
4 AN AFFAIR OF DISHONOUR

of the work on hand ; two men who knew, and were to
know more soon. One, Sir Oliver's second, a tried old
friend, a good fellow, one who flinched from no debauchery
and profligacythat might add a lustre of achievement to the
career of a man of fashion of the days of the Restoration ; a
man of wit and wits—who needed them, indeed, for lack
of much else to live upon. The other a tried old groom,
a bad feUow like his father before him, but like him, too,
with one redeeming virtue—an equivalent one, perhaps
—of unchangeable devotion to the Raydons of Croxlev
Thorpe. '

A seven-mile ride to the tryst, half-way to her father's
house—for it is her father he is to cross swords with •

not husband, lover, brother, merely her father, half as'
old agam as his opponent. That is what makes Sir
Ohver so confident, makes his foot spring so lightly to
the stirrup, makes him exult in his saddle on the turf.
For they choose the grass-land, to be noiseless, and pass
by the Mausoleum in the Park.

Croxley Park is no poor enclosure in a three-mile ring-
fenoe. You may ride through a dear two miles of
scattered oak and beechen covert before you find the
Mausoleum in its central solitude. When you do you
w'.y wonder at its horrible ugliness of fo:m, but you will
forgive it for its colour and its lichens. Its architect was
surely guilty of a crime against the stone his handiwork
ke; t out of a place in some beautiful building But it
IS patient, and wiU wait for admiration, which will comem the course of the ages that are needed to brew an
Antiquity.

" Good for the Day of Judgment, Raydon I"
"Better than the Judgment itself, for some of them "

And then they both laughed, and said never a word
more.

But it cheered them up, and made them feel manly, to


