Eve Norris


http://rucont.ru/efd/110517
http://rucont.ru/efd/110517
http://rucont.ru/efd/110517
http://rucont.ru/efd/110517

Oepeii o o
Rew 6s. Movels.

THE SHUTTLE. By Frances Hobcson BURNETT,

author of ‘‘ Little Lord Fauntleroy,” &c.

THE PROGRESS OF HUGH RENDAL. By

LioNEL PORTMAN, author of ‘* Hugh Rendal,” &c.

THE PLAYMATE. By Cuarces Turrey, author of
“ Godfrey Marten,” &ec.

EVE NORRIS. ByCrare pE PraTZ.

THE WEAVERS. By Sir GiLserT ParkEer, author
of “The Right of Way,” &c. ‘“It is a good story, well
told ; romantic yet not all romance. It is full of colour and
incident, pathos and mirth.”—Z7%e Standard.

THE HISTORY OF AYTHAN WARING.

By VIoLET JACOB, author of “ The Sheepstealers,” &c.

THE ORCHARD THIEF. pg Mrs. Henry E.
C.

DuUDENEY, author of * Folly Corner,”

THE WHITE DARKNESS. ByLawrexce Morr,

author of * Jules of the Great Heart.”

MORTAL MEN. By Jessie L. HERBERTSON, author
of “The Stigma.” ‘‘From end to end ‘ Mortal Men’ is
wonderfully well written, and the success attained in the
drawing of some. of the minor characters shows that Miss
Herbertson has the right stuff in her.”’~—T%e Daily Mail.

LONDON :
WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21, BEDFORD STREET, W.C.


http://rucont.ru/efd/110517
http://rucont.ru/efd/110517
http://rucont.ru/efd/110517
http://rucont.ru/efd/110517

o v
~

Eve Norris

((Du
I 4 —
By
Claire de Pratz
‘ Y vﬁ"’EHa ‘Qt\
%’% | R YR
{ #‘gﬁ? f a >

“1. Ng /%

London
William Heinemann
1907

< o
D.EpﬂlZIM.HB.CIp&HMLI,;LC.ﬂDﬂHDM.BﬁpﬂAEIA&


http://rucont.ru/efd/110517
http://rucont.ru/efd/110517
http://rucont.ru/efd/110517
http://rucont.ru/efd/110517

o ~ v

IN MEMORIAM.

Pua. C. anp C. V. R.

Copyright 1907 by William Heinemann
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CHAPTER I

¢ AxD so I suppose it is the correct thing to congratu-
late you,” says Eve, ‘ though I also may add that I am
heartily glad not to be in your place.’

‘Why ¢’ says Jane.

‘The very word ‘‘marriage” makes me shudder.
It has such a terrible finality. There seems nothing left
to the imagination after it. It ends all romance, all
possibilities. . . . Ugh! How glad I am not to be
the bride ! But, still, do take my congratulations from
my heart, dear—if they make for your happiness.’

She is sitting on a low easy-chair near the fire, with
her arms clasped tightly around her kmnees. Her
supple body is bent forward, and there is a mixture of
sincere terror and light mockery in her expression.

The girl opposite to her, who occupies the easy-chair
on the other side of the fireplace, looks at her coldly,
and smiles a sour smile of inveterate disapproval,
almost as if against her will.

I certainly think it would be the correct thing to
do,’” she says primly. Her nondescript features are
rigid, and with upbent hands she is stroking the
smooth silk bands of sandy hair drawn down from a
straight parting.

‘But it is so funny,” persists Eve. ‘I really can’t
help finding it even a little ridiculous, though I ought
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