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CHAPTER XXIV
THE MAN'S POINT OF VIEW

DEEP peace reigned in the library at Gleneesh
Garth and Deryck sat together and smoked in
complete fellowship, enjoying that sense of calm
content which follows an excellent dinner and a day
spent in moorland air.

Jane, sitting upstairs in her self-imposed darkness,
with nothing to do but listen, fancied she could hear
the low hum of quiet voices in the room beneath,
carrying on a more or less continuous conversation.

It was a pity she could not see them as they sat
together, each looking his very best, — Garth in the
dinner jacket which suited his slight upright figure so
well; the doctor in immaculate evening clothes of the
latest cut and fashion, which he had taken the trouble
to bring, knowing Jane expected the men of her ac-
quaintance to be punctilious in the matter of evening
dress, and little dreaming she would have, literally,
no eyes for him,

And indeed the doctor himself was fastidious to
a degree where clothes were concerned, and always
well groomed and unquestionably correct in cut and
fashion, excepting in the case of his favourite old
Norfolk jacket. This he kept for occasions when he
intended to be what he called “happy and glorious,”
though Lady Brand made gentle but persistent
attempts to dispose of it.

The old Norfolk jacket had walked the moors that
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morning with Jane. She had recognised the feel of it
as he drew her hand within his arm, and they had
laughed over its many associations. But now Simp-
son was folding it and putting it away, and a very
correctly clad doctor sat in an arm-chair in front of
the library fire, his long legs crossed the one over the
other, his broad shoulders buried in the depths of the
chair.

Garth sat where he could feel the warm flame of
the fire, pleasant in the chill evening which succeeded
the bright spring day. His chair was placed sideways,
<o that he could, with his hand, shield his face from
his visitor should he wish to do so.

“Yes,” Dr. Brand was saying thoughtfully, “I can
easily see that all things which reach you in that dark-
ness assume a different proportion and possess a
greatly enhanced value. But I think you will find,
as time goes on, and you come in contact with more
people, there will be a great readjustment, and you
will become less consciously sensitive to sound and
touch from others. At present your whole nervous
system is highly strung, and responds with an exagger-
ated vibration to every impression made upon ite. A
highly strung nervous system usually exaggerates.
And the medium of sight having been taken away, the
other means of communication with the outer world,
hearing and touch, draw to themselves an overplus of
nervous force, and have become painfully sensitive.
Eventually things will right themselves, and they
will only be usefully keen and acute. What was it
you were going to tell me about Nurse Rosemary not
shaking hands?”

“ Ah yes,” said Garth. “But first I want to ask,
is it a rule of her order, or guild, or institution, or
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whatever it is to which she belongs, that the nurses
should never shake hands with their patients?
“Not that I have ever heard,” replied the doctor
“Well, then, it must have been Miss Gray's o;wn
perfect intuition as to what I want, and what I don't
want. For from the very first she has never shaken
hands, nor in any way touched me. Even in passing
across letters, and handing me things, as she doez
scores of times daily, never once have I felt her
fingers against mine.”
: ““ And this pleases you? " inquired the doctor, blow-
ing smoke rings into the air, and watching thc; blind
face intently.
' “Ah, T am so grateful for it,"” said Garth earnestly
Do you know, Brand, when you suggested sendin‘;
me a lady nurse and secretary, I felt I could no?;
possibly stand having a woman touch me.”
‘:So you said,” commented the doctor quietly.
i ,I:I o! Did I? What a bear you must have thought
me.

“By no m_eans,” said the doctor, “but a distinctly
unusual patient. As a rule, men —”

-“Ah, I dare say,” Garth interposed half impa-
tllently. “There was a time when I should have
liked a soft little hand about me. And I dare sa
by now I should often enough have caught it ang
held it, perhaps kissed it — who knows? I used to
do such things, lightly enough. But, Brand, when a
man has known the touch of The Wom'an and
when that touch has become nothing but a ’mem—
ory; when one is dashed into darkness, and that
memory bfacomes one of the few things which remain
and,.remaming, brings untold comfort, can you Won:
der if one fears another touch which might in any
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doctor, seeming not to have heard the las.t r;r:z t(;
“As a’matter of fact, you are aIW?lys the One e
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attraction of exteriors — that is to say, admiration

of mere physical beauty in one another, which is after

all just a question of comparative anatomy; if, freed
of all this social and habitual environment, you could
place the man and the woman in a mental Garden of

Eden, and let them face one another, stripped of all

shams and conventionalities, soul viewing soul, naked

and unashamed; if under those circumstances she is
so truly his mate, that all the noblest of the man
cries out: ‘This is the One Woman!’ then I say, so
truly is he her mate, that he cannot fail to be the One
Man; only he must have the confidence required to
prove it to her. On him it bursts, as a revelation;
on her it dawns slowly, as the breaking of the day.”

“Oh, my God,” murmured Garth brokenly, “it was

just that! The Garden of Eden, soul to soul, with
no reservations, nothing to fear, nothing to hide. I
realised her my wife, and called herso. And the next
morning she called me ‘a mere boy,” whom she could
not for a moment think of marrying. So what be-
comes of your fool theory, Brand?”

* Confirmed,” replied the doctor quietly. * Eve,
afraid of the immensity of her bliss, doubtful of her-
self, fearful of coming short of the marvel of his ideal
of her, fleeing from Adam, to hide among the trees
of the garden. Don’t talk about fool theories, my boy.
The fool-fact was Adam, if he did not start in prompt.
pursuit.”

Garth sat forward, his hands clutching the arms of
his chair. That quiet, level voice was awakening
doubts as to his view of the situation, the first he had
had since the moment of turning and walking down
the Shenstone village church three years ago. His
face was livid, and as the fire-light played upon it
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the doctor saw beads of perspiration gleam on his
foi?t(l)e!?dﬁrand » he said, “I am blind. B(’i’ merciful.
Things' mean so terribly much 1n th'e dark.s 3 A,
The doctor considered. Cn:})lt'ﬂdf };saxzutrtsl.:t mag
en the look on his 1a :
fﬁ:;sw::sl?i Slfave said that he.a was perf;):nlnnag 215;1021;
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would have been right; for the whf_Jle f?tur; 0criSis
le hung in the balance; dependlng. in this h,
il the doctor’s firmness and yet dehca_cy Qf touch.
l’i‘lt):: strained white face in the ﬁrel.ight‘,‘ with 1t; ;?ez(aid's:
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;i into X
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t;”;)e a fool,” said the doctor quietly.
YOHA 1 — was I — a fool? ” asked Garth.“ :
e Hilw can I judge? " replied the doctor. ‘(l}sveo?rlli
a clear account of the circumstances _fromf;;(; . Czse'”
of view, and I will give youlérgl ;pldr;;;r;;ionate i
i s so comp
m:iis;r-g(;i:.c: a'lchat it had a calming effect on Ga-r:tt;
: vine him also a sense of security. The dOCt.((;]i m1bt0
i:é:gbeen speaking of a sore throat, or a tendency t
SCI?}:::I; leaned back in his chair, slipped his hanc.;l 1;:&:
the breast-pocket of his jaclfet, and tlodu(I:lhedfoa; ;:ncz
lying there. Dare he risk it? Could he, .
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take for himself the comfort of speaking of his trouble
to a man he could completely trust, and yet avoid the
danger of betraying her identity to one who knew her
s0 intimately?

Garth weighed this, after the manner of a chess-
player looking several moves ahead. Could the con-
versation become more explicit, sufficiently so to be of
use, and yet no clue be given which would reveal Jane
as the One Woman?

Had the doctor uttered a word of pressure or sug-
gestion, Garth would have decided for silence. But
the doctor did not speak. He leaned forward and
reached the poker, mending the fire with extreme
care and method. He placed a fragrant pine log upon
the springing flame, and as he did so he whistled
softly the closing bars of “Veni Creator Spiritus.”

Garth, occupied with his own mental struggle, was,
for once, oblivious to sounds from without, and did

not realise why, at this critical moment, these words
should have come with gentle insistence into his mind:

“Keep far our foes ; give peace at home;
Where Thou art Guide, no ill can come,”

He took them as an omen. They turned the scale.

“Brand,” he said, “if, as you are so kind as to
suggest, I give myself the extreme relief of confiding

in you, will you promise me never to attempt to guess
at the identity of the One Woman? "

The doctor smiled; and the smile in his voice as he
answered, added to Garth’s sense of security.

“My dear fellow,” he said, “I never guess at other
people’s secrets. It is a form of mental recreation
which does not appeal to me, and which I should find
neither entertaining nor remunerative. If I know
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them already, I do not require to guess them. If I
do not know them, and their possessors wish me to
remain in ignorance, I would as soon think of stealing
their purse as of filching their secret.”

“Ah, thanks,” said Garth. “ Personally, I do not
mind what you know. But I owe it to her, that her
name should not appear.”

“Undoubtedly,” said the doctor. “Except in so
far as she herself chooses to reveal it, the One Woman's
identity should always remain a secret. Get on with
your tale, old chap. I will not interrupt.”

«1 will state it as simply and as shortly as I can,”
began Garth. *“And you will understand that there
are details of which no fellow could speak. —1 had
known her several years in a friendly way, just staying
at the same houses, and meeting at Lord's and
Henley and all the places where those in the same
set do meet. I always liked her, and always felt at
my best with her, and thought no end of her opinion,
and so forth. She was a friend and a real chum to
me, and to lots of other fellows. But one never thought
of love-making in connection with her. All the silly
things one says to ordinary women she would have
laughed at. If one had sent her flowers to wear, she
would have put them in a vase and wondered for
whom they had really been intended. She danced
well, and rode straight; but the man she danced with
had to be awfully good at it, or he found himself
being guided through the giddy maze; and the man
who wanted to be in the same field with her, must be
prepared for any fence or any wall. Not that I ever
saw her in the hunting-field; her love of life and of
fair play would have kept her out of that. But I use
it as a descriptive illustration. One was always glad
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to meet her in a house party, though one could not
have explained why. It is quite impossible to de-
scribe her. She was just — well, jast —"

The doctor saw “just Jane trembling on Garth's
lips, and knew how inadequate was every adjective to
express this name. He did not want the flood of
Garth’s confidences checked, so he supplied the needed
words. “Just a good sort. Yes, I quite understand.
Well?”

«T had had my infatuations, plenty of them,” went
on the eager young voice. “The one thing I thought
of in women was their exteriors. Beauty of all kinds
—of any kind—crazed me for the moment. I never
wanted to marry them, but I always wanted to paint
them. Their mothers, and aunts, and other old
dowagers in the house parties used to think I meant
marriage, but the girls themselves knew better. I
don't believe a girl now walks this earth who would
accuse me of flirting. I admired their beauty, and
they knew it, and they knew that was all my admira-
tion meant. It was a pleasant experience at the time,
and, in several instances, helped forward good mar-
riages later on. Pauline Lister was apportioned to
me for two whole seasons, but she eventually married
the man on whose jolly old staircase I painted her.
Why didn’t I come a cropper over any of them?
Because there were too many, I suppose. Also, the
attraction was skin-deep. I don’t mind telling you
quite frankly: the only one whose beauty used to
cause me a real pang was Lady Brand. But when
I had painted it and shown it to the world in its per-
fection, I was content. I asked no more of any woman
than to paint her, and find her paintable. I could not
explain this to the husbands and mothers and chap-
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erons, but the women themselves understood it well

enough; and as I sit here in my darkness not a mem-
ory rises up to reproach me.”

“ Good boy,” said Deryck Brand, laughing. “You
were vastly misunderstood, but I believe you.”

“You see,” resumed Garth, “that sort of thing
being merely skin-deep, I went no deeper. The only
women I really knew were my mother, who died when
I was nineteen, and Margery Graem, whom I always
hugged at meeting and parting, and always shall hug
until I kiss the old face in its coffin, or she straightens
me in mine. Those ties of one's infancy and boyhood
are among the closest and most sacred life can show.
Well so things were until a certain evening in June
several years ago. She —the One Woman —and I
were in the same house party at alovely old place in
the country. One afternoon we had been talking
intimately, but quite casually and frankly. I had
no more thought of wanting to marry her than of
proposing to old Margery. Then — something hap-
pened, — I must not tell you what; it would give too
clear a clue to her identity. ~But it revealed to me, in
a few marvellous moments, the woman in her; the
wife, the mother; the strength, the tenderness; the
exquisite perfection of her true, pure soul. In five
minutes there awakened in me a hunger for her which
nothing could still, which nothing ever will still, until
I stand beside her in the Golden City, where they shall
hunger no more, neither thirst any more; and there
shall be no more darkness, or depending upon sun,
moon, or candle, for the glory of God shall lighten it;
and there ghall be no more sorrow, neither shall there
be any more pain, for former things shall have passed
away.”
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The blind face shone in the firelight. Garth’s retro-
spection was bringing him visions of things to come.

The doctor sat quite still and watched the vision
fade. Then he said: “Well?”

“Well," continued the young voice in the shadow,
with a sound in it of having dropped back to earth
and finding it a mournful place; “I never had a mo-
ment’s doubt as to what had happened to me. Iknew
I loved her; I knew I wanted her; I knew her presence
made my day and her absence meant chill night; and
every day was radiant, for she was there.”

Garth paused for breath and to enjoy a moment of
silent retrospection.

The doctor’s voice broke in with a question,
clear, incisive. ‘“Was she a pretty woman; hand-
some, beautiful?”

“A opretty woman? repeated Garth, amazed,
“Good heavens, no! Handsome? Beautiful? Well
you have me there, for, 'pon my honour, I don’t know.”

“1 mean, would you have wished to paint her?”

“1 have painted her,” said Garth very low, a mov-
ing tenderness in his voice; “and my two paintings of
her, though done in sadness and done from memory,
are the most beautiful work I ever produced. No eye
but my own has ever seen them, and now none ever
will see them, excepting those of one whom I must
perforce trust to find them for me and bring them
to me for destruction.”

“ And that will be — ?"" queried the doctor.

“Nurse Rosemary Gray,” said Garth.

The doctor kicked the pine log, and the flames
darted up merrily. “ You have chiosen well,” he said,
and had to make a conscious effort to keep the mirth
in his face from passing into his voicé. “Nurse
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Rosemary will be discreet. Very goqd. ?:I.‘hen we
may take it the One Woman was beautiful ? .
But Garth looked perplexed. “I do not 1~mc>wt,1
he answered slowly. “I cannot see her Fhrough the
eyes of others. My vision of her, in that‘ﬂlummat_u‘l‘zg
moment, followed the inspired order of thmgs,—spfmt,
soul, and body. Her spirit was so pure and per ec;l .
her soul so beautiful, noble, and. \.vomanly, T.h;lt ; e
body which clothed soul and spirit part’c‘)ok of their
perfection and became unutterably dear. i
“T gee,” said the doctor, very gently. Yes, you
dear fellow, I see.” (Oh, Jane, Jane! You were
blind, without a bandage, in those ,days !_) .
“Several glorious days went by," continued Garth.
“ realise now that I was living in the glow of my
own certainty that she was the One Woman. It was
so clear and sweet and wonderful to me, that I nev.e;
dreamed of it not being equally cle.ar to her. We d1d
a lot of music together for pure en]oy‘ment; we talke
of other people for the fun of it; V.ve.en]oyed and a'ppre;
ciated each other's views and opinions; but we did no
talk of ourselves, because we knefv, —at leas.t I knew,
and, before God, I thought she did. Every time I sa;v
her she seemed more grand and perfect. I heldft e
golden key to trifling matters nc?t understood before.
.We young fellows, who all admired hfzr, used never{i
theless to joke a bit about he.r wearing t‘:ollars aln
stocks, top boots and short skirts; whack‘mg her leg
with a riding-whip, and stirring the fire with her toe.
But after that evening, I understOOfi all this tc? 'be
a sort of fence behind which she hid her e.xqumte
womanliness, because it was of a deeper quality tha.g
any man looking upon the mere surface of her ha
ever fathomed or understood. And when she came

The Man’s Point of View 267

trailing down in the evening, in something rich and
clinging and black, with lots of soft old lace covering
her bosom and moving with the beating of her great
tender heart; ah, then my soul rejoiced and my
eyes took their fill of delight! I saw her, as all
day long I had known her to be, — perfect in her
proud, sweet womanliness.”

“Is he really unconscious,” thought the doctor,
“of how unmistakable a word-picture of Jane he is
painting?”

“Very soon,” continued Garth, “we had three days
apart, and then met again at another house, in a week-
end party. One of the season’s beauties was there,
with whom my name was being freely coupled, and
something she said on that subject, combined with
the fearful blankness of those three interminable days,
1 wde me resolve to speak without delay. I asked her
to come out on to the terrace that evening, We were
alone. It was a moonlight night.”

A long silence. The doctor did not break it. He
knew his friend was going over in his mind all those
things of which a man does not speak to another man.

At last Garth said simply, “I told her.”

No comment from the doctor, who was vividly
reminded of Jane's ‘Then — it happened,’ when
she had reached this point in the story. After a few
moments of further silence, steeped in the silver
moonlight of reminiscence for Garth; occupied by the
doctor in a rapid piecing in of Jane’s version; the
sad young voice continued:

“I thought she understood completely. Afterwards
I knew she had not understood at all. Her actions
led me to believe I was accepted, taken into her great

love, even as she was wrapped around by mine. Not
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you may think me a fool; you cannot think me a
more egregious ass than I now think myself; but I was
absolutely certain she was mine; so sure that, when
she came, and we were alone together in the house of
God, instead of going to her with the anxious haste
of suppliant and lover, I called her to me at the chan-
cel step as if I were indeed her husband and had the
right to bid her come. She came, and, just as a

sweet formality before taking her to me, I asked for
her answer,

boy‘l "

Garth's voice choked in his throat on the last word.
His head was bowed in his hands, He had reached
the point where most things stopped for him; where
ali things had ceased forever to be as they were before.

The room seemed strangely silent. The eager voice

had poured out into it such a flow of love and hope
and longing; such a revealing of a soul in which the
true love of beauty had created perpetual youth; of a
heart held free by high ideals from all playing with
lesser loves, but rising to volcanic force and height
when the true love was found at last,

The doctor shivered at that anticlimax, as if the
chill of an empty church were in his bones. He knew
how far worse it had been than Garth had told. He
knew of the cruel, humiliating question: “How old
are you?"” Jane had confessed to it. He knew how
the outward glow of adoring love had faded as the
mind was suddenly turned inward to self-contem-
plation. He had known it all as abstract fact.
he saw it actually before him. He saw Jane's stri
lover, bowed beside him in his blindness, living again
through those sights and sounds which no merciful
curtain of oblivion could ever hide or veil,

It was this: ‘I cannot marry a mere

Now
cken
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The doctor had his fa.ults, but the
He never, under any circumstances,

1 t to say.
WI?I ncl’:ai:; forward and laid a hand very tenderly
e

" ‘d- llAh.
on Garth's shoulder. *Poor chap,” he sai

hap.” s
pOOArnglcflo‘; aafong while they sat thus in silence.

y were not Peter’s.
spoke because he

CHAPTER XXV

THE DOCTOR'S DIAGNOSIS

. SO you expressed no opinion? explained nothing?

let him go on believing that? Oh, Dicky! And
you might have said so much!”

In the quiet of the Scotch Sabbath morning, Jane
and the doctor had climbed the winding path from
the end of the terrace, which zigzaggeduptoa clearing
amongst the pines. Two fallen trees at a short dis-
tance from each other provided convenient seats in
full sunshine, facing a glorious view, — down into the
glen, across the valley, and away to the purple hills
beyond. The doctor had guided Jane to the sunnier
of the two trunks, and seated himself beside her, Then
he had quietly resounted practically the whole of the
conversation of the previous evening.

“I expressed no opinion. I explained nothing,
Ilet him continue to believe what he believes, because °
it is the only way to keep you on the pinnacle where
he has placed you, Let any other reason for your
conduct than an almost infantine ignorance of men
and things be suggested and accepted, and down you
will come, my poor Jane, and great will be the fall.
Mine shall not be the hand thus to hurl you headlong.
As you say, I might have said so much, but I might
also have lived to regret it.”

“I should fall into his arms,” said Jane recklessly,
“and I would sooner be there than on a pinnacle.”

“Excuse me, my good girl,” replied the doctor,
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