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What Mr. O'Desmond was minded to offer his fair neighbour
can never be known, for at that rnomtnt a shriek, so wild
and despairing, rent the air, that all conversation, ordinary
and extraordinary, ceased.

More astonishing still, Miss Fane sprang from her seat,

and rushing into the arena with the speed of frenzy, knelt by
the side of the defeated combatant, and with every endearing
epithet supported his head, wringing her hands in agony as
she gazed on the motionless form beside her.

O'Desmond, leaping down without a thought of his late

interesting employment, gave one glance at the fallen sword,
another at the fallen man, and divined the situation.

'By !' he said, 'f/ie button has come off the foil, and
the poor boy is run through the body. He'll be a dead man
by sundown.'

'Not so sure of that; keep the people back while I

examine him,' said Mr. Sternworth, pushing suddenly to the
front. ' Stand back !

' he cried with the voice of authority.
' How can I tell you what's wrong with him if you don't give
him air? Miss Fane, I entreat you to be calm.'

He lowered his voice and spoke in softened tones, for he
had seen a look in Vera Fane's face which none had ever
marked there before. As she knelt by the side of the \ ounded
man, from whose hurt the blood was pouring fast, in a bright

red stream; as with passionate anxiety she gazed into his

face, while her arms supported him in his death-like faint, her
whole countenance betrayed the unutterable tenderness with
which a woman regards her lover.

The spectators stood assembled around the ill-fated com-
batant. Great and general was the consternation.

The nature of the mischance—the loss of the button
which guards the fencer in all exercises with the foil—was
patent enough to those acquainted with small-sword practice.

But a large proportion of the crowd, with no previous ex-

perience of such affairs, could with difficulty be got to believe

that Argyll had not used unjustifiable means to the injury of
his antagonist. These worthy people were for his being
arrested and held to bail. His personal friends resented the
idea. Words ran high ; urtil indeed, at one time, it appeared
as if a form of civic broil, common in the middle ages, would
be revived with undesirable accuracy.


