
AN AFFAIR OF DISHONOUR 9

^•mone to nnaUble that it oonld not OTwlive the pain of
^ nwd-wratoh on the forehead. And all the evU of a
ncked heart wai in the half-grin and the blood-smeared
bye and the set Jaw of Sir OUyer a* he tuned asain to hie
^ork in earnest.

But not to triumph at onoe. Not till the fifteen or
trtntj yean there ia between him and hie opponent begins
) t^ in his faronr. Then, as he becomes aware that the
word that opposes him is fainter in iu resolution, that
be breath comes shorter and shorter still of the manWo wields it, the growing fierceness of his own attack
bUor i him remorselessly as he falls back, and ends the
png encounter with a thrust.

I He who receives it is wounded to death. The surgeon
»ho IS waiting with the cart can do nothing—no surgeon^—to stop the blood that is welling out inside the shirt

•
outs with scissors to detach it. AD the lint the world
1
supply would be useless there. But on no aooowt

ove or raise him yet.
I He is trying to speak, and his second kneels beside him.
pts his ear down to catch the faint words. " He asks^ to Sir GUver Raydon," is the report. His
'-derer then kneels, and the words he stoops down to

t' isc"nce."
^™' ^ '*^" ^°'' *«» <^ »°d your

,
Then the father of the woman who is sleeping through

Wall ,s dead
; and the dead face tells the bystanders that

2! T^,T "^^"^ *^*° ^"y *''°»8l't him- For thegemty of his strength and confidence, and the finsh of*ong health, had made him seem no unfit opponent%hi8 slayer. What will the woman say ?iWiat tale can be told to the woman ? Which of the~e who can teU it will be the teUer ? The sound of

Mt W°r* °"
!u^^ •"* '"^°' ""d now nothing isft but to carry the dead man home.


