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THE ALAMANCE GLEANER; GRAHAM, N. C.

Frank Merriwell at Fardale

By GILBERT PATTEN -
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an eye. In the wink of another eye,
he was going away from there with-
out bothering to apologize for his
haste. In his rush, he forgot about
evlairythmg and everybody but him-
self,
The grove was abruptly filled with
the wild screams of frightened girls,
who fled like snowflakes before a
gale.

All but Inza Burrage. She, also,
started to run at last, but with al-
most her first step her foot turned
under her and she went down. When
she tried to scramble up she top-
pled again in a fluttering, helpless
heap.

“My ankle!" she gasped.
broken!"™

Merriwell sprang forward, but he
didn't try to pick her up and run
with her. That, he knew, would be
foolish. He caught up the coat that
Bart Hodge had taken off some time
before. Swiftly he wrapped it round
and round his left fore-arm. His
heart was steady now, though his
face was still tense and gray.

Sitting on the ground and clinging
to her injured ankle with both
hands, Inza Burrage watched him
do that. She saw him face the on-
coming dog, with her only a few
feet behind him. The foaming,
snarling beast was racing straight
at them. The carving knife was
still in Frank's hand.

He crouched a little and lifted his

~bent left arm-as the animal sprang,
with a roar, at his throat. The
creature’s gleaming teeth closed on
that arm, around which Bart
gdodge's coat had been tightly twist-

“It's

The boy reeled back a step, strik-
ing with the knife, The force of
the heavy animal's lunge had stag-
gered him, and he barely touched
the dog with that first stab.

Inza was paralyzed with fear. She
could not have moved, then, had
she tried.

Dropping back to the ground with
its hind feet, the crazed beast tried
to pull Frank down.

Tad Jones had stopped, a rod
away. He was wringing his hands.
Almost blinded by tears, he cried
chokingly:

“Oh, Tige! Stop, Tige! Oh, Frank,
Frank!™

Merriwell did not hear him. He
heard nothing, saw nothing but the
raging, red-eyed beast he was bat-
tling with, He struck again and
slashed the dog, but that seemed
only to make it still more furious.

Barney Mulloy had obeyed Frank
and hurried all the girls but Inza
away. Now he came running back
through the trees and saw a sight
that made his heart stand still

“Oh, help him!" begged Inza, as
Barney came up. “Oh, it's terrible!
Help him! Do something, quick!"

The Irish boy looked wildly around
for a rock or a club, and could find
neither. He seized the small limb
of a tree and began to twist it off.

The dog yanked Frank down to his
knees.

The tree limb was still resisting
Barney. He let it go and whirled
to do his best for Frank with his
bare hands.

A voice shouted: “Keep away!
Let me get at that critter! I'll
fix him!"

John Snodd had arrived at last,
with his gun. But when he tried
h;etmbpositimtouuthe
weapon he was baffled for several
moments by the furious movements
of the dog, which made it impossi-
to fire without hitting Merriwell
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, Mr. Snodd,”
. “You got here just in tim
I'm just about all in."

“l got here as fast as my legs
would fetch me,” said the
staring at Merriwell.
never expected to see anything
this in all my born days.” He
still breathing Lard from his run
and the excitement., “Young fel-
ler, you had nerve to stand up to
a mad dog half as big as an ele-
phant and fight him with a carving
knife. Wasn't you scairt at all?"

The ghost of a smile crept into
Frank's face, to which a little color
was slowly returning. ““Why, yes,
Mr. Snodd,"” he admitted, ““but
didn't seem to be anything else for
me to do, under the circumstances."”

Inza Burrage hadn't taken her
eyes off him. Still sitting on the
ground and clinging to her aching
ankle, she spoke up in a choked
and stammering voice:

“Oh, he—he—Mr. Snodd, he did it
for me! I twisted my ankle, and
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“I Guess We Better Examine

Your Arm First, Young Man.”

fell. I couldn't run. That—that ter-
rible, terrible dog would have torn
me to pieces—only for him."

Then she burst into tears.

Tad Jones had crept forward,
keeping his eyes turned away from
the dead dog. "They all skedad-
dled!" he cried shrilly. “Ev'ry one
of 'em run away 'nd left Frank to
stop old Tige all by himself, Mr.
Snodd. I saw it, 1 did. That feller
Hodge was here, but he scooted like
a streak. The big coward!™

“But I told Barney to get the
girls away,"” said Frank. ""He didn't
know what was happening, but he
came back when he found we
weren't with the others. Somebody
better take a look at Miss Bur-
rage’s ankle to see if it's broken.”

“Huh!" grunted John Snodd. “I
guess we better examine your arm

first, man. Being bit by a
mad dog's a heap worse than break-
ing a leg.”

Bart Hodge had always hated and
feared dogs. The feeling was so in-
tense that it had become what is
called a phobia. He did not know
the cause of it himself. It lay,
probably, in some forgotten inci-
dent of his very early life.

No animal is guicker than a dog
to sense fear and dislike in a hu-
man being. He is quick, too, to re-
sent it, and he shows his resentment
or contempt.

It seemed to Bart that a thousand
dogs had let him know what they
thought of him. They had feered at
him with scornful eyes, they had
sneeringly given him a look at their
teeth, they had sniffed disdainfully
at his heels, and two.or three of
them had nipped the calves of his
legs. Not one had taken a good
bite. They had acted as if they
were not sure they would like the
taste.

There was, therefore, an undying
feud between Bartley Hodge and all
dogs. All his life he¢ had looked

Jforward with dread to the time when

bad luck would force him to meet
a “‘mad" dog, but he had never seen
one until the day of the pienic in
Snodd’s grove. And now he hadn't
waited to meet him.

Hodge was out of the grove and on
his way to any place where the
crazy dog wouldn't be liable to come
before he fully knew what he was
doing. He realized it suddenly. A

re of himself at that moment
flashed into his mind. It stopped
him as quick as he could put on the
brakes.

He turned round and saw several
of the frightened girls coming after
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““Why, I—I though
But he hadn’t thought,
couldn't explain. He had taken
his heels and left her, and now
knew just what that made him look
like. He let go of Belinda Snodd's
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Neither Hodge nor the fleeing girls
had seen John Snodd

grounds. But the' report of that
gun gave Bart's heart a lift. It
meant, of course, that somebody
had fired at the dog. He put more
speed into his stride.

They were removing the torn,
foam-covered coat from Merriwell's
left arm when Bart came running
back through the trees. His mouth
open, his hands clutched tightly to-
gether, Tad Jones was the pic-
ture of suspense as he watched. Her
face damp with tears, Inza was still
sitting on the ground and watching
them also. No one appeared to hear
Hodge approaching.

He saw the dead dog lying where
it had fallen. Snodd had dropped
his gun a few steps away. That
explained a part of what had hap-
pened, but he knew he could never
explain what he had done. Nobody
would understand, if he tried.

This realization stopped him, 30
feet away. What could he say?
:il"}:u'at was there for him to say or

0?

Frank Merriwell was taking off
his own coat now. He looked pretty
sober, but still not as disturbed and
anxious as the others. Quickly he
thrust the sleeve of his shirt up
above the elbow.

“l1 don’'t believe the dog's teeth
touched me," he said. “If I'm right,
I owe it to Hodge’s coat.”

Snodd took hold of Frank's wrist
and turned his arm to inspect it
thoroughly. “By ginger!" he cried
in great relief. ‘I can't see even a
teeny scratch. Now if that don't
beat the world my head's a pun-
kj-rl[ll

Barney Mulloy put an arm round
Merry’s shoulders. His chin was
quivering a little, but he managed
to grin. “You lucky slob!” was all
he could say then.

But Tad Jones had less control
“Gosh, I'm glad!" he cried hop-
ping up and down as if trying to hop
out of his skin. “I'm glad, Frank!
I'm awful glad! If old Tige had
bit you I'd gone right off 'nd jumped
in the ocean, 1 would.”

“Well, I'm not feeling so bad
abolit it myself,” said Frank, after
taking a deep breath of relief. “"And
it's Jucky the insane beast didn't
eat you up, Tad.”

“I've got something to say to Sile
Gleason,” declared John Snodd
grimly. “Giving a little shaver a
dog in that condition! He ought to
be made to smart for it."

Frank turned toward Inza without
stopping to put his coat on again.
That brought him round facing
Hodge, who still stood where he had
halted. They looked each other in
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“It's marvelous! Never, never in
my life will I forget the—the
you fought that dog."”

She wanted to say more than that,
but the words would not come. They
both felt awkward. He laughed to

&

Feeling as empty as a dry well,
he turned about and walked swiftly
and silently away.

Tad Jones was the torch that
started the story of Frank Merri-
well's fight with the mad dog run-

So he went to question Inza
rage, in her home, and was amazed
when her version of the affair sus-
tained Tad in every particular but
one, Her ankle had been sprained,

Nuweutimshsticandu‘er.
reporter got hold of Tony Accero
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Frank was writing a letter to his
uncle when Mulloy crashed into the

room. The face of the Irish boy was |

split by a grin.

““Be after dropping that and come
down to see a man, my lad,” said
Barney.

“What man?" Frank wanted to
know.
for?"

“It's a reporter for a newspaper,
and he’s going to make ye famous,
Frankie.”

That made Merry drop the pen
and stand up. “A reporter?” he ex-
i “Good Lord!"

This was something he hadn't ex-
pected, something he wasn't pre-
pared for, something that made him
shy like a skittish pony.

“Yesterday you arrived in Far-

emblazoned in the public print. Fast
work."”

“But I don't want to see a re-
porter,” said Merriwell, looking
around the room as if in search of a
place to hide. “And I'm pot going
touthimeither,mndmnht

of silly questions.
(TO BE CONTINUED)

Decimal Clock Devised; Astronomers

Use It to Measure Time Conveniently

We divide the day into hours,
minutes and seconds. For ordinary
human purposes this is convenient
enough; for sclentific purposes,
particularly when long intervals of
time ‘are involved, intolerable. As-
tronomers prefer the Julian calen-
dar, according to which days are
numbered from January 1, 4713 B.
C., and fractions of a day are deci-
mals, with the day beginning at
Greenwich mean noon. An event
which occurred on June 1, 1937, at
36 minutes and 42 seconds past 3
p- m. standard time would have oc-
curred at 2428686.35882 J. D., notes
a writer in the New York Times.

Astronomers and navigators use
this Julian system. Hence they re-
quire conversion tables. But time
and trouble are involved in trans-
lating ordinary time into Julian
time. Hence the decimal clock
which Prof. Warren K. Green has
devised for Amherst’'s astronomical
observatory. The astronomer reads
it as he would any clock and sees
where he stands according to the
Julian calendar.

Professor Green's clock looks
more like a big speedometer than a

clock. In a simple box six digits |

appear. They represent 100,000
equal parts of the solar day. Every
time 0.864 of a second elapses by
ordinary time the last digit gives
place to a new one.

This decimal clock is driven elec-
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© Western Newspaper Union,
Lesson for December 26
CHRISTIAN CONSECRATION

LESSON 1:13-28,
GOLDEN TEXT—For to me to lve is
Christ, and to die is gain. 1:3L
PRIMARY TOPIC—Our Best
JUNIOR

Jesus.
INTERMEDIATE AND
Choosing s Life L »
YOUNG PEOPLE AND ADULT TOPIC—
What Christian Surrender Means.

Consecration is one of the words
expressing Christian truth which
has been so much used and so often
misused that it has lost its savor.
The writer remembers many a
“‘consecration service” which meant
nothing to those present except the
fulfilling of a certain formula or
program. The purpose of the meet-
ing was excellent, but results were
lacking because it had become a
mere formality.

Paul the apostle knew nothing of
any theory of consecration. He knew
and lived and proclaimed such an
abandonment of self to Christ and
his cause as really required no
statement in words—it was his life.

We close today a three-month se-
ries of studies in the Christian life.
We began at the right point by con-
sidering ““Christian Sonship,” for no
one can live until he is born and
no one can live a Christian life un-
til he is born again. We have con-

ure for Christ and his holy cause?
Paul, in the verses of our lesson,

shows that spirit and boldly de-

clares that he follows Christ re-

“Christ shall be magnified."
L “What Thea?" (v. 18).
Paul was imprisoned for

pel’s sake. Did that stop
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fight back? No; he thanked
that Christ was preached. We
more of that spirit in our day.
II. “In My Body.”
One of the glaring fallacies of hu-
man thinking is the idea that at

£

need

“What's he want to see me  Som€ favorable time in the future |

we shall be able to enjoy life, do
mighty deeds or serve the Lord.

made to prevent it.
with Paul. He rightly points out
that to a Christian death means
entering into perfect fellowship with

| and complete.

He would not, however, turn away
from his present privilege and duty,
Since it is God's will that he should
abide in the @esh he will do it in
such a way as to make it literally
true that to him ““to live is Christ."
Every life has a purpose and that
ruling passion which controls and
directs a life is what should be
written into the sentence, “To me

toliveis.. " What is it—money,
position, pleasure, sin? Or is it
Christ? he is your life, then

you enter into the New Year
the assurance that it will be
satisfying, and gloriously useful

Spiteful Words
A spiteful word cuts both
slander burts the man
who spreads it in a
though ungeen, way than it hurts its
intended victim. Vietor Hugo
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' A Dressing Table Skirt With Corded Shirrings

THJS dressing table has a

curved front and hinged arms
which to mount the skirt so
t it can be opened to permit
the drawer. To mount
the skirt it must first be sewed to

When a cough due © a wmid pisgues you, give your dhrout pesce
with & Semuth Brochers Cough Drop. Biack ar Menrhol—5¢.

This is the vicamin thar raises the resismoce of the mmoous
membranes of the nose and throsr w cold and cough infecrions.

NEW TWO-FISTED VALUE IN
SMOKING TOBACCO &

valuable coupon in every tin
double value inevery

ta of umon-made Big Ben.
You get two full cunces of sweet




