of TIP Top for almost tbTee

years. Before I read TIP Top I used to smoke and chew tobacco;
but after I read about three TIP Tops, I quit, and now I am try-
ing to be an athlete. SCOTT BEVINGTON.

Franklin, Pennsylvania. 0

It Stopped ms Smoking.
I have been reading TIP Top for more than two years, and it

is truly the king of weeklies. I read a good many New Medals,
too. TIP Top has helped me to quit smoking cigarettes. In the
last six months I have got nearly a dozen persons to read it. It
is strictly a clean and up-to-date weekly. C. H. HAYNES

Portland, Oregon.

"G~atest on Earth.',
I am a constant reader of TIP Top, and I can truly and ear

nestly say that I find great pleasure in reading it. I think every
boy ought to read it. Many of my friends ask me for myoId
TIP Tops, and, of course, the'copies go to still other boys when
my friends have read them. How did I come to read TIP Top?
Well; a boy told me I was missing a great thing by not buying
TIP Top. Accordingly I bought a copy, and I have read each
issue since that. Burt L. Standish is the greatest author on
earth. JOE MICHEL.

Rochester, New York.

II Good Judge.
Father heard, at his lodge, that a certain New Y6t;k judge had

said that he had acquired the habit of reading TIP Top everY
week, just because it made him feel young again and kept him 'in
tune, as it were, with his sons and their friends. So one Sunday
father asked me to let him have my_ TIP Top. He read it all
through, looking as serious as that New York judge when he's
trying a case. When pa got throu~h reading that first c¢py he
~aid to me: 'Jac~, ~hat New York Judie doesn't use all his good
Judgment whIle sitting on the bench. He's got a lot of good
judgment left over for use while sitting in anordinar:y chair,
reading. He's a first-class judge of literature, that judge IS." POI.
has read TIP Top every single blessed Sunday ever since then.
That's often an inconvenience to me, you bet! Because often he's
absorbed in TIP Top just when I want a whack at it myself.

Seattle, Washington. JOHN DORSllEIMER.
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~ many inquiries reach us from week to week concerning the
vanous maniulls on athletic development, which we publish. that
we have decided to keep a list of them standing here. Any number
can1te had by mail by remitting 10 cents, and Scents postage, for
each copy, to the publishers.

Frank Merrlwell's Book of Pbyslcal <Development.
Tbe Art of Boxing and Self-defense. by Prof. Donovan.
U. S. Army Physical exercises, revised by Prof. Donovan.
Physical. Health Culture, by Prof. Fourmen.

Cold Baths.
. PROF. FOURMEN : I've been. told that the daily bath should be
In cold water. Why necessanly cold? Whenever I've tried the
really cold water, I have felt a kind of weakness, an enervating
effect, .for hours afterward. Won't warm baths do just as wen?

Baltimore, Maryland. WILSON GRANT.
Yes, a warm bath is just as good. The bath itself is the im

portant .thing. Two warm baths a day are better than one cold
one or one warm one, for that matter. The water need not be
hot, just tepid. Cleanliness being next to Godliness, the art of
bathing should engage attentioll in a very serious way. There
are men who bathe in the open, in the sea or river or lak~, in

.<mid\Vintet. They feel no ill effects from this. Th'ey have merely
inured their bodies to winter bathing out of doors, "and have built
up strong constitutions which resist any possible bad effects from
exposure and ice-cold water. If you gradually reduce the tem
perature of your bathing water, day by day, you will find, in the
end, that you can enjoy the iilvigorating effects of the cold bath
without suffering from the weakness of which you now complain.

Emulate the M:erriwells.
PROF. FOURMEN: I am sending you my measurements, and

hope you will be 'so kind as to answer the questions asked.
Measurements as follows: Height, 5 feet 30 inches; weight, 135
pounds; girth of head, 23 inches; neck, I4Y2 inches; chest, 34
inches natural ; 37 inches inflated; bicep, 12 inches flexed; 10
inches unflexed; forearm, II inches; waist, 28 inches; hips, 34
inches; thigh, 21 inches; knee. 13% inches; calf, 13 inches; ankle,
S inches; reach, 65 inches; wrists, 6~ inches; around shoulders,
41 inches. :My age is 26 years. I have marvelous vitality, always
feel fresh at night, even if I have worked hard all day. I eat two
meals a day generally, and use no stimulants such as coffee or tea.
I have· never used alcohol or tohacco. I box. skate, row, and am
a good acrobat. I live principal1y'on rice and raisins, very little
meat, but much fruit. A man has advised me to go to Tahiti.
but I know little about that place. I want to emulate the Merri
wells in everything. I wear sandals most of the time; and walk
miles when Ican..MY muscles are smooth, firm-looking, and
very flexible, I am a very graceful swimmer, but· tire easily,
especil!I1Y in.cold water~ I would like to become an expert swim
mer. Why do I tire so easily when swimming?

Colorado Springs, Colorado. . ROBERT C. KNOX.
Rice is all rIght for the)apanese, and raisins are all right in

Smyrna. But in the orll!=jng dimate of. Colorado Springs you
need meat Build up yoorstrengthby eating more meat and by
eatillgthreemeals a d~fitistead of two, and you'll find that, after
aW'nile;: you will be ,able to take long swims in cold water with
out tiring as you do now.. Another reason for the fatigue that
overiilkes you so quickly when swimming, is. that you weigh about
twenty' pounds too much. Get your weight down. If you insist
upon living on rice and raisins, then you had better take your
friend's advice and go to Tahiti, for in the climate of the South
Sea islands you will be able to live on rfce and raisins with far

better results than in Colorado Springs. Your decision to emu
late the Merriwells is a good one. But then, Dick and Frank eat
three meals a day, and they do not eschew meat.

Immediate Action Needed.
~ROF. FOURMEN: I am 2? years of age. My height is 5 feet

8 lIlches; and I used to weigh 160 pounds. But during the last
year I have lost fully thirty pounds, my face has grown white,
my cheeks sunken. I am very short-breathed. And I have a
chronic cough. I can't afford a consultation with a physician.
I fear I am in the incipient stage of consumption. What shall
I do? WILLIAN. SHAUNNESSY.

Chicago, Illinois;
Get out to Colorado or New Mexico, or Arizona or California

at once. If you haven't the money to go with, work your way.
When you get tl;tere, stay outdoors. You can get light outdoor
employment out there, at small wages. Eat eggs, a dozen or mare
every day, principally raw. Drink lots of milk. Take no medi
cine. Sleep out of doors, no matter what the season of year.
Never lift heavy weights. ne"er take violent exercise. Anyone
of a score of sanitariums in the West will give you room and
board in exchange for work you can do around the place.

Employment Outdoora.
PROF. FOURMEN : I'm ill a quandary. In your column you

preach the gospel of life out of doors.. B~t I'm a bookkeeper.
I long to spend more time outdoors. But I get very little chance
to be outdoors. excepting on Sundays. Sometimes· I fear the
confinement indoors will eventually undermine my health. I
earn good money at my job. I couldn't earn as much in an out-
door occupation. What should I do? StLAS ASHTON.

Boston, Massachusetts.
If you really feel that yourindoor job is impairing your health,

then quit the job. Health is worth more to you than a few extra
doIlars a week. If you do quit your indoor job, ·and really want
to spend your life out of doors. do it thoroughly by going down
to the Southwest to the land of peipetual sunshine. They need
men on outdoor work down there. All the· big irrigation, com
paniesneed workers. But be sure you want to do this and nee4
to do it before taking the leap. .

A. Long Life.
PROF. FOURMEN: I've just turned twenty-one, and am in good

physical condition now and want to keep such good health that I
will live at least threescore and ten. What rules should be
adopted by one who wishes to live to a very old age?

St. Louis, Missouri. EDWIN MANNING.
Be temperate in all things. Never do anything to the pointof

excess. Take lots of sleep, with windows wide open. Live as
much as possible in the open air. Never take the first drink, and
you won't have to worry about the last. Eat simple food. Maitl,..
tain a cheerful mind. Assassinate all your hates. Don't let any
thing worry you. Love everything and everybody. Keep away
from any place that looks like a Great White Way. Live in the
country. Spend less than, you earn. Smile, keep smiling.

Swearing.
PROF. FOUR!.£EN: Some boys seem to think that swearing aa

manly art. They seem to regard it as evidence that they3fe
great "sports." Is this so? HARRY ESSINGTON.

Savannah, Georgia.
Swearing pollutes the mouth, defiles. the English . language,

weakens the force and effect of what you have to say, and is a
sign of a limited vocabulary. The number of ewear words is so
smaIl that one who swears uses the same words over and over
again with tiresome monotony. Prestntly the words'lose their
effect altogether. Would you swear at your dinner table, in the
presence of your mother or sister? !fit is not manly to swear
in the presence of your parents, then it is not manly to swear at
any other time. To keep the mouth clean, the speech pure, a'Yoid
profanity.
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512-Frank 1t!errlwell's New Idea. SD9-Frank Ml'rrlwl'll's Worst Boy. 6Tll-Dil'k M"rriwell's E~e. 74S-Diek M:l'rriwell Defeated.
513-Frank MerriweIl's Trouble. 600-1"rnnk M,'rriweIl's Annoyance. 680-1<'rnnlc MorrlweU's Zest. 749-Dick MerriweIl's "WI~g."
514-Frank Mel'riweIl's Pupils. 601-Frank McrriwelI's Restraint. 681-Fl'ank Merrlwell's Patience. 750--Diek MerriweIl's Sky Chase.
515-Diek 1\.1errlweIl's Satisfaction. 602-Dkk Mel'riwell Held Back. 682-Frank Merrlwell's Pupil. 75l-nick M:erriwell's Pick-ups.
5l6-Dlck 1\.Ierriwl'Il's Discernment. 603-Dlck Mert'iweIlin the Ltne. 683-1<'ranl, Merriwell's Figllters. 752-DiekM:erriweU on the RoeklngB
5I7-Dick Merriwell'sFriendly Hand 604-Dlck Mc:'rriweIl's Drop Kick. 684-Dicl, ~1.'rriwellat the "Meet.to 753-Dick Merriwell's Penetration.
5lS-Frank 1\.Ierriwell's New Boy. tl03-I~rankMl'rriwell's Air Voyage. 681S-Dick Merriwell's Protest. 754-Diek Merriwell's Intuition.
ell9-Frank MerriweIl's Mode. 606-Frank Merriwell's Auto Chase. 686-Dick lIlerriwell in the Mara· 755-Dick Merriwell's Vantage.
52Q-Frank Merriwell's Aids. 607-Frank ME'rriwelI's Captive. thon. 756-Dick MerriweIl's Advice.
52I-Dick Merriwell's Visit. 608-Dick Ml'rriweU's Value. 687-Dick l\.1E'rriwell's Colors. 757-Dick MerriweIl's Rescue.
522-Dick MerriweIl's Retallation. 6f1!l-Dil'k Merriwell Dop<?d. 68B-Dick Merriwl'II, DriW'l·. 75S-Dick MerriweIl, American.
523-Dick MerriweIl's Riml. 610-Dick Ml'rriweIl's Bdief. 6S0-Dick Merriwell on the Deep. 759-Dick Merriwell's Understand
524-Frank Merriwell's Younjt Crew. 611-I"rank Merriwell in the Mar- 69Q-Dick Merriwell in the North i~.
525-Frank Merriwell's Fast Nine. kl't. Woods.·- 76Q-Dick Merriwl'lI, Tutor.
526-Frank Merriwell's Athletic 6l2-Frank Mcrriwell's Fight for 691-:-Dick Merriwell's Dandies. 76l-Dick MerriweU's Quandary.

Field. Fortnne. 602-Dick Merriwl'lI's Skyacooter. 762-Dick Merriwell on the BeardS.
527-Dick Merriwe11's Reprisal. 6l3-Franl, Merriwl'll on Top. 693-Dick Merriwell in the Elk 763-Dick Ml'rrlweU, Peacemaker.
528-Dick Merriwc11 Dared. 614-DIcI, l!oIerriwcU's Trip West. Monutnins. 764-Frank Merriwell's Swa;y,
529-Dick MerriweU's Dismay. 613-Dlck Merriwell's Pl'<'dicnment. 694-Dick Ml'rriweU in Utah. 765-Frank Merriwe11's Comprc-<
530-Frank Merriwl'lI's Son. 616-Dick Merriwcll in Mystery Gll5-Dlck Merriwell's Bluff. hension.
53l-Frank l\.!l'rriweU's Old Flock. Valley. G96-Dlck l\Iprriwl'll in the Saddle. 766-Frank Merrlwell's Young
532-Frank MerriweU's House Party617-Frank Ml'rriwcll's Proposition. 6n7-Dkk Mcrriw<?ll's Ranch Friends Acrobat.
533-Dick Ml'rriweU's Summer Team IllB-Frank Merriwell I'C:·l'plexcd. 698-1<'ranl, Merriwell at Phantom 767-Frank Merriwell's Tact.
534-Dick Merriwell's Del' and. 619-Frank Ml'rriweU's Suspicion. Lake. 7GS-Frank Merriwe11's Unknown.
537-Frank Merriwell's Proposal 62Q-Dick Merriw('ll's Gallantry. 699-Frank Mcrriwell's Hold·back. 769-Frank Merriwell's Acuteness.
538-Frnnk Merriwe11's Spook- 62l-Dick 1\Ierriw<?ll's Condition. 70Q-1<'rank Merriwell's Liycly Lads. nO-Frank Merriwell's Young

hunters. 622-Dick MerriweU's l:Stanchness. 701-Frank MerriweU as Instructor. Canadian. .
539-Dick Ml'rriwell's Cheek. 623-Dick l\.Il'rriw('U·s Match. 702-Dick Merriwell's Cayuse. 771-Frank Merrlwell's Coward.
54Q-Dick MerriweU's Sacr-Hice. 624-Frank l\.Ierriwell's Hard Case. 70S-Dick 1\1('rriwl'l1's Quirt. 772-Frank Merriwe11's Perpll'xity,
54l-Dick 1\.Il'rriweU's Heart. 625-Frank l\Il'rriwelI's Helper. 704-Dick 1\1l'rriwell's Freshman 773-Frank Merriwe11's Intel'Yen"
542-Frank }Ierriwell's Nl'w Auto. 626-Frank l\.IerdweU's Doubts. Fri~nd, tion. . ;
543-Frank MerriweU's Pride. 627-Frank Ml'1'riweU's "Phenom." 705-Dick 1\1erriwell's Best Form. 774-Frank Merriwell's Daring Deed
544-Frank Merriwell's Young 62B-Dick MerrlweU's Stand. 706-Dick l\.lerriwe11's Prank. 775-Frank MerriweII's Succor.

Winners. 629-Dick 1\lerriwell's Circle. 707-Dlck Merriwe11's Gambol. 776--Frank Ml'rriwe11's Wit.
545-Dick M:l'rriweU's LPl\d. 63Q-Dick M"rriweU's RI'IlCh. 70S-Dick l\!erriweU's Gun. 777-Frank Merriwe11's Loyalty.
546-Dick MerriweU's Influence. 6al-Dick Merriwe11's Money. 70D-Dick Merriwe11 at His Best. 778-Frank l\.!l'rriweWs Bold Play.
547-Dick Merrlwl'U's Top, Notch. 6:l2-D1ck 1\lerriweU Watched. 710-Dick Merriwe11's Master Mind. 779-Frank Mcrriwell's Insight.
548-Frank 1\.IerriweU's Kids. 633-Dlck Merriwe11 Doubted. 711-IHck 1\Ierriwell's Dander. 78Q-Frank Merriwell's Guile.
549-Frank l\Il'rriweU's Kodakers. 634-Dlck Merriw.ell's Distrust. 712-Dick l\Ierriwell's Hope. 781-Frank Ml'rriwell's Caml!aign.
G5Q-Dick Merriwell, Freshman. 635-Dick l\!"rriwl'lI's Risk. 7l3-Dick MerriweU's StaDdard. 782-Frank 1t!errlwe11 in the Na·
55l-Dick Merriwell's Progress. 6,~6-FrankMerriwE'II's Favorite. 714-Dick Ml'rriwell's Sympathy. tional Forest.
552-Dick Merrlwell, Half-back. 637-Frank Merriwell's Young 715-Dick Merriwell in Lumber 783~FrankMerriwl'll's Tenacity.
1:i53-Dick ~Ierriwell'sResl'ntment. Clippl'rs.. Land.. 784-Dick Merriwell's Self-sacrIfice.
r ~4-Dick Merl'iwell Repaid. G38-Frank l\!crrlwell's Steadying 716-Frank :!.I"rriwell's Fairness. 71'15-Dick Merriwell's Close Shave.
5:i5-Dick Mcrriwell'sStayin~Power Hand. 717-Frank l\I.'rrlwelI·s Pledge. 786-Dick Merriwell's Percl'ption.
r.;;t~-DlcklIIl'rriwl'll's "Push." 639-Frank Merriwell's Record 718-Frank 1\.Ierriwell, the Man of 7S7-Dick Merriwell's Mysterious
557,..-Dick Merriwl'Il's Running. Breakers. Grit. Disappearance.
558-Dick Merriwell's .Toke. G4Q-Dick l\.Il'rriwell's Shouldl'r. 719-Frank Merriwell's Return 7SB-Diek Merriwell's Detective
559-Dick Merriwell's Seven. 641-Dick Merriwell's Desperate Blow. WOrk.
51l0-Dick lIIerriwl'll's Partner. Work. 72Q-Frank Merriwell's Quest. 789-Dick Ml'rriwell's Proof.
liGl-Dick Merriwell in the Tank. G42-Dick Merriwell's Example. 721-Frank Merriwell's Ingots. 711Q-Dick Merriwell's Brain Work.
5G2-Frank Uerriwell's Captive. 643-Diek Merriwell at Gale's Ferry. 722-Frank Merriwell's Assistance. 791':-Dick Merriwell's Queer Ca.se.
563-Frank Merriwell's Tralling. 6H-D1ck Merriwell's Inspiration. 723-Frank Merriwell at the 792-Dick MerriweIl, Navigator.
5lI4-Frank Merrlwell's Talisman. 645-Dick ~lerriwell'sShootin~. Throttle. 79S-Dick .Merriwe11's Good Fellow-
5tlrl-Frank Merriwl'll's Horse. 646-Dkk M"rriwl'll in the Wilds. 724-Frank Merdwell, the Always ship. •
lilJ6-Frank Merriwell's Intrusion. 647-Dick Merriwl'lI's B"d Comrade. Ready. 794-Dick M.errlwpll's Fun.
5C7-Frank l\!erriwl'lI's Bluff. 64S-I~rankMl'rriwell's Ranch. 725-Frank Merriwell in Diamond 79lS--Dick Merriwell's Commence-
li6S-Dick Merriwl'Il's Regret. 649-Frank MCl'riwl'lI1n the Saddle. Land. ment.
5fl9-Dick Ml'rriwell's Silent Work. 6DO-Frank Merriwe11's Brllnd. 726-Frank Merriwelrs Desperate 796-Dick Merriwell at Montauk
"iO-Dick Ml'rriw('ll's Arm. 651-Frank Mcrriwl'Il's Red Guide. Chance. Point.'
5ii-Dlck 1\.Ierriwell's Sk1Il. 6,'i2-Dick Merrlwe11's Riyal. 727-Frnnk Merriwell's Black Ter· 797-Dick Merriwel1. Mediator.
572-Dick l\Ierriwl'll's Magnetism. 6:ia-Dick Merriwell's Strcngth.. 1'01'. 79S-Dick Merriwell's Decision.
573-Dick Merriwell's System. 654-Dick 1\Ierriwl'Il's Spcret Work. 728-Frank 1I1erriwelI Again on the 799-Dick MerrlweIl on the Great
574-Dick 1\.Ierriwl'll's Salvation. 6ri5-Dick Ml'rriweIl's Way. Slab. LakeS.
5To-Dick Merrlwell's Twlrllng. 6,'i6-Frnnk )I('rriVi'l'l1's Red Visitor. 7211-Frank lIIerriw..n's Hard Game. 80o-Dick Merriwell Caught Nap-
GT6-Dick Merrlwell's Party. 6l'i7-Frank l\IprrkYell's Rope. 7::0-I~rnnk M"rriwell's Slx·in-hand. ping.
577-Dick l\.!l'rriwPll's Backers. 65S-Frank 1\Ierrh",,11's L"sROn. 7:ll-I<'rank :Ucrriwell's Dupllcatl'. SOl-Dick Merriwell in the Copper
57S-Dick l\Ierriwell's Coach. 65D-Fran!, M,'rl'iw,,11's Protcdion. 732-Franl, Ml'rriwell on Battle- Country. .
579-Dick Merriwell's Bingle. 6Go-Dicl, Ml'rrlwl'l1's R<,putation. snake Ranch. 802-Dick Merriwell Strapped."-
58Q-Dick Merriwell's Hurdlln~. G6l-Dlcl, :lr,'rriwl'l1's Motto, nll-Frank lII<,rriwell's Sure Hand. 803-Dick Merrlwell's COO.lness.
58l-Dick Merriwe11's Best Work. 6tl2-Dick ~Iprrh"c11'sR<,strnint. 734-Frank Merriwell's Treasure !104-Dlck Merrlwell's Rellance.
582-Dick Merriwl'l1's Respite. 6f;:l-D!<'k :!.I"rriwcl1'" Oiu!l'"r. l\Ia p. 80;'i-Dick Merr1well's College Mate.
583-Dick Merrlwell's Disadvantage. CI14-Dick :lr,'rrlwl'1l's Drlytn~. n:i-Frank l\.1erriwell, Prince of 8OG-Dick Merriwell's Young
584-Dlck Merriwl'll Beset. 6fl:l-DieJ, Mcrriwcll'" Good Chl'er. the Rope. Pitcher.
lS86-Dick 1t!erriwell's Distrust. f;!1('.-Frnnk )r"rriw"ll's Theory, 736-D1ck ~r,'rriw"'I1, Captain of 807-Dick Merriwell's Prodding.
5S7-Dick Merdwell Lion Taml'r.. 667-Frank lIIE'rrlwell's Diplomacy. th(' Yarsity. SOS-Frank Merriwell's Boy.
588-Dick Merriwl'llls Camp-site. 66S-Franl, lIIl'rriwell's Encour- 'i:l7-Dick l\ierriwell's Control. 809-Frank Merriwell's Interfer-
lS89-Dick Merriwell's Debt. . a!l'l'ment. . nS-Dick l\.I"rriwl'lI's Back Stop. ence.·
lS9Q-Dick MerriVi'ell's Camp Mates. GilD-Frank l\!l'rriw"ll'll Great Work. 739-Dick lIIl'rriwell's Masked En- 8I0-Frank MerrhreU'. Young
59I-Dick Uerrlwe11's Draw. 6TO-J)Ick :I1l'rrl\'I'el1's MimI. emy. Warriors.·
502-Dick lIIerriwell's Dlsapproml. 671-Dick M"rri"'''ll's "Dip." 74o-Di<'k Merriwel1's Motor Car. 81l-Frank M.erriwel1's Appraisal.
593-Dick Merriwell's l\{astl'ry. 672-Dick M"rri",,,l1's Rally. 741-Dick 1t!erriwell's Hot Pursuit. 812-Frank Ml'rriwe11's Forgiveness
59+.-Dick Merriwell's Warm Work. f:i:l-Dick 1\Ip.,.;~·...11'" Flipr. 7.t~-Di<,k lIfl'l'riwpll at Forest Lake. !l13-Frank Merrlwell's :Lads.
59lS--Dick Merriwell's "DOUble 6T4-Frank 1\1erriwell's Bullets. 743-Di<'k l\.1E'r11wellln Court. 8l4-Frllnk Merriwell's Young

. Squeeze." f:7:;-l-'l'lluk Merrlwcl1's ('ut Off. 744-Dlek Ml'rriw('I1's Silence. Aviators.
596-Dick MerrlwplI's Vanishing. 676-Franl, ],fl'rrlwell's Ranch Boss. 745~Dick Merriwell's Dog. . 815-Frilllk l\.1errlwell's Hot-head.
597-Dick Merriwe11Adrift. 6i7-Diek ~,lerriwell'sEqual. 741l-Dick ~Iprriwpll'sSUbterfuge. SIB-Dick Merriwe!~ Diplomat.
598-Dick Merriwell's Inlluence. 6TB-Dick Merriwell's Development. 747-Dick lIIerrlwell's Enil:IDa. 8l7-Dick Merriweu in Paliama.

PRICE, FIVE CENTS PER OOPY
If you want any back numbers of our weeklies and cannot procure them from your news-dealer, they can be obtain. direQt

. from this office. Postage-stamps taken the same as money. . .

STR££T & SMITH, PUBUSHER8, 79-89 SEVEIITH AVE., NEW YO.·



EAR L Y N U M B E. R S 0 F TH E

TIPTOPWEEKLV
WILL BE FOUND IN THE NEW MEDAL LIBRARY

A few years ago we were obliged to disappoint thousands of readers who wanted the
stOlies of the early adventures of Frank and Dick Merriwell 'which were published in Tip
Top, because we did not have copies of the numbers that contained them. It ,vas impossible
for us to reprint Tip Top Weekly, so we made the stories up in book form and published
them in the New Medal Library at intervals of about four weeks beginning with No.iS0.

Here is a list of these splendid books which contain Nos. 1 to 509 of Tip. Top
Weekly. Our experience with these books has taught us that thousands' of boys are
overjoyed at this opportunity to secure their favorite stories in a more compact and
permanent form. Price, Fifteen Cents per copy.
Iso-Frank MerriweII's School-days.
r67-Frank MerriweII's. Chums.
178-Frank MerriweII's Foes.
184-Frank :MerriweII's Trip West.
18g-Frank Merrh\eII Down South.
19s-Frank MerriweII's Bravery.
197-Frank MerriweII's Hunting Tour:
20I-Frank MernweII in Europe.
2os-Frank llierri\veII at Yale.
2ag-Frank MerriweII's Sports Afield.
2Is-Frank Merriwell's Races.
217-Frank :MerriweII's Bicycle Tour.
225-Frallk 1.erriweII's Courage.
229-Frank MerriweII's Daring.
233-Fral1k MerriweII's Athletes.
237-Frank Merriwel1's Skill.
2..lo-Frank :Merriwell's Champions.
244-Frank :MerriweII's Return to Yale.
2..l7-Frank Merriwel1's Secret.
2SI-Frank MerriweII's Danger.
254-Frank MerriweII's Loyalty.
2s8-Frank Merriwel1 in Camp.

.262-Frank' MerriweII's Vacation.
267-Frank MerriweII's Cruise.
27I-Frank Merriwell's Chase.
276-Frank Merriwel1 in Maine.
280-Frank IVlerriweII's Struggle.
284-Frank l\IerriweII's First Job.
288-Frank :MerriweII's Opportunity.
292-Frank MerriweII's Hard Luck.
29()...:..Frank :MerriweII's Protege.
soo-Frank :MerriweII on the Road.
304-Frank l\Ierriwell's Own Company.
soB-Frank MerriweII's Fame.
SI2-Frank MerriweII's College Chums.

. 3I6-Frank Merriwell's Problem.
32o-Frank Merriwel1's Fortune.
324-Frank Merriwell's New Comedian.
328-Frank :Merriwell's Prosperity.
332-Frank Merriwell's Stage Hit.
336-Frank Merriwell's Great Scheme.
34o-Frank Merriwell in' England.
344-Frank Merriwell on the Boulevards.
348-Frank MerriweII's Duel.
352~Frank Merriwell's Double Shot.
3s6-FrankMerriwell's BaseballVictories
J59-Frank Merriwell's Confidence.
362-Frank Merriwell's Auto.
36s-Frank Merriwell's Fun.
368-Frank Merriwell's Generosity.
37I-Frank Merriwell's Tricks.
374-Frank Merriwell's Temptation.

377-Frank Merriwell on Top.
380-Frank Merriwell's Luck.
383-Frank MerriweII's Mascot.
386-Frank Merriwell's Reward.
389-Frank :r...Ierriwell's Phantom.
392-Frank MerriweII's Faith.
39s-Frank MerriweII's Victories.
3gB-Frank MerriweII's Iron ?\erve.
401-Frank :Merriwell in Kentucky.
404-Frank Merriwell's Power.
407-Frank Merriwell's Shrewdness.
4Io-Frank Merriwell's Set-back.
4I3-Frank Merriwell's Search.
4I6-Frank Merriwell's Club.
419-Frank Merriwell's Trust.
422-Frank Merriwell's False Friend.
42s-Frank Merriwell's Strong Arm.
428-Frank Merriwell as Coach.
43I-Frank Merriwell's Brother.
434-Frank :Merriwell's Marvel.
437-Frank Merriwell's Support.
44o-Dick Merriwell at Fardale.
443~Dick Merriwell's Glory.
446-Dick MerriweII's Promise.
449-Dick Merriwell's Rescue.
452-Dick Merriwell's Narrow Escape.
45S-Dick Merriwell's Racket.
4S8-Dick Merriwell's Revenge.
46I-Dick Merriwell's Ruse.
464-Dick Merriwell's Delivery.
467-Dick Merriwell's Wonders.
47o-Frank MerriweII's Honor.
473-Dick Merriwell's Diamond.
476-Frank Merriwell's Winners.
479-Dick Merriwell's Dash.
482-Dick Merriwell's Ability.
48S-Dick Merriwell's Trap.
488-Dick Merriwell's Defense.
491-Dick Merriwell's Model.
494-Dick Merriwell's Mysterv.
497-Frank Merriwell's Backers.
5ao-Dick Merriwell's Backstop.
S03-Dick Merriwell's Western Mission.
so6-Frank Merriwell's Rescue.
sag-Frank MerriweII's Encounter.
SI2-Dick Merriwell's Marked l\IoneY.
SIs-Frank Merriwell's Nomads.
SI8-Dick Merriwell on the Gridiron.
S21-Dick Merriwell's Disguise.
S24-Dick Merriwell's Test.
S27-Frank MerriweWs Trump Card.
S3o-Frank Merriwell's Strategy.

S33-Frank lIerriwell's Triumph.
S36-Dick Merriwell's Grit. .
539-Dick Merriwell's Assurance.
542-Dick Merriwell's Long Slide.
S4s-Frank :Merriwell's Rough Deal.
S4~Dick Merriwell's Threat.
SSI-Dick Merriwell's Persistence.
5S4-Dick Merriwell's Day.
5S7-Frank Merriwell's Perit.
S60-Dick l:!erriwell's Downfall.
563-Frank .Merriwell's Pursuit.
S66-Dick Merriwell Abroad.
569-Frank Merriwell in the Rockies.
S72-Dick Merriwell's Pranks.
57~-Frank Merriwell's Pride.
Sits-Frank 1Ierriwell's Challengers.
s8I-Frarlk Merriwell's Endurance.
S84-Dick Merriwell's Cleverness.
s87-Frank Merriwell's Marriage.
S9o-Dick Merriwell, the Wizard.
S93-Dick Merriwell's Stroke.
sg6-Dick Merriwell's Return.
S99-Dick Merriwell's Resource.
602-Dick :Merriwell's Five.
60S-Frank Merriwell's Tigers.
608-Dick Merriwell's Polo Team.
6II-Frank Merriwell's Pupils.
6I4-Frank Merriwell's New Boy.
6I7-Dick Merriwell's Home Run.
62o-Dick Merriwell's Dare.
623-Frank Merriwell's Son.
6~Dick Merriwell's Teammate.
629-Frank Merriwell's Leaguers.
632-Frank Merriwell's Happy Camp.
63S-Dick Merriwell's Influence.

Published about September Ig, 19II.
638-Dick Merriwell, Freshman.

Published about October 10, I9II.
64I-Dick Merriwell's Staying Power.

Published about October 31', I9II.
64.J.-Dick Merriwell's Joke.

Published about November 2I, 19II.
647-Frank :Merriwell's Talisman.

Published about December 12, I9I1.
6so-Frank Merriwell'~ Horse.

Published about January 2, 19I2.
6S3-Dick Merriwell's Regret.

STREET &. SMITH, Publishers, .NEW YORK CITY


