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CHAPTER IX-—Continued 
ee] Be 

Second down, twelve to go, with 
the State cheer booming across the 
field now. What did that Fardale 
quarterback think he was doing, 
slamming his lighter players into 
State's impregnable defense? Futile 
and silly, The State men were 
laughing. 

Another formation for a run. But 
no, it was a fake. Springall took 
the ball and kicked quickly. He got 
it away and the wind helped carry 
it along. 

Washburn, Fardale’'s left end, got 
through this time between guard 
and tackle. The over-confident State 
men had been caught almost flat- 
footed, and Washburn did some 
clever side-stepping and a little fast 
running. He downed the ball-catcher 
well over in State's territory. 

A bit disgusted, but still confi 
dent, State settled down to show the 
home boys some real football. Of 
course Fardale knew what it was up 
against. Otherwise a long kick 

never would have been considered 
on second down. That early in the 
game, it was the trick of a team 
lacking faith in its driving force. 
Anyhow, that was the way State 
doped it. 

Merriwell was trying to take it 
easy on the bench. He was trying 
to keep from getting too tense. If 
he got into this game at all, he 
wanted to be in the right condition, 
mentally and otherwise. 

He watched the State steamroller 
start rolling, saw it steadily and 
surely grind forward into Fardale 
territory. It was bumping the 
breath out of the blue-and-white de- 
fenders. And it hadn't yet turned 
to either of the two scoring plays 

Kane had so carefully drilled his 
players against. Had the scout been 
mistaken about those plays? 

No! There was the first one, a run 
around the strong end by the right 

halfback, with State's end blocking 
Washburn, Fardale’s left end, in to- 
ward the line. 

And now, with a heavy but swift 
interferer ahead of him, that back- 
field man came booming round the 
flank and went remping over the 
chalk-marks for a touchdown. 

Washburn had failed. He had for- 
gotten Kane's order not to worry 
about leaving a hole in the line, but 
to get outside the opposing end man 

and fight him off, while striving 
himself to get out still further out, 
if possible, to force the runner to 
swing wide. Had he remembered 
to follow instructions the run might 
have gained, but it would not, in all 
probability, have been good for a 
touchdown. 

With the crowd in the south stand 
chanting State's fighting song, fol- 

lowing a stirring cheer, State lined 
up to attempt a place-kick for the 
extra point. The angle was a little 
«difficult, but State kickers seldom 
missed the posts. One of them 
booted the leather now, and Far- 
dale failed to touch the ball. 

But the wind took a hand. It 
swerved the ball just enough to 
carry it against one of the posts, 
and caromed off outside. Six points 
instead of seven. 

State didn’t mind that. Six points 
were merely a starter. Those confi- 
dent fellows were thinking they 
might make 60 or more before the 
final whistle blew. 

Time out now and a pause in 
which the school band played “Fair 
Fardale.” Kane was sending a man 
in to take Washburn’s place. 
Hodge! 

Frank had forgotten that Bart had 
been transferred from the scrub the 
night before. Now he saw him fling 
off his wraps and start out on to 
the field. The fellow who had 
thought himself buried with the 
dead ones who were doomed never 
to play for Fardale was ordered to 
get into the game ahead of Merri- 
well. 

Frank was human, and in that 
moment he felt a twisting stab of 
the commonest and meanest of hu- 
man emotions. Jealousy. That was 
something he had though he'd 
learned to control and hold at bay, 
but it got him now and stung him 
deep and hard. 

He and Hodge were the only two 
freshmen to make the squad, and to 
a certain extent he had helped 
Bart's reputation with the coach by 
yielding to Inza’s wishes and say- 
ing a good word for the fellow at 
every opportunity. Now Hodge was 
going into this game to fight for 
Fardale and Frank was still glued 
fast to the bench. 

Merry had been too busy to see 
Inza for more than a moment or 
two since Sunday, but only last 
night Barney had told him that 
Hodge had managed to see her 
often. And the frank Irish boy had 
expressed his conviction that she 
was a two-timer who was playing 
Frank for a simple sap. He had 
laughed at Barney then, but he 
wasn’t laughing now. His face was 
a study of deep dejection. 

He thought of her, sitting with her 
brother somewhere up in the stand   

behind him and applauding Bart, 
and decided that Barney was right. 
Just a simple sap, that's what he 
was. 

The game went on with Hodge do- 
ing a real job at left end. Every 
time that same State runner came 
steaming round that end Bart was 
outside the opposing lineman and 
forcing the ballcarrier to make a 
wider swing. Thus he gave the Far- 
dale backfield time to charge in 
and stop the play repeatedly before 
more than small gains could be 
made. And once he broke clear 
and brought the runner down him- 
self for a slight loss. 

The whole team had stiffened. 
Seeing this, State went into smash- 

ing tactics that soon had Kane send- 
ing in replacement after replace- 
ment for players who had been 
knocked out of commission. The 
coach was 

the first and second 
being 

on through 
quarters without 
against again. 

in its own territory. Not once had 
it got within striking distance of the 
enemy's goal, and always the spec- 
tators—even the optimistic of the 

  

    
There Was No Stopping 

Him Then. 

Fardale fans—had constantly looked 
for a blow-up that would the 
maroon jerseys run as wild and 

handsome as they pleased. 

And when the whistle sounded the 
end of the half the shadows of their 

let 

own goal-posts were on the backs of | : i goa r 3 . that one-point lead—to hold it some- | 

{ how and to add to it if humanly | 
There was a heavier shadow on | 

the Fardale players. 

the face of Coach Kane. 

Tom Kane was too wise to carry a 
clouded face into the dressing room, 
but he was grim as he walked about 
amid the benches and tables on 
which many of the fellows were ly- 
ing while rubbers worked 

struction; sometimes of warning 
against faults betrayed on the field. 
Now and then he gave one of them 
a pat on the back. At times a slight 
smile played upon his otherwise 
hard-set face. 

At length the call came: “On the 
field in three minutes.” 

Then the coach made his speech, 
quietly: 

“You did your work well out there 
in the first half. You put up a fine 
defense against a team that ex- 
pected to walk all over you. When 
they found they couldn't do that 
they tried to put fear into your 
souls. But you weren't afraid. You 
showed them you could take it and 
come right back for more. Now 
you're going out there and give it. 
Games are won by courage and 
quick thinking oftener than other- 
wise, and you've got more of that 
stuff than State has. But look out 
for their air attack. They've 
scarcely used it yet, but they will 
when they find you are outsmarting 
them. 

“You broke up their right-end 
run after they worked it for that one 
touchdown, and now they'll prob-| 
ably uncork their other big play 
from the same formation—a double 
spin with two fake passes and a 
slash through a hole they'll try to 
open between tackle and guard. Be 
on your toes for that. Now go out 
there and feed it to em!” 

Still over-confident, State expected 
to see an opposing team that was 
all shot and nine-tenths licked come 
back to the field. What they did see 
was a team that apparently had just 
begun te fight. Within two minutes 
Fardale met the double-spin play 
and tore it to shreds for a small 
loss. 

But a Fardale backfielder, who 
had charged into the line of scrim- 
mage, was down, It was Elmer Da- 
vis. They got him up and two men 

  

  
| lie Brickley. 

| over the exact center of the cross- 
one | 

| point stand | 
| became a madhouse, ! 

| cheering for him. 

over 

them. He had a few words for each | something just as bad—or worse— | 
‘man, words of encouragement or in- | 

  

  

half carried him toward the Far- 
dale bench. He was completely out 
of the game. 
“Now, Merriwell,” said Kane, ‘go 

in there.” 
The coach had been holding Frank 

in reserve to fill Davis’ place when 
the time came—and it had come. 
His heart pounding, Merry leaped 
up and hastened to report to the 
referee. At last! 

Ten seconds later he was in the 
midst of another line smash that 
stopped State again, with no gain. 

Then State went into the air, but 
the first pass was incompleted and 
a kick followed. Fardale's safety 
man got the ball and ran with it 
when Merry cut off the State player 
who was charging to tackle. A 
20-yard gain set the Fardale crowd 
roaring. This was like the Muske- 

: : | teers when they were right. 
using up his best re- | 

serves fast, but, between pluck and | 
" i y y ing . ’ - many lucky breaks, Fardale hung | NOW, and nothing does more dam 

State was both worried and angry 

age than worry and anger. Before 

scored | the Maroon players could pull them- 
| selves together Fardale had tricked 

run that netted another first down. 
Was Fardale going to town? 

Fast action now, fast and sure. 
No waiting for State to settle down. 
A line-buck for two yards, and then 
an unexpected trick. Fardale came 
back with State's own double-spin- 
ner play. 

  

threaten, State knew she must gam- 
ble. The final quarter saw State 
throwing passes which got her no- 
where until the last minute of the 
game. Then two completions car- 
ried the Maroons to Fardale's 15- 
yard line and had the Fardale spec- 
tators shaking in their shoes. 

Then there was a fumble in a 
line-buck. Out of the melee came 
Merriwell with the ball. Again he 
broke through. Again he was off 
for a run, with the crowd shrieking. 
Once more he ducked and weaved 

and went flying onward. 
But a maroon backfielder had 

him. He couldn't get past this time. 
Not a chance. 
Frank had seen a lone Fardale 

runner coming up. It was Hodge. 
But Bart couldn't reach the man to 
block him. So Merry, veering to 
the left, threw a lateral to Hodge 
and threw himself, instantly, into 
the clutches of the tackler, both go- 
ing down, 

Bart took the ball on the dead run 
and ran still faster until he could 

ko faked d ql put it down behind the goal-posts. ) ; | the y aked pass and an end | 
But the blue-and-white had fought | them with a fa pass and an en 

more than three-fourths of the time | There was riotous 
the dressing room. 
Merriwell, again 

rejoicing in 
Fardale, with 

booting the ball 
{ for the extra point, had beaten the 
| strong State Second team, 14 to 6. 
| Kane himself was laughing like a 
| boy. 

It surprised and discon- | 
certed State, threw the secondary | 
defense into uncertainty and com- 
pletely off balance. 

| hugged 

He had told them all what he 
thought of the fine job they had 
pulled off, and he had actually 

both Merriwell and Bart 
| Hodge. 

The runner came through the hole 

and broke loose with the ball. He 
was Merriwell. 

side-stepping, changing his pace, 
Frank was as elusive as an electri- 
fied ghost. He straight-armed the 
last would-be tackler and was in 
the open. 

There was no stopping him then. 

Weaving, dodging, 
{ down, and dressed in a hurry. 
| was the 

“Now let anybody tell me Fardale 
hasn't got a team!” he said. 

Bart took his shower and rub- 
He 

Merry saw 
he knew the 

Of course he 

first to leave. 

him go and fancied 

cause of his haste 

{ had a date to meet a certain per- 

With the goggling, gasping, roaring | 

crowd standing to the last human 
who could stand, he sped away for 

a touchdown. 

| Frank 

And then, ‘Block that kick!" was | ; 
| Coy! You was right there with the the imploring cry of the State crowd 

as Fardale lined up to try for the 
point, with Springall holding and 
Frank in position to boot the leath- | eB 

up to Mr. Snodd’s 'nd wants vou to er. 

Merry advanced and swung the 
good right leg that somebody had 
accused him of stealing from Char- 

The spheroid sailed 

the Musketeers 

and the north 

bar, putting 
ahead, 

| come 

| 80 soOn 

Merriwell didn't know they were | 
He didn't hear 

the crowd roaring his name 

concentrated was he upon the busi. | 

not a part of it. Heart 
| ness in hand that he saw and heard | 

{ nothing, 

| and soul, he was giving that busi- 

| ness all he had to give. 
Now it was up to Fardale to hold | 

possible, 

And now State, seeing at last that 
the expected push-over was not go- 
ing to come off, was growing pan- 
icky. The thought of being defeated 
by Fardale was very shocking to 
them. 

Over-confidence was gone, but 

had followed. 
When 

with Fardale not only holding its 
one-point lead, but continuing to 

| She 

| up and caught hold of him 

son after the 

Tad Jones was waiting 
left the gym. The 

steaming with excitement. 

Frank!” he chattered. 
you was just the real Mc- 

game. 

when 
boy was 

old works. I'll tell the cockeved 
world! But there's somethin’ else I 
gotter tell you. Miss Inza's gone 

there right away. She told 
me to fetch va, dead or alive” 

Merriwell hesitated. So that 
where Hodge had hastened aw to 

Well, there might as well 
be a show-down 

use putting it off 
“All right, let's go.” he said. 
“But we gotter keep away from 

the campus. Hear that crowd roar- 
in’, Frank. They're celebratin’, 'nd 
Professor Scotch is leadin’ em. He's 
hoarse as an old bullfrog, too. He 
won't have no voice to lecher with 
for a week.” 

was 

ay 

» 
AQ now as later 

Merry found Inza in Snodd’s big 
living room, alone. She was sitting 
at the piano, just as he had seen her 
the first time, and her fingers were 
dancing like pixies over the keys. 
The music th@t poured from the pi- 
ano was wild and gay. 

He came up and stood beside her. 
felt him there, and the tune 

ended with a crash. She sprang 
with 

| eyes a starry glow. 

“Oh, Frank!" she said. 
to tell you, Frank, 

“1 want 
that you're just 

the third quarter passed | the greatest thing that ever blew 
| into this neck of the woods.” 

| 
THE END 

  

  

| apron, a motif 8% by 9% inches 

| often. 
| me. 

  

  

Important Spring Fashions 
  

TWO-PIECE tailored dress 
for street and business, and 

a softly detailed afternoon dress 
that's especially becoming to 
large figures. Even if you're not 
an experienced sewer, you'll en- 

  

    
  

1] act in- | 

detailed 

Dress With Jacket-Blouse. 

Exactly the style you want for | 
sireet wear, shopping trips and | 
business. The jacket blouse is so | 

with its 

stline and 
It can be worn your | 

} Make it up | 
¢ wear | 

puff sleeves, 
Tiel i 
ailie | 

attractive 
aiiraci 

saucy 
with 

For Large Women. 

A very graceful dress wit} 

derizing 

smoolhn 

sleeves, alway 

  

stitch 

Pattern 1635 

pattern of 

Pattern 1635 

| 18, 20, 40 and 42. 

| 38, 40, 42, 44, 46, 48, 50 and 

| inch 

| collar is 

| tains 109 attractive, practical 

becoming designs. 

| Bell patterns are well planned, ac- 

| Each pattern 
| which 

soft and becoming. In georgette, 
flat crepe or polka dot silk, this 
will be your spring favorite. Lat- 

er, during hot weather, it will be 
a cool joy in dotted Swiss or voile. 

The Patterns. 

1477 is designed for sizes 14, 18, 

Size 16 requires 
2 yards of 39-inch material for the 

{ Jacket and 2 yards of 39-inch ma- 
terial for the skirt. 

1499 is designed for sizes 34, 36, 

52, 
of 39. 

contrasting 

wanted, it requires % 

Size 368 requires 5% 
material, If 

yards 

yard. 

Spring-Summer Pattern Book, 

Send 13 cents for the Barbara 
Bell Spring and Summer Pattern 
Book which is now ready. It con- 

an 

The Barbara 

and 
inc 

curately cut easy to follow. 
ludes a sew-chart 

enables even a beginner to 
cut t and make her own clothes 

Send you order to The Sewing 
Circle Pattern Dept. 1 WW. 
Forty-third street, New York, 
N. Y. Price of pa cents 
(in coins) each. 

IPS 1 
Gardeners 

General Garden Care 
OST flowers should have little 
or no art watering un- 

til they are at half grown. 
To get better and larger flower 

] ase watering when 

“9 
“ei 

tterns, 15 

© Eell 

& 

bloom, 

This is 

sweet peas 

pick 
most 

and import: 

| pansies, less 
Avoid 

before pickin 
Root 

beets best when 

Pick p st before pods fill 
Pick corn just at 

milk" stage, when ker- 

nel, gouged with the finger nail, 
lky juice. Use summer 

\ 11, just 
ter the blossom has dropped off. 
Certain other vegetables, of 

must be allowed ma- 

natoes should be ripened 
} vine, as should winter 

the 

to 

  

KILLS INSECTS 
ON FLOWERS « FRUITS 
VEGETABLES & SHRUBS 
Demand original sealed 
bottles, from your dealer 

yy 

  

Small, but Mighty 
Small bodies with velocity have 

a greater momentum than large 
masses without it.—Bacon. 

    and applique patch pieces; illus- 
trations of all stitches used; ma- 
terial requirements; color sugges- 
tions. 

Send 15 cents in stamps or coins 
(coins preferred) for this pattern | 
to The Sewing Circle, Needlecraft 
Dept., 82 Eighth Ave., New York. 

Spray Roses Frequently 
i *1 find that there is one simple | 
! point in aphis control that is over- 
looked by a majority of rose grow 

| ers,” says Melvin E. Wyandt, rose 
| specialist of Painesville, Ohio. “It 

is simply that they should spray 
Now don’t misunderstand 

Practically all rose growers 
know that they must spray with a 
good insecticide to control aphis, 
but they do not realize that aphids 

| multiply rapidly.” 
An effective spray for aphis con- 

trol is made by mixing one to two 
teaspoonfuls of nicotine sulphate 
in a gallon of water and adding a 
little dissolved laundry soap. Nico 
tine sulphate is a poison which 
kills by contact—the method nec- 
essary with sucking insects such 
as aphis—and in addition, being 
volatile, it gives off fumes which 
also kill, making it doubly effective. 

— tosy woy 

KEEP CLEAN INSIDE! 
You'll like the way i smapr vou back, ovemight, to 
thelecking of "rarin’ to go” tnew and inside clesn- 
tinensl Helps eliminate the left-over wastes thet hold 
you back, come headaches, indigestion, ete. Garbeld 
Teais nota miracle worker, but i§ CONSTIPATION 
bothers you, it will certainly “do wenden!” 10¢ snd 
§5¢ of drugstores —or WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES 
of Garbeid Tes and Gerbeld Heodache Powder ton 
GARFIELD TEA CO, Dept 16, Brooklyn NLY, 

HELP KIDNEYS 
To Get Rid of Acid 
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