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The Pride Of The Eve.

“You are sure there Is nothing else
you want, Arthur "

“Quite certain, father,
ly comfortable.” :

“Well, don't read too much, try to
sleep a little,”” and with a kindly
glance back, my father steps through
e door.

Reclining in my padded armechair, I
cannct keep back bitter thoughts as
my eye travels round my room; it is
bung with dark silk curtains to soften
the light; on the floor is a carpet
which deadens all sound; and though
it is only early autumn, a fire smould-
ers in the grate, from before which
Dick, my little fox-terrier, blinks
honestly up at me.

I rise, adjust my crutch, and hob-
ble over to the window, pull aside the
curtains and look out. DMyl father is
just disappearing. Along the road,
fifty yards away, are cantering a
man and a woman. How I wish 1
could still ride my Arab! If my eye
does not deceive me, this couple are
young and in the first flush of the
real enjoyment of life. As they
sweep past the gate, the girl raisea
her ayes, and they must have met
those of the young fellow, for she
turns her face away likei a flash. But
already they are behind the hedge,
and out of view. “With the aid of my
erutch ‘again I make my way back to
a lomg low lounge near the fire, and
get slowly settled om it. I give my-
self up to my wistful thoughts.

My memory goes back to the time.
when I had just left the military
college, and returned home, proud of
my appointment, to a lieutenancy in
the Royal Canadian Infantry. I had
been offered on graduation a com-
mission in the Engineers in the Im-
perial service, but preferring to re-
main in Canada, had accepted the
nomination to our own native corps,

My seclion of the regziment was
stationed at Toronto, and thither I
went to join it. As when I was at
ecollege, I had plenty of money, for
my mother's death five years before

I'm perfect-

bad left me a comfortable fortune,
This enabled me to enter into the

social life of the city—a side of ex-
Istence of which I have always been
very fond. The officers of Lhe garri-
son never Suffered from any lack of
invitations, either, for {(he scarlet
tunic seems to catch a lady's eye.
[ soon felt quite at home and enjoy-
pd my life immensely in Lhe provincial
papital. I had a certain amount of
work to do; I ate well, drank well,
and paid as mueh attention to the
other sex as was good for me. DBut
any flirtations I indulged in never
went beyond flirtations; and I re-
member laughing to myself and ral-
lying my brother-officers, when, a
few weeks after meeting some girl
or other whose face had struck them,
they would suddenly beirin to talk
seriously of marriage, and about how
a fellow really ought to settle down—
that is to say if they were success-
ful wooers, which by no means al-
ways happened.

One of the best known men in
Toronto was Colonel Nelson, a veteran
of the Raid of '66, and a chum of my
since boyhood, When I
first arrived in the ecity the Colonel
invited me to come and see Mrs,
Nelson and himself whenever I felt
inclined. I very often took advant-
age of his hospitality. I had been
spending the evening with them one
June day and he and I were sitting
smoking a cigar after dinner. We

had been talking over the situation
in South Africa, on whose horizon the |
war clouds were already gathering.
Then a pause had come. |

“l can't believe I am between fifty
and sixty years old, Cranston,” said
the Colonel suddenly.

“I should never have taken you for
that.”

“Oh, I don't mean that, but when
I sit here opposite you, I think I see
your father again—you are so like
him—and I seem to be a boy Dncﬁl
more and forget I have a daughter
who is to come out this winter. What
a splendid-looking chap Harry Crans-
ton—your father, I mean—was!—a
face a Jaw would take on trust, and
as strong as Samson."”

“Excuse me, Colomel,” I interrupted,
“You have just one daughter, haven't
you§"

“Yeas, Violet 13 all I bave left now.
She is in England at present finish-
ing. her education, She would have
been here a year ago, but took some
fad about getting a training in hos-
pital nursing. =She will sail for
Montreal a week from to-day. That's
her picture over there on the mantel.”

I got uyp and stepped over to the
fire-place.

“We just got that about a month

| cheeks,

Fi

g9, I thought you , had seen it,

Twm:t on Colonel Nelson, "“"and Violel

writes that they tell her in England
it is very like her. &She does not seem
to have changed much."

All this time I was looking at the
photograph only half hearing what
was sald. The features were those
of a girl about twenty, they were
not remankable for their regularity.
The face was oval and refined, bul
the striking thing was—I hardly know
how to deseribe it—the extraordin-
arily fascinating and interesting ex-
pression, at once sweet and resolute.

“When did you say she was coming
home i I asked, laying the portrait
aside,

“She sails next Thursday.”

“And she has been in*Germany, was
it, or France?"

The Colonel looked at me. *“In Eng-
land, at Cheltenham,” he added.

I excused myself early, bul in go-
ing ouwt met Mrs. Nelson, in the hall

“I am afraid you must find it dull,
Captain, let me congratulate you,
this is the first time I have seen you
since your promotion, since you ceas-
ed to be Lieutenant Cranston—what
was I saying ¢ Oh, yes; I'm afraid you
must find it dull here, for we are
getting old, and the house is quiet,
but perhaps in the autumn it will
be livelier."

“PDull!I” I answered, “not a bit, Mrs.
Nelson, There is no place in Toronto
where I feel so much at home. I al-
ways prefer old friends to new ones.”

“lI hope you will not forget us when
we come back in the fall from Murray
Bay."”

“Oh, you are going to spend the
summer there ?"

““Yes, the Colonel and I are to meet
Violet in Montreal, and then take her
with us to Murray Bay for July. and

August."

“I shall not forget your invita-
tion,” I said as I bade them good
night.

Apart from a notice in a society
paper to the effect that, “‘the charm-
ingly interesting daughter of Colon-
el and Mrs. Nelson, had returned to
Canada, and was spending the gay
summer months at the bains-de-mer
at Murray Bay,” I heard mothing of
the Nelsons till they reached Toron-
to again in Seplember.

About the time of their retfurn
privale business called me home for
a couple of weeks, and while there an
invitation was forwarded from the
Nelsons to a dance at their house,
Presumably Miss Nelson was to come
out. Of course I was much put out
at not being able to meet the original
of the photograph which had so in-
terested me, put I had to decline.

I called one afternoon the week fol-
lowing my return to the city. DMrs.
Nelson came into the drawing-room
in a moment.

“Why, how do you do, Captain Cran-
stom? I am so glad to see you, but
s0 sorry you were out of town the
other evening. How is your fath-
er §"’

I was sorry, too. However Mrs. Nel-
son. I don't need to ask you how you
are,” I added, “for I have eyes.”

“You are still the flatterer, Cap-
tain. I am so sorry, Violet is unwell
to~day, has a dreadful headache, and
cannot appear.”

I was sorry too However. Mrs. Nel-
son asked me for dinnoer the following
gvening.

This time we did meet. I think I
see her now. She was tall, noticeably
tall, even among the tall women of
to-day. But she was no lath of a
girl. Her figure was already
rounded. Her carriage, upright and
easy, appealed to the soldier's eye.
Her hair was almost black, her skin
dank, but clear, and the tide of
blood ebbed and flowed through her
But it was her eyes which
betrayed the mystery of that strange-
ly interesting expression I had won-
dered at in her photograph. They
were hazel.” A thousand lights flash-
ed from them at once. Passion and
modesty were both there. 0One mom-
ent I saw pentleness, the next, reso-
lation. A certain hauteur and graci-
ousness kept strange company.

“Violet,” Mrs. Nelson was saying,
“this is Captain Cranston, a very old
friend of ours."

““You are a borseman, Captain
Cranston, I think I heard mother
say. There is just time before din-
ner, and if it is not too dark would
you mind giving me your opinion of a
new horse father has just bought me.
He said that before he closed the bar-
gain, he wanted you to see her. He
is mot home yet, so I just thought I'd

ask you myself. But perhaps youo
don't feel like going out again?'' she
concluded, giving me a curious, hall-
shy look.

“On the contrary,” I answered at
once, 'mothing would give me more
pleasure. My horse and my profes-
sion are the two things I am fond
of.” .

So off

new mount, which turned out to be a
splendid beast. The best part of it
was that Miss Nelson accepted an in-
vitation to go out riding the next
afternoon.

During dinner the talk centred in
South Africa. The Colonel
that if war broke out, Canada must
send troops.

“T know,” he said, “two men who
will go if they have to swim there;
one is callad Cranston and the other
Nelson."

“The idea!” laughed Mrs. Nelson,
but with some alairm in her voice.

“We'll go together, Colonel,” said
L.

“Yon may, my boy, but I'm afraid
['m too old. They'd never take me,”
he answered with a glum look, and
an amused glance at his wife.

The next day Violet and I had our
ride. My Arab was put to it to keep
pace with her mare. As we swept
along Forest Hill Road, and then
away across the breezy common, I
let Violet get a little bit ahead, so
that I could watch her splendid
figure as she rode. She had perfect
control over her animal, and as I drew
up again to her, I saw the blood glow-

insisted

through the brisk antumn air. People,
[ noticed, turned as we scudded past
and looked after her. They showed
their good sense, if not their good
MANNEers.

I had laughed at other men’'s heads

sight of a pretty girl. I had to in-
clude myself in the laugh now. But
this time I found it was no laughing
matter.
feeling I bore towards Violet. I
wanted to be mnear her; my heart
throkbed wildly whenever I saw her.
I dreamt of her at night; I woke up in
the morning thinking of her; I could
read nothing; every printed page turn-
ed into a picture of her.
not go on long; mor did it. At the
a man c¢an offer a woman.
answer was to lay her head upon my
shoulder.

Everything went well.
Nelson was extremely kind. What he
ing. They were
Canadian gentleman that he is.

Shortly after our engagement

fair-haired fellow with blue
pyes, I saw at once that he found his
cousin very attractive, and this fair-
ly set me wild. [t is said that peo-
ple are apt to admire their opposites,

and I was silly and jealous enough

n big

ed from me. The very sight of Frank
Hamilton made me sulky and silent
and savage. 1 was rude to him, churl-
ish and snappy. I don’t know wheth-
er he understood or not, but anyhow
he continued his debonair attentions
to Violet. The war had already

serviee to Africa. If I were not ac-
cepted, I determined upon being mar-
ried at once. Of course if I were to

sent to our immediate union. I went
up to the Nelson's that very evening,
Violet met me in the porch alone.

“ here is-something I want you to
promise me,” I said, as we went into
the drawing room.

“Whst s it, Arthurt”

My blood leapt as I looked at her.

fine figure was seen to perfection in
a tight fitting gown of dark-colored
southern complexion; and over all
light from a shaded table lamp.

“] want you to set our wedding
day,” I answered, “for some Ltime
within the next two months.”

gave me a very decided look,

““Why mnot ¥’

“1 couldn't. possibly be ready; just
think, only eight weeks, and so much
to do. Why, my trousseau is to come
from New York."

“Never mind the trousseau; you cin

do without one."

+well, but, no, I can’t, you don’t
understand. Men are so absurd.
But just think, Arthur, we've only

!,LGuwu each other such a short
| time, it wouldn’'t be decent.”
‘ “Pecency be hanged!”

“RBesides that, you 've gone and
| volunteered for South Africa, and 'lm
|so afraid they’ll accept you. If you
do go, we could n’t possibly be married
' till you come back, But if you are nof
:cl:;_:s,-n for the contingent, why then,
!FE*I'hﬂjIH——” she glanced up, caught
my eye, and blushed furiously.

My heart bounded. I kissed her and
|returned filled with vague and de-

|1ightfu1 thoughts to the barracks.
2B |

n Lhe morning paper two days later 'hffnrv her in her lap.
we started to inspect the|the list of commissions for the first |stood out, and the skin bung

ing in her face from the mad gallop

being turned in a few weeks at 1:?.1&-I

end of a month I had offered her all was hart.
Her | the explosion shattered my

Colonel |

q | matter.

nephew of the Colonel's came to viait!
them. He was a fine looking chap,

t-ﬂ Iﬂﬂr thﬂt I'I‘"iUIEL I'_'f_'l_ll,gh[ bﬂ Eﬁtrilﬂg-'

broken out, and I had volunteered for |

go to the Transvaal, it would be sense- |
less and unfair to ask Violet to con- |

She was dressed for the theatre. Her |

silk, which exactly suited her rich,

the picture glowed the subdued red

“Oh, I can't do that, no,” and she

| s

rcnnllngnnt was annouaced. I was
nomina ted to o lieutenancy. Ol
course all idea of marriage had to be
put aside. Instead of passing my
time settling the interesting details of
a honeymoon, my hours were spent in
a feverish for the long
journey to Cape Town,

I remembar when I went to say
good-bye to Violet. She was looking
pale and anxious, 1 thought. Yet
it only added to the fascination and
beauty of her expression. I could
spocke under considerable
strain, but, like the high-spirited girl
she was, she made no sign.

“l am proud to see you go to South
Africa, Arthor, bat—""

“l will come back, if I have to de-
sert,’” Isaid, “I could do it now.”

She amiled and shook her head. *I
think oo much of you to believe that,”
she maid. "Now go,” she exclaimed ; and
saying this, she pulled a gold pin with
a head in the form of an enamelled vio-
let from her collar and stuck it in my
tunie. "“And bring that back to me,”
she went on. “and——"

She paused out of breath. I stood
watching her. She drew herself up
and those hazel eyes flashed with
lights I have never seen hLefore or
sinca.

‘“And—and,"” she burst out, “yes, I
will, and nobody can hinder me, I will
go, too.”

“To South Africal!l’ I gasped.

“Yes, South Africal I will enlist
as a nurse. [ have had some training
in England. I will go and nurse you,

'if you are wounded. There |”
L - a L ] L

I have no intention of entering into

preparation

ahe

It was no weak sentimental g3pny account of the weary voyage to

Cape Town, the long wait at De Aar,
and the exhauasting cross-country
march after Cronje. I was not wound-
ed at Paardeberg, nor was Istruck
during the advance on Bloemfontein,
It was at a little skirmish outside tha

This could  Free State Capital, after the occupa-

tion of the town by our troops, that I
A shell burst near me, and
left leg,
tore two fingers off my right hand,
and blinded one eye.

I must have been, unconscions a long
time. When Iat last came

inut at first understand wha._t was Lhe
A few things I noticed. Steps
were sounding every minute ogutside
my door. The air was heavy with
drugs. It was very hot and I could
hear pgroans from somewhere. I
gplanced aup at the window and asaw
that it must be evening, for the light
came in dusk and red. I was becom-
ing u little wider awake now, and sad-
denly became aware that I was not
‘alone. A nurse was sitting in a chair at
| the foot of my bed. She seemed to be
|asleep, and as hers was the only direc-
 tion in which 1 could loock, for to
'move pained me, I fell to watching
'her, as she sat shadowed in the fading
| light.

“How tired the poor girl looks|” 1
was thinking, “not bad-looking either ;
|seems to be like somebody I Eknow:
iwﬂnder' who it ia? I have it: if she
'wer: n't so worn and pale and thin, she
might pass for Violet, that is if her
leyes are richt—most likely they ’'re
only brown. Wonder where Violet is
|nc:-w!i' Round Bloemfontein somewhere,
| I suppose. Queer we've never met since
'she landed. Wonder where I am? If

'she knew I were laid up, she'd be

| here—""
And so my thoughts rambled on. My
'gaze Lurned once more to the nurse,
who had moved. Just then she woke
up with a little start, and instantly
| looked round at me. Our eyes met,
and a momant later Violet’s lipa touch-
ed mine,

“0Oh, Arthur, my love, at last| But
youw must n't speak, not a word.” But
she stood looking at me so wistfully
and kissed me again.

There was asingular feeling and a
new one for me in that kiss. Whether
it was from sheer bodily weakness or
other reason, there rushed
through me no surge of passion. |
thrilled, but—perhaps it was simply
becausa I not strong encugh
physically—my blood did not beat in
my temples, as it used to; on the con-
trary a quiet contentment, a sort : of
faraway dreamy happiness crept over
me, and in my hazy joy Ilay back on

for some

was

the pillows and with half shat eyes
watched Violet, who, shaking her head
and with her finger on her lips,

was slealing back to her chair.
Evidently she thought I
asiecp again,

had fallen
She sat down and turn-
ed her head partly away from me. My
eye rested on her face.

How thin and

pale she was|l Her eyes which I re-

ba, ol |
gaid I have no intention of repeat- 'found myself in what looked like the ey e—"
the words of the !bedrumm of a private house. 1 conld |

over her fingpers., And aow thin ahe
had, become! Her {f{igure was nd
longer one series of faultless curves
[t was angular now, and her shoulders
were bent forward. But my eye~ al-
ways came back to the pinched, jaded,
pale face, and she must have felt my
gaze upon her, for she turned, and
rose smiling, and came over and laid
her cheek against my bandages. She
looked fondly at me and kissed me on
the eyelids,

“You are to go to sleep,
she said.

[ tried to raise myself and speak but
{ell back sweating and almost faint-

ing with agony. _
: hﬂh, a.rl:flul‘f pleas~ lie still; do, just
for to-night.”

L cuuldgunly look at her. She leaned
forward and kissed me again, and in
the gathering darkness once more that
strange thrill of quiet contentment
passed through me, and 1 lay back on
my pillows and fell asleep.

I did not waken till the next morn-
ing When Iopened my eyes Violet
was standing beside me with her hand
to her head. She was not so pale as
the day before.

"’Wefl, how do feel Lto-day, Authurf
Youw are looking much hpttar." ,

“Yes, [ feel very different thia
morning.” [ answered. And your
colour is much brighter to-day, too.
We'll be able to doa little talking and
pass away the time. Why 18 it you
don't abandon such a helpless wreck
as [ am?' I went on gaily.

She smiled faintly and put her hand
over her syes. :

“Is your head aching, Vicolet? Iam
'afraid you are overdoing yourself,”
I saiq

I think Iwill svon pe as much of
a wreck as you are, Arthar, 1 f'ee:l 80
straugely this morning, and my skin 1s
just burning.”

She laid her hand on my brow.

“Why yes, dear, you are vVery fever-

darling,"

ish. You must tell McKenzie when
he comes round. You’ll have to knock
off work. But you must hold out a

little longer, and then you will help
them to load me on atranspﬂrt,lnnd
we'll both 1 ave this hole of an Africa.”

Violet smiled and said, “Yes, just &
little while.” Then she went over to
her chair and sat down wearily.

“But Idon't see, Violet, how lam
' to ask you to marry me when we get
|home again.” .

She looked over at me, a twinkle
lighting her eyes, which bad a curious
dullness in them that morning.

“Serionsly, Violet, I'm in earnest.
I'm a cripple for life. I'm only half a
man. I've loat aleg, a hand, and an

“Don't talk nonsense, Arthur. I
'onece said to myself that the only man
I eounld marry musat be an Apollo; that
is not so long ago”—and she looked me
straight in the face—"but I have
changed since then, and now"—once
more the tired face lighted — “un-

til you desert me. I will not give you
up, and——"

Al step sound ount side the door.

“Good morning, Cranston.” It was
' Dr. MeKenzie. “Well, Miss Nelson, I

don't need to ask how our patient is,”
‘and the surgeon turned cheerily to-
wards Violet, who was standing beside
him.

“[he improvem:nt began last night,"
'she commenced, “He——," Suddenly
ly she reeled slightly. ; :

“Qh, I feel so strangely this morning
Doctor. I think it must be the heat,’
and Violet sank back into the chair in
a SWOoon.

McKenzie instantly called a coaple
of attendants, and among them they °*
|carried her away. He was gone be-
fore Icould ask any questions.

L L] L L] L ]

I cannot write any longer about
this, That was the last time I saw
Violet. She had taken enterie fever,
As her constitution was shattered by
the constant overwork, she could make
no fight against it, and a few days
later succumbed. Ilearned this after-
wards, for they dared not tell it to me
then, as I was too weak. They said she
had been invalided home that very
day. That of course kept me from ex-
pecting to hear from ‘hér fora con-
siderable time. When they finally
told me the truth I had a relapse.

Three months later I was helped a-
shore at Montreal. DMy father was at
the dock to meet me. He brought me
home, :

Colonel Nelson came here to see me
as soon as I arrived. He entered my
room silently, and came and stood at
the -head of my couch. He took my
sound hand amd wrangit. The tears
gathered in his eyes. He turncd his face
aside. He caught his breath, wrung
my hand again, and rushed from the
room.

Iam mnking scarcely any headway in
recovery. In spite of what the doctors
say and what my poor father does his
best to persaade himself is true, 1
know perfectly well that I shall never
be restored to health. I was looking
the olher day at a photograph I had
taken just before leaving Canada for
the Cape. Instead ofa man coming
into the prime of life, I am only a
broken, tottering scaffolding, ready to
drop to pieces at the mere breath of
of dis-ase,

From paying no attention to the
world beyond the grave, my whole in-
terest 1o centred in that shadow-land
to which my gallant-hearted girl has

]

gone a little while before. But the
thought of ber causes no passion to
burn within me, does not make my

veina throb, nor my heart tighten. Ah,
no! When her form comes before the
aye of mind, she is not dressed in silk
ind, jewels. appealing to {(he senses,
her eyes glowing in the light of life

and love. No, no!l She is simply, plain-

membered at Toronto, when they |ly attired, her cheeks are wan, and her

danced and blazed in perfect health, |BYES "':_'-"P AN I:;-H an infinite sweet-

; : ness beams in them. And when in
|were now duall and weary-looking :

: 3 Es Irrl}' dreams she leans over and toaches

though some of the old light brighten- | hap lips to minc, ingetesd of the old mad
ed them for a moment when T had |boiling of the blood a ferling of per-
first recognized her. Her handa lay fect contentment stears over me, and
Her knuckles |L1ie back gyieilly on my pillows and

puckered forget the.'oitternesa «F it all.




