-

THE ANGLO-SAXON

- November

pressed. Convulsive spasms chased
themselves. at intervals, from the very
tips of his upstanding hair to his feet.
His lips, dry and white and wide apart,
twitched idiotically, ‘while & lamp rose

olonally in his throat. and dropped
wlth a horrid gnlp ‘He was the very
embodiment of fear.

A white froth circled his pallid lips
as he vainly struggled for speech. As
‘the sergeant ran to him and hastily
dashed some whiskey down the gaping

" throat, he burst out:

“ Fire! Fire! Do you not see it ?”

His voice was hoarse, his lips were
parched, and the lines of fear seemed
chsiled into his face. The sergeant
sprang to his side :— :

**“Where ?” he asked.

“There! There! from the rifle!
Blue ond green and red flames flaring
up. Oh, my God!”

The sergeant’s voice was calm and
even'as patting him encouragingly up-
on the back, *“Where, Chréstie, my
man ?” he asked again.

Christie glanced, an agonized, en-
treating glance, upon the sergeant’s
kindly face.

¢ There ”"—but as Ohrutie s eyes
came back to the muzzle no flame was
there, :

‘The knowledge of what he had done
came oer him in a wave. The
moment’s distraction had been enough
to draw his frenzied mind somewhat
from its aggravation. A brief second
served to dispel the illusion of his fev-
ered brain. As herealized his position

a dry sob rose in his throat and a fierce

spasm tore his frame. He sank ex-
hausted to the ground muttering inar-
ticulate dribble.

The ambulance corps was quickly
on the spot, and the limp, lifeless form
was hurriedly removed to the hospital.
For days the doctors worked and

watched with grim determination, -

Always were watchful nurses near,
with quick restoratives.

« His nervous system ” said the doc-
tor “is almost edmpletely shattered. It
will take months of the most careful
watching and constant ecare before his
complete recovery. The mcst hopeful
sign is bis complete forgetfulness of

- the disastrous incident that placed him

~

here. Some day he may remember,
and then—but—ah, well ; we must al-
ways hope for the i>est.”

‘That was procmely what happened.
He did remember.

His sister had been telegraphed
for on one of the occasions when
Death’s grim arm had almost rearh-
ed the feeble foi"m, and its grew-
some fingers were almost closed upon
his languid life. Her tender care
care had nursed hnn successfully thro
more than one 1mpendmg crisis, and

her loving care bad made the lomg

hours less - tedious than they would
bave been. And now, on his ap-
proaching conva"léscence, her hearty
laugh and cheery ways went far to-
wards keeping his mind from brooding
on himself, whichIthe doctors knew,
was to be greatly, feared. Together
they talked of happy days gone bye,
and days as happy yet to come; of
home and friends ; of mad exploits of
schoolboy days; of conquests on athle-
tic fields and other conquests yet more
real, that both had gloried in. And
ever was the happy hour approaching
nearer day by day, when he should
see, without eonfine, the vault of
heaven, stretchiug‘ blue, and feel the
south breeze kiss his cheek with soft
love touch ecstatic sweet, kept con-
stant in their minds.

At last one evening the doctor in-
formed them that, in his opinion, fresh

- air and sunshine were now necessary

for the patient, and ordered him to sit,
well wrapped up, to guard against any
possible chill, on the sunny balcony of

the south facade. At the delightful
news joy filled both their hearts. Miss

Christie laughed and sd€bg with joyous
glee, and brighténed many a poer
patient’s lonely day by her light-heart-
ed “‘chat.” Assheleft in the evening
she cautioned Christie to take the best
of care, as she would surely be with
him on the morrow’s afternoon, when
ke was first to see the sun-lit outside
WOrld for so long a time.

It was midnight when Christie was
awakened by the nurse, to take his
medicine. As he thought of the com-
ing day, sleep fled, and woo it as he
might would mot return. He counted
the strokes as the town clock changed

the hours, and lay, patiently dream-
ing, the intervals between. At two
the surgeon and ‘an officer went the
rounds of the wards. Christie watch-
ed their forml approach in the vague
light. They stopped beside his bed.

“Curious case,” said the surgeon.

“Very,” assented the captain. |

“The most remarkable nervous
trouble I’ve met in years” said the sur-
geon as he wiped his glasses and look-
ed with complacency upon the result
of his labor. :

“When a man sees fire coming from
his rifle just as he is about to face the
enemy, aud when he knows that not
even a blank cartridge is there, there

" is_something more than nerves the

matter. A regular blue funk is what
I would call it. The nerve business is
all show.”

They moved away, but the mischief
was done. That night in the barrack-
yard came back to Christie with vivid
realism. The thoughts of how his
‘comrades would look down upon him
for his cowardice stung him to the
very heart. And the knew that the
story would spread like wild fire,
growing as it spread. He saw that
for years to come the stigma of shame

" would stick to him. Heroic deeds he

might indeed do, but still this first
grea: shame would stay. All the
thoughts that had troubled him on
that disastrous night surged thro his
mind once more.” He felt that a life,
such as he would have to lead hence-
forth, was hardly to be horne. He
was not brave enough to bear it. He
was even goward enough to die. He
reached out and grasped a medicine
bottle. He knew what it eontained—
laudanum. He was only afraid that
there would not be enough for his pur-
pose. He wondered vaguely what his
sister would say, and what those who
thought him afraid to die by an
enemy’s hand would think when they
found him brave enough to die by his
own.

He had become so pleased with him-
self during these ruminations that he
was almost about to put the bottle
away when hie heard the footsteps of
the surgeon coming backalone. Then
as he remembered what the captain
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