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CHAPTER I.
 A WARM RECEPTION.


	When Frank Merriwell, in a great hurry, flung open the door of his room and sprang in, he was little prepared for the reception that followed.

	From all sides they leaped upon him, clutched him, surrounded him, hemmed him in. There were exactly thirteen of them, and he was alone and unarmed.

	Never before had Merriwell quailed in the face of odds, but now he took one look at them and then flung up his hands, crying:

	“I surrender!”

	They clutched those uplifted hands and dragged them down. They grasped him about the body, around the neck, anywhere, everywhere. Howls of joy arose.

	“We’ve got you!” they yelled.

	Then they wrenched at his hands, one after another, as if trying to tear his arms from their sockets. Then they thumped him on the back, the shoulders, and the chest.

	On the outskirts of the attacking mob one wild-eyed fellow fought like a demon to get at Merry.

	“Got my vay oud of!” he roared, as he butted into the mob. “Break away! Let me got ad him!”

	“Git aout!” cried another, a tall, lank chap, as he put his foot against the fat stomach of the one who was fighting to reach Merry. “Go lay daown, gol ding ye!”

	“Give me a cloob!” roared one with a strong brogue of the Ould Sod. “It’s mesilf that’ll be afther makin’ a way here!”

	Then he wedged his shoulder into the crowd and flung the others aside till he could get in and grasp Merry’s hand.

	“Ye spalpane!” he shouted. “It’s a soight fer sore oies ye are! Begorra, Oi’m ready to die wid joy!”

	“Barney Mulloy!” laughed Frank, as he wrung the hand of the honest Irish youth. “I’m delighted!”

	“Let me git in there!” rasped the tall, lank fellow. “If ye don’t make way fer me, I’ll bet a darn good squash somebody gits bumped!”

	Then he succeeded in getting hold of Merry’s free hand.

	“Oh, say!” he cried; “I’m jest reddy to lay right daown and die frum satisfaction.”

	“Ephraim Gallup!” burst from Merry.

	“Right off the farm, b’gosh!” chuckled Ephraim.

	“Vy don’t you both gone und died alretty!” squawked the one who had been kicked, as he came charging in and drove against Mulloy and Gallup. “Id vould peen a goot thing der coundry vor. Yaw! I vandt to shook Vrank Merrivell by my handt! Got avay!”

	“And Hans Dunnerwurst!” exclaimed Merriwell, as he grasped the outstretched, pudgy hand of the fat young Dutchman.

	“Dot vos me,” nodded Hans, in delight. “How you peen, Vrankie, ain’t id? You vos glatness to seen me. Yaw!”

	“You fellows give me that fired teeling—I mean that tired feeling!” declared a handsome, curly-haired youth, as he thrust Mulloy, Gallup, and Dunnerwurst aside. “Why don’t you let somebody else have a show? I want to fake his shin—I mean shake his fin!”

	“It’s Harry Rattleton!” Frank ejaculated, as he returned the hearty hand-grip of the curly-haired youth. “Dear old Harry!”

	There were tears in Rattleton’s eyes, and his honest face showed the deep emotion he felt and tried to hide.

	Fighting, squealing, kicking at each other, two little fellows now plunged against Rattleton. One was red-headed and freckle-faced, while the other had a snub nose and a cherublike face. But they seemed trying to scratch out each other’s eyes.

	“Me first!” yelled the cherub.

	“I guess nit!” shrieked the one with freckles.

	“Here! here! that will do!” smiled Merry, as he grasped them and pulled them apart. “It seems to me you chaps are old enough to quit fighting like kids.”

	Then they both turned and seized his hands, which they wrung with all the strength at their command, yelling:

	“How are you, Merry? We’re glad you see us!”

	“The same Stubbs and the same Griswold,” nodded Frank.

	“The same Merriwell!” they returned, in unison. “Only more famous!”

	“I reckon it’s my turn to shake Mr. Merriwell’s paw,” said a strong, hearty voice, as a big, broad-shouldered youth put Bink and Danny aside. “That’s whatever!”

	“Badger, too!” Frank cried, as his hand met that of the Westerner. “This is untold pleasure!”

	“You bet it is!” nodded Buck.

	“I trust you’ll not overlook me, Merriwell,” said a pleasant, soft, well-modulated voice, as a handsome, fine-faced youth stepped in, with an agreeable smile and a white hand outheld.

	“Jack Diamond, by all that’s good!” Merriwell gasped, as he took that hand. “Back from Europe?”

	“Yes, Merriwell; back in time to see you win your final honors.”

	The handsome Virginian looked handsomer than ever.

	Greg Carker, Bert Dashleigh, Jim Hooker, Ralph Bingham, and Oll Packard were the others who had crowded about Merry when he entered the room, and they were filled with great joy because of his pleasure in meeting those old friends of other days.

	“You’ll have to have us arrested for breaking and entering, Merry,” said Carker. “I knew these fellows were going to be here, and we planned this little surprise. I swiped your duplicate door-key so that I could admit them to this room.”

	“I’ll forgive you, Carker, if you do not let the earthquake rumble.”

	“I think,” said Greg, “that I’ll keep the earthquake suppressed till commencement is over.”

	“Do,” urged Frank.

	Oliver Packard did not have much to say. He had been accepted as one of Merry’s friends, for all of his vicious brother, Roland, the twin who looked—or had looked in the past—exactly like him. Oliver had all the fine instincts of a gentleman, and the conduct of Roland had worn upon him and given him lines of care. It was now known among the students that, since his final defeat by Merriwell, Roland was fast becoming an inebriate, and it was said that he would not be able to finish his medical course. Of course, this worried Oliver, but he tried to hide his own troubles.

	Hooker, once an outcast, was another who had received a warm hand-grasp from Merriwell and had felt in his heart that he was most fortunate to be there.

	Ralph Bingham, the big sophomore, had taken part in the struggle, his heart throbbing with satisfaction.

	“There are others coming,” he now declared. “All the rest of the flock will be here right away.”

	“You mean——”

	“Hodge, Ready, Gamp, Browning, and the others.”

	“In that case,” said Badger, “I reckon we’d better bring forward the reserves at once.”

	“The reserves?” said Merry.

	“Yes. Ladies.”

	Buck flung back a portière, and then out flitted four beautiful girls, who had been waiting for that moment.

	Elsie was there, laughing with joy, her sweet face flushed, her blue eyes like the depths of a lake-mirrored sky. The girl with Elsie put her forward, and it was Elsie who murmured in Merry’s ear:

	“Frank, we’re all so happy and so proud of you! Inza is the happiest and proudest!”

	“Inza!” exclaimed Frank, in great surprise, for he had not dreamed of seeing her there, for she was in mourning for her father.

	“Frank!”

	He looked deep into her dark eyes, which gazed upon him in loving pride.

	“This,” he said, restraining himself and steadying his voice, “is a pleasure that was entirely unexpected.”

	He gave Elsie his other hand.

	“We rather reckoned you’d be pleased,” said Badger. “But I don’t want you to forget that the former Miss Lee is now Mrs. Badger, and I’ll not permit you to look at her the way you’re looking at those young ladies.”

	Frank flushed and laughed, turning to the handsome, brown-eyed girl at the side of the Westerner.

	“Miss Lee—no, Mrs. Badger,” he said, “I am delighted to see you again.”

	Winnie gave him her hand.

	“Don’t mind Buck,” she said. “He’s jealous of everybody. He’d be jealous of an Indian.”

	“That’s whatever,” confessed the Kansan. “I allow I’m built that way, and I can’t help it. I know I make an onery fool of myself sometimes, but Mrs. Badger has a nice little way of forgiving me. I rather think she likes it, to tell the truth.”

	Diamond touched Frank’s arm. There was a look of deep pride on his face, mingled with a faint smile.

	“Permit me,” he said.

	Merry turned.

	“My wife, Mr. Merriwell,” said the Southerner.

	A handsome, dark-eyed girl, somewhat resembling Inza, stood there.

	“Your—your wife?” exclaimed Frank.

	The girl was the sister of Dolph Reynolds, whom he had met in London.

	“Yes, sir,” said Jack. “We didn’t invite you to the wedding, as it took place rather suddenly on the other side of the pond. I hope you’ll pardon us for the failure to notify you, but we decided to do so in person.”

	“Diamond,” said Frank heartily, as he grasped the hand of his college comrade, “I offer you my most sincere congratulations. I think you are a lucky dog.”

	The English girl was blushing and laughing.

	“You do not congratulate me,” she said. “And you know I had to make an explanation before he would come back to me after he became jealous of my cousin.”

	“I’ll reserve my congratulations,” said Merry smilingly, “till I find that he has made you a good husband.”

	“Merriwell, I think that right mean of you!” Diamond exclaimed, somewhat nettled. “Your words and manner are calculated to arouse distrust and suspicion in her mind. Do you think that quite fair?”

	“Perhaps not,” confessed Frank, seeing how seriously Jack took it. “Far be it from me to arouse anything of the sort by words spoken in jest.”

	The Virginian breathed easier.

	“Now we’re so nicely introduced all round, let’s try to be real jappy and holly—I mean happy and jolly,” said Harry Rattleton. “Hasn’t any girl married me yet?”

	“I see,” said Bink Stubbs, “that idiocy among the female sex is decreasing.”

	“There are ladies present,” said Harry severely, as he glared at Bink. “Thus you are saved for the time.”

	“Here!” cried Griswold, taking down a gilded horseshoe from the wall and offering it to the other little chap. “Take it. You’re dead in luck.”

	Stubbs regarded the horseshoe doubtfully.

	“Do you regard horseshoes as lucky?” he asked.

	“Of course,” was the answer.

	“Then,” said Bink, “the horse I bet on the last time was running barefooted. Cluck, cluck; git ap!”

	“Bah!” retorted Danny. “A clean swipe out of the comic column of some paper. Say, who’s your favorite writer, anyhow?”

	“My father.”

	“Your father?”

	“Yes.”

	“What did he ever write?”

	“Checks.”

	“They’re off!” exclaimed Rattleton. “You can’t stop them.”

	“You know you can always stop a river by damming it,” grinned Bink.

	“But you can’t stop an alarm-clock that way,” chipped in Danny.

	“That will do!” said Frank severely, although he was laughing inwardly. “This occasion is not suited for such stale jokes.”

	“Stale!” said Danny.

	“Stale!” echoed Bink.

	“And they are the very best in our repertoire,” declared the little red-headed chap.

	“Then your repertoire needs replenishing,” said Merry.

	So the little jokers were repressed for the time, although they were sure to break out again and again at the slightest provocation, or without any provocation.

	“What makes us feel real bad,” said Diamond, “is that we were unable to get along soon enough to witness the great ball-game to-day between Yale and Harvard. I felt sure Yale would win.”

	“Merriwell won the game himself,” declared Oliver Packard, who had once played on the nine, but whose standing as an athlete and whose chance to take part in athletic sports had been ruined by the actions of his brother. “It was the greatest work I ever saw.”

	“Right!” agreed Carker, the socialist, also a ballplayer of no mean caliber. “The manner in which he stopped Harvard from scoring near the end of the game was enough to set every Yale man wild with admiration. It was great!”

	“Great!” nodded Jim Hooker.

	“Magnificent!” laughed Bert Dashleigh.

	“Hot stuff!” nodded Ralph Bingham.

	Rattleton, Stubbs, Griswold, Gallup, Dunnerwurst, and Mulloy had reached the field after the game began, but in the vast throng they had been unobserved by Merry. All were profuse in their compliments for Frank, but he cut them short.

	“Every man on the nine played as if his life depended on the result,” he declared. “They deserve just as much credit as I do.”

	But not one who had seen the game would agree to that.

	While they were talking, the door opened, and Bart Hodge entered, followed by Browning, Ready, Mason, Carson, Morgan, Starbright, Gamp, and Benson.

	The principal members of the varsity nine, the ones who had been mainly responsible for the winning of the championship, had come to that room to gather round their captain for the last time before the parting that might break their ranks forever.

	Of course, they were surprised, and, of course, there was more hand-shaking and introducing of Mrs. Diamond. The Virginian was showered with congratulations.

	Jack Ready stood and looked at Juliet with an expression of regretful sadness on his face.

	“It’s too bad!” he finally sighed.

	“What’s too bad, Mr. Ready?” she asked, in surprise.

	“That we did not meet before this hot-headed young man from the warm and reckless South drifted across your horizon. Alas, you are no longer a lass! It is too late, too late!”

	He seemed to heave a great sob from the depths of his bosom.

	“Sir!” exclaimed Diamond, “what do you mean? Are you seeking to insult me?”

	“Nay, nay, my dear old college chum,” said Ready, who really took extreme delight in irritating Diamond. “Far be it from me to indulge in such rudeness. Still I cannot help thinking that you would not have stood a ghost of a show had I happened along in advance of you. I would have dawned on her delighted vision like a ten-thousand-dollar diamond sunburst, while you would have resembled a two-dollar rhinestone cluster. I have no desire to cause you misery, so I shall take care not to let her see much of me, well knowing it will lead her in time to regret her choice of a side-partner if she often beholds my intellectual countenance and fascinating figure.”

	Juliet bit her lip and suppressed a laugh, but Diamond, knowing Ready was guying him, felt like hitting him.

	“It’s a good thing for you,” whispered the Southerner, “that the ladies are here.”

	“How?”

	“If they were not, I’d give you a black eye!”

	“Go ’way!” said Ready. “I think you’re horrid!”

	Frank’s rooms were crowded now, and a chatter of conversation arose. Of course, Merry was the center of interest, but he found an opportunity to draw back and look around. These were the loyal friends he had made—the dear friends of his school and college days. They had clung to him through thick and thin, and he felt his heart swelling with affection toward them all. Even Dade Morgan was included, for Morgan had tried his best in these final college days to prove that he was repentant for the past and ready to do anything in his power to make atonement.

	Memories of old times came rushing upon Frank in that moment. He thought of his first meeting with Hodge at Fardale, and of the adventures, struggles, and triumphs that followed. He thought of his coming to Yale, of his freshman struggles, of the enemies who seemed to rise around him as he toiled upward and onward, of the friends who were here and who had remained firm in every change that befell him.

	Oh, those grand days of toil and pleasure at Yale! He felt that he would give much to live them all over again. But the end had come, and now he was going out into the world—going to bid Yale farewell!

	This thought brought him a feeling of unspeakable sadness. It seemed that he was leaving the only home he knew. Home—yes, it was home for him. In truth, he had no other. Life lay before him, and he was to set his course toward a high goal when he received his sheepskin and turned his back on his alma mater. But he felt that he was being parted from the happiest portion of his life.

	Then his eyes fell on the girls. Bart had found Elsie and was talking to her, his dark face flushed, his eyes glowing. She smiled and nodded as he was speaking.

	“They are happy,” said Frank, to himself.

	He did not know that at that moment Hodge was praising him to the skies, telling what a remarkable game he had played and how he had covered himself with glory in the battle against Harvard. He did not know that somehow such praise was the pleasantest thing Elsie Bellwood could hear.

	He saw Inza, and she looked toward him. She smiled, and he felt his heart throb.

	Home! Yes, Yale had been his home; but now before his vision there seemed to rise the picture of another home and he hastened to Inza’s side.

	



CHAPTER II.
 ANTON MESCAL.


	A dark-faced, Spanish-appearing man stopped Roland Packard on the steps of the Tontine Hotel.

	“Get out of the way!” snarled Roland, who had been drinking.

	“Wait,” said the man, in a soft, not unpleasant voice. “I wish to speak to you. It is important.”

	Roland was in anything but a pleasant mood. He had seen Frank Merriwell cover himself with glory in the game against Harvard, and, having foolishly bet that the Cambridge men would win the championship, he had taken to drink immediately after the game.

	“It’s got to be cursed important!” he snapped, looking the stranger over. “I don’t know you. What’s your name?”

	“Anton Mescal.”

	“Never heard it before. Are you one of these blooming old grads who are overrunning the town?”

	“No.”

	“Then what in blazes——”

	A group of men came out of the hotel and descended the steps. They had gray hair about their temples, and some of them were bald beneath their hats. They carried canes, their faces were flushed, and they looked hilariously happy. They were a group of “old grads,” and they had been celebrating Yale’s victory. With them the celebration had just begun; it would extend all through the night. As they rolled down the steps, clinging to one another’s arms, they were talking excitedly:

	“He’s the greatest pitcher Yale ever produced!” asserted one.

	“Come off, Smithy, old man!” cried another. “You know the class of ’Umpty-six had the champ. This fellow——”

	“Don’t talk, Sluthers!” interrupted another. “Baseball was different then. Whoever heard of curves? This Merriwell——”

	“Is a marvel!”

	“He’s a dandy!”

	“’Rah for Merriwell!”

	“Let’s all cheer! Yow! I feel just like cheering! Cheer for Merriwell!”

	Then they bumped against Roland Packard, who snarled at them. One of them grasped him; others followed the example of that one. They bore him down the steps to the sidewalk.

	“What’s the matter with you?” the grad who had grasped him first demanded. “Are you a sorehead? Well, by thunder, I want to hear you cheer for Merriwell!”

	“You’ll want a long time!” declared Roland, savagely. “Let go of my collar!”

	“Boys,” said the old fellow fiercely, “here’s a chap who won’t cheer for Merriwell.”

	“Shoot him!” advised another, who was rather unsteady on his feet. “Don’t bother with him! Shoot him on the spot, Bilton!”

	“What spot?” asked Bilton.

	“Any old spot.”

	“All right,” said the one who had Roland by the collar, “I’ll do it.”

	He was just intoxicated enough to be reckless, and he actually took a revolver out of his hip pocket.

	“Brought this to celebrate with,” he declared. “Loaded it for that purpose; but I guess I’ll shoot this fellow.”

	Then he fired straight at Roland’s breast.

	Packard fell back with a gasping cry, and the dark-faced man caught him. The other old grads were appalled by the act of their companion, who himself was rather dazed, not having intended to fire the revolver; but he quickly recovered, saying:

	“He isn’t hurt, gentlemen! The danged thing is loaded with blanks.”

	Packard threatened to call for the police, not one of whom happened to be near.

	Not wishing to get into trouble on account of the reckless act of their companion, the old grads hastened away.

	Anton Mescal, the man with the dark face, laughed a little, as he said:

	“Is this the East? Why, I didn’t suppose men were so careless with their guns here. For a moment I fancied I must be at home.”

	Packard swore.

	“Infernal old fools!” he muttered. “I’m going to follow and have them arrested! I’ll put that drunken idiot in the jug for this! Why, he would have shot me dead if the thing had been loaded with a ball cartridge!”

	“Better let them go,” urged Mescal. “I want to talk with you about something important.”

	“But I don’t know you.”

	“I introduced myself just before those men attempted to stampede us.”

	Packard seemed in doubt. He wanted to follow and make trouble for the man who had been so reckless with his revolver, and yet something was urging him to listen to the stranger, who claimed to have important business with him.

	“If we stay here,” he said, “we’ll get bumped into again by these gray-haired Yale men of other days.”

	“Yet I must stay here. Let’s get off the steps, where we can watch both entrances. I am not going to be given the slip again.”

	“What are you talking about?”

	“Something I will explain if you prove to be the man I think you are.”

	“You are from the West?”

	“That’s right, partner. Come down here.”

	They moved aside on the walk, where they took pains to avoid the groups of hilarious men who were circulating in that vicinity.

	“You do not like Merriwell,” said the man who called himself Mescal. “You refused to cheer for him, even when that man drew a gun on you.”

	“I didn’t suppose the howling chump was crazy enough to shoot.”

	“Still you refused to cheer for Merriwell, and everybody else is howling for him.”

	“What of that?” asked Packard suspiciously. “Haven’t I got a right to refuse?”

	“Of course. The very fact that you did refuse convinced me that I had made no mistake in my man. You dislike Merriwell, when everybody else seems wild about him. You seem to be his only enemy here.”

	“That’s right. There were enough of them once, but I’m the only one left.”

	“What has become of them all?”

	“He has triumphed over them, and they have bowed down to worship him. They are howling themselves hoarse over him to-night.”

	“You mean——”

	“They have become his friends, or else they have been driven out of college.”

	“How does it happen that you have not succumbed?”

	“Because I will not!” panted Roland fiercely.

	“He has never defeated you?”

	Packard hesitated about answering, for he knew that in everything that had brought about a contest between himself and Merriwell the latter had been victorious.

	“Only temporarily,” he asserted. “I never give up.”

	“Good!” exclaimed Mescal. “I am more than ever satisfied that you are the very man I want.”

	Packard now demanded a full explanation. His curiosity had been awakened. Still Mescal, the soft-spoken man from the West, was rather cautious.

	“Would you like to strike Merriwell a last blow?” he asked.

	“Would I?” said the medic. “Ask me!”

	For a moment the Westerner knitted his brows. He had asked Packard, and the slang of the East bothered him. But the expression on Packard’s face demonstrated his meaning, and Anton Mescal nodded.

	“I thought so,” he said. “I may be able to give you the opportunity.”

	“But you have not explained,” insisted Roland.

	“I will. It takes a little time.”

	“Then let’s go in here and get a drink. I’m dry and tired.”

	Mescal shook his head, grasping the student by the arm.

	“Stay here,” he directed. “It is necessary if you wish to strike Merriwell.”

	This surprised Roland.

	“What are you coming at?” he growled. “Think I’m going to hit him with my fist?”

	“No. I am watching for a man who is in that hotel. I must not miss that man when he comes out.”

	“How is he connected?”

	“I have followed him pretty nearly three thousand miles, trying to watch him night and day. Four times he has given me the slip, and four times I have picked up his trail again. I have tried in every possible way to accomplish my purpose before he could reach this place, but thus far I have failed.”

	This was interesting, and yet Packard failed to see how it was related to Merriwell.

	“I’ll explain,” said the Westerner. “This man is the bearer of an important message to Frank Merriwell.”

	“Ah! that’s it?”

	“Yes.”

	“Well, you can’t stop him now unless you kidnap or kill him.”

	“I don’t want to stop him.”

	“What, then?”

	“I want to get hold of that message.”

	“You wish to know what it is?”

	“I know now.”

	“Hey? Then why do you wish to get hold of it? Why the dickens have you put yourself to so much trouble?”

	“Because I do not wish it to reach the hands of Merriwell.”

	“The bearer——”

	“Hasn’t the least idea what the message is.”

	“Oh-ho!”

	“He is simply a messenger—nothing more. He has been instructed to deliver an oilskin envelope to Merriwell. He knows absolutely nothing of the contents of that envelope. If he were to lose it, he would fail utterly in his task.”

	Packard nodded, and made a motion for the man to go on.

	“This message,” said Mescal, “is of the utmost importance to Merriwell. It will do him great damage not to receive it. Get it and place it in my hands, and you will strike Merriwell a terrible blow. Besides that, I will give you five hundred dollars in cold cash.”

	“Five hundred dollars?” gasped Packard doubtingly.

	“Just that. I mean it, and here is the money, to convince you that I can keep my word.”

	The Westerner displayed a roll of bills, the outside one being for the amount of five hundred dollars.

	Now, Roland Packard was involved in debt, and knew not how to clear himself. Of a sudden, he fancied he saw a way to wipe out his debts and strike a blow at Merriwell at the same time, and his bloodshot eyes shone greedily.

	“How am I to do this?” he asked.

	“That is for you to settle.”

	“You mean that——”

	“That you are to find a way. I am at the end of my resources, else I would not have applied to you. It was by chance that I heard you spoken of as the only enemy of Merriwell remaining in Yale, and it was by chance—a lucky one—that you happened along and were pointed out. I lost no time in stopping you right here, hoping you might be the man to do this work.”

	“I’ll do it if possible; but how is it to be done?”

	“Again I say that is something for you to find out. I will point out to you the man who has the message, and you are to follow him and get it if you can. If you succeed, the money is yours the moment you place that oilskin envelope in my hands. Are you ready to try it?”

	“You bet! When——”

	“Now!” whispered Mescal, as he stepped behind Packard, so that the student was between him and a man who was descending the steps of the Tontine. “There goes the man with the message!”

	



CHAPTER III.
 THE MYSTERIOUS MESSAGE.


	The man with the message was smooth-faced and shrewd-appearing. He stepped out from the Tontine briskly. He was dressed in a plain gray suit of clothes.

	“After him!” whispered Mescal. “He has the message! Get it somehow—anyhow! Get it before Merriwell reads it!”

	“I’ll do my best,” promised Packard. “Where’ll I find you?”

	“Here—at this hotel.”

	Without another word, Roland Packard started after the man in gray. Up Chapel Street went the man, with Roland not far behind.

	The student was trying to think of some way to secure the message. He was desperate, and desperate schemes flitted through his brain. He thought of attacking the man on the street and trying to go through his pockets; but New Haven was thronged with visitors, old and young, and Packard found no opportunity, knowing full well that all chances of success were against him. Desperate though he was, he had no relish for arrest on the charge of assault and robbery. But Roland’s eyes were open, and he was on the watch for an opportunity. Still, something told him that the man was going directly to Merriwell, and he felt that his show of accomplishing his purpose was becoming smaller with every step.

	Already preparations were being made for a hilarious time in the vicinity of Osborne Hall that night. Packard knew there would be speeches, cheering, red fire, and all that, but he gave it no thought now.

	“All New Haven has gone daffy over Merriwell!” he muttered to himself, as he heard Frank’s name spoken many times by passing men. “Anybody would think there was nothing else to talk of! Merriwell eclipses class day, senior prom, graduation, everything. Oh, if I could get a last crack at him right in the height of his glory! And to make five hundred plunks at the same time. I must do it somehow!”

	But how?—that was the question. He ground his teeth as he saw his chances diminishing. The campus was reached, and the man in gray made directly for Vanderbilt.

	“Going straight to Merriwell’s room!” thought Roland. “Perhaps I’ll have a chance on the stairs.”

	No one paid much attention to Packard. Everybody seemed hilariously happy. He was close behind the bearer of the message when that individual entered Vanderbilt; but the opportunity did not come. It seemed that a perfect stream of men was making for Merriwell’s room or coming from it.

	“Just pouring congratulations on him,” said the medic. “Oh, he’s the king-pin here!”

	He saw the messenger reach the door of Frank’s room, which was standing wide open. Within that room there seemed to be a mass of happy students.

	“No use!” grated Packard. “I didn’t get a chance!”

	Just then Oliver Packard and Hock Mason came out and descended the stairs. Neither of them observed Roland.

	“He has been there,” muttered Merry’s enemy, looking after his twin brother, whom he so closely resembled in outward appearance, although otherwise there was not the slightest similarity.

	Then a sudden thought came to him. In the past he had been mistaken for Oliver a score of times, and again he might perpetrate the deception. No one would expect him to boldly enter Merriwell’s room. If any one had observed the departure of Oliver, it might be fancied that Oliver had returned, if Roland were seen.

	“I’ll do it!” he muttered, and he boldly followed the messenger into the room.

	He saw Frank in the midst of his friends. He would have given ten years of his life to win such homage from that admiring throng. Yet he could not help seeing that Frank Merriwell bore himself with perfect modesty, as if feeling himself no better than his humblest friend. Merry’s position was most difficult, and only a man of remarkable tact could have filled it without seeming to pose. It was this atmosphere maintained by Frank at all times that had made him so popular. He did not betray exaltation, and yet in no way did he lower himself by his quiet, unaffected manners.

	The man in gray slowly pushed forward till he could touch Frank’s arm. In a moment when Merry was not engaged, the stranger spoke, saying:

	“Mr. Merriwell, I beg your pardon for bothering you now, but my business is most important. I will trouble you only a minute, if you will kindly step aside.”

	Frank was surprised, but his courtesy was sufficient to enable him to betray it only by a slight lifting of the eyebrows. Then he excused himself to those immediately about him and stepped apart with the man.

	“I would not have bothered you now,” said the stranger, “but I am the bearer of an important message to you, and I wish to get it out of my hands without delay, as there is danger that I may lose it. I shall not feel easy till I have turned it over to you, when my task will be completed.”

	“A message?” said Frank. “From whom?”

	“I do not know. I know nothing, save that I have been paid a large sum of money to bring it to you, and to guard it with my life till it is in your hands.”

	Such a statement as this was calculated to arouse interest.

	“And you do not know whom the message is from?”

	“I do not. It was not my place to make inquiries. All I know is that I have been pursued from Colorado to this city by a man who has seemed determined to rob me of it.”

	This added to the interest.

	“But he did not succeed?”

	“No, sir. I am here, and I have the message, which I will now hand over to you.”

	From an inner pocket the man took an oilskin envelope, which he gave to Frank, who looked at it curiously. On the envelope were traced these words:

	“To Frank Harrison Merriwell; not to be opened until the day after he graduates from Yale.”

	The moment Frank saw that writing, which was wavering and unsteady, he uttered a little exclamation, his face paling.

	“It’s from my father!” he murmured. “I wonder what it can be!”

	The messenger now presented a receipt for Frank to sign, having produced a fountain pen.

	Merry signed the receipt, although for some reason which he himself did not fully understand his hand was not as steady as usual.

	“There,” said the man, “I thank goodness that my task is accomplished!”

	“Who gave you this?” asked Frank.

	“My chief.”

	“Your chief? You mean——”

	“I am in the employ of the Great Western Detective Agency, of Denver, and my chief placed this in my hands. He stated that I was to receive two thousand dollars if I delivered it into your hands. He had been asked to name a man who was reliable, and I was chosen. The man who sent the message fixed the remuneration I was to receive. What he paid the chief I do not know.”
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