University of South Florida

Digital Commons @ University of South Florida
Tip Top Library

Dime Novel Collections

March 1903

Dick Merriwell's registered package, or, Frank Merriwell's
desperate struggle
Burt L. 1866-1945 Standish

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.usf.edu/tip_top

Recommended Citation
Standish, Burt L. 1866-1945, "Dick Merriwell's registered package, or, Frank Merriwell's desperate struggle"
(1903). Tip Top Library. 44.
https://digitalcommons.usf.edu/tip_top/44

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Dime Novel Collections at Digital Commons @
University of South Florida. It has been accepted for inclusion in Tip Top Library by an authorized administrator of
Digital Commons @ University of South Florida. For more information, please contact scholarcommons@usf.edu.

LARGEST WEEKLY CIRCULATION IN AMERICA

Jssued Weekly. lly Subscription $2.;o per year. Entered as Second Class

No.360.

Matt~r at

New York Post Office by STREET & SMITH, zyli i'V'unum .:.1., N. r.

Price, Five Cents.

AJISOLUTBLY WITHOUT WARNING THE ONE-AIUUJD KAN LJCAPED OUT ANll AlMil:D A BLOW AT DICK' S READ WITH A HEAVY OLUB.

-f'TiP''T~'i;··w·e~kiY*:···i
:

.

.

(LARGE SIZE.)

·

:~~
~~~~
:
If'you have not read them, look over this catalogue and you will read a list of stories
unexceiied in any part of this world to-day.
Don't fail to read these stories if you ·have not already.
328-Frank Merriwell's Honor ; or, Defying the Bo ss of the League.
329-Dick Merriwell's Danger ; or, The Secret Order of the League .
. 330-Frank Merriwell's yracas; or, Hot Times in Mad River League.
331-Dick Merriwell's Diamond; or, Fighting for the Lead in the League.
332-Frank Merriwell's Turn ; or, The Greatest Game of the Season.
J3J-Dick .Merriwell 's New Ball; or, The Boy Wonder at His Best.
334-Frank Merriwell's "Ginger ;" ~ r, Winning an Uphill Game.
335-l)ick Merriwell's Stroke ; or, Unmasking the Man of Mystery.
,
336--;-Fra.nk ~erriwell' s .W inners·; ~r, Landing on T op in Mad River League.
337-bick Merriwell's Return ; or, Back · Again to the Old' School.
338-Dick Merriv,rell's Difficnlties; or, Making Up the Eleven.
339-Dick M erriwell's Mercy ; or, The First Ga.me -. on th~ Gridiron.
- 340-Dic~~ Merriwell's Dash; or, Playing Fast and . F air.
341-Dick Merriwell 's Set ; or, Friends and F oes at Fardale.
342-Dick Merriwell's Ability ; or, The Young Gl~di ators of the Gridiron.
343-Dick Merriwell's Mascot; o~, ·By Luck or Pluck.
"·
344-Dick Merriwell's . Trust ; or, Friendship True and Tried.
345-Dick Metri well's Success; or, Bound to be a \i\T inner.
346--Dick ~lferriwell's · Determination; or, The Courage th at Conquers.
j47-Dick Merriwell's Readiness; ·o~, Who Stole the Papers?
348--Dick Merriwell 's Trap ; or. Snaring .a Spook. ·
349-Dick Merriwell's Vim; or, The Greatest Ga.me of All.
350-Dick Merriwell's Lark; or, Beaten at. Every Turn.
351-Dick Merriw_ell's Defense ; or, Up Against the Great Eaton Five.
352--:'Dick Merriw~ll' s ·Dex terity; or, H ot Work to the Finish .
353-Dick 1{erriwell Puzzled; or, The Mystery of Flint.
.
354:--Dick Merriwell's Help; or, Flint's Struggle with Himself.
355-Dick Merriwell's ·Model; ~r, Frank Merriwell 's .Fight f~r F ortune.
356-Dick Merriwelf as Detective; or, F or the Honor of~ "Friend.
357~Dick Merriwell's Dirk;, or, Beset by Hidden Perii.
358-Dick Merriwell's Victory ; or, H oicling ·the Enemy in Check.
359--:-Dick Merriwell's Disappe~rance; or, The Spook of the School.
360-Dick Merriwell's Registered Package; or, Frank Merriwell's Desperate Struggle.
361-Dick Merriwell's P~wer; or, Settling the Score with Eaton. · •

With _T IP ToP No. 28,5 begins the no~ famous Fardale Series, in which Dick Merriw.e ll
has ent~red the good . old school at ,;vhich the career of Frank Merriwell also began some
years ago. Thousands of young Americans will want to read of the fine things that Dick
Merriwell has done, is doing and will in the future do.

!*
~

~

'
Issued Weekly. B v S ubscription $,.50 per year. Entered as Second Class Matter at t ile N . Y . Post Office, /)y STREET & SMITH, 239 William St., N. Y,
Entered according- to Act of Congress in tlll! year 1qo3, in tile Office of tl1e Librarian of Congress, Was/Jing-ton, D, C.

NEW YORK. March 7, 1903.

No. 360.

Price Five Cents.

Dick Merriwell's Registered Package;
OR,

Frank Merriwell's Desperate Struggle.
By BURT L. STANDISH.
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CHAPTER I.
DEEP IN THE FOOT HILLS.

A dusty, weary youth, mounted on a hardy horse,
was riding through some very bare and scantilywooded hills in the heart of Arizona. The hot afternoon sun poured down on horse and human from
the clear, unclouded sky. The rider was fully armed
and dresse~ in rongh-and-ready style from the wide-.
brimmed hat on ·his head to the leather "chaps" on his
legs, the form&- shading his face from the scorching
sun, while the latter protected his legs and ankles from
the thorny cacti.
Despite the fact that this youth was unshaven for
at least three days and had for a far longer time given
little thought or attention to his person 1 appearance,
he was handsome, graceful and attractive in every look
and movement. Beneath his leg hung his Winchester,
and in the holster of his cartridge belt that dangled
loosely at his hip was a loaded revolver. Behind him
on th~ horse was a compact pack.

This rough-and-ready-looking young man was
Frank Merriwell.
"Well, Buster, old horse," said Merry, leaning forward to pat the dusty neck of his beast, "I think we'd
both welcome a little fresh water. · My canteen is
empty, and I know you're dry as a member of the
Ancient and ·Honorable Artillery of Boston. We've
got to find something drinkable before we camp for
to-night."
The ears of the horse were canted backward, as if
listening. A man alone with no human companions
near ever finds satisfaction in talking to a horse or any
dumb domestic animal that is at hand to listen.
Since morning man and horse had journeyed tog.e ther across the Arizona waste. Occasionally a red
lizard had flashed from sight before the hoo.fs of the
horse. Once Frank had paused to shoot off the head
of a rattlesnake with his revolver. He did it ~are
lessly and with perfect accuracy.
Behind them lay the alkali plane; ahead of them
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were the bare peaks of the Mogollons; they were in the
foothills.
Riding out of Snow Flake in the pale light of dawn ,
Merry had moved with as much silence and caution as
possible. Often as the forenoon advanced he had
paused and stared backward across the plain. O nce
he had fancied he saw moving specks low down on the
eastern horizon. Now, in the later afternoon, fo r a
long .time there had been nothing to alarm him. He
seemed alone with the horse far in the desolate wilds.
He was heading for a certain portion of the MogolJons known as the Devil's Range, mountains with unscorched sides, a region said to be barren of wood
and parched with thirst. But he knew his destination
well, for he had been there befo re. . He knew one
valley where there was grass, and wood, and water.
This · was not the usual route by which that ferti le
valley was reached. There was another and easier
route, known as the Clear Creek trail, over which the
· machinery for the Queen Mystery mine had been transported. For certain reasons Frank had . chosen the
shortd and more difficult course through the desert
and the foothills~
"This is a new trail for me, Buster," he said, as
the hor~e plodded along; "but I rather reckoned on
striking plenty of water here in these· foothills. I'm
beginning to know that a chap can't reckon on anything but discomfort down in this country." '
The foothills grew wilder and more rugged as they
proceeded. Finally they came upon indications of
wat~r, as if <!- little stream had come trickling clown
from the motlntains and had withered and died beneath
the sun.
"I think we'J.l follow this ~p, Buster," he said.
-They ·turped into a narrow valley that soon con~
traded to a gorge as they proceeded; but, with in•.:reasing satisfaction, they noted that the strea111 seemed
to sweil a little in volume.
·
"We'll find plenty to drink somewhere ahead, horse,"
said Merry, cheer.fully, "and when we do, we'll ·just
camp down for the night."
Alon g the strean1 there was ·now short grass and. a
little timber. But the gorge grew narrower and narrower until at last the walls shut together until they
\Ycre less than two feet apart, and there was no possihility of going on.
" Thi s is a blind ravine, " muttered Merry. " I' ll
ha\ e to turn back to get out of it But it is as good as
1

any place in which to camp, for there is wood and
water and feed for Buster."
He retreated a little and dismounted, unsaddling,
removing the pack and preparing to stop there, fifst
having satisfied his own thirst and given: the horse
plenty to drink.
Frank whistled cheerfully, the ravine fill ing the
<lancing echoes of a lively college tune. Here was
the Yale man, graduated and stepped forth into the
\vorlcl, and a very self-reliant, resolute, ready-for~anything chap he certainly appeared. -·
The hung ry horse took to cropping the gr_ass, while
Frank gathered some wood and started a fire,· the
blue smoke rising in the clear air. ·w hen the fire was
burning, he sat down near it, drawing from an inner
pocket an oilskin package, at which . he smi ~ed ir~ satisfaction.
" All safe," he said. "The Mining Trust ~ould give
a small fortune fo r thi s little package, but they have
found that money will not buy it, ar1d now they would
wrest it from me by any means. I was followed to
Snow Flake, but the tools of_the trust fottnd 1~0 opportunity to get in their work. A rlington has turned over
the handling of thi s matter to some of his desperate
li eutenants_. and they in turn have employed some of
the most uqstrupulous miscreants in the Southwest.
Under circumstances favorable to them my life would
not be worth a pinch of du st."
Frank was having a desperate struggle to hold his
property. The legality of his claims to the Queen
Mystery and San P ablo mines had been di sputed by ,
the powerful syndicate known as the Consolidated Minirr'g Association of America, the president of this great
Tru st being D. Roscoe Arl i~1gton, one of the. Money
Kings of _the United States . . The >Jndicate proposed
to fi ght the matter out in the territori~l COUl~ts and in
. the Mexican halls of justice, for the Queen Mystery
was located in Arizona, while the San Paolo was over
the line in Old. Mexico. But the tr• st had investigated and found that Merriwell was fortified with old
Spanish claims and deeds, as well as other papers that
seemed to assure him a victory. It made no difference
that the trust had already invested money heavil y to
secure what would seem to give them legal rights; they
beheld the shadow of possible defeat unless they resorted to desperate methods.
Arlington was said to be the controlling power, but
tlie men behind him, the di rectors, gave th~ir orders.
vVhen the task became too unpleasant for the g reat
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man, he stepped back, and . the matter was turned over
to lieutenants who were known to be unhesitating in
their methods. These lieutenants called on certain "bad
men" of that wild land and gave those men instructions. Thus it happened that Frank Merriwell found
himself shadowed and hunted.
Frank knew the one great object of the Syndicate
was to get hold of those precious papers in that oilskin
packet. Once . those papers had reached the hands of
D. Roscoe Arlington, but they had been restored by
June Arlington, the president's daughter.
Merriwell was willing to bring the matter immediately to trial and fight it out. in the courts; but the
Syndicate grew wary and held off, fearing defeat.
They still carried an air of perfect assurance of the
outcome; they regarded Frank M~rriwell as a claimjumper is regarded.
Frank knew where his strength and his weakness
lay. He knew the Syndicate would not hesitate to try
to corrupt the courts. In fact, he knew it would not
pause at anything. But still, while those papers were
where he could prO{luce them at the proper mop.1ent, he
was not afraid of the outcome.
He had-brought the papers West with him, believing the trust would seek to push matters legally.
Now he knew they were in no great haste to do so, and
the time when the papers would come into play was
•1ot at hand.
Having looked the oilskin packet over with some
satisfaction, Merry returned. it to his pocket and started
to prepare some supper from the canned stuff in his
little pack.
Suddenly he stopped, as if struck by a thought. He
stood there, meditating. Then he took a case containing some powerful field glasses and swung it by a.strap
that passed over his shoulder. This done, he retraced
his steps some distance along the ravine, finally reaching a spot where he had noted on passing that a man
on foot might scale the western wall. There he began
the ascent.
It took him fully thirty minutes to scale the rocks
until he had reached a spot from which he fancied he
could obtain the view he wi'shed. There h~ sat him
down on a bowlder and brought forth the field glasses,
which he leveled and adjusted to his eyes.
Slowly and carefully he traced the course-as near
as possible--0ver which he had come, following it
backward tow?-rd the open desert. He could look into
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valleys and ravines. All the sun-blistered wilderness
lay before him.
Within two minutes after seating l)imself on that
bowlder and beginning the survey, Frank uttered an
exclamation.
He had discovered men and horses.

CHAPTER II.
HUMAN

BLOODH0UNDS.

There were four men and five horses. One seemed
to be a pack-animal. They were not such a long distance away, and they were coming on th.rough a gorge
down which Merriwell could look and see them plainly.
Frank had traveled that same gorge but a short
time before. .
He was astonished at the nearness of these men.
But on~ thing seemed to account for it. If they were
trailing him, they had taken a chance of cutting him
off by making some short trip to the beginning of
the foothills. Once he was in the hills, he had not
been able to look back and see them coming, and they
had gained on him rapidly.
At first glance he was not certain they were trailing
him, but it did not take him long to satisfy himself
on that point. They were like so many bloodhounds
·
on the scent.
The man in the lead was a Mexican, ·one of the
gr~atest trackers in all the Southwest, known as Pinto
Pede. Frank believed .he recognized this man ·beyond
a doubt, for all of the distance. Behind him rode a
giant desperado known as Big Monte, who was foJ:..
lowed by a little round-shouldered wretch by the name
of Sid Colvin. The fourth man had lost liis right arm.
He was a great gun fighter, and his arm had, been shot
up in a saloon brawl, so that amputation was necessary. He was called One Hand Hank.
"The Syndicate• has picked its men well!" muttered
Merry, bitterly, a grim smile curling his lips.
He knew them all, for his life in the West had· led
him to acquire much knowledge concerni1;g the bad
men of the frontier.
"Fit subjects for Judge Ly11ch !" said Frank.
"They'll all die with ,their boots on."
He now slipped down from the place of prominence
on the rock, taking up a position where he would not
be easily seen, yet where he could continue to watch
the approaching desperadoes.

(
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"Best to make certain they are following me," he
~~

.

He saw the Mexican tum in the sadclle 'to say something to his companions. Then all halted and looked
away toward the locality where the young mine owner
was crouching.
"Wonder if -1ey have seen me?" speculated Frank.
"I don't believe they have, and yet--"
He soon clecided that they had ~een something, for
they were gathered in a bunch, holding a conversation. One or two lifted their arms and pointed.
Then Merry knew that they had discovered him.
The smoke of his· camp-fire was rising in the- air,
and it was this they had seen.
"VI oncler if I'd have time to get out of the blind
ravine?" he .muttered. "If not,, they have me in a
trap."
But the party hurried on once more, and he quickly
decided that there was not time sufficient for his purpose.
A grim, hard look came to the fac~ of the youth
on the watch.
"It's fight!" he said. " One against four. They'll
try to take me by surprise and give me no show, but
. I am warned, and they're likely to be the ones ·s urprised." .
He did not .hasten back to hi~ horse and his fire, but
continuecl to watch yet a little, seeing the ruffians come
soon to the mouth of the ravine, where they made
another halt.'
Then they bunched up again, and) even at that clistance, he could see that they were holcling an excited
conver~ation . .. The Mexican seemed to be telling them
something. After a time, they all dismounted and
preparecl "to mqke .themselves at ease.
"\\Tell,'! said Merry, "Pinto Pede knows the ravine
is no thoroughfare, and_!1e reckons that they ,have me
nicely. trapped. My fire seems to i9dicate that I have
s~ttlecl down for the night.
They are pr~pared to
guard the 0!1ly exit from the ravine, while they wait
for darkne~~. In the night they mean to attend to
their work and earn· the bJo'od. rpopey."
it w~~ quite evident that . he wa~ right. The sun
was .declining. Sooq night woµld c9111e do\vn over
those wild mountains, and then the bloodhounds would
close in on their prey.
, Frank meditated a little. He could escape from the
blind ravine by deserting his horse, but he had no
fancy for doing that.

.For the present it was plain that the fire assured
the ruffians that their game was near, and there was
no danger of a mischance on their part.
They did not know they _!-uid been discovered and
. were watched at that very moment.
They removed the pack from the led horse and
opened it. They ate and drank. Merry could see
them passing a bottle.
They \Vere preparing themselves with vile liquor for
the dastardly work they meant to perform.
" \iVell," said Frank, " they may meet with a warm
surprise. I am armed, and it is possible I'll be forced
to save the hangman a job on two or three · of the
gang."
He was not badly frightened, althougl1 he knew well
enough the desperate character of the men. He knew,
too, that they could shoot with deadly accuracy. Un·less he took them greatly by surprise the odds against
him would be heavy in . an encounter.
But this nervy youth had f;:iced danger of a deadly
sort before, and he was alive and in the best of health.
After a time he began the descent to the spot where
the smoke of his fire was µow dwindling tl~in. Be was
sttre of hand and foot, and he swung· down -easily.
His horse was still grazing peacefully beside the tiny
stream. But as he came in sight of the fire he stopped
short, astounped to find ;i human being sitting near it.
This person ~vas wrapped in a dirty ' red blanket, and
Ftank saw at once that he was calmJ.y smoking. On
the ground beside him lay a rifle.
'While Merry was absent this stranger had someJ10w
appeared at the camp and calmly proceeded to make
.himself quite at home.
V\Tas he one of the bloodhounds ?
F\~nk saw at a gla11ce that it was not one of the
f0tir he 'had lately been watching.
But there might be another. In all, possibly there
were five, or even more.
Perchance this one had trailed him closer than the
others and left behind signs to guide the rest of the
pack.
But Merry kne.w that, if reputation sp6ke true, Pinto
Pede needed ' no aid in following a trail The Mex ican
. was said to be a wizard at tracking. Stili Merry feit that he ·had no friends in this desert,
and the man by the fire ~ust prove most unwelcome.
Fraril/s hand had found a revolver instantly on discovering the silfot figure. The weapon was out and
ready for use.
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The stranger, . rounded over, his blanket pulled high
over his shoulders, for all . that the heat of the sun
was yet disagreeable, continued to smoke without stirring.
Merry could have shot him where he sat; but he had
no thought of doing such a thing.
"If he had wished," meditated the youth, "he mightI
have . escaped with my horse and accoutrements. He
came and found me' gone, whereupon he sat down and
awaited my return. I wonder what he means.?"
Somehow there seeme<l something strangely 'familiar
·about that figure and the dirty red blanket. Merry
frowned and looked puzzled.
"All right," he thought. ''I'll jnst walk up and
You'll ha ve Cl chance to explain
se~ what you v,-ant.
yourself."
He went £on.yard quietly a little di stance, and then
his foot struck ~gainst a stone, making a sound that
must have reached the ears of the stranger. Merry
looked for the smoker to turn his head, but he never
stirred. Instead, he continued to · pull away slowly
at his pipe.
Then Frank advanced boldly_

CHAPTER Ill.
OLD JOE CROWFOOT.

The man besid~ the fire was like a stone image. He
continued motionless until Frank had reached a point
where he made a surprising di scovery.
The smoker was an Indian.
In another moment Merry was where he could look
the smoker fairly in the face. His eyes were met by a
calm gaze from a pair of keen. beady black optics.
"How, Strong Heart!" grunted the redskin.
''By all that's vYonderful !" cried Frank, in astonishment. "Old Joe Crowfoot ! Is it possible?"
"I-Ie?p pos',' ' was the answer, as fh~ ageq Indian
held out his hand, but did not rise. "Joe bones some
old."
"I understand," said Merry, as lie grasped the proffered hand of the, Indian. ":Pon't rise, Joe_ This is a
perfect marvel! How in the world do you happen to
be here? I don;t understand it at a!L"
"Ugh!" said Crowfoot. "Hear UP1 Strong Heart
come to him mine in Debi! Mount'ns. Joe he think
heap like to see broder to Injun Heart. So him come
to. mi~1e_ At mine men say Joe git out ·heap quick.
They think him mean some bad. Joe him say Strong

s

Heart him great friend_ No go. They no take stock
in Injun. Joe him git out, but he wait for Strong
Heart."
"Well, you bet I'm glad you waited!" smiled Merry.
"I have wondered what had become of you, but never
expected to see you so ·far south."
"Oh~ Joe him go all over. Sometime he be here,
then he go there_ No can keep still after fojun Heart
him go \yay to school. Injun Heart, him like white
boy school heap much still?"
Old Joe had given Dick :Merri wen the name of Injun Heart, and by that name he always spoke of the
boy, for whom he still entertained the strongest affection. Frank had been given several names by the .old
fellow, but now he fell upon Strong Heart, to wbich
he clung, seeming to fancy the name fitted Merry
better than any of the others, in which he was not. far
wrong.
"Oh, yes, Dick likes ·tihe school," nodded Frank.
"Mebbe it be heap good for him," confessed the
aged redskin, rather sadly. "Joe he not think so at
first, but see mebbe he make great mistake."
He puffed away serenely at his black pipe.
"What are you doing in Arizona, Joe?" questioned
Merri well.
"Hunt, smoke, sleep, play the poke'."
N' ow Frank had discovered that the old man was
an adept at cards and could play poker marvelously
well, a thing that seemed most amazing. In fact, the
old fellow had all the instincts of the gambler, and
seldom it ,,,,-as that he was without money which he had
· won at cards.
"So that is what brough't you aw'-f South?" Merriwell laughed. "Hunting will not do as an excuse."
"No hunt so much now as one time did. Too old.
Injun Heart him not be with Joe to learn. Him '
great boy. Him learn heap fast. He do some thing
old Joe no could do. Him call all wild thing right
up to him. Joe he no do that. Injun Heart him have
great medicine."
"vVell, Joe," s~id Ft'ank, "I'm glad to see you, but
sorry to have to inform you that it is necessary for .
me to move camp to-night. I can't stop here."
"U gl~ !" grunted the redskin. "Strong Heart have
many bad enemy heap near-one, two, three, four. Joe
he come to tell Strong Heart, but him find out."
"So you came to tell me that I was followed by enemies?"
"Ugh!"

.
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The redskin shook his head, having relighted his
"Well, for that I am much obliged; but I have seen
ptpe.
them, and I .know the full extent of my danger."
"Make Old Joe heap sick," he said. "When ketch
"'Greaser man him .foller track."
bad men who steal girl, no shoot um, no scalp um, no
"Yes."
hurt um any, put um in big stone house, feed um well.
"One-hand man him fighter-kill many."
Ugh!"
"That's right."
That final grunt was expressive of the utmost dis"Man with crooked ey,e him strike with knife."
"That's Colvin. I've heard that he was handy with 'gust at the treatment accorded the, kidnapers of girls.
The old fellow had never forgotten that, and it had
his toad-sticker."
made his contempt for the East and Eastern ways so
"Big man strong as grizzly bear."
that nothing could alter it.
intense
"I believe Big Monte has· a reputation for immense
Indian
the
of
face
the
but
lightly,
laughed
Frank
strength."
rem~ned as grave as stone.
"Four bad men make hard crowd to buck."
"Perhaps· it would ,have been better had those men
"Just so," admitted Merry.
been turned over to you, Joe," he said.
"Th~y think they have Strong Heart heap trapped."
The black eyes of the old savage regarded him
"Without a doubt."
keenly.
"Joe him come to tell Strong Heart how to fool um
"Joe him fix um!" be declar'ed. "Burn um some,
heap."
um some, scalp um a whole lot. No give um
shoot
"I shall be much obliged for the assistance:"
feed um fat, an' let um go."
home,
good
The Indian smoked a few moments, finally observy'ou will want to go East with me when
"Perhaps
ing:
I return, so that you can make Dick a visit?" suggested
"Strong Heart him better trust Joe a lot. Joe make
Merry.
it all right."
The redskin shook his head.
Frank knew the . craft and lore of this old fellow, ·
"No do so sorp.e more," he declared. "Kill Old Joe
atid he realized instantly that his best course was to heap soon. Strong Heart him right good to Joe. Joe
leave everything in Crowfoot's hands.
not forget. One time Joe him hate Strong Heart; now
"All right," he smiled. "What you say goes, Joe." he know heap better. He no forget. . Mebbe some
"Then we make sup' here. Keep fire go, smoke rise time him show how much him care for the brother of
up. They see smoke, stay there. They wait for night. Injun Heart. Joe a heap old. Him die prit' soon anyWe wait for ~ight, too. When dark they no can see
how. . M~ke no great dif' how him go now."
us move. They come in for you. Much big mad. No
"Come, come!" exdaimed Merry, lightly;. "that
find you. Fire burn down, Stt~ong Heart gone."
kind of talk wil.1 never do. - When a rrian talks 1ike
Frank did np~ 11nderstand just how this was t~ be that he is pretty near the end of his trail. · Forget it.
accomplished, b~t he had faith that Old Joe would find · You're tough as iron, and you'll live through a great
,,
. '
a method, and so he rriade himself at ease. Coffee was mariy' wmters
yet.
cooked over the replenished fire, and they made a com"Mebbe so, mebbe not so. No care. Time come for
fortable meal in the gathering coolness ·of the ravine.
Joe to go, he go quick:"
Old Joe was curious about Dick and kept Frank
The sun was behind the western peaks. The sky
answering questions. Merry told all about the life of was golden, and darkness was being born in the deeper
the boy at school, explaining how he had become a gttlches of the mountains.
leader in athletic sports of all kinds. This led the .old
Frank . trusted everything to Joe, although he felt,
redskin to grunt in a satisfied manner, with a glitter an impatience to be moving.
·
in his black eyes.
The old Indian continued to pull at the pi~, while
"Him great stuff!" observed Joe, approvingly.
the shadows thickened and spread.
The horse had been watered and was feeding on the
"The East proved too much for you, didn't it?:' said
Merry, as he stretched himself on the. ground while short grass.
the shadows gathered slowly in the ravine. "You
Silence fell upon the strange companions in the)i~tle
couldn't stand it, could you, Joe?"
ravine. Each seemed busy with his thoughts.
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Frank was thinking of the great Mining Syndicate
and the desperate struggle he was making against the
octopus that had thus far tried in vain to entangle and
swall6w him.
Old Joe was thinking of his warrior days, when,
·strong and young and dashing, he had been a great
leader in his now scattered tribe. Those days were
forever gone. The white man held tlie land, and the
Indian was disappearing, even as the buffalo had vanished from the face of the mighty prairies.
·sadness lay deep in the black eyes of the redskin,
on which the dying fire glinted. At last, he removed
his pipe, knocked the ashes from it, and slowly rose,
saymg:
"Jv!ake ready, Stron'g Heart. The hour to move
has come. Vl/e git out some soon."
CHAPTER IV.
THE STRUGGLE IN

THE

NIGHT.

VI/hen ever);thi1{g was ready it had grown quite· dark
in thf; ravine. Old Joe led the way, Frank following
afoot and leading his horse. · They starteci toward the
mouth of the ravine, where the four bloo<lhotlnds were
watching .and waiting.
High overhead_ th( stars g1ittered ·brightly in the
·clear air, filling the sk'y.
vVhe;1 they haq proceeded ·about a third of the way
toward .the entrance to the ravine, Joe paused.
"This t~e place," he said, in a low tone. "Give
·hoss heap long rope."
Frank had 'vondered if the old redskin meant · to
.. sally forth and attack the four ruffians, but now he saw
. that Joe ha<i qui te a different project. He rt1eant to
scale the wall of the ravine at that point, wh~re there
seemed a possibility of accon1plis.hing the object.
So Merry slung his rifle from the saddle, let out the
rope by which l~e was leading the horse, and was ready
·
to follow his red guide.
¥/hen all was · prepared, · they started, the Indian
mounti i1g the steep place with perfect e~se.
The horse was intelligent and followed Frank with
littie urgii1g. Also tf1e beast seemed to know well
hbw to pick and maintain a foothold wherever it was
possible, 4nd he got along far better than Merriweil
had dreamed.
For a time the climb was so difficult that it set them
panting. The noise they ma<le seemed sufficient i11
those silent hills· to reach the ears of the bloodhounds
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and ala.r m them. Still the men were a long distance
away.
S<?mehow Merry was almost disappointed. He had
been enraged by the pursuit of the human bloodhounds,
and he had really thirsted for an encounter with them,
for all of the difference in numbers. Knowing Old
Joe's skiIJ with weapons of any kind, he had felt little
fear of the resu}t after the old Indian appeared.
· But Joe ·chose otherwise, ai1d Merri well was forced
to acknowledge to himself the wisdom of the old man's
course.
Toiling · and breathing heavily, they came at last
to a kdge that ran narrowly along the . side of the
ravine far -from the bottom . .
''Follow," ii1structed the Indian, and Frank did so,
still leading the horse.
The animal hesitated a little now, but Merry coa'xecl
it on with pleasant words, and once fairly on that narrow road· there was no turning back.
Above them spread the starry sky; below was the
blackness of the ravine.
The path wound upward, with the rocky wall close
_ at hand, at times leaning toward them, as if to push
.
them from the ledge.
The horse pressed against the wall, threatening to
rub saddle and pack froin its back.
Merriwell was astonished _at the time it took them
to pass along that narrow ledge. He felt · the peril
of it, aod more than once he paused to get a good
grip on himself, for he seemed toppJh1g outward from
the path. Well he· knew that a fall to the rocky depths
.. below meant almost certain deg.th.' ·
Then Sttddei11y: :without Wfl.rning, a surpri~ing thing .
_. happ~ned . . Fi·a!lk was startled by a savage exclama~
· tion, and he 'saw· through the _gloom that :Old Joe was
engaged in a desperate struggle of some sort there on
·the ledge. .
"What is it, Joe?': he asked, grasping his revolv.er.
"What has happened?"
• There was . no answer, but the deadly struggle con·
tinued, growing fiercer arid fiercer.
Merry pressed forward, ·hop'ing to be. able to take a
.
' harid a~d render his redskin friend assistance:
en·had
Joe
The starlight seemed to .show that
countered a human being on that ledge and they had
grappled.
Who was it?"
Was it one of the bloodhounds?
Merry pressed forward, but even as he stretched
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out a hand to touch the Indian a terrible thing hap- there been the least doubt in his mind on that point
he would have found a way to investigate. But his
pened.
Locked in each other's arms, the fighting men reeled enemies, reduced it seemed by one, were not far away,
on the verge of the cliff. Frank clutched at them, but and good judgment told him the right thing was to
he was too late. From the lips of Crowfoot's antag- waste no time in making good his escape. So ·when
onist came a cry of despair, and then they went whirl- · he had descended into another valley, he mounted
Buster and rode away into the night.
ing downward.
Morning found Frank many miles from the locality
No sound escaped the lips of th.e a$'~d Indian.
of
his unpleasant night adventure. All around him
Horrified, filled with inexp_ressible dismay and regret, Merriwell knelt on the edge of ·.the pr~dpice and were the wild mountains. He knew that all of Pinto
peered downward into the darkne_ss which his eyes Pede's skill would be insufficient to follow him through
could not pierce. Down: there lay an awful black11ess the night, and so he no~ longer fea1:ed. He let Buste;
graze, while again he built a fire and made ready for
and silence.
.
For several minutes Merry remained thus, peering breakfast.
and listening. No sound rose from the depths.
"To-night," he said, "I will be at the mine."
"That was the end of them both!" he groaned.
His horse had fallen lame in the night, but he beT)len he thought of Crowfoot's words about death lieved that a rest would restore · him suffi<;:iently for
a short time before. The aged Indian had seemed to tl1e day's journey.
feel a premonition of impending doom, and he had exBreakfast he enjoyed as well as possible under the
pressed a willingness to meet it. He · had gone to his circumstances. And then, being weary, he kicked out
death like the brave old wretch that he was, without a . his fire that the smoke should not be seen by unwelcr\)' of fear, without a murmur or a gasp.
come eyes, and stretched himself upon his blanket for
Frank's heart was torn with poignant regret. More a nap. His rifle lay within reach of his hand.
than once Old Joe had lifted his hand to slay Dick's
"An hour of sleep will do me," he said. "I'll take
brother, but this was long ago in the days when Crow- an hour and be satisfied with that."
foot had felt that Frank was working the ruin of Dick.
Usually he was one who could bring sleep at his
But now the old redskin had atoned/ or everything by biddi1~g, but now, much to his / displeasure, it did not
giving up his life for Merriwell.
come quickly. There was a tumult of thought in his
Who was the man he had encountered on the ledge? brain. He felt the intensity of his great battle against
Frank believed it must have been one of the human the powerful Syndicate. He realized the desperate
bloodhounds. In that case, the ruffians had known of methods to which the trust would resort. Thus far he
the ledge and sent at least one of their number to pre- had held the beast by the throat, but might ·it not tire
vent Merry .from escaping that way.
him out and break his grasp at last?
Possibly anoth_e r of the desperadoes was lurking on
Then he thought of Dick.
the ledge.
"For his sake, as well as my own, I must fight this
Gathering up the picket rope of his horse, which he thing through," he said. "Never yet has Frank Merhad dropped, Merry again proceeded, leading the ani- ri well weakened, and I'm not going to yield a hair,
mal with one hand and holding his revolver ready in even though the most powerful combination of capital
the other.
in America is pitted aga"inst me."
He moved with slowness and caution, his heart opIt was this indomitable courage against odds that
pressed with a great loneliness. ·
had made him the wonder he was at college. It was
Nothing blocked his way. He went onward until this spirit that had made the name of Merriwell of
at last the -ledge broadened and brought · him forth Yale famous the world over. He did not know the
· from the trap.
meaning of the word "squeal."
But batk there in the darkness at the foot of the
With the horse tranquilly feeding a short fl istance
precipice lay the mutilated bodies of Old Joe Crow- away, he fell asleep in the shadow of the canyon wall.
foot and the unknown.
When he awoke Old Joe Crowfoot, wrapped in his
Merry considered what course he had better pursue. dirty red blanket and smoking his black pipe, sat on
He was confident his redskin friend was dead. · Had the ground about ten feet away.
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CHAPTER V.
ANOTHER

SNARE.

Frank was compelled to rub .his eyes and stare in
amazement. He fancied at first that he might be
dreaming. But it was no dream. Crowfoot was there,
smoking with the utmost placidity.
"vVell," said Frank, stirring up, "you are the liveliest dead Indian I ever saw !"
"Ugh!" grunted the old savage, without moving.
"Old Joe tough. Him hard to kill."
"That must oe right!" nodded Frank. "But how
in the name of all that's' wonderful did you escape?"
"Go bump-bump; come down on oder man; that fix
him. Joe he get b1~eathe all knock out. Him lay heap
still long time. Then him find he be all right a whole
lat." •
"Well, that doesn't seem to explain it to me; but it's
plain that, in some amazing manner you escaped being
killed. Who was it you fell over the cliff with?"
"Sid Colvin he no boder Strong Heart some more
any."
"So it was Colvin?"
.
"Ugh!"
"And he got his fi11ish in the fall."
"Heap got it," nodded Joe, with something like
grim satisfaction.
"But how in the name of all magic did you happen
to turn up here at this hour?"
"Joe him know which way Strong Heart go."
••you couldn't follow my trail?"
"No. Just make heap good guess:"
"Well, that explains in a degree. It certainly .was
a heap good guess. But it's marvelous you found me
without trailing me. I fancied there was no danger
that any one would find me here."
"Some luck," confessed the old redskin.
"Crowfoot," said Frank, earnestly, "you'll never
die; you'll just dry up and blow awa)'. to the happy
hunting grounds: It is useless to try to -kill y9u."
. Joe never smiled, but sometimes there came into his
beady eyes twinkle that told Q'f hidden. mirth hJ hj.s
soul, and this Merriwell now . beheld.
"Old Joe him have medicine charm," he declared.
"That keep him plenty safe."
"But, as you found me here, it's not impossible the
rest of the dogs may have followed on, making a guess
at it."
"They come," nodded the Indian.

a
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"Ha!" exclaimed Frank, with deep interest. "Do
you know that for a fact?"
"Joe him know. He keep pear and watch um bad
men lot. See um go creep, creep into place where
Strong Heart was. They all broke up a lot when no
find Strong Heart."
"I imagine so," smiled Merry. "They must have
thought I took to myself wings and flew out of the
ravine, lika a bird."
"They swear a great much."
"And you were near enough to hear?"
"Joe him be right near. Once him think he shoot
um bad men. Git 'fraid him do bad job, make miss,
some ~ot 'way. So him no start on job. Joe like
to make job all good when him start it."
Frank smiled again at the quaint manner of the
redskin's explanation why he had not opened fire ot:f
the trio of rascals. Joe had been afraid that he
would fail to make a clean "job" of it.
"And they said they would continue to follow me?"
"They say Strong Heart go straight to mine, so they
go same way. Mebbe find him 'gain. Say um .bigwhite man pay big boodle to get talkin' paper Strong
Heart have."
"That's the game, Crowfoot. I have some papers
those men want. They have been paid to get their
hands on those papers. Of course they would not object to wiping me out at the same time. But it would
not satisfy them to wipe me out and not get hold of
the papers, for my brother would be left to make
them trouble. - Here are the papers."
Merry took out the package wmpped in oilskin.
The old savage looked at it curiously.
"These papers," explained Frank, "are the titles to
certain mines, the Queen Mystery, which you visited,
being one of them. Those mines are so valuable that
_a powerful band of men have resolv~d on taking them
from me. They are owned by myself and Dick. If I
were _to. be killed, Dick.could continue the struggle for
· the mines, and I believe these papers would epab!e him
to hold them. •- But 'this band o:f white_l]len have great
influence; and they might defeat Dii;:k. They are unscrupulous. They will hesitate at notl~ing to get those
mines." ,

"Robbers!'" grunted Joe. "White man sell himself
for yaller stuff !"
"That's right. Lots of them sell themselves for it."
"They fight for it; die for it.'" •
"Sure thing."

IO
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They came finally into a narrow, rocky ravine, with
"Fools!" said Crowfoot, contemptuously.
"Beyond a doubt you have made a correct estimate sides that even a mountain goat might have found
of them. But it will continue so as long as human unsealable. Proceeding leisurely, they approached the
11ature remains the same. Now, Joe1 it is very danger- debouchure of this ravine into a wide gorge, whe_n, all
ous for me to be carrying this i>ackage .about out here in a moment, Joe was off the horse, his. rifle ready for
in Arizona. I should not have it with me. It should U 5e.
be safely desposited in a _bank in the &st. I brought
"What is it?" asked Frank, startled in spite of himit out here because I fa11cied the men I am fighting self by the sudden movement of his companion.
would try to push matters against me ·in the white
"Back!" whispered the redskin. "Get back behind
man's courts of law. Now I have no further need of rocks-quick!"
tl1e ~pa,pers at present, and I wish they were thousands
Frank knew peril of some sort threatened them.
of miles away."
The redskin was causing the, horse to _back, keeping
the animal between him and the mouth of the ravine.
'. 'Mebbe you send um?" suggested Joe.
"I should have clone so before," confessed Merry.
Merry got bdck directly, also holdirt,s- his rifle in
"But I do not even like to trust them to the mails. • t readiness.
the same time, if I could reach a post office now I
"What <lid you see?" he asked, as Joe joined him.
would gladly get them off my hands."
"Heap men," was the ans\ver. "They w~it out
Joe seemed to understai1d and nodded.
there. Joe see um."
"Mebbe you git there pri~ty soon," he said. "Vie
"Men? ·w hat are they doing?" better be move right away."
"Hide."
.He ceased smoking.
"What for?"
"That's right," nodded Frank. "But have you had .
"For us."
breakfast, Joe?''
"But-but-are they Indians?"
The Indian shook his head.
"vVhi te."
11
"No had some yet."
Well, this is getting interesting! They can't be
"Then you must eat. I have enough left, and while the fine gentlemen we left behind last night?"
r ones."
you are eating I will get ready for moving."
·..· N o. S ome oder
. "Joe, are you sure you sav.: men ?u ;
To this the old fellow made no objection, and soon
"Ugh!" grunted the old fellow, in angry disgust.
he was munching away at the remnants ~f food left to
"\i\Then Strong Heart know Crowfoot him eye to make
Frank, which he cleaned up completely.
Frank caught his · horse . and made ready for the mistake? Him see."
· s.tart. He filled his canteen with water.
"All . right," said . Frank. "But how many were
When everything was ready, Merry insisted that Joe there?"
should mount the horse.
"No can tell-mebbe two, three, four, five."
"You have had a hard tramp through the night/' he
Frank knew Crowfoot was not one to overestimate
said, "while I was in the saddle. It will do my legs
any peril, and so he understood that outside the mouth
good to get a stretching."
·
of
the canyon somewhere amid the rocks a number of
The redskin demurred.
"Look here," smiled Merry, "I'm the chief of this men were lurking.
"But they may mean us no harm," he said. '!Peroutfit. You may have been a chief in your day, but
you're under me now. \i\f e'll take turns at riding, but haps they are prospectors."
you are to start it. Later, when the sun is hotter, !
Joe gave a gntht.
will ride."
;'See um dodge. See um move .. Joe him know.
This seemed to satisfy the pride of the old. fellow
They ready to shoot when Strong Heart come out."
somewhat. Under the heat of the sun he would perAs if to prove the full truth of the old man's words,
mit the white youth to ride, while he would do the
a
rifle
cracked somewhere and a whistling bullet flatmost difficult thing. So he mounted and they were
off, following the valley still deeper into the moun- tened against the rocks within two feet of Mcrriwell's
tains.
head.
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CHAPTER VI.
THE TRAP OF DEATH.

The shot came from above.
Looking swiftly upward, Merry saw a nian leap
along amid some bowlders and y anish from view, h~v
ing obtained a position where he could see them with
very little danger of exposing himself.
"That settles it!" said Merri well, grimly. "There
is. ,no uncertainty about it now. They have prepared
an ambush for us. It is evident that the delectable
gang who were trailing me have some friends who
were sent to shut me off, in case I should escape the
. bloo<lh~tmds. Joe, you saved me from stumbling into
a very nasty trap."
He had not been idle while talking. Having seen
the position where the man above had ,concealed himself, Frank. lost little time in shifting his location and
getting under cover of the opposite side of the ravine,
thus reaching a point where the first to shoot . could
not again fire down upon him.
The Indian crossed also.
And now a hail came from the rocks beyond the
mouth of the ravine.
"Oh, Frank Merriwell I" called a gruff voice.
"Well," answered Merry, ,"that's my handle. What
can I do for you ?"
"Come out."
"Thanks! To be shot at? I do not care to make
a target of myself."
"There'll ·be no shooting ·if you come out. That
blamed fool up there was some previous!'. '
"Possibly he was, but he has clearly indicated your
intentions," returned Merry.
"It was a mistake, pard."
"Yes, a mistake oti your part."
"We want to talk with you."
"Go ahead."
talk better face to face."
· "We
"Then advance with your hands high and ·empty,
for you'll get shot up some if you try tricks."
But this plan did not suit the hidden speaker in the
least. He sought to draw Frank forth by vari,ous
cajoleries, none of which accomplished the purppse.
At the same time Merry warned the ruffians not to
enter the mouth of the ravine, after which, in company
·with Old Joe, he retreated as quietly as possible along
the foot of the wall.
' "We've got to, tum round anci'-make our · way out

cin
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of here by retreating, Crowfoot," he said, in a low
voice. "The Mining Trust must. have employed a
small army Of desperadoes to do their dirty work. In
this they have flattered me, for it is apparept that they
thought a few murderous scoundrels might not be
able to cope with me successfully. At the same time,
it seems that you save my life on •this occasion, Joe,
sorpething I'll not readily forget."
To this the old fellow answered only with a grunt.
They were able to hug the wall for a considerable
distance, and thus had withdrawn far clown the ravine
before the rocks and ~wlders, and a turn in the. course
of the walls forced them out so they were agam seen
by the fellow who had fired on them from above. As
soon as this occurred the man saw them, rose over
his J;>owlder, and fired again, the bullet picking up some
dirt two yards to the left of Merry.
Crowfoot had been retreating backward, his rifle
gTipped with both hands, his black eyes roving r~st
lessly over the rocks and walls. His weapon spoke hke
an echo to the . other, and from behind the puff of
smoke up amid the rocks the man was ~een to make
a convulsive leap and pitch forward. He struck on /
the brink of a ledge and lay there, his arms and head
dangling over, while his rifle went clattering :tnd
bounding to the bottom of the ravine.
'' \Vell, you fixed him nicely!" said Merry, who was
a trifle pale but whose nerves were steady as the
mountains. '"That was an excellent shot, Crowfoot. "
"Ugh!" was all the retort that came from Old Joe.
They continued to retreat, quickly passing frorr.
view of the dangling arms and head of the de<1-d man
on the ledge.
"The tools of the Syndicate are finding this no easy
job," observed Frank. "Two of them have swallowed
their medicine and gone off on the long trail."
"More to follow," asserted Joe, with something
.
like grim humor.
After a little they ventured to hasten with still
greater speed back along the ravine.
".W e'll be out of he1:e inside of thirty minutes,'' said
Frank.
"Listen!'' cautioned Joe.
They paused a moment, but Merry could not seem ~o
hear anything. The old Indian, however, shook his
head and said :
"Bad men come! They faller us."
~'Let them follow," said Frank. "But they had bet·
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ier be cautious and keep their precious hides out of
sight."
They now hastened their retreat with all speed, hop' ing to get .out of the ravine without a further encounter with the ruffians.
Of a sudden, from some distance ahead, came a
r-umbling explosion which seemed to jar the very
ground, and this was followed by a long-continu.ed
roar, like a mighty avalanche. Old Joe looked at
Merry inquiringly.
·
"Don't a k me!" sa~d Fr.ank. "I don't know what
I it was. But it sounded like a blast. Who can be blasting here in these mountains? That's a ver)t interesting question."
So they continued to press forward.
In a short time they came to a point where they
could see the narrowest portion of the ravine, where
the overhanging walls had pr~sed close together.
And there, to their astonishment, they saw that one of
the walis had crumbled and .fallen in indescribably
wild confusion, filling and blocking the ravine with a
mighty mass of earth and storm.
\ "Well, wouldn't that jar you!" exclaimed Merriwell, in amazement. "It looks as if we were caught
in a trap. With armed ruffians behind us and this
fallen •..val! in front,. we're in a very nasty scrape, and
no mistake about · that."
·"Heap so( admitted the fodian. "No can git hos».
over that place."

"No."
"Then~. "
"Got to turn and fight the devils behind us.';
Even as he said this, a man appeared on the top of
the wild mass of fallen earth and rock. He stood up
and uttered a shout. In his hand he held a rifle.
"Well; shoot me!" muttered Merriwell. "Shoof me
~f it. isn't Big· Monte!"
"H eap so, " agam
. came f rom Joe' s l"1ps. "Oder ba d.
i;nen come behind u~ ; blow down wall. Bad scrape."
The Syndicate was resorting to the most desperate
means to obtain what it desired, and it now seemed
that Frank Merriwell was trapped beyond a doubt.
Other men appeared on the barrier near Big Monte.
They were Pinto Pede and One-Hand Hank. There
\vas no passing them.
"Well," said Frank, "I'll fight as long as I have
strength to pull a trigger!"
.
And now Big Monte uttered another derisive shout
and fired a bullet pinging over their heads.

"Heap danger," g·runted Joe.
"Correct," nodded Frank. "We've got to•get under
...
cover."
They fell back to the cover of some rocks 'piled
against the southeni wall iof the ravine. Here,they could
not quite conceal the horse, but were able to hide themselves effectually, although they were fired upon once·
or twice by the men before which they had been re~
treating ere making the discovery that the ravine had
been blocked by a blast.
Frank knelt behind the rocks, noting with satisfac~
tion that above their he·a ds the wall tiulged otttward,
so that it was not possible for any one to drop heavy
stones upon them.
He looked the situation over, and- it did not take
him long to conclude that the murderous vassals of the
Consolidated Mining Association of Ametica had him
nicely penned up in a box from which there was no
escape. This time Crowfoot could not lead him out
by means of scaling a sloping wall, for the walls rose
sheer to the top far above. With no provisions and
very little water, it would not be long before the ruffians would force their marked victim into a desperate r
break for liberty in the face of almost certain death, or
would compel him to surrender.
"It's a regular death-trap!" he muttered.

CHAPTER VII.
THE MAN WITH ONE ARM.

"Brad," said Dick Merriwell, to his friend and
roommate, Brad Buckhart, as they, were returning
from Fardale 'Village to the academy, "there is a man
with one arm following us."
Buckhart looked round.
"I opine you're right, pard,'' he admitted, observing
the man, who stopped and stepped behind a tree.
"Who is the galoot?"
"I don't know," confessed Dick, shaking his head.
"He has been · hanging round the post office. I saw "'
him there yesterday, and he was there again to--day.
He watches me like a hawk when I come in."
"Well the varmint is a bungler!" declared the Texan,
in disgust. "He dodges in a way so that anybody'd
know what he was up to.''
·
"He's a ruffian of the worst sort, or I'm no judge
of ruffians," asserted Dick.
"Belong round town?"
"I never noticed him before yesterday.''
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"Look like a sailor?"
"No; more like a ruffian from the West. Somehow
he seems like Western desperadoes I have noticed."
"Let's go back and take a look at the gent," urged
the Texan. "I want to see him so I'll sure know him
next time we meet up."
Nothing lath, Dick turned about at once, and they
retraced their steps.
The man was lingering behind the tree. When he
saw he could not escape observation, he steppedout and
started off, but the boys quickened their steps and soon
came up with him.
"Wait a minute, sir," urged Dick.
The man turned and assumed a smile that made
his dark face look extl'emely hideous. He had small,
wicked eyes. His dress was rough, but was not such
as would attract particular attention.
"Whatever is it you wants of me, young gents?" he
asked, in a voice intended to be very bland and reassuring.
"l just wanted to inquire if there is anything in
particular I can do for you," said Dick. "You seem
to have taken a great interest in me."
"Why, is it so?" a$ked th~ man, with the rising
inflection. "I 'low you must be a heap mistaken, young
gent. I never 'peared to notice you any at all before."
"You have watched me every time you have seen
me, and to-day you followed us from the post office,"
said Dick. "Now, I don't rnind that, but I fancied you
might think there was something I could do for you."
. "Which were exceedin' kind o' you, kid/' grinned
the ruffianly-looking fellow, in a manner that was
more than half an insult; •~but I sartain confess that
you're mistaken a w.hole lot. ·- I were jest out a'-walkin'.
fer my health:".
"What made you dodge behind that tree when we
looked back."
"Dodge? Me dodge? Now, kid, you've mistook
my natur' a plenty if you reckon I'm the sort to do
the dodgin' act fer anything o' your size an' age.''
"vVeH, that's all right!" exclaimed Dick, who did
not fancy the man's. tone or manner. "But you can
make a big mistake and pick up the wrong kid. I don't
fancy being _dogged about, even by a man with one_
a1·1n ..,;
The grin disappeared from .the man's fa~e.
"Don't git personal) youngker, about ·that there
arm i" growled the ruffian, fo~ ruffian he plainly ·was.

"I don't like it norte whatever, an' you might find me
onpleasant if you riled me up a whole lot."
\'Don't let that worry you," chipped in Brad. "If
you don't like it, you know what you can dq. You
hea1· me chirp!"
"Now, who was a-talkin' to you?" said the man.
"Nobody in particular," ahswered the Texan. "But
I chip into this game just about here."
'"Better keep out. I'm a peaceable-disposed gent
when I ain't rubbed the wrong way o' my fur; but
stomp on rt1y tail an' you'll · hear me yowl a plenty
loud."
"I reckon yowling is about all it will amount' to,"
said Brad, with equal insolence.
talk from a· boy provoked the oneThis kind
am!_ed man exceedingly, a fact which he made no
effort to conceal.
"Why, I could wring the both o' your necks with
my one hand!" was his assertion.
"Mebbe you're thirsting to try it?" inquired Brad.
"If so, why we're here waiting. We ate, I know!"
Dick laughed.
"Come," he said, giving Brad's arm a pull. "We're
not hunting trouble.''
"An' that shows you sartin are a· good se11sible
youngker," commented the man with one · arm.
"Mosey along abotlt your business, children, . an' you
may live out your allotted years. Otherwise you're in
great danger o' meetin' up with a sudden great calamity."
With that, he again faced toward the · village and
strode away.
"Now, that's the sor't of a galoot," said Brad, "who
riles me all over. What he 11eeds is the branding iron,
and he's sure to get' it some time scorching hot."
"He's a Westerner," said ·Dick. ·
"I opi11e so," nodded the Texan. "Either that, or
he's tunning a big bluff, ·aftet my own style."
"It's no bluff. He spoke in his natural manner of
talking, and l have · heard· men talk that way in the
West. What is his game? Why is he watching me?"
"Ask me an easy one, partner. Mebbe he likes your
style a whole lot, and is in for copyihg · it."
"He has an object," averred Dick. ·"I am sure of PI feel it. Somehow I feel that I have not seen tli.e
last of that man."
The one-armed man walked on with long strides,
·soon disappearing into the village.
Dick and Brad turned again toward the academy.
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· "'Don;t let him worry you· none," urgcrd the Texan.
Further than that, the expression of the fellow 's
"He may be a bad man from 'Way Back, but I opine face was that of a conscienceless scoundrel who wotild
he'll behave himself here in the placid East." ·
hesitate at no crime.
At last, Dick approached the registry window and
But, as Dick surmised, he had not seen the last of
the man. On the following clay, which was Saturday, called for his package, for which he duly signed.
The package was passed out to "him.
Dick went alone to the post ·office. As he entered, the
It was small and compact, being tied about with
man with one arm was loitering near and followed
strands untwisted ·from an ordinary rope: . The paper
him in.
Dick was given a notification that there was a regis- was soiled.
But instantly on seeing the writing, even before obtered package waiting for him. As he was glancing
at this notice, he heard raspy breathing at his shoulder serving a name written fine in an upper corner, he
and turned to see the eyes of the one-armed man fas- knew it had come from his brother and was very
valuable.
tened upon the slip in his hand.
Young Merriwell was angry.
"What do you want?" he demanded, sharply.
CHAPTER VIII.
"I ask yer pardon, youngker," said' the fellow, with
THE PACKAGE AND THE LETTER.
attempted politeness. "I hopes ye don't object none to
my callin' at the general delivery fer my mail?"
Dick lost little time in openiti.g the registered pack. "Call as much as you like, but keep away from me." age from his brother.
Dick could not have accounted for the feeling of
In it he found a number of legal papers relating to
irritation and aversion that had seized him, but it was certain mines, one. in Arizona and one in Mexico.
extremely powerful, and he stepped away from the
They were the very papers Frank Merriwell had
man.
journeyed East to take from the deposit vault of a
The fellow gave him a derisive grin.
)· New York bank a 1 few weeks before.
"Confound him I" thought Dick.
Frank had sent them back.
The one-armed man stepped up to the general deOn a sheet of. paper, torn from a notebook, Merry
livery window and asked :
had written a message to Dick. 'fhis message was
"Mought there be anything fer J. D. Burnham?"
brief and thrillin'g enough. It ran as follows:
He was informed that there was nothing, whereupon
"MY ~EAR DrcK: I write thi~ hurriedly at sundown
he turned away and left tlie post offie,_e, not even giving
in a rocky ravine of the Mogollon Mountains. I have
Dick another glance.
been followed here and .nicely trapped .by a band of
Young Merriwell shook himself, as if seeking to cast ruffians iil. the employ of the C. M. A. of A. ~ who have
off a spell.
been engaged to wrest from me by any possible means
"What is the matter with me?" he muttered. "Why the old deeds and titles of lhe Queen Mystery and San
is it that I am so stirred up by that fellow? I ca,n't Pablo .mines. There seems no possible escape from
this sr).are, as the wretches have blown down a ·wall on
account for it. But I know he was peering over my one hand and blocked the ravine, while they wait with
shoulder to read this notice. His eyes were fastened loaded · rifles at the other extremity to riddle me if I
on it, and his face wore an eager look of satisfaction. attempt to escape that way. The trust dared not press
matters in the courts until it had secured possession
Why was he interested ?"
The question puzzled Dick not a little. Thinking of these papers. My companion is Old Joe Crowfoot,
of this matter, he neglected a while to call for the who declares that, under cover of nightfall, he will be
able to scale these perpendicular walls and get away.
package.
But he says it is absolutely impossible for me to acThe man had given his name as J. D . Burnham, company him. He wants to stay with me and fight
but ,something told Dick that this was a fictitious name. it out to the last, but I have insisted that he should
· The boy was now quite fully satisfied that the fel- go and take the papers to the nearest registry post
office. I will prepare the package so that he can regislow was hanging about the post office and watching
ter it, and it will be forwarded to you in case he suc'or friendly purpose. That there was ceeds in getting away. I do this that you may. be able
him for no
behind it all some sinister design young Merriwell to take up the fight for your rights if these devils succeed in snuffing me out. ·' To-morrnw, if I ariLsatisfied
felt confident.

.
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that J oe has escaped, I shall surrender. I ishall wait
long enough to feel certain that <;rowfoot has plenty
of time to reach a · post office. What will follow my
surrender I caimot say. The. ru"ffj.ans may murder me.
but I have·a fancy they will not, as that would do them
no good, unless they can secure. the papers. If I get
off with"my life, you will hear from me in clue time. It
is g·r owing too dark to write more. Good-by, Dick,
·
possibly forever!
"Your affectionate brother,
"FRANK."

,

When he had fini!5hed reading this thriiling message
the boy was in a state of high excitement. His nerves
were tingling and ..his heart was pounding furiously in
his bt:east.
"Heavens!" he murmured, with pale lips.
He well compi·ehended how serious must be the situation for Frank to write such a letter. More than
that, he seemed to feel that Merry had not revealed
the full danger 0£ his situation.
"Good L ord !" muttered Dirk, aloud. "I ought to
,.
be vvith hin1 ! r. ought to be there r'
He was burning with an intense longing to be at
the side of his imperiled brother. He thirsted to stand
by .Frank through thick and thin, to fight with him and
fall with him, if fall it should be.
Never before had Dick realized so keenly the intense
affection he felt for his manly brother. Now that
Frank was in such peril the boy was djstressed unt~
he shook like a leaf. Often he had faced deadly peril
himself without being thus moved . .· Indeed, . in the
teetJ1 of mortal danger h~ had held hi~ nerves firm
as iron; now he trembled.
Before his mental vision arose a picture of Frank
trapped by those ,desperadoes in the far-away Arizona
mountains. He knew something of the bad men ef
the Vv est, and he realized that they would not hesitate
•,
to kill in order to gain their ends.
And Merry h('\d written of surrendering when he
was sure Old Joe had slipped safely away. The fact
that · the package had reached Dic~' s hands was proof
ihat the crafty old redskin had been successful.
But how \vas it with Frank Merri well?
Dick saw Frank coolly waving his hancl\<:erchief on
the muzzle of his rifle and then walking out to be taken
a prisoner by the miscreants. The boy knew Merry
would coolly smile in the faces oJ the wretches who
would be infuriated in discovering how he h:id tricked
them. Then, would not their rage lead them to mm~
dcr?
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On top of this came a thought that made the boy
stagger.
•
It was all over.
Th~ ~egistered package had. been many days .on the
roa<l. ·Long- before jt ar,ri y~d in Fardale Merry h~d
..
surrendered.
What fate had befallen him ihen?
~.'Heaven protect him!'. ' whisQered the agttated boy.
He was . s(ruck by an awful . fear that m:ver again
would he look on the face of his brave, noble brother·.
"If they have killed him/' _whispered. Di.cki his young
face set with a frightful look, "I'll spend my whole •
life, if necessary, in hunting the ~lastardly murderers
·
clown and bringing them to justice!"
Lt was a "VO\\'. whi~h h~ registered before h~aven then
and there. ·
Again he read the letter through from beginning to
end, and when. he .had finished it the second time he
was even more agitated than before.
Had any of his friends seen him then they would
have n1arveled at his appearance. Never had one of
them beheld him lose his nerve, but now it seemed that
there was no nerve left in him.
I-le thought of all the splendid things Frank had
clone, of . his record at school, his brilliant career at
college, of his struggles with adversity, of his triumphs, his modesty, his generosity, of the hundreds
of things and qualities which had endeared him to all
who knew hint
If Frank Merri well lay dead . in far-off Arizona
there would,be mourning in New Haven, where he was
the ])est-beloved and most-admired of all "old grads.'
If Frank Merriwell lay dead in that wild South. :we;;tern land, many hearts would be wrung, many tears
would be shed.
ln that moment Dick thought of Bart Hodge, loyal
and trui. What -a fearful blow the intelligence would
be t-0 Bart ! •
But there was another-Inza !
"It will kill her!" said Dick, huskily.
Then he flung aside the spell that was on him ..
"Bah!" he said. "Frank is all right! . He was not
born to die in such a manner ! · I know fie is all right!"
Still, in spite of bis endeavor to reassure himself,
he could not entirely escape from a faint fear that
everything might not be well with his brother.
Other noble fellows had been cut off on the very
threshold of life. Death is no respecter of persons.
and Dick Merriwell knew it.
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He knew that he would count the hours until there
came some message to tell him that Frank was wellor dead.
Then, in the midst of these thoughts broke others
of the man with one arm.
Instantly Dick vaguel y connected that man with
•
Frank aud with the desperadoes who had trapped
Frank in the Mogollon Mountains.
"No," mentally said the boy, "that cannot be. He
is bere-he has been here two days."
Still that was not satisfactory, and ·immediately Dick
remembered that r~istered mail always travels, on
account of inspections and precautions along the route,
slower than ordinary mail. That being the case, was it
not possible that this ruffian with one arm had started
from Arizona at the same time as the package, or even
somewhat later, and reached Farclale in advance of it?
"It's possible," muttered the boy. " That wc:m.ld explain why he has been hanging about the post office
and watching me whenever I have come here for mail.
He has been waiting to see me get this pack~ge. And
to-day he looked over my shoulder and saw the notice.
He knows I have it now!"
,Dick hastily thrust the package into an inner pocket
of his coat, which he buttoned tightly over it. ·
"T6o late to place it in the bank," he said. "I'm
sorry about that. It cannot be put in the bank until
Monday. Until then I must guard it with my life!" He thought of the little safe in Merry's home. Why
not lock the papers up in that safe?
Then he remembered how desperate men, employed
by the Syndicate, had once entered Frank's home and
removed the papers from that very safe. Such a safe
could easily be "cracked" by any up-to-date burglar.
"That won't do," Dick immediately decided. "I
can't put them there. There is but one thing for me
to do,, and that is to keep them constantly on my person until I can get them safely into the bank. I'll do
that."
He left the post office. Outside he looked around,
fully expecting to detect somewhere the man with one
arm.
He saw nothing of that man. His eyes beheld the
usual life of the village street. It was a mild, thawey
clay, and snow-water ran in the ruts of the road. The
sunshine and warm air had led men, careless of colds
and pneumonia, to cast aside overcoats, or to walk
with them flapping wide.
What a contrast this peaceful village was to that

thing of which he had lately read in the letter from
his brother!
Dick started away for the academy. He walked
swiftly, a tumult of thought in his brain. Several
times he paused to look around for the man with one
arm, but it seemed that the ruffian had quit~ cliS'appcared.
As the boy continued he fell again to thinking over
the letter. He walked with his head clown. It did not
seem right for Frank to be away there in Arizona,
fi ghting for the fortune that was rightfully his, while,
Dick remained i)eaceful and unmolested in Fardale..
The lad longed to take part in the struggle.
Little he dreamed how soon he was to be concerned
in it.
I
As he was passing an old shed that thrust one sagging corner out into the road-line the one-armed man
suddenly leaped out from a place of hiding and aimed
a blow at his head with a heavy club.
I

CHAPTER IX.
THE STRU GGLE

IN

THE SHED.

Dick dodged and flung up one arm, partly breaking
the force of the blow.
But he did not wholly escape.
The heavy club came crashing down upon his skull,
and he fell half stunned to the ground.
At once the ruffian dropped the club, grasped the lad
by the collar, and dragged him into the shed.
"Got ye!" he muttered, in savage triumph. "Got ye
good and plenty, my sharp an' sassy youngker !"
Dick heard him, although it seemed that the voice
came from far, far away. The boy realized what had
happened, but felt that he was helpless to prevent the
wretch from carrying out his purpose.
"Now," grated the man, "to git holt o' them yar
papers. It's a right good bit o' boodle they'll bring
to me."
He ,began to searnh the boy's pockets. In a moment
he was unbuttoning Dick ' ~ coat. That it was which
brought back the lad's volition.
The man was feeling for the very pocket that contained the precious package!
Of a sudden Dick stirred and grasped the fellow's
wrist with both his hands.
"Hello!" exclai'med the ruffian, in astonishment.
"No you don't!" whi spered Dick, faintly.
"vVell, elem me !" e..-cclaimed the fellow. "You must

'
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His fingers seemed crushmg the throat of the boy.
have ·a right hard head, yot.mgker ! But you'd better
lot
whole
a.
up
Dick could not breathe, and the pressure was giving
keep still, or I'll be forced to use you
him great agony.
more. "
The man bent down and grinned ·hideously and
He tried to twist his wrist free, but the lad hung on
fiercely into his face.
like grim death, panting :
"Ye' re a right peert young hustler," he said; "but
"No you don't! No you don't!"
I
The man swore, and a look of great fury settled on ye can' t. buck up agin' One-Hand Hank without
meetin' yer finish."
his villainous face.
. Dick realized that the wretch might mean to choke
"I'll have to finish ye, you little devil!" he snarled. ·
Now, Dick was not so very little, being a good sized him to death then and there.
A wild thought forced itself through the boy's brain.
and well-developed lad of his years, and it was not
such an easy thing to finish him, as the man with one Somewhere away out in the Arizona mountains Frank
Merriwell was lying dead, his bones picked by buzarm was soon to learn.
and bleaching in the sun. Soon the end would
zards
but
free,
wrist
his
twist
to
hard
tried
The scoundrel
Dick held on, feeling his strength returning swiftly. come for Dick. He would lie dead 'neath that old shed,
Then the mffian planted a knee in the boy's stomach his face black, his . eyes bulging, and the dreadful work
and pressed it downward with crushing force. The of the Syndicate would be done. They would have
young muscles of the athlete resisted, and this pres- the papers and the mi'nes, but the curse of blood would
sure, which mi~ht have seriously injured a weaker be on all.
"No!" something within him shouted. "It shall not
lad, harmed Dick not at all.
"Ye' re pnttfr1' up a right good fight, kid!" the man be!"
Then, with a terrible energy, he tore those crushing
was forced to confess. "But it won't do ye no good!
from his neck.
fingers
Better give up an' let me have them papers. It'll save
ye a lot of trouble and inju}y, sure as ye're born."
The strength of the boy seemed to come back to
"Never!" said Dick.
him with all its n3:tural force, and the man was as"Then, dern ye! I'll cut yer throat from ear to ear!" tounded by the fury of the struggle. To be sure he
The look in the evil eyes of the wretch seemed to ,must have succeeded in finishing Dick had he possessed
indicate that he was one to make Stich a threat good. two good hands, but the disadvantage of having but
'!No you won't!" averred Dick.
one he soon felt as the lad again squirmed from be"Why not?"
'
neath him and rose to his knees.
"I won't let you !"
"You young wildcat!" snarled the ruffian. "I'll sure
"vVhy, you're a onery kid! I opines it won't be no have to fini sh you fer good!"
.
great job!"
·· From beneath his cdat he snatched forth a murder"You've got another opine coming to you."
ous-looking knife, with which he lunged forward at
The struggle continued furiously, until, suddenly, the fighting youngster.
much to the man's surprise, Dick managed to squirm
Dick managed to escape the blow, but the knife
aside and partly rise. Instantly t,h e villain hurled hi.<> ripped open the sleeve of his coat.
weight against the lad, who was knocked backward to
\i\Tith a bound young Merriwell was on his feet.
the ground.
"You dog!" he huskily gasped. "You murderous
Dick was listening all through this struggle for the scoundrel!"
sound of some person passing to whom he could shout
The man had risen and stood between Dick and the
an appeal.
door of the shed, the dreadful knife ready for use.
At last, he heard the sound of sleigh bells..
It was giooiny there in that shed, which seemed to
They came nearer and nearer.
hold the black shadow of death. Outside the spring
But the man with one arm divined the purpose of the snows were melting and the breath of the south was
boy, and he suddenly succeeded in clutching Dick by in the air. In there it was choking close, and the air
the throat.
was filled with the chill of a long-,sealed vault.
"I opine you won't chirp loud a great deal," he said,
Dick did not demand that the man should stand
fiercely. '
aside and let him pass, for he knew that such words
I
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would be wasted. He saved his breath and watched
closely, ready for action . .
Now the wonderful fighting of the boy had caused
the ruffian to breathe heavily, and he welcomed those
few moments in which to recover . . So they stood thus,
beneath ·the gloomy shed, watching each other closely,
waiting for the moment when the struggle should be
resumed.
Thus far Dick had ·succeeded in reta111111g possession ·of the precious package, but now the man had
drawn a deadly weapon, and the boy had no similar
,weapon with which to meet him.
But the one-armed wretch had been given enough of
fighting by the youngster. Certain it is that he did
not wish to kill the boy unless forced to do so in order
to obtain the papers. He knew the peril of committing
murder in ·that part of the co\.mtry-he knew the
bloodhounds of the law would be placed on his track
to hunt him down and bring him to the gallows. True
it was that the influence arid ·power of the Mining
Trust would be behind him and would seek to save his
neck in any case; but even money has been known to
fail to save a murderer.
J,t is not likely that the wretch was seized with admiration for a boy who could put up such a desperate
battle. Rather it is probable that he was greatly provoked and enraged. He had anticipated accomplishing his object with no oppos.ition of consequence, a11d
now he saw himself pushed tq_ _the verge of tJSing his
knife.
"Give me that yar paper, kic !" he hoarsely grated.
Dick stood quite still.
"Gr e it up!" snarled the mau. "If fou don't, dern
me ef I don't jest nacherlly slit ye inter rib'bons !"
"You want the papers?"
.
"You bet! An' I'll have 'em, too !"
"Then you'll have to come and take them!" flung
back Dick, apparently nothing daunted.
One-Hand Hank; for the ruffian was the famous
Western gun-fighter and "killer," swore.
"vVhy, I've snuffed out twenty good meff in my day,
kid!" he exclaimed. "I could shoot you clown instanter, but I don't care none to kick up a rumpus with
my gun. Them papers won't do you any good whatever now, so ye may as well give them 1{p. You can't
expect to fight an' beat the Syndicate all by yer lonesome."
"I don't. My brother is in this fight, as the Syndicate will find out before it is through with the job."
\

/

Hank laughed harshly and derisively.
"Yer brother!" he sneered. "vV'at's
ther matter
' .
with yer? He ain't in it no more!"
Those words struck a cold dart . to the boy's heart.
"What do you mean by that?" he asked. "My
brother is not one to give Up."
"They all has ter give up when they git theirs," said
the ruffian. "An' Frank Merriwell he sartin got his
a plenty."
Dick kt1ew what the fellow meant.
"It's a lie!" he f~intly cried.
.
"Is it? vVal, I opine not! We shot him up a whole 1
lot when we found he had fooled us, with the aid o'
that dirty redskin. An' we didn't take . ther trouble
ter do any buryin', either. Coyotes an' other hungry
things has 'tended ter that; I reckons."
Dick was infuriated.
"You lie!" he panted. " :My brother is not de::i.d !
He was not born to be murdered by such miserable
dogs as you !"
"Yer welcome ter think as you likes, kid,' ' said OneHand Hank, with pretende~ indifference. "But what
I sees with my own eyes I sure knows. He's as dead
as old Adam, an' I'll swear ter that."

CHAPTER X.
THE

BAtTLE

I

FOR 1 LIFE.

If the mffian thought to break the spirit ot the boy
and cause him to surrender by this information, he
made a great mist<!ke. Instead, Dick became more
than ever determined to fight the thing through to the
finish. •
Was Frank dead?
Then he would engage in the struggle with the Syndicate and defeat it. Then he would live t~ avenge
his brother.
"Hand out the papers, boy!" commanded the man,.
advancing a step.
Dick retreated as the ruffian came on. He fell back_J
until he was agatnst the sagging wall of · the old shed.
He could retreat not an other step, and tJ1e wretch
was drawing upon him steadily, the knife ready for
use.
Dick's hands felt behiind him. His fingers touched a
loose board that had been nailed over a crack. vVith
a sudden wrench, he tore the board free and lifted it,
bringing it down upon the arm of the man with all
his strength.
1
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The knife flew from One-Hand Hank's grasp.
Dick tried to lift the board again to beat the wretch
over the head, but Hank closed in with a single bound.
. The shed creaked as the boy was hurled back against
the . wall.
"Got ye now!" triumphantly d'eclared Hank.
Dick lifted his knee . with sufficient force to suddenly double the wretch over. Then the boy tried to
dodge past, but Hank's single hand clutched and held
him.
Wheeling, young Merriwell struck the fellow on the
side of the head with his fist, sending him spinning,
but those fingers held fast, and the battling youngster
was dragged down also.
They fell heavily, and Dick tried to scram.qle upon
the villain to pin him fast. Both were somewhat dazed,
and tHeir movements were not dccurate. In his haste
the Fardale lad went clean over his antagonist.
Hank flopped over just as Dick sought to .crawl
away, and down upon the boy's ankle came the clawlike hand of the man.
Tinkle! tinkle! tinkle !-sounded some sleighbells.
Some traveler was passing.
Dick lifted his voice just as Hank hurled himself
on his back and crushed him to the ground, breaking
the cry.
Tinkle I tinkle I tinkle !-the sleigh passed on without
stopping.
Dick's cry had been unheard; or, if it had been
heard, the person in the sleigh had not understood
its ..impor.t and from whence it came.
Ope-Hand Hank laughed hoarsely with satisfaction.
"Got ye now!" he cried. "It's no use. Cave in,
kid!"
For. reply Dick threw his head violently upward
and . backward. He struck Hank full in the mouth,
cutting the ruffian's lips and stunning him somewhat.
"Devils !" mumbled the man.
With a great heaving twist, the lad managed to hurl
the villain off, and the battle was continued with the
chances far more even.
Only for a moment.
Then the single hand .of the man found and grasped
the hilt of the knife he had dropped.
He Utt€;red a snarl of sati~ faction. There would
be no hesitation now. W~ought to a pitch of fury that
made him utterly careless of consequences, he struck
hard at the lad.

•

Barely in time Dick managed to flop swiftly over
and escape that deadly stroke.
The knife was buried in the frozen ground.
Again Dick had escaped death' by a narrow margin.
He might have leaped up at that moment and made
good his escape had he not been so exhausted. He
made the attempt, but Hank was on him as he was
rising.
The oaths that issued from the bloody lips of the
ruffian were horrible to hear. All the evil in him
had been awakened and stirred until it boiled forth
from his lips and sought madly the destruction of the
fighting boy.
Round and round they tw.isted, until at last,' oy /1
wrestler's trick, yQung Merriwell. succeeded in throwing Hank.
Dick went down heavily on the wretch, .w ho grunted
with the shock as he struck the ground. ·
"No use!" mumbled Hank. ''I'll kill ye now I I'll
slice ye shore!"
·
But his knife was gone, and he could not do the
slicing.
.
He had another weapon left. The boy felt that
Hank was reaching for a pistol I
"If he gets that weapon out," thought Dick, "I'm
done for!"
So again he managed to seize the ruffian's wrist and
balk his deadly purpose for a little time.
The gloom of the shed seemed to grow deeper. The
mighty exertions of the lad . had forced the blood to
his head until it roared in his ears like a mighty cataract. Before his eyes a black cloud seemed settling, and
dimly through the dusk he saw the contorted face of
his' foe, the glaring eyes and the bleeding lips.
With a terrible fear that he was growing unconscious, Dick exerted all the force of his wonderful.will
to prevent such a calamity. Well it was for him that
he possessed such cotnmand · over himself, for by that
alone he warded off weakness that must have given
One-Hand Halk the victory.
"I'll shoot ye full o'. lead!" snarled t}:le ruffian.
, "Not yet!" thought Dick; but he had no breatli
for words.
'
The ruffian twisted to free his hand, but Di.ck held
on with all the strength he could command.
,
Ail the fighting blood of the Merriwells was stirred
in the body of that remarkable l;>oy. Not one lad in
a thousand could have put up such a battle against
sucl1 odds. Dick understood all he was fighting for1
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and as lpng as he could lift a hand there was M possibility that he would desist and surrender.
The man had been astounded by the furious resistance of the lad. Vaguely he felt wonderment now,
but mostly that was smothered by intense fury.
Those who have tried to hold fast to the wrist of a
strong person know how difficult is the task. Dick did
his ·best, but Hank finally twisted free. ·
· "Now you get it sizzling hot!" grated the tnan, as he
reached for his pistol.
Dick straightened up and oqt ftew one of his feet,
striking Hank in the breast and hurling him backward.
At the same time, the lad. lost his balance and fell.
!fad. he not been so exl)austed by his struggles . this
would ,not have happened.
· He lifted himself, btit the shadows in the shed were
~bicker than ever, and the roaring in his head now
sounded like a steady peal of thunder.
;. He looked around.
What had happened? For a moment he caught himself wondering, and it warned him that his senses were
threatening to desert him entirely.
~,. Through . the- gloom he saw a pair of glaring eyes
fixed upon him. He knew those eyes, and they dragged
pim back to himself for yet a little time.
Weakly Dic'k lifted himself to his knees. As he did
Sb, his hand felt the piece of board he h?d ripped from
the side- of the shed. Once .that board had saved his
life, and it w.as destined to do so·again. He rose with
it in his hand.
Then he saw that tlie' ·one-armed man had drawn
·bis pistol. H~ saw the weapon lifted.
It was astonishing that enough life remained in Dick
· to ·enable him to make such a sudden sidelong spring.
·. The pistol flashed, a glare of red lighted the dark
interior of the shed for an instant.
The bullet barely touched Dick's ear.
J'he boy did not try to run. Instead, he struck with
all his strength at the spot from whence the bullet had
_come, at the same time hurling himself9orward. The
heavy board came down ·edgewise on the head of OneHand Hank, who. fell over stunned.
And across the body of the man dropped the: boy.
CHAPTER XI.
CHESTER DEMANDS 'T I'IE PAPERS.

Dick recovered quickly, for he had not lost a realizing sense of his peril. He dragged himself to his feet
'

-

~

and looked down on the silent figure of the ru$an,
shuddering a little.
One-Hand Hank was quite still.
The atmosphere of the shed choked the boy. He
turned and staggered out into the open light of day.
_Covered with dirt, with spots of blood on his face
and hands and his clothing torn, he presented a pitiful
spectacle. But he had triumphed! The unyielding,
indomitable spirit of the Merriwells had carried him
through to victory.
The precious papers were still in his possession.
Dick turned back toward ·the village. He knew
where
to find the peputy
sheriff, and now he hastened
'
.
as fast as he could to reach this official.
-The first person he inet stared at him in amazement
ana hurried on. The next man stopped, asking!
"What has happen~d to you, boy? Have yo111. been
l
. .
.
in a fight?" .
.
.
A strange laugh, short and harsh, came from Dick's
lips.
"Oh, yes!" he answered; "I have been in a fight.
Where is Tom Daggett, the deputy sheriff?"
"Going to have some one arrested?"
"I think so. Have you seen Daggett?"
"Yep. Saw him down to Lawyer Soper's office an
hour ago."
Dick reach~d Lawyer Soper's offi~e.
Daggett had just gone out.
"You must have been in a scrap, my boy?" said
the lawyer. "Been attacked by some of the village
boys?"
.r
In the past there had been fierce conflicts between the
boys of the village and the cadets; but of late the
academy lads .had proved too strong, and the village
youngsters took pains to keep. clear of encounte_rs.
Dick shook his head.
"You may find Daggett at Prodder' s store," said the
lawyer, as the boy passed out.
The deputy sheriff was just leaving Pl'Odaer's store.
"Mr. Daggett," said Dick, "I "'vish you t°"come with
me and take into custody a ruffian who tried to rob and
murder me. "
"Whew!" whistled the officer. ''Got a warrant?"
"No; but I think my appearance will warrant your
making the arrest. If we stop to have a warrant made
out, the scoundrel may escape."

...

...
I,
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"1.:hen we won't stop," nodded Daggett. "I'll just
lock .fhe fellow up, ·and you can swear out the warrant
afterward. Lead on."

But when the shed was reached the man with one
· arm had disappeared. Plainly he had recovered after
Dick's departure and lost no time in making off.

On the way Dick had ·briefly told Daggett the particulars of the at~ck. aiid struggie, arousing iii th~
officer a great desire to place his hands on the wretch.

"I've noticed that man hanging around," he said.
"He won't get very far. I'll have him! J- ·promise
you that. I'll have the irons ~n him before dark and
land him in the caboose. Boy, you're a good fighter,
which was a lucky thing for you . . Just you go get
yourself attended to, and ~eave rv.e to gather in the gent
with one arm."
"All right," said Dick.
He did not proceed directly to the academy, but
went to Frank's _house, letting hirriselt in with the key
he constantly car.ried. r:e .was compelled
to
rest a
'
-,
little before washing and changing his clothes. Fortunately he kept a cadet suit at the hous_e.
-~

Aid so, when Dick issued forth again and turned
his s'eps toward the academy, he bore scarcely a to~n
of the frightful struggle for life through which he
had so lately passed.
Reaching the academy, he learned on the ,vay to his
room that Bi:ad Buckhart was in the gym., although it
was. already growing dark. He did .not go there in
search of his roommate, but the Texan soon appeared.
Dick had lighted a lamp and -was sitting by the table
on which it stood.
"Well, pard, wherev~r have you been ?' 1 ~ried Buckhart. "We've been putting a right smart bit of practice
in the cage this afternoon. And, · say, that Flint is the
real thing. Why, he's got a batting eye that beats
the band. He can meet any kind of a cur:ve: Had all
the fellows trying to fool him, but he can crack a rise,
a drop, an out and in or a straight ball just as easy!
If he shows up like that in a game he'll be the..greatest
batting find Fardale ever made."
Then Brad stopped and looked ha•d at Dj.ck.
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"What's the matter?" he asked.
"I have seen our one-armed friend again."
"That varmint? Well, that's interesting i"
''It was-very!"
"How?"
Dick told Brad of the battle with the one-armed man,
and the Texan grew greatly excited . .
"Great horn sp0on !" he roared. "All-. that happened ancl,_I wasn't there to break into the game?
Well, confound my luck I And the measly hors~ "'thief
escaped I Waugh ! Let's get after him I ~et' s go
forth with a rope and gently s4spend him fr0µ1 , the
limb of ?- tree! Oh, I've just got to sooth~ngly place
my delicate hands on that whelp! I have, I kn~~ I"
"Daggett is_after him,'' said Dick. "He has prom·
ised to hunt him down and arrest him."
"But these ·yere papers he was aftert" questioned
Brad, "what are tl~ey ?"
('Here they are/' said Dick, bringi_n g forth the
registered pac~age. "They were sent me by Frank
£rotn Arizona. I shall deposit them in the bank ·here
as soon as possible. "
"Why, I certain thoqght-.-"
"That Frank took the papers West .to use. ~gainst
the Syndicate. He did, but the Syndicate is not ready,
to fight the thing out in the courts, so Frank . sent
them back to me.''
"Why didn't he ~eep 'em?"
"Wait," said Dick. ;,I have a l~tter ;hat I' ll read
you. It will explain." ·.
'
So he read Frank's letter aloud to Brai:l, whoso
eyes began to bulge.
"Whoop!" cried the Texan, when the letter was
finished. "Why,_blow n;e cold! that's the real thing!
Say, pard; Frank certain was in _a right ha;d pred,ic;ament ! Those devils had him in a box.. But that oi<.I
.
Injun must have found a hole to squeeze out of.'~ .
''

"It's hard to trap Old Joe," said Dick; "but my heart
is sore for Frank. Brad, I'm afraid."
"Pard, that brother of your never grew to let a lot
of onery low-down Piutes like them snuff him outc
You hear me talk ["· '

t .
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·hope you are right ; but the one-armed man declared that they had shot him."
"Don't you believe it."
"I declined to believe it. All the same, I cannot
help feeling worried, and I shall remain so until I hear
something more from Frank."
. "If you don't hear--"
"There is some money here in the bank that I can
draw. I shall take it and go to Arizona,.. to investigate.''
"Dick," cried Brad, "I'm with you! Say, you don 't
allow I'd let you go off there like that without sticking by you? But what if you find out that Frank is
truly dead ?''
Dick stood up. His face was pale, but in his dark
eyes blazed' a fire.
.
"I shall hunt his murderers, one and all, to death!"
"Which is right. But, pard, I opine that his real
murderers will be the men of the Mining Trust. They
put up the job. They sicked the dogs on."

Neither boy realized that the door had been left
slightly ajar and that outside a passing lad had pat1sed
and listened to the greater part of their conversation.
But now the door was flung open, and into the room
strode Chester Arlington, who pointed a finger straight
at Dick.
•
"Give me those papers!" he cried. " They rightfully celong to my father! Gi ve them up, or I'll shoot
you where you sit!"
/
\ Vith his other hand he whipped out a revolver,
which he pointed straight at Dick's head.

CHAPTER XII.
ANOTHER.

LETTER.

Never in all his Ii fe had Chester been in more deadly
earnest. The leveled weapon did not quiver. Dick
looked straight into the muzzle.
"Go away, Arlington I" _he said. "You're making
a fool of yourself I Don't try to frighten P'le with a
"Yes; and at the head of the Trust stands D. Roscoe
trick like this. You couldn't get the papers if you
Arlington. He has riches behind him, but he· is the
came here armed with a bomb."
cause of all this trouble. He has ruined hundreds I
"I'll take them, or I'll scatter your brains ovet the
He has caused suicides and untold misery. His great
fl~r !" palpitated Chester, his face flushed and his eyes
fortune is wrung from the hearts of human beings I
bloodshotten.
Some day he shall know what it is to suffer. He can"He's been drinking!" muttered Buckhart.
not always escape."
Of late Arlington had fallen into bad ways, and,
"Mebbe you're right, pard; but it does seem that
despite his age, it was said that he had ~aken to drink.
some of those rich sinners who squeeze fortunes out
That he was reckless and desperate to an amazing deof the. weak live all their lives in luxury and die comgree all understood who knew him well. And now,
fortably in bed. I don't quite understand it, but it
having visited a saloon in town that afternoon, Ches'pears to me that iustice misses fire sometimes."
ter had retun:ied to the academy inflamed by drink.
"Who knows," said Dick. "Possibly they are made He had brooded over fancied wrongs received from
to suffer as they deserve. I believe it must be so. the hands of Dick Merriwell, and in his heart he had
J'he Trust claims the mines which belong to Frank and meditated on revenge.
myself, but they can never wring those mines from us
"Qive. me those papers, Merriwell !" he said, in a
until they have secured these papers here in my hand." fearful tone, "or I'll shoot you thr9ugh the head!"
"And they'll never get them!"
Whizz !-something flew through the air.
"No. Their last attempt was a failure. If Frank is
It was a book, hurled by the hand of Buckhart, and
aead, I shalt take up the fight. On Monday I shall it struck the hand that held the revolver, which was
place these papers in the bank, where they will be knocked clattering to the floor.
safe. H
With a Gry like that of a wild animal, Chester flung
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himself forward at Merriwell, who was beyond the
table . on which sat the lighted lan1p. He made a
ch.1tc4 at the package.
The table was knocked over, the lamp toppling back·
ward toward Arlington.
There was a crash and' a sudden. flare of flame;· · ·
The lamp had been smashed on the floor, and the
burning o_il had spattered over Chester, whose ' clothing seemed to leap into flame.
"Great horn spoon!" burst from Buckhart.
is doings for sure!"

"Here

Arlington realized his peril. He saw his clothes
flaming and tried to- heat out the fire with his hands.
Dick Merriwell made a great spring toward the alcove bedroom, tearing a blanket from- the bed. • In a
twinkling he was back. The burning oil :was run• destrucning over the floor. threatening the complete
tion of· everything in the room, but Dick paid no heed
to that. Seizing Arlington, he wrapped the blanket
about him and deftly tripped him up beyond the line
of the fire.
Buckhart was shouting an alarm at the door.
\?ilithout realizing that Dick was trying to save his
life, Arlington sought to fight him.

I

In that moment the strength of young Merr-iwell
· was niost amazing. · He was working for the life of
a fellow being, and he seemed a perfect Hercules.

The· blanket had been ~rapped about Chester with a
deftness that was astounding, and Dick rolled the fellow over and over, pushing him away from the fire.
There were shouts in tlie corridors, the banging of
doors, the sound of running feet.
Cadets saw the red glare of the fire shining from
Merriwell's open door. They came there and looked
in, gasping with amazement as they beheld Dick rolling
over and over a smoking human figure that was
wrapped in a blanket.
Clang! clang! clang !-sounded the fire bell. All the
academy was alarmed.
"Fire in barracks!" was the thrilling cry.
The school had a well-drilled fire company, which

turned out in perfect order,
general confusion.

for

all of considerable

In the corridors were hand grenades to be used in
the ca~e of such an emergency. As the first of the firemen came hurrying to the s<:~1e of the conflagration,
ready with the fire grenades, Dick Merriwell staggered
from his ·room, carrying in his arms a figure h:n.lffied
in a blanket. · A burst of srnoke rolled out behind him.
Arlington seemed limp as a rag.
"Well, you're the limit, partner!" exclaimed ~ Brad
Buckhart, in the deepest disgust; as he met Dick out~
side the door. "Sa\ti?g that onery galoot ! W hy
didn't you let him burn? Look what he's done! O ur:'.
room is ruined. Perhaps the ·building will burn}'
Then they were pu!!J1ed away by the· firemen · who
were at work. A line of hose was quickly run along
the corridor. The grenades had been exploded in the
room. The fire fighters were hard at work.

"Put me down, Merriwell," said a smothered voice.
"Put me down, I say!"
Arlington was released. His hands had been badly
burned, but that :was the only· injury h e sustained, save
to his clothing.
Again Dick Merriwell, whom he hated with all the
intensity of his proud and · selfish nature, had -rescued
him from fearful injury, possibly. from 'death. And '
this had been done regardless 0£ the· fact that· he was
the cause of the fire that \vas destroying the furniture
and other things in Dick's room. Dick had made no
move to save anything in that room, but he had worked
hard to save his enemy's life.
Of late q1ester Arlington had seen his influence
/
waning with his own class, while Dave F lint, whom ·
he despised, was each day growing more and more ·
popular. B_ehind this he recognized the influence of
Dick Merriwell. Be knew Dick's power was carryfn&r
Flint steadily and surely forward and upward.
To be sure there were numerous qualities abou't
Flint to command the admira.tion of those· who lea~ned ·
to recognize his worth, but he .had seemed utterly lack-- .
ing in magnetism and the genial goodfellowship regarded as essential in a boy leader. He was poor and
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lowly, and not at all inclined to push himself forward.
In fact, he was such a fellow as Ches~er regarded as
the very dirt beneath his feet.
I
. This rise of Flint, drawn upward by Merriwell's
power, infuriated Chester. He lost control of himself. Already he had fallen to smoking cigarettes,
wliich are surely weakening to any boy who pursues
them assiduously, but now he took another downward
step and began drinking. When he paused to pla:x
tpe eavesdropper at Dick's door he was in a pitiful
condition from drink, although he had managed to
brace up and get into the building without attracting
much attention.
What Chester heard turned him into a crazy fellow.
For some days he had been ca.rrying a revolver, and
straightway he .sprang into Dick's room, demanded the
papers, and threatened Merriwell with the loaded weapon.

--

~ -·

But it took more than a revolver in the hand of
Arlington to frighten Dick into giving up those papers.
After the upsetting of the lamp Dick thrust the
precious package into an inner pocket and then turned
his attention to Chester.
So the papers were safe when Merriwell bore his
enemy from the burning room, after beating out the
flames. .
r
Arlirlgton received the attention of the doctor -soon
after, whit~ Dick returned wjth the forlorn hope that
something might be saved from the fire.
The young firemen . worked like heroes, succeeding
in confining the flames to the room where they started,
but Dick and Brad lost almost everything.
When-the fire was out and they again stood in-their
blackened room Buckhart expressed his. feelings in
his own choice manner. He made several observations
about. Arlington J hat "'.ere of the , r~d-hot variety. . "I!e was pretty · well sobered up when it was all
over,'! said .Dick. "Brad, it's a shame about that £.ellow I"
,

.!

•

.

' "That's right!" agreed the Texan. "It's a howlii1g
shame such a measly Piute is permitted to camp here
among decent chaps. You hear me peep!"

"It's a shame he's going the way he is," said Dick.
"He was not like that when he came here. To tell the
truth, I really thought there was something in the
fellow, if he could be taught a few lessons. But he
refuses to be taught. He was a clean-looking chap,
and now he's getting careless. He might have made
the football team i£ he had tried for it, like any ot~er
f_e!low ; and they say he can do great work in the
pitcher's box."
'_'Hold on, pard !" exclaimed Brad. "You did e...:erything mortai man could do for him. You overlooked
dirty tricks and plots. You refused to push him to
th~ wall when you might have forced him out of Fardale in disgra<;:e. I' ve never raised no big kick, for I
opined I knew your reasons. I've seen a certain locket.
But there's nothing but rottenness in the varmint, and
that I kno I If he had one decent streak, by this time
he would be playing humble to you and feeling mighty
meek and lowly. Instead, he hates you worse than
poison, and he loses no opportunity to try to get at you.
Now, don't ever hint that there can be one grain of a
man left in such a cheap whelp!"
Dick smiled, but there was something of sadness in
that· smile. It was true that his promise to June Arlington had kept him from retaliating on Arlington
when that fellow had been concerned in many low plots
to do him .harm. · And he was not sorry. He remember~d how June had proved her true nobility. When
the precious papers, now resting in his pocket, had
failen into the hands of Mrs. Arlington, it was June
who restored them to lrank Merri well.
Dick sighed,
: "All right, ,Brad," he said. ''Have ~t to s_uit yourself. We've got to fit up another room if I stay here,
but we'll not do that until I hear from Frank. Unless
I hear from him by Wednesday qf next week I shall
start. for Arizona." .
T hat night, in a strange room, Dick slept little. The
precious papers were beneath his pillow, and within
reach · of his hand was a revolver. All through the
night he tossed and turned, tortured by thoughts of
Frank.
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Sunday was a long and dreary day. In the afternoon_~ Dick and Brad went into the village and learned
from Tom Daggett that the ruffian with one arm had
somehow made good his esc!lpe. Daggett was much
cut up over the matter.

"I don't jest see how he done it," he said; "but he's
gone, an' he didn't seem
boy."

~o

leave a trace.

I'm sorry,

Dick was greatly disappointed, for he had · hoped
One-Hand Hank would be ·Captured. He wished ·to
question the man closely to learn, if possible; more
about Frank and his fate.
Returning to the academy, Dick tried to content
himself in writing a: long letter to Frank, in which he
poured out his heart. He co~ld not know if if would
reach Merry, but he took a chance and addressed it
to Snowflake, Arizona.

Tearing it open, Dick read:
MYSTERY MINE,
M·rs., ARIZ.
"DEAR DrcK: Everything is all right at this end
of the line. I trust the papers have reached you
safely by this time, for Old Joe, whb is with me, ass.ures me that they were duly mailed and registered.
I have not time to w,rite a long letter, but will do so
later, explaining in full how, through the aid .of Old
Joe, I fin.~lly e~caped -from the rl.tffie1:ns,,into _whose
hands I fell. But the fight se~s just begun. · The
Mining Trust has resolved to seize this mine by 'l orce,
and I learn a small army of desperadoes 'has beeri gath. ered for the purpose. I see hot times ahead. Am
preparing for defense to the bitter end. Don't worry
about me. I have some stanch and loyal frieqds, the
least of whom is not Joe Crowfoot. Will try to write
again to-morrow.
"Your affectionate brother,

Another night passed, and Monday morning dawned
bright and smiling. The sun was bright in the sky,
and the melting sriow told that winter was on the wane.
Spring was in the air, and the cadets were filled with
the gingery feeling that comes to all youth in the _
springtime.

"QUEEN

"MOGOLLON

"FRANK/#
THE END.

The Next Number (361) Wiii Contain

Dick· Merriwell's Power:

Dick was given permit to go into town to deposit
the papers at the ·bank: He marched along the road
with his hands in his pockets, one of them gras?ing
the butt of a revolver, ready for anything. He took
care to closely scan every spot where a man might
be ambushed, for he more than half ~xpected to again
encounter the ruffian with · one arm. As he passed the
shed wliere tha! frightful struggle for life had taken ~ PLAYED
place he shuddered and drew away.

OR,

SETTLINfi THE SCORE WITH EATON.

When the bank opened Dick presented himself and
asked that the papers be pl<l;ced in Merriwell's vault i:?
the safe.

TO A FINISH.

Swi;test Amateur Basket Ball of the Season.
Fardale Wins l\:ew .Laurels.

He left the bank feeling better.
At last the papers were safe.
Hastening to thd post -office,. he was given a letter
that had arrived in the mail that morning. When he
saw the writing he trembled with joy, and murmured:
"Thank heaven!"
It was from Frank.

FARDALE SPECIAL, February 21.-Read aoc;ut tbis
great game. · It is worth the price of admission. Bring
along the cheering section of your lungs and a lof of
Fardale ginger.
T-i-p T-o-p, /3-6-1. That's the winning signal of
the game.
(
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i~s reader, and stays there for a long time. Athletics is its princ11?al feature, a!1d a,n boys like to read about a good contest in
this paper, which 1s almost the same as seeing the game. I
think the baseball league at Maplewood, with Hammerswell · as
a g:ood villain, is the best of the groups Df contests in Tip Top.
This league was one of the most interesting stories I have read.
The c)liracters of Hodge and Da rrel are fine, and the \vay Mr.
Standish makes them appear to us as friends is great. But
what leads is the way the characters of Elsie, Inza, Zona, and
oth~rs are brought out, :which ,keep the reader puzzled to guess
which one of the girls is suited for· Frank and Dick. But as a
whole, .the Tip Top leiids jn everythi ng, ath letics, mo.ral~, etc.
The motto is, "Great True Blue. All out but you." (You is
Tip Top). Yours forever,
·
EARL PRI1'CHARD.
·Racine, Wis.
, You are true blue. an'd, as · one of Tip Top's wa rm friends, we
are glad to see you in the letter contest.
PRIZE LEITE& NO.

83.

. I am an ardent reader of the Tip Tot> Weekly, an d wish to
enter your Prize Letter Contret. ·y submit this letter to the Tip
Top readers, for they are to be the judges. I am only speaking,
on what I think all other <rip Top readers will agree with mealso what I think is ti;ue. Remember, I am not saying such
great things about the Tip Top just to ea rn a prize, bnt I am
digging down to the very depth:; of my heart to fetch up what
I know is true, and to show to everybody the good work I know
the editors of the Tip Top arc trying to accompiisl1. l am saying to you, as I have many and many a time sai d to other boys
and girls. but fear I have not enough words or thoughts at my
command. to do justice tcF the Tip Top, the king of all boys'
weeklies. I have he.ard parents and professors say to bovs:
PRIZE LETTER NO. 81._
"\l\lhy do yon read such blood-ancl-.thun<ler stories?" or "You
rmist stOp reading th em." ' To such peo1>le I niust say that they
W hen the fall winds are whistling,
do not know whereof they speak. The duty of "the Tip Top is
And the old folks stories tell,
:1iot, as some , people suppose, to agitate the mind of the young;
I Jove to sit near the fire,
it is exactly the opposite. In every· iss ue it teaches a new
And i:cad abo ut Dick Merri well . ..
· moral. If the youth will follow the ·example 6-f Dick or Frank
Merriwell, he cannot help but be loo~ed upon by every one· as
D ie)< Merriwell he is a dandy;
He is · right up to date,;
oi:e 'i:>f .,th~ Coming .men. of this great .coun~ti'· The Tip !op
tne,s, and 1s· succeedmg 111 many cases, m drivmg out the vilest
He can J?lay great fo9tball, ·
-0f all haLits--drii1king; chewing, and smokmg. Also, it is.
· And, .l1kewise1 he can ~katc.
throngH the aid oi Prof. Fourmen, whose Physical Culture Department is trying to make every boy a strong, · manly, usefol
A fine- looking youth is he;
citizen. The greatest of all sins is .that of being weak. By fol · To Fardale his heart is true.;
lowing the .dit+.dions of Dick, Frank, and Prof. Founnen, there
He helps to win her battles;
is no need _of bci1ig a sickly or weak person. Boys, why no.t try
He is the lad fo r you.
'to follow the example of two model . youths? Do n6t give up,
bnt perseyere, and in the end you shall succeed. Alwa.ys keep in
·D ick Merri well he is a dandy;
. touch with the Tip Top; follow the ex:i.mples that it gives. and
. He isc right up te da,te ; •
,,
He can play ' fine ba·seball, ·
~ a111 certain . ?'-?µ; can· all sueceed. 't fear I -have al.ready gOM
:. ,..
beyond the Imm, but before I close. I h<ive one th19g- mo!'e I
And, ·- likewise, · he can skate. ·
must say. I have nQt yet sai d all I would like to, but must stop.
Now,_ iJ any _bqy 9r girl that read~ thi s has j>are,nts, 6( know s ·of
Next comes Bart Buckhart, Dick's best friend,
· any', that are QPPO&ed to. having their children read the :'fip · Top .
. And Singleton, he':, a good part;
,
· show the111 this letter; have th em read it; if th ey are not then
.T hen come Hal, Tubbs, and brave Earl' Garcfener.
• ' satisfied thaf the Tip 1\>p is trying to 111akc n1odel young men
And fl ip, jolly Ted Smart.
~
of us all; ·tet them write to me, 11nd· I will answer any questions
they may ask, for l feei certain that T can pro ve to any honestD ick Merriwell he is. a .dandy ;
mindcd person that the Tip Top will do good, and not harm, to
He is ri2ht uo to date ;
ariy youth. _"I _also would like fo see how .o ther readers ' are with
H e can play cle-an basket-ball,
me, ancl would ' like to see their letters. I must close, hoping yoll
And he can also .skate.
all are · c611vi1iced · that ·1'ip Top ' (the · king ' of all weeklies) is
doing good in the world, and that ~·ou all will .give three cheers
But, now, I must not forget
.. for the Tip Top, Street & Smi1h, Di ck and Frank, Prof. Four·
To· whom I owe some praise.
men, and the author; 'Burt I.. Standish. From a ·friend 9£ th e
.
· 'Tis Burt L. and Stre~t & Smith;.
· Good luek to them always. ··
Tip Top. until the last, I am a comrade to you all,
·
t>ayto.n, Ohio.
Pine Island. Minn.
.
·
··
.•
· EowAao. M. MARS*.
W. · J.
·. A · contestant who comes out in verse. · You are .all right, and
You have written a l~tter whi ch pleases tis beyond measnre.
•o arc. the verses.
' for in it you tell us the good. worI<. we a.re \,'.Ons tan tly doing, ancl
·what more could we ever ask?
·
"
PRIZE' LETTER NO. 82.
PRIZE . )'..ETTER NO. 84.
I t is ea ~ify understood that Tip Top is the best-known paper
in ~he . United States. Why? Because it contains the chci<'est
It gives me the grea test pleasur·e to , be able to \nitc to the
reading.. for young fol ks that is printed. It is n clean, manl y Applause Column of the Tip Top Weekly (the kjng· of them all ) .
. paper" and pai:ents Jet their children read it in preference to any · partly to pr;:iisc th e same. an d also to fayorably criticise the
Qther. Vvith its plots and characters, it creeps into the heart of
splendid work which Bmt L. Standish i1> doing fo r t4is publi-

.APPLAUSE.

TIP TOP WEEKLY•
cation~ When it first came out, I scorned personal friends who
. well in College," and we made seventy-six dollars in three
read it but after about twenty-five numbers had been issued my nights. Following is the cast:
attenti~n was more forcibly drawn to the same, first by the Frank Merri well ..• : ••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• Dean Watkey
beautiful illustrations on the front page; secondly, what yo_u Bart Hodge .. ...••••••••••••••••••••••••••.••••••••.• R. Roberts
would almost call the real life story of some hero and his
Bruce Browning .•.••••••••••••••••• • ••••••••••••••. F. Hennesy
friends; and, thirdly, the characters c;>f the principals concerned. Danny Griswold ..•••••••••.•••••••••••••••••••••.. F. Harrigan
I immediately saw to it that I received all the back m~mbers, Jack Diamoncil . : ••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••. Noah Colman
and since then Friday of every week cannot come too qmck for
Elsie Bellwood . • •••.••••••••••••••••••••••••••• Alice McCarthy
me. To show what a generous spirit is displayed by the pub- ln7a Burrage .......•••••• , • .' •••••••••••••••••• Alice Fitzgerald
lisher of this book, one has only to look a~ the wonderful
Hans Dunnerwurst •••••••••••••••••••••••• '" ••••• James Woods
premium5 distributed among its readers. I thmk I speak for
Comic Opera :
nine-tenths of the readers of the Tip Top when I say that I
J. J . Harrigan .•••• • •••••••••••••••••••••••••••• Rubark Tenny
know that it is read by five times as many pc;ople as any other John Legg .. . •••••••••.••.•••••.•••••••••••••••• Hump Ormsbee
two weeklies combined. So it can be readily seen that the
Ed Mills ....•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• Julia Marlowe
premiums are not given out with a ~iew to .increasing the sale of D. Hennessy............ • ••••••••••••••••••••....• Edna May
the Tip Top, but as a sort of a littl~, friendly contest !lmon_g H. I. Roberts . ...•.•••.•••••.•.•••.•• , •••••••.. Herr Rosenthal
its readers. Then I know that there 1s no other author m !his
I must now close, and we will all unite in three cheers for the
country to-day that could have so cleverly changed the subject
DEAN WATKEY,
from the only Frank Merriwell to the present hero without the Tip Top Weekly! Yours truly,
ROLLAND ROBERTS.
readers losing interest. In fact, .t~is change, I am ~ure, has
. F. HENNESY,
gained many new readers for the l 1p To~. I am afraid I !~ave
FRANK HARRIGAN,
said too much. but I have had these sentiments for some time,
All of Syracuse, N. Y.
·
and am glad that at last I hav~ let them o~t. Before I close,
Your play was surely a great success, and we are glad to know
knowing that I express the feelings of practically · all the readthat there is so much talent among our young readers.
ers of this popular weekly, I want to tender a vote of thanks to
Mr. Burt L. Standish for th.e work he has done, and only hope
that he could continue doing it for all time.
Tip Top is the best name you could give your book. Frank
Respectf~lly yours,
Merriwell had his enemy-Buck Badger; Dick has his enemyN. Y. City.
Enw:'RD F. KEL1.v.
Chester Arlington. ! ~ have followed the ~tories, one after anAnother good letter tQ be vo!ed on . for a prize.. How many · other, and there is not a better book published.
votes will it draw, readers? It 1s left to you to decide.
Hurrah for Dick and old Fardale I Yours trnly,
Brooklyn, N. Y.
FRANK SHEA.
Hurrah for you, ~. and all the rest of our enthusiastic readNot seeing any letters from this city, I thought I would write ers.
and let you know what I think of Tip Top. I think it is all
right. Frank, Dick, and his friends are fine fel!ows, and I must
Not noticing any· applause from this city, I will take the time ·
say that Bart is all right. too. 1 fi~ished readmg No. 348, and
think it was fine. I am glad that M1gu~l Bunal got fi:ed ~ut of to write. My opinion of the Tip Top is that it is the best
weekly paper I ever read. Doris is all right, and I think she is
Fardale. Wishing success to Frank, I?tck, and a_ll his friends,
the one for Dick, if nothing happens. If any girl that agrees
also Burt L. Standish and Street & Smith, I remam. yours,
with me will just drop me a note, I'll be glad to hear from her.
Mt. Vernon, N. Y.
.
F~D TRU.MPI.
My address is Chris. Vrang, No. IS Bay View, San Rafael, CaliGlad that Tip Top is one of your pastimes. Suck to it, and
fornia. Hoping to see this in the Tip Top soon, I remain,
you will make no mistake.
A GTRL ADMIRER.
You have chosen a good way to become acquainted with the
Tip Top girls, and I am sure you will hear from some of them.
1 The Tip Top Weekly that you publish is ideal, not only for
,.
1he American youth, but for other.s . that l\ke Americanism.. · I
might sar first that Burt L. Standish, tht> author, should pc
I am an Oklahoman, and I have heard the coyotes howl for
placed· with .the most l~arned . _It h~s the righ~ kind of plots, eighteen years. Brad Buckhart, in my opinion, is · Dick's truest
dt~ep and right, there bemg nothmg wild or. fan'!-ttc:al about t~em.
fr iend. Brad has shown himself brave and trf.te· 111ore than once,
Its athletics should be a delight for any fair mmd 10 re;id. trom
and 1 hope he will get Zona Desmond, and Dick will get Doris,
. the highest to the lowest person in both sexes. No paper or
in preference to June Arlingtott. "You hear me whoop." Hoping
book · ner had such characters. so many and so varie_d. <;>f
to see this in print, I remain, yours truly,
A CowPUNCHER.
Frank and Dick, I am not competent to expr~ss my deltght m
Ha~r.ison, Oklahoma-.
such fine characters, so I shall let other writers speak ahout
A letter right from the "wild and woolly." No wonder that
th em, and will take delight in read i n~ what . they JmYe. to say.
Brad, our Texas friend, appeals to you. He is the right sort,
Frank's friends · I am not so well acquamtcd with, so I will speak and wt all love him.
about Dick's. Brad Buckhart is. I think, about as good a frllow
as Dick or anvbody W'!JUld want to have. Hugh Dottglass, I
Not having seen many letters from Terre Haute, Ind., in the
think should be considered as Dic'~'s first friend, for it wa~ he
Applau.se Column of Tip Tot). T thought I wourd write -a tew
who ~vent without being asked 10 be Dick's second when he had
lines in praise of Tip Top. I have read a great many Tip Top
his fight with Singleton, Kel)t and ~kudder on entering Fardale.
He may be a farmer, but he i>s all right. I never tire readin~ of weeklies, and must say that they all are the climax of perfecDarrel Tubbs 1 Singleton, Kent, Smart, Gardner. Bradley. jol - tion. The only trouhle with Tip Top is that they are not issued
fast enough for me, for, after reading one, I have to wait five or
liby, a;1d the rest of Dick's friend s. Of Dick's girl frie11ds .. I
six d;iys for the next one. I hope Dick will fall deeper in love
like Felecia, Doris. and June almost as much a~ he does. I
must close, wishing Frank and Dick, Street & Sn11th, and Burt with June Arlington, as she is all right, and people must not
judge her by her brother. She is not responsible for his wrongL. Standi sh best luck.
PrLGR1M.
doings. Chester is a terror, and no mistake, but Burt L. and
Philadelphia, Pa.
Your letter sho\\'s that vou are a most capable judge, and one Dick will take care of him. Those who talk against June do not
th at anybody would b~ glad to han• as a cr~tic for his work. fully understand her, but they will later on. I admire Buck, Darrell, Smart, Tubbs. and all Dick's friends. I look forward with
You have said about Tip Top what we always hke to hear.
great interest to the c0ming baseball season, when Dick will
~ure ly di stinguish 'himself with his masterful playing. Hoping
I wish to write and tell you how l and most every other boy that I will see this in print, and that I have not annoyed you, I
in our neig-hhorh ood enjoy your Tip Tnp \V<'ekly. I ' have r<'an
rem ain, always,
A TIP To~ ADMIRE!t.
even • number from No. 1 up to the present , and think them
Terre Haute, Ind.
..
.
simply great. ' I striYe to follow Frank and Dick's tracks And
That is all right. Let Terre Haute appear in our Applause
pra<"tic~d throwing the ·double shot last summer. but I have not
Column.and be among- the many other cities that hold a warm
auccecded in throwing it. "Ve had a show called "Frank Merriplace for Tip Top. We are always glad to enlarge the liaL

Basket-Ball Scor.es for the Week
X-Ray A. C., 36 ; Scrubs, 5.
X-Ray•A. C.~Humphrey (mgr. ) , Maguire (capt.), Tompkins,
Wright, Johnson.
Scn1bs-Jones, C. Smith,' Olson (capt.). Dobertsbn, F. Smith.
Umpi re-Jones. Referee-King.
X-Ray A. C., 21; Picked T eam, 2.
X-Ray A. Cr-Regular team.
Picked Team-Gray (capt. ) , J ohnson, Brown, liall, J<lnes.
Umpire-Smith. Referee-King.
X-Ray A. C., 14; C. A. C., 6.
X-Ray A. C.- Regular team.
C. A. C:.-Peterson, Fox, Neal, O'Brien, P otter (capt) .
Umpire-King. Referee-Rushworth.
'
X-Ray A .. C., 8 ; Reas,
X-Ray A. C.;--Regular team.
Reds-Dean . Anderso11; S immons, H oward (capt. ) , White.
Umpire-Brown. Re fe ree-King:
X-Ray A. C., 9; Business · College, 4X-Ray A. C.-Regular team.
Business College- Porter, Thayer, ~midon , Peterson, Skiff.
Umpire-Jones. Refere e-King.

3:

X-Ray A. C., 23; Scrubs, 7.
X-Ray A. C.- Regula r team.
Scrubs-Jones, C. Smith, .Olson (capt.), Robertson, F . Smith
Umpire-King. Referee-Jones.
X-Ray A. C., zo; Crescent ,A. C., 6.
X-Ray A. C.-Regula r team.
·
Crescent A. C.- Sheldon, Dorn (capt.), Baker, Jones, H enderson.
· Umpire-Smith . Referee-Kin g.
X-Ray· A. C., 14; R A. C., 6.
X-Ray A. C.-Regular team.
R. A. C.-Barker, T homas, Miller.,_ Brown ( capt.); JacksQn.
U!llpire-J ones. Referee-King.
·
X-R<\Y A. C., 26 ; Business College, 2.
X-Ray A. C.--Regular team.
~nsine ss Col!eg~-Port e r, T hayer, Amido~, Peterson, Skiff.
X-Ray A. ·c., i6 ; A. B.- C. A. C., 9.
· X-Ray A. C.- Regula r team.
A. B. C. A. C...,-Bates, Rushworth, Seeburg, Johnson, Hagalind.
· '
' ·
Umpire-Kirtg. .. Rcfer e,e- Hulquist.
' Strenuous Five, 19; Trenton A. A., o.
Strenuous Five-Regulars.
Manager-Ray Harden.
Trenton A. A.--Chas. Campbell, left forward; Arthur Oggeil,
right forward ; Sam. Ratburn, center ; ]. Burke, left back; John
Cutter, right back.
Manager-Chas. Campbell.

St. Agatha's, 36; O. M. S., 8.
St. Agatha's-Collier, fo rward ; Eyre, fo rward ; Myers, center ;
H eaiy, guard ; McLaughlin, Barlow, guard.
.
0. ·~I. S.-Keel?le, fo rwa rd; Kelly, fo rward; Mccloskey, center; Bonner, gua rd; Bingham, gua r'd.
St. Agatha's, 8r; St. Peter's, 9.
St. Agatha's-Regularst·
St. Peter's-Ward, fo rward ; Ryan, forward ; Scullin, center ;
Wather, guard; Leary, guard: .
St. Agatha's, 39 ; La Salle, 7.
St. Agatha's-Regulars.
La Salie-Monohan, fo rward; Falkner, forward; . F. Smith,
center; Morris, ·gttard; Black, guard . .
Brunswick A. C., 49; Beaver Hill, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Bucklin, 1 f; Phillip, r f ;• Scott, c; Kennedy,
I b; Clark, r b.
·
Beaver · Hill-Kanbenshtte, I f ; Browning r -f; Gotschalk, c ;
Sweeney, I b; Merrill, r b.
,
Brunswick A. G., 3; Bridge's Town, Q.
Brunswick A . C.- Regulars.
.
.
Bridge's Tow n-Spahr, I f; Y01mg, r £; Butcher, c ; Hitchcock,
I b ; Byrnes, r b.
Brunswick A. C., 87; North Hill, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Regulars.
North H ill- H olt, 1 f; Fenton, r f ; McArthur, c; Seeley, I b;
Craig, r b.
Brun swick A. C., 36; Brunswick Second, o.
Brunswick A. C.- Regul ars.
Brunswick SecondT Britton, J f ; Jordan, r' f ; Carroll, c ; Bilter,
I b; Staib, r f; Williams, sub: K idd. sub; McMillen, suJ·
. Brunswick A. C., :z; Brunswick H. S., o.
Brunswick A. C.- Regulars.
.
Brunswick H. S.-Styer, 1 f; Armstrong, r f ; Stevens, c; Stevenson, I b; Murdock, r b.
Brunswick A. C., 6; Great Pond, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Regulars.
Great Pond-Rapelyea, I c; Smith, I w ; Shaw, r w; Decker, r
c; Pinckney, c p; Holla, p ; Downes, g.
Brunswick A. C., 38 ; Brunswick Second, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Regulars.
. .,r ·
'·
- Brunswit k Second- K rull, 1 c; \Voodbridge,..J w; Olin, r w;
Bonham. r c: Wheeler, c p; Loper, p ; Kittle, g; T .' Shideler; sub ;
Runge, sub ; Peck, sub.
Bru.n~wick A. C., 4; Brunswick H . . S., o.
Brunswick A. C.-R cgulars.
Brunswick H . S.--Maull , I c ; Shay, 1 w; Allfather, r
kins, r c ; Craig, c p; Miller, p; Jessup, g.

Brunswick A.' C., 15; Pleasant Hill, P. '
Bninswick A. ~---:Regulars.
·
·
Pleasant Hill-Alvins, 1 c; Fanner, I w; Tompkins, T w
r c; Jones, c p; ~obinso n, p; Jones, g.

w; Jen;·

Hol ter,
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Bru"p swick A. C., 10; Little River, o.
Brunswick A. C.~Regulars.
Little River-Kilborne, I c; McMullen, I w; Flugel, r· w; Armstrong, r c; Foeller, c p; Reinhardt, p; Williams, g.
Montford A. C., 44; Five Reds, o.
•Montford A. C.-Regulars.
' Five Reds-Fink, r g; -.~troser, r f; Duval, c; Adams, 1 f;
Brockmay, 1 g.
Montford A.. C., 8; Regals, o.
Montford A. C.-Regulars.
R~gal s-St e in , r g; Desh, r £;George, c; Hill, 1 f; Whitney, I g.
Trojans, 49; Blazer ( Sankville), 16.
Trojans- J. / Cooney, c; F. Schum, r f; &o Scheflgen, 1 f; B.
P osha, r g; 0 . Galles, 1 g.
·
Blazers-Fry, c; Kilps, r f; Barton, l f; Tilr_na, r g; Kenthington, 1 g.
Trojans, 26; Welcomes (Uloa) , 11.
Trojans-Regulars.
·
·
Wekomes-Hadler1 c; B~denlirie, r f; Corstel, r f; 'Nieson, r g;
Harms, I g.

Ice Hocke7 Scores for the WeeK

•
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Brunswick A. C., 10; Amestown, o.
Brun swick A. C.-Kaylor, 1 c; Steele, I w ; 1'!:amlet, r w; Grant,
r c; Magnus, c p; Shoop, p; ·Davis, g.
Amestown-B~i_e , I c ; Bald\}')n, I w; \oVilliams, r w; McKinnon,
r c ; Short, c p; I a lley, p; Malsby, g.
Brunswick A. C., 8; Bagaduce, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Regulars.
Bagaduce-Allen, 1 c; Mason, 1 w; Evans, r w; Stires,. r c;
Sheafor, c p; Torrence, p; Brigham, g.
.
. Brunswick A. C., 10; North Hill, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Regulars.
North Hill-Chandler, 1 c; Jordan, 1 w; Kinney, r w; Frizzell,
r c; Strange, c p; Koerner, p; Stott, g.
Brunswick A. C., 6; Sandy River, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Regulars.
Sandy River-Burwell, I c; La Motte, I w; Bleeker, r w,; Duval,
r c ; Cain, c p; Keyes, p; Beatty, g.
Brunswick A. C., ;?5; Brunswick Stars, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Regulars.
Brunswick Stars-Parker, I c; A. Main, I w; Bigham, r w;
Matthews, r c; W. Main, c p; Cushing, p; Tweet, g.
- .
Brunswick A. C., 59; Little River, o.
Brunswick A. C.-R{'gt1lars.
Little River-Buxton, 1 £; Griffincy, r f; Penrose, c; Wiley,
I 1'; Austin, r b.
Brunswick A. C., 48; North Brunswick, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Regulars.
.
North Brunswick-Briney, I f; Loveall, r f; Vari .i\tta, c;
Trontman, 1 b; Hart, r b.
' ·
Brunswick A. C., 64; Webb's Pond, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Regulars.
W ebb's .Pond-Sweetland, I f; Bell, r f; Gill, c; Barge, I p;
Brodine, r b.
-Brunswick A. C., 2 ;. ·B ~ wdoin lgo6, I.
I;lrunswick A.- C.-Regulars.
Bowdoin 1~Alleri, l f; W epber, r f; :Sodweil, c; Heatherington, I b; McClellan, r b.
Brl}m:wick A. C., 49; Golden Ridge, o.
Brunswick A. C.-Regulars.
Golden Ridge-Sawyer,, I f; Toncey, r f; Reynolds, c;,- F owle,
I b; Thurlon, r b.
Fenway, 2; Hyanas, o.
Ff!nway-Foster (cap_t.), f; Mahoney, f; Miller, f; Nolan, c p;
McDowell, g.
Hyanas-Daly, f; Philips, f; Wisc, f; Allan, c p; Clnpp, ~.'

,,..

.
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Hillton Athletes, 15 ; Oak Vales, of Hammond; o.
Hill ton Athlet\s-R. F. Hope,' f; T. H. Nesbitt, f; C. .w. Gray
(capt.), f; S. M. Keane, f; R. G. Crocker, c p; J. F. Whitman, p;
R. L. Shield, g.
Oak Vales-Stickney, f; Pitts (capt.), f; Dentor, f; Mercer, f;
Easton, c p; Tillton, p; Je,nnings,1g.
Hill ton Athletes, 8; Skaytor A'. C., of Clayton,_o.
Hillton Athletes-Regulars.
Skaytor A. C.-Roberts, f; Miller, f; Adams, f; Trumbull, f;
Collins, c p; Grant, p; Dollar, g.
Hill ton Athletes, 7; Hector Seven, of Cardinal, o.
H illton Athletes-Regulars.
Hector Seven-Blair, f; Overfield, f; Carson, f; Hartley, f;
Burke, c p; Denman, p; Ronan, g.
Hill ton Athletes, 18; Gordons, of Brockville, o.
Hillton Athletes-Regulars.
Gordons-Burke (capt.), f; Shaver, f; Parker, f; Gordon
(man~ge r) ~ f; Graham, c p; Whitney, p; !ripp, g.
Hillton Athletes, 16; Giants, of Ogdensburg, o.
Hillton Athletes-Regulai's.
Giartts-Handley, f; Hall, f; Starr, f; Bonner, f; Cole, c p;
Thompson, p; Smith (capt.), g.
_
Hill ton Athletes, 13; Wellingtons, of Prescott, o.
Hillton Athletes-Regulars.
Wellingtons-]. M. Mundie, f; A. MacDerment, f; Wm. W.
Watt, f; D. MacPherson, f; ]. Bond (capt.), c p; D. Mulligan,
p; D. Stuart. ll".
Hillton Athletes, 11; Shooters, of Lisbon, o.
' Hillton Athlet~s-Regulars.
Shooters-Beach, f; McKinney (capt.), f; Sivinnerbar, f; Anderson, f; Sheridan, c p; McCarter, p; Howland, ..g.
Hill ton Athletes, IO; Franklin Institute, of Ogdensburg, o.
Hillton Athletes-Regulars.
Franklin Institute-H. Spencer, f; M. Foster, f; C. McLaren,
f; S. Holmes, f; R. Tracy, c p; T. Wood, p; W. Taylor, g.
Hillton Athletes, 5; M. B. College, of Ogdensburg, o.
Hillton Athletes-Regulars.
M . B. College-F. H. H amilton, f; A. W. Greely, f; ]. B. Hamblen. f; R. A. Sears, f; ]. M. Keating, c p; D. A. Sargent, p; H.
1E. Flinn, g.
W inona A. C. (Waltham), 9 ; Orients (Ledington), 3.
Win ona A. C.-Miller, .f ; Beatty, f; ]. Leo~ard, f; F. Leonard,
f; Blake, c p; Hughes, p; Smith, g.
_.
Orients-- Ford. f; Mullen, f; Joyce, f; Conroy, f; Ryan, c p;
Flood, p; Jackson; g.
Winona (Waltham), I; Brookside (Needham), o.
\Vinona-Regulars.
Brooks!de__:__Lake, f; Cooley, f; Jackson, f; Johnson, f; Silver,
c p; Rogers, p; Curry, g.
Paxtang, 3; High School (Harrisburg), 2 .
Paxtang-Vance. f; Fackler, f; Lawson, f; Forney, f; .Troupe,
p; Holmes, c p; Richards, g.
·
High School-Neal e, f; Hargets, f; F. Underwood, f; Douglass, f; Hyde, p; Kelker, c p; Hartman, g.
J
.
Montford A. C., 12; Eagle A. C .. o.
'
Montford A. Ci-H. Hofmeister, g; Varn, p ;. Emery, I f; Copper. I f; Tucker; c; Jo;ynes, r f; Deaves, Hughes, r 'f; C. Holmeister, c p.
Ea gle A_. C.-Hesse. g; Ruff. p; Holney, I f; Alexan, I f;
Burnes, _c; Handen, r f; Germann, r f ; Postel, c p.
0

Montford A. C., 4; Crimson, p.
·
Montford· A. C.--Dick Copper, f; C. Joynes, f; Joe ·1 ucker, e;
H. Emery, f; W. Deaver, f; C. Hofmeister, c p; Harry Vain, p;
H. H ofmeister, g.
Crimson- Bredhall,- f; Gregory, f; Cambell, c ;· Johnson, f; Hilbert, f:; Roberts, c_p; Hooper, p; Hatton, g.
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Prof. Fourmen: I am a boy who has been delighted with the
'Tip Top Weekly, and I think it is the best story paper published.
I take the privilege to ask yo u a few questions, hoping to see the
answers in Tip Top. I am a boy fourteen years old, 4 feet 9}1,
inches in height, and weigh 93 pounds. How are my weight and
h eight compared to my age? 2. N eek, 12 inches; · chest, 27
inches; expanded, 29y.? inches; arms, 8 inches; expanded, 9 )1:!
inches; wrist, S inches. Most of the time I have a headache.
Would you please tell me a remedy for it? Yours respectfully,

heavier from my waist down by a good deal. I expect to become
a corporal next year, ,and hope I may · succe,ed. How are my
measu.rements? I play!'d center on a football team last year, but
was kicked in the head, and have not played since. Do you think
"Whitley" exercisers a re very good? Hoping to see this letter in
print in the near future, I remain, trying to be an athlete,

P. A.

LEMANN.

Yes, the Whitely exercisers are very good. Your measur.ements are fair. We wi sh you luck in becoming a corporal. ~

AN AMERlCAN BoY.

You ' are under size for your age.
2. If your head constantly troubles you, you should consult a
physician at once.
I.

Prof. Founnen: I have been reading the Tip Tops for some
time, and think them fine: I send my m easu rements, and hope
to see them in the next issue: Age, fift een yea rs ten months;
weight, l 18 pounds, stripped; chest, normal, 31 inches; chest, expanded, 34 inches; right arm, norrpal, 9¥<( inches; right a rm, expanded, 10~ inches; left arm, same; right calf, 13 inches; left,
same; right thigh, 20 inches; left, same ; neck, 13 inches; heig ht,
S feet 4Y, inches; wrists, 6Y, inches; waist, 34 inches. Bow
much shpuld I weigh? How can I increase my chest expansion?
I close, with best }'l'ishes to Tip Top, Burt L., and the publishers.
R. S.
Your weight compares favorably with your other measurements. Use the chest weights and breathing exercises for chest
expansion.
Prof. Fourmen : Will you please answer the following questions: I am seventeen years old, weigh l33 Y<l pounds, with street
clothes on, and am S feet 9YS inches high'; chest , contracted, 30
inches ·; chest, expanded, 33Y, in ches ; right forearm, JO inches;
left for~nn, 9}4 inches; left and right upper arm, 9y.( inches;
neck, ~3Y. inches; waist, 27Y, inches; left thigh, 18Y, inches;
right thi.gb, 19 inches; left calf, 13Y, inches; right calf, 14 inches;
numbe-r of inches around shoulders, 39. · When I punch the ba g
a while, I get a pain on the left side below the last rib. I. Can
you tell me the cause of this? 2. Is cancer, when it isn't broken
open, contagious? Are my measurements in propo rtion-? Hoping you will pardon me for taking up so much df your valuable
time and space, and wishing Tip Top Weekly success, 1 am,
A T1r Tor AuMIRER.
I. ~p before the pain has time to assert itself; you probably
overdo; begin gradually.
2 . The contagion of cancer has never been satisfactorily demonstrated, .but it may be contagious, and, if so, is either open or
closed.
3. Your measurem~nts are fair, but you are slightly underweight

Prof. Fourmen: Being a rea der of the Tip T op Weekly, I
would like to ask you a question. Wh en I throw anything, my
arm gets sore. I would like you to tell me what would do me
good. Hoping to see the answer in your next number o f the Tip
Top Weekly.
ROBERT RICE.
You ha ve prob ably strained your arm. Rub it well wi th a good
linim ent (one of lead and opium mi xed is beneficial), and do not
use the arm in too violent exe rcise.
Prof. Fourmen: As it has been over a year since I wrote to
you, I thought I would write again, and ask you a few questions,
which I hope you will answer: r. I would like to kn ow if my
measurem ents are excellent, good, fair, or poor, and if my hei ght
and weight agree with my age. I am thirteen years four months
of age; my height, 4 feet 6 inches; my wei_l!;ht. 8g pounds: my
biceps, 9 inches: my forearms, 8 inch es; my thighs, 17 inches;
my calves, I l inch es; my chest, normal , 28 inch <?s ; exp·anded. 31
inehes; my waist , 26 in ches; my reach . 53Y, inches; my wr ists.
6 in ches; my neck, n Y, inches; my hips. 30 inches, ,and my
ankles, 9 in ches. · 2. At what time is it best to eat .fruit? 3.
What should I d '. et on. and what ki nd of exercise is- best for a
wrestler? 4. If I take exercise at noon and irr the a fterno on,
will it benefit me as much as by taking it in the ni ornfo g after
arising and at night before retiring? I would like to see Tip
Top have another "phv sical cultu re" contest. Hoping to see this
in the next number, and thanking you in advance, I remain, yours,
HENRY EDWARD S UDLOFF.

Your measurements are fair.
2.
Morning.
3. Read my article on "Diet," or "Training Table for Young
Athletes," to be found in Tip Top No. ~9; also my article on
"\"lrestling," in No. 27r.
4. Night and moon ing are the best times for exercise, but if
you cannot do so then. take it at noon and in the afternoon, but
not too SOOl,1 before or after eating.
I.

Prof. Fourmen: As you have been so kind to answer the questi ons of man y other boys, I thought I would . a lso ask your advice.
Last August, while I was try ing to pull a na il out of a board with
a pair of pincers, I turn ed my hand sl igh t ly. so th at I could get a
Prof. Fourmen : Being a constant reader 'of Tip Top, and ' T asbetter hold on the pin cers. The n something seemed to snap in
sure you ~ ! greatly enjoy it, I hereby send you my measu rements:
m y hand. a nd si nce th en I have a severe pain in my hand an d
Weight, IIS pounds;• height, S feet 2 inches: chest, natural, 30Y,
wri st. I have been nsin~ witch hazel for two months, bnt it does
inches~ co9tracted, 29Y, inches; expanded. 3 I Y, inches; waist,
not seem to help me. Could you pl ease tell me what td do? I
~2Y, inches, right \IP.P.-e_!" arm, 7h t:"ches, natural; contracted, · 9 _ cannot use straps or bandages, as they interfere with the free
inches; right thigh, 18~ incl: :o.s ;
movement of my hand, for I work in a factory. Thanking you in
calf, 14)4 inches; I am
(

TIP TOP WEEKLY.
advance, and hoping to ~ee this in the next issue of the Tip T op
Weekly, l remain, yours respectfu lly,
C. 0. S.
The persistence of pain in your hand shows that it is more
than ,a sprain or strain, and it may be that you haw· ·1 fract.-r e. 1
wou jd advise you to cpnsult a physician.
Prof. Fourmen: I have a few questi ons to ask you, and which,
I think, you can easiiy answer. I am S feet 67,4 inches in height,
and fifteen years seven months old, and weigh 135)/, pound$. Is
this "about the average for a boy of my age? And, if not, please
tell me what th ings to use to get the right proportions and averages. Truly yours,
GuERDO N H. MESSER.
You are well proportioned for one of your age.
Prof. Fourmen: Where could• .! get points on batting and
pitching? Wishing T ip Top further success, I remain,
.
T ERRE H AUTE, IND.
Read my articles in ' Nos. 268 and 270 of T ip Top fo r instructions in batting and pitching.
Prof. Founnen : I wo uld like yqur opm1on on my measurements : H eight, 5 feet 5Y, inches; weight, 136 pounds; neck, 15
inches ; chest, no rmal. 34 inches ; cont racted, 30 inches ; expanded,
37)/, inches ; waist, 28 inches; biceps, It Y, inches ; fo rearm, roY,
inches ; thigh, 20Y, inches; calf, 13 inches ; age, seventeen years.
I have exercisecl for a year steady. Will you pl ease name my
strong and weak poi nts, so that I may correct the weak ones?
• T hanking you in advance, I remain,
A STEADY READER OF THE TIP TOP.
You are well proP.ortioned, and ITIY advice is to keep up your
training, and you will become b!!tter ail the time.
Prof. Fourmen : I will be ever so mu ch obliged to you if you
will answer a few questi ons far me: Age, seventeen years;
height. !i feet 8 inches ; weight, 130 pounds. What exercise is
good to develop the muscles of the arm, also the leg? 2 . Wh ere
can I purchase a punching bag, al so dumbbells? 3. What will
develop my chest? 4, How is my height, also weight? H oping
to see my answer in the next issue, if it will be no trouble for
you to answer, I remain, as ever,
A CONSTANT TIP ToP READER.
J. For the arm, use the .punching bag, chest weights, and
dumbbells; for the leg, r ide a bicycle, run, walk, and try standing on the toes.
2.
Send to A. G. Spalding & Bros., 132 Nassau Street, New
York City.
3. Chest weights and breathing exercises.
4. Your height is good, but you are a little underweight.

•

Prof. Fourmen : l thought I would like to let you know my
measurements, so I send them to you. H oping to see th is in
print, and see how you li\<e them : N eek, 14 inches ; chest, normal,
32;/i inches; chest, expand ccl, ,,5 ~ in ches ; waist. 30 inches; calf,
II ~ inches; fo rearm, II inches; muscle of arm. 12 inches; th igh s,
18;/i inches; w rist, 7 inch es : ankles, 10 in ches; age. eightee n, and ,
height, s feet 7 inches; weight, r29 ~ pounds. Thanking you for
your t rouble, I remain, your constant reader,
vV. E. B.
Your measurements are fair, but you are some underweight.
P_rof. Fourmen: T thought I would write you a few lines and
ask you to criticise my devel opment. Here are J11Y rneaslll·ements:
Age i 6'- years, 3 mon ths ; height, 5 feet 3 inches; weight. 129
pounds ; neck, 14 inches; chest, normal, 32 inches ; biceps, IO
inches ; for ~arms , 10 i1_1ches : w'.list, 30 ~ inches ; thighs, 20 inches ;
ca Ifs, 12 y,; mches; wnsts, 6% mcl1e$. H ere are some of mv rec..
ord s : Standing broad j ump. 7 fe et ; nmning broad junip, 14
feet 2 inches ; running nigh 'i'11rnp',. 4 feet 4 inches ; 75-yard dash
IO seconds flat. Hoping to see this soon in print, I remain ,
'
F. P. H .
You are '{mdersii e,· h'tit h~; ~ · go od and. systema ti c course of.
training may become t11lle1" in the next few years. Your records
are very good.
. . . . . . . ... . .. .
· Prof. Fourmen: Being a constant reader of Tip Top, I d c~ irc
to ask you a few qu estions, aft er making some statement. I am
fifteen years old i hdght, 5 feet; r each, 6o inches, and chest (no r-

/'

31

mal), ~2 inches. I can run 100 yards in IZ seconds, with everyday, wmter clothes on. I can jump 18 feet, running, with tight~
on, and can jump 8 feet 9 inches in a standing j ump. How are
my records? Can you tell me how I can develop myself better,
and how I may become taller? I have no bad habits. I am willing to enter into any exercise to ·g row taller. I play all the na.
tional athletic games. W ould bi cycle riding help me ? Hoping to
see an answer published· in Tip Top, I am yours forever,

M. F. G.

Your records ar,e good. I would advise you to go into a course
of training and stick to· it. Th~re are no special exercises to help
you become taller, but follow a good course of all kinds. Bicyr.lo
riding is good.
Prof. Fourmen: I have read almost all your books of Tip Tops
and think they are all right. J . What would you suggest for m~
to enlarge and stre~gihen the muscles of my neck? 2 . At times
I can throw up my mea ls in five minutes after eating. · Is t here
an_y way of getting over that kin~ of a snag ? 3. Every day I
raise a 25- pound sack of shot ten times over my head. Is that all
right to strengt hen the muscles of the arms? I live four and a
half !?locks from the store. .. Eyery nig ht I run home, and ever~
mornmg down to the store. How is that fo r a run? T his is all I
can th ink of to ask. Hoping to see the answers soon in the Tip
Top, I remain, yo ur constant reader,
W. D.
J. Use the head harness attachment to the Whitely 1 exerciser.
2. Your digestion. is probably out of order. If you would go
on a simple diet, you would be improve<'
3. Stop that. It is bad for you.
. Pr<;> f. Fou~n:i-en: Having seen that you were giving val uable advi ce m the f1p Top- Weekly, and; as I am desirous of learning
~v h e th e r I am on the right road or not, I would be greatly obliged
1~ you wou ld do ~e the favor of answering the follow ing quest ions: J. I am eighteen years of age, stand 5 feet 8 inches and
weigh q7 pounds. Isthis too light? 2. When exercising, ~ould
yo u advise me to use the dumbb ells first, or exercise first with
In dian clubs? 3. Will you kindly tell me how to d evelop the
chest and broaden the shoulders ? 4- I rise at 7 o'clock in the
morn ing. exerci se with clubs, dumbbells and punching bag fo r
a half hour, eat ~Y breakfast, and then . walk over the Brooklyq
Bridge to the office. Stop work at 5 P. M., walk home via
Brooklyn Bridge, and exercise thirty minutes before going to bed.
Usually sleep eight and a half hours. Is this good exercise?
Thanking you in advance fo r your courtesy, I remain, yours respectfully,
' ARTHUR J. H EYMAN.
r. You could weigh more for your height, but probably as yo~
grow older you wi)I take on weight.
I 2 . I would advise th e clubs.
3. You are usmg the clubs and dumbbells, which are both
g?o<l . but try the W hitely exerciser, and also the breathing exer,
c1ses.
4. Your form of exerci se is very good. Keep it up, and yo4
will derive much benefit.
Prof. Fo urmen : I would be very much pleased if you would
an swer these fe w question s. I am fourteen yea rs old and am
vr- ry small fo r my age. I a ~ 4 feet I I inches tall , and ~eight 8o
pounds ; chest, normal', 28 . mches; expanded, 30 inches. I wish
to improve my heigh t and weight. Please tell me how to do it.
Could you tell 1e \\> he re to find , or, rather, what book to find on
h t~rd ling ? I would like to learn to hurdle very much. Your
fnend and constant reader,
BRAD.
I wou ld advise you to go into training at any early date and if
you fo llow my "Advice to Young Athletes," to be found in Tip
T op No. 263 . .you w\ll get many val u ~ble hints. In regard to
hook on hu rdling, wnt-e- to · A.· G.· Spaldmg- & Bros. for informa tion. T heir .a ddress_.i s . ~~~ _to. 1 3~. N~ssau Street, New York City.

OOLDE :N · .HOU RS

~tJ.}'91rol;iers of Golden H ours? If so, see if
the following are ,a'Moog them: J34, J35, J56, J66, J67,
J68, J69 to J92, 296; 389. I will pay liberal prices.
Addrei;s, WILLIAMS, Bex J92, New York Oty.

Boys, have you
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..TIP 10P'S WINTER SPORTS CONTEST ..
.

B~SKET

•

BALL

ICE HOCKEY

Can You Put Up a Winning Team This Year?

6ET YOUR SCORE CARDS

.

TIP TOP will furnish all Basket Ball Teams playing In the Tournament
with 10 Score Cards. These will help yo'!. keep your team's record.
fill out Score Cards and send to Athletic Department, np Top Weekly.

--

SEND FOR THE BASKET BALL SCORE CAR.OS.
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Charnp'ions of 1903
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TIP TOP J(f HOCKEY

Champions of 1903
I

Do you see those dotted lines on the pennants? Is the name of your team to fill one of
those honored places this year?
Remember our old battle cry:

IT'S' UP TO YOU!

BREKA CO-AX, CO-AX, YALE!

THAT'S THE

SPIRIT THAT

WINS!

'"

REMEMBER THAT TIP TOP AWARDS·- IN ADDITION TO PENNANTS
TO

TO

THE CHAMPIONSHIP BASKET BALL TEAM

THE CHAMPIONSHIP ICE HOCKEY TEAM

1 Basket Ball
5 Pairs Running Trunks
5 Pairs Running Shoes
5 Armless Jerseys
5 Pairs Stockings

7
7
7
7
7

I

Pairs of Ice Hocke7 Skates
Pairs of Ice Hockey Shoes
Sweaters
Ice Hockey Caps
•
Ice Hockey Sticks
I

DON'T MISS A WINNINC THROW. DON'T LllLT ,THE ICE SLIP FROM UNDER YOU.
HERE ARE ' r H E DIRECTIONS FOR

~.ANAGERS.

FIR ST-Cu t ou t and fi ll in one of t he following coupon s accordin g a s your team is an fop, H ockey or H"sket Rall T eam.
SECOND- Write out on paper a list of the players o f your team and those of your oppon ent's. Wr ite on on e sid e of pap e r only.
T HI RD-Pin t he coupon to your w r itten r ewrt.
FOUR TH- Give a clear, concise account o the gam e, a nd send to STREET & S !liIT H , 238 Willia m S treet, New Yor k C ity.
TIP TOP WEEKLY w ill publish a ll t he scores. T her efore keep your team constantl y before t he a t hlet ic world by sending in I.LL YOUR SCORES• •

BASKET BALL COUPON
Name of Team .• ••• , ................ . ............
Town . ..........................................
State .... . . .. ....................... .. ...... . .. ...
Winner •••••. •• ••.•. . .. .•• • • • •.. .... • ......•.....
Final Score. . . .•.. . ... .. .. . ......... . .. .. . . . . .. . . .
Date .... ...... .... . ........ ...
............... ....
.
...
Manager .... . ... . .. .. ...... .... . . .. . .. ....... . . .

'
. ".

I

ICE HOCKEY

COUPON

Name of Team . ..•.•••.•• •.....• . ...•.......•....
Town . . . .... . .. •. .... . .. .. . .. . • •............. . ...
State . . ........ . .... .. . , . . .. .... . ........ . ........
Winner .... . .. ·. .................. • . . . . . . .... ··' ··.
Final Score . .......... . ...... . .... . . . . .. . . .... . ..
Date . . . . ....... . .... .. .... • . . ...•...... .... ....•.
Manager . . ... ..... . ... . .. . .. ... . .... ... . . . ...... .

-

-
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Tip Top Prize Galler y
SECOND ANNUAL PHOTOGR.AP HIC CONTEST
PRIZE PHOTOGRAPH No. 35

A F ·ull

PHOTO=
fiRAPHIC
OUTFIT
.

" The R.un Before the Wind. "

Given as a

PRIZE
PRIZE PHOTOGRAPH No. 36
For the best Amateur
Tip Top Photograph of
any Athletic Event or
Athletic Team. . . .

Come on, boys! Get
your cameras at
work!
JI you want a Fine and Complete
Photog raphic Outfit, here is your
chance. A ll y ou ha ve to do is to get
a good, clear picture of any of the
following subjects:

A Baseball Game
:z. A Bas ketball Game
3. A Hi g h Jump
4. A Hurdle Race
5 . A Pole Vault
6. A Swimming Match
7• A Shot Put
8. A Hammer Throw
9. An Athletic Team
io. An Athlete
11. A Bicycle Race
12 . A Wrestling natch
13. An Ice Hockey Game
14. A Skating Match
1.

Also send a description of
what the picture represents

" On the First Le.g "
Prize P h otograph s Nos. 35 a nd 36 were en tered in the Contest by T. F. Doris, of Boston, Mass.

OUR ARTIST WILL ACT AS
JUDGE IN THE CONTEST

THE BEST PHOTOGRAP H WINS THE PRIZE

Come .a=Flying !

Come a=Slidiog·!

Come Alongi

•

Get your.Basketball team into Tip Top's
Second Annual Basketball Contest.
TO THE AMATEUR CHAMPIONSHIP BASKETBALL TEAM OF AMERICA, TIP TOP WILL
AWARD A COMPLETE. BASKETBALL OUTFIT,
Jft
Jft
.JI..
.JI.
.JI.
CONSISTING OF Jft

One BasketbRll.
· Five Pair.s of Runnin.g Trunks.
Pive Pair.s of Armless Jerseys.
Five Pairs of Basketball Shoes.
Five Pairs of Stockings.
IN ADDmON TO A
P~ANT

.JI.

.JI.

'Get Your Ice Hockey Team ,into Tip
Top's Second Annual Ice Hockey Contest
TO THE AMATEUR CHAMPIONSHIP ICE
HOCKEY TEAM OF AMER.I~ TIP TOP WILL
AWARD A COMPLETE OUTFIT, CONSISTING OF

Seven Pairs of Ice Hockey Skate.s.
Seven Pair.s of Ice Hockey Shoes.
Seven Sweaters.
Seven Ice Hockey Caps.
' .
IN ADDITION TO A TIP TOP CHAMPIONSHIP
.JI.
.JI.
.JI.
.JI.
.JI.
.JI.
.JI.
PENNANT

•

. DON'T FAIL TO ENTER YOUR
TEAM AND STAY TO THE FINISH

TIP TOP
.JI.

.JI.

CHAMPIONSHIP
Jft

Jft

Jft

