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“ ND when we nulled him out of the thicket
he was as "iick with burrs as a cushion
with Dins” laughed Merrick. “Seldow
bave I seel. . sorrier sight. He stoot there
ruefully plucking the clinging things from
him. But it would have taken half a day to get them
all logse. He looked for all the world like a fat
countryman clad in a rusty plough coat.”

The company laughed loud and long. It was in a
condition for easy laughter and the pletare sum-
moned up by the speaker was much to its liking In
the prevailing mood.

“There is a catastropbe for a horseman such as
Hook would have us believe he is.” remarked Bar
row. “Why, since he came on furlough a week ago
we have heard nothing but how he clung to the saddle
during sore mischance or rode so many leagues with-
out dismounting, or tamed a flery mount tbat had
been despaired of by the most masterful.”

“Oh, 'tis naught to the discredit of the gallant
Major,” sald Metrick. “Who has not been unhorsed
at some time on a hot chase? I did but say that he
cut a most langhable figure.”

“And well it serves him.” persisted Barrow, while
smile and murmur appianded. “No doud*t Major
Hook is a most fearless and worthy officer. But &
strikes me as most fitting that pat upon his easy
boasts he should bave had a fall. Right well would I
have liked to see it”

“It was well worth the viewing. so neatly and com-
pletely was he transformed.” said Dick North. “What
did’ not add to his peace of mind was thct Elizabeth
Winn rode close behind bim and was a witness to his
discomfiture. Elizabeth asked him politely if he was
hurt and In making answer he fussed and fumed like
a man with a hundred bee stings upon him.”

Another shout greeted this additional bit of eolor.

“There you have given his real wound.” said Bar-
row. “Elizabeth saw the fall? I'll wager he was In
fighting temper at that. It is hard enough that ne
should plunge into a thicket of thorns, but that he
should suffer such misfortune under his lad?’s eye
was the very maliciousness of evil rate.”

“Let us call him Sir Burr or My Lord Thistle, or
some such title that shall serve to remind him of the
matter.” broke in Clinton Wright. “For myself. I have
found his large mouthfuis ~f self-praise most difficult
to endure.” .

“It wounld not be well to carry the joke too far”
sald Merrick, who was some years older than the
rest of the company. “He is, after all. a man well re-
spected and reported. Moreover, he is the guest of the
Merriwells, and 1 would not have him say that the
folk of Queen Anne county lack in hospitality.”

But Wright poucded his pewter mug upon the table.
“It has never been said. nor should it ever be, tnat the
folk of Queen Anne county lack in spirit, either,” he
said. “He comes here, a salon soldier. and swings
the high head above us mightfly. I have no guarrel
with the man. but 1 must confess that I should like to
lower his pride a bit.”

Barrow led the applause at this assertion, and it
was plafo that no great love for Major Hook held the
hearts of the young. hard riding, harder drinking
aristocrats of the neighborhood.

Merrick, who was more cautions. aiready regrette«
the success of his tale and sought to turn the curr-nt
aside,

Elizabeth Winn.

“Come, Master Clinton_I think 1 see where the shoe
pinches. Perhaps, now. Miss Elizabeth has given the
Brave Major a trifie too much of her attention (o suit
you, eh”

“What Miss Elizabeth chooses to give ear or time
to I= none of my interes~.” sald Clinton, stoutiy. flush-
ing a little at the ready laugh that went around the
table at his expense. “If sbe prefers.” he added. wilh
a sneer, “to ride each morning with an escort who
may be dropped Into any wayside bush it is her privi-
lege. The point Is that the fellow has proved himseif
empty and ridiculous in his speech and that we need
no longer swallow it.”

Such was his statement, but as he was riding over
to town the following morning he gave apparent proof
of a more complicated zttitude towaxd the 7isiter.
For on the road he passed Major Hook on his bay
mare canterio} by the mde of Elizabeth Winp. and be
frowned angrily. Hook answered 4is stiff salute quite
as stifity and the gir! ded with a pleasist nod.

The brevity of her greeting spurred some thought
in bim, for a short distance beyond them be puiled up
sharply in a cloud of dust, wheeled aund chuarged In
pursuit, “Oh, Miss Winn,” he called, with anotber
and still stiffer acknowlodgment of the clalms of
Hook, “may 1 have a word with you?”

Bhe glanced at him in some surprise at the request,
but Major Hook Instantly drew off to one side, ““What
is it, Clinton 7" she asked, with asperity,

“1 only wanted to know whether you are willing to
Recompany e to the Partons' danee to-night?” he
answered, swhiehing his boot uneasily,

"What a sifly boy you are, Clinten,’ she answered
with reddenad ehesk, "'to stop me on the rond and in-
trude steh A guestion, | said | wenid go with ¥
full two weoks age,"

"1—1 thetight yon might kave ehanged your mind,”
he paswered, sullenly, lowiing away.

"Pid you? Well, had you made many syoh axhidi-

tlons as this in the meanwhile 1 might yery weii have
dene so, Hewever, | suppose it is fee late Row' *
With a guisk furn she defily brought hey baek 16 Bim
and a mowenf latey was once mere at the side of
Major Hook, Jeaving Ulintep in a yery uapieasant
frame of mind fo fake what comfort he might frowm

ber pavting phrnse,

Hge pesumed Ris esupse a¢ 8 mad gallep as ¢ mosi

* available menns of pelisving the semewhat
but pene the jess painfhl pmotions that ju
ried with him. For mewe than a year

THE DAY OF THE DUEL
(A True Story)

ELIZABETH CAUGHT CLINTON IN HER ARMS AND PILLOWED HIS HEAD AGAINST HER BREAST,

a spirited and a lovable and a mettlesome boy. Boy he
is, I grant, and he is a boy with whom we have grown
He loves you and I am not ready to say you do
not love him. Surely, a week ago there was little
You have allowed the attentions of an
older man. a stranger to our people and our community,
I can see the trace of his own sug-
You will be sorry if you allow
permanent obstacle be-

fall in with. His present store of temper found a snd-
den relief and he gathered the burrs until he held 2
ball of them as large as his fist.

the accepted and favored cavalier of Eiizabeth Winn.
In some myster'ous way quite beyond his power of
analysis he seered to have lost all his ground within
the last week. iLove had suffered and pride had been
struck a shrewc cut but a moment before.
was intensely galling, and but ote 1act was now clear
before him. Major Hook was the sole cause of it
He had decided that during the recent incident.
own version of the situation
which she confded to her sister while they were pre-
paring for the dance that evening.

“I hope Clinton will wear that new black suit of
his.” said Hetly, pemsively, after important matters
of rosettes and slippers =nd lace had been settiad. It
adds three years to his #ge. i declare, and adis won

derfully in distinetion and dignity.”
“I am not greatly interasted in what Clinton wears.”
returned Elizabeth. tartly.

A Presumptuous Boy.
Here s news indeed!™ exclaimed the elder.
“What is wrong row between you and Clinton?"

“1 know of mothing that Is right,” said Elizabeth

“He is an fll-natured and a most presumptuous boy
regret that I should have allowed myself to be seen so
much in his company. He bas become guite unbear-

Then he returned to

The company was seated as usual about the huge
round table, where pipes and tankards were served.
Clinton took up his stand at the fireplace, where he
In this position he was directly
back of Major Hook, who was holding forth elogquently
on some subject of politics and had taken no notice of
Peeling off one of the burrs from the
ball, Clinton shot it with a flick of his forefinger and
it lodged on Hook's back. No one was watching and
the Major was unconscious of the tiny impact.
ton continued to shoot his harmless missiles until they
had gathered like a swarm of insects between Hook's
shoulders. He took much satisfaction from the result,
but it was necessary that the victim should be in-

to turn your head.
gestions in your words.
this new fancy to interpose
tween-you and Clinton.”
“Heigh-ho,” said Elizabeth, who had suddealy re-
zained her composure.

leaned carelessly.

Elizabeth had her
quite enough for

“But unless this af-
fair has gone further tham I think I am fairly sure
how you would choose if instant cholce lay between

sure of one thing.
choose one who was not manly and courageous and
A “And I'll leave you to guess “Obh, Major Hook, he sald carelessly, “your ser-
vant has neglected to remove all the traces of your
misadventure from your clothing, I perceive.”
Hook turned around with a frown.

“Did you address me, sir?’
“I did,” rejoined Clinton.
your servant took small pains with your attire.
still bear with you the marks of your late accident

ou the hunting field.”

A Lesson in Breeding.

In turning the gallant Major had brought his back
to the company so that the layer of burrs was pre-
sented to general view. No open comment upon his
mishap had yet been made, but those who bore some
little i1l will against him found an opportunity here to
let him know that they understood the full value of
The ripple of laughter left Hook white
and furious. Putting up a bhand, he discovered the
malicious trick that had been played upon him.
left the table and walked over to Clinton, riding whip

The Lash of Words.

If Clinton had been bewildered and hurt by the
Elizabeth. he was rendered quite desperate
and hopeless by ber treatment of him while they were
together In the coach on the way to the dance. She
answered him shortly. and when he strove to over-
come her capriciousness she opposed so many start-
ling defences to his overtures that he found his sole
safety in retreat and silence.

“I take this most unkindly of you, Elizabeth.,” he
sald, as the swaying vebicle was tacking up to the

“I sald it was evident

What has he been up to™"
“Why, It is his manner since Major Hook has been
I am in no way bound to Clinton Wright.
recall no authority that he holds upon my actions.
some fond and stupid mood he took a bitter dislike to
the Major and has been most rude in treatment of him
whenever we have chanced to be together.
Last aight, while sittiug in an lon
with certain companions he uttered most discourteous
Hook. There was a mishap
in the bunt, as you may have heard; such a one as any
rider is likely to have, and Clinton made it the basis
It was all repeated to me.”
“Then it was trua that the gallant Major went
serambling fo a brier bush?” asked Hetty. siyly.
Elizabeth's clear biue eyes snapped.
An accident in the fieid is
horsewomen either, to laugh
“Perbaps he never had time to acquire skiil in hand-
ing occupicd with military matters.”
ted Hetty, with an artless air.
have Sever KBOWR Fou #o ill natured. Hetty.” sald
heor sister, with some warmth.

“Marvels and marvels!

“Take it as you like. Clinton,” she answered, “and
if there is any matter I particularly detest it is to hear

He jumped at the lash of words and said no more.
Once inside he kept out of her way as much as possi-
ble. nursing his bitterness.
no less than go through a minuet with her and he
paced the steps in some fashion. After that, though
Mmmm(hltmuwbhrkmtb:c&meum

in the d

In courtesy he could do

“There are some pranks that call for a lesson in
reeding,” he said tensely, and reaching out a hand
ught Clinton by the shoulder.

The company fell instantly silent and Merrick and
“By your leave.
., with a courtevus and
“I trust you will not allow

indignation to run to extremes.
ton has been guilty of a most thoughtless and un-
I am certain that he will render all

remarks concerning Major

for sturring comment.

of the coach and gloomed, trying
banish from his mind the Insistent thought
that touched his hand, the
sure of her shoulder when a
him. For a moment. before they reached her home,
thought she had reiented. She made some
mark and he answered eagerly. But his tone
to bring back ail ber irritation and he subsided 1
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nothing for horsemen, or your very natural
e
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ogies
of Hook’s band upon his shoulder had an
ton’s petulant passion as sudden as the
sweep of an jcy shower upon a heated runner.
stood erect. facing Hook quie
ishness and bad taste of his
that it should be his part as a gentleman
But while Merrick was speak-
i the alr. “The boy
the

or.
several, and Mer-

“Major Hook Is & man
He saw sérvice during the late war
with Greu: Britain, aud if be never took part
toent it was not because be did not do his duty
low orders,’ He surel
as most of our friends w'
ut what has thie to do with Clinton?
to make even a picture soldier, so you cannot
i 4t 4 disadvantage there "

) ! Theve is the plrase,
wiifui and & wayward ehild, He lacks trus restraint

baek of ! who is ﬁ:.'?.""nﬁ' Wm'h

A gentleman et w4 in
ull things g«l make 4
teriained to call our

EBaeds
nothing fo fhe 5 of

, aware of the chlld-

to make full apology.
ing Hook's whip was
nt._gn a switching,” cried

stayed at home.”
Inn st & reckiess pace snd set himself to a bout with
the brown ale Iz petulant resoive to drown his troubles.

But even here, it scomed. bis evil genius must fol-

place with Merrick.
the fan. Out in tha cool n
undecided whether (o bowa
at random wiih his sofTow.

his jot to the stars or

Thet argues that be

g cowardiy. | am de-
end,”
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further discussion vunacc<2ssary, It is now my turn
demand satisfaction.”

Hook looked the figure of his opponent up and do
scornfully., “What?”’ he cried. “You nave the
ance to consider yourself entitled to a meeting?”
laughed. *“Here's a crowing cockerel. Count you
lucky, my youthful friend, that I did not dust y
jacket more thoroughly.”

“Will you fight?” asked Clinton, steadily.

“I do not fight with children,” said Hook.

“Then perhaps that will make you,” said Olinto!
Before any member of the surprised group could m
a move he picked up a tankard half full of ale
the table and threw the contents into Hook's fag
The next instant the company had divided,
swarming about each belligerent. Hook, splutte
and wrathful, was forced from the inn and Clinto
was held there until the other had been escorted to #
safe distance,

“You'll have your hands full, Clinton,” said Barrows
shaking his head.

The- Day of Conflict.

“1 sincerely hope so,” returned Clinton. “Will MA |
act for me, Tom?” s

And Barrow. who had not quite adjusted himsel
to this new Clinton Wright, made haste to consent.

The mutual feeling of the adversaries would
permit the matter to rest over night. Within

hour Merrick came riding back as Hook’s represent
atlve, bearing a formal challenge and person
most chagrined over the affair. He, too, had fal
to gauge the full importance of the change in Clinte
and undertook to berate him for his impetuosity:
Clinton stopped him sharply. 3
“I will ask you to remember, Mr. Merrick,” b
said, “that your business is to confer with Mr, Nort
I am quite capable of censoring my own actions whe!
ever occasion arises.” Merrick stared at him a moss
ment and then decided that he had best hold his peas p
Just at daybreak on November 15, 1816, Clinton an
his second left the inn and rode to a clearing at tl
top of a low hill some two miles distant, which b
been chosen as the place of meeting. They arrivi
to ind Hook, Merrick and a surgeon of the neighbo=
hood waiting for them. The ground was quickly
paced and marked, the pistols loaded and the two men?
took up their positions. :
They were placed ten feet apart. Hook had donned
his uniform and made a handsome martial figure &
he stood waiting for the word. Clinton still wore:
the black suit in which he had attended the dance,
as it seemed to him, ages ago. He was perfectly
calm, his brain was abnormally clear and he com-
centrated his thought with purposeful intensity upons
the right breast of his enemy. To Barrow and Mer-
rick’' he was a total stranger. To Hook he was an im-"
pudent, presuming lad who must be taught his mane=
ners. Within himself he rejoiced in his new found
strength. =
“Are you ready, gentlemen?” came the grave volc
of Merrick. -;
“I am ready,” said Clinton. 3
“Ready,” sald Hook. 1]
“Present!” Both duellists raised their weapons:
to a level. There was nothing to choose betweens
them In steadiness and deliberation of aim,
“Fire! One!™ P
The pistols spoke with a single voice. Clintomy
held his arm extended a moment, then dropped it
with a groan and sank limply to the ground. Hook, |
folding his arms, remained erect at his mark. y
Barrow and the surgeon hurried to the wounded
man and found that the builet had passed through i
his side. He was in great pain, but retained full possJ
session of his faculties. 3
“Barrow,” he said, faintly, “I demand anothegH
shot.”
“Impossible, Clinton,” returned his second, bending §
over him. “You are not able to go further with the"
affair.” 2
“I demand another shot, Barrow,” repeated Clinsg
ton flercely. “Carry that message to Hook. My pros3
posal is that we be placed side by side on the ground
while we fire again.” ~Y
Barrow had no choice but to carry the request of "
his principal to Merrick, who communicated it to3
Hook. After some minutes Barrow came back with
the answer. 3
“Hook is willing to give you another shot if youw=
are able to stand. Very properly, I think, he refuses:
to fall in with vour suggestion of fighting a prostrates
foe.” 3
“Barrow,” said Clinton, “feel in my coat pocket™
Barrow obeyed and drew out a large bandana hands v
kerchief. “There is a stout sapling just back of ul."
continued Clinton. “You and the surgeon must prop s
me against it and secure me in an upright position#
with that handkerchief. I'll have another shot at
cost.” 3
“But, Clinton,” said Barrow, aghast, *“this is ume%
heard of. You are mad.” 1
“Damn you,” said Clinton, weakly, “have I got tay
fight you too? Do what I tell you.” 4
Barrow dared offer no further objection and, with
the assistance of the surgeon, dragged his principal to!
the tree. By passing the bandkerchlef under Clinton's}
arms they were able to support him, half leaning, b
hanging. so that his feet toucheq the ground. Hook
watched these preparations with a frown. He ha
given his answer with the full belief that his adv
sary would be unable to meet the conditions. But i§
was too late to draw back now.
Hook’s position was changed so that he stood te
feet from the tree and the weapouns were loaded once
more. Clinton was not a reassuring figure to face.}
Pale, with drawn, distorted features and blazing e 3
he glared upon his opponent with a terrible look
hate and despairing resolve. They eyed each other &/
moment with lowered pistols. Then the signal ¢
again.
“Are you ready, gentlemen?’
“Ready,” they answered,
“Present!” Up came the pistols, barrels flashing
the newly risen sun, .
“PFire!” There was no delay this tlme, Merrick
had no more than started the word when a sh A
double explosion rang out, MHook span on his hes
and dropped instautly. Clinton, peering aagerly
through the smoke, caught a glimpse of the uu=

.

man, Then his limbs relaxed, the pistol slipped fro
his grasp and be sauk falnting agalnst his support.

At that instant a shrfll cry startled the three sp
tators. They looked to sce a horsewoman dash ouf '
of the wocds and into the open space. It wag BI
beth Winn, Bhe threw lherself from her horse
stood, wide eyed and panting, looking from one
other of the adversaries. The wurgeon had just s
ered Clinton's habdkerchief nnd was loweriug hin
Hmp aad unconscious, to the ground, Elizabeth h
tated n moment, then, with another cry, ran fo
caught Clluton in her arms nud plliowed his
against her breast.

e lives of both men hung in the balance
days. Ultimately both recovered, Major Hook
turhed fo the army a8 soon a8 he was able to tra:
About a month nfter his departure Clinten W
ang Rlgabeth Winy wsere married,

SIGN OF HONOR"—NEXT WEEK
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