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THE ROSAR

1

CHAPTER I

c:j^ BNTBR—TRB DUCHESS

TTHE peaceful stiUness of an EnglUh summer after-I noon brooded over the park and gardens at

emng shadows lay upon the lawn, and a proSseof refreshing coolness made the shade of the gre^cedar tree a place to be desired.
The old stone house, soUd. substantial and una-domed, suggested unlimited spaciousness and comfort

mthout. by the fine ivy, magnolia trees, and wistaria

wI^Vl, *
"^*^^ °^ ^^ «^"' ^"Se white

bl(X)ms, and a cascade of purple blossom.

at one end by a large conservatory, at the other by

from the termce on to the soft springy turf of the

WeH r^, T *^' "^^^ P*^^' ^^"°^P« °f °Jd trees,haunted by shy brown deer; and. through the trees
fitft^ gleams of the river, a narrow sLr ribbon
wrndrng gracefully in and out between long gi^'
buttercups, and cow-daisies.

*

The sundial pointed to four o'clock
The birds were having their hour of silence. Not;
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I) '

The Rosary

"^-garden. The D^'^t^"^"^^^ *>»
cut her roses.

""*~ "'"«•*"» I»<1 gone to

.hf^:rw::r.t:;:^:':r'-i''>.««Hy.victoH«.
beneath her portirSl'^Li'^ '""' ''"k ribbon.

• very short twe^l"! iTJ""™ ''"'^"^ «•':
She had o, ^rnHfr/o^d i." ufS"^ "r*'""
A wag had once remarked »,« *

"^"raors.

poultry, and we^V^S^^T*^ °' ^^^^ h«'
would very likely rive he^^ ^'*°'' °' °»^d' yo«

looked at yo^st CerLl'. ^^f^^
^nd ^ha

not be in itf W ol «!! -S^^^^S^ » o^oak would
collapse into ZZTS^^'^rr T"^^ ^ *<>

trample on you. TW^Tht ? I'
^"*^ "gouties"

gusto; then acLt vo,Lll '^''' ^"^^ ^^ ^th
and keep yourXe^e^ TT"" 'f''

^^^ ««*"«*.•

story.
^°°^' *° '»'»ow when she told the

The duchess lived aJnnr. ». * •

desi« for the p^tMj
'• •" •o »y. ske had no

own kith and'S^n^ Z^T°-'^P of any of her



Enter^The Duchess
5

•pofled. had prematurely died; before the deatn. a few
years since, of Thomas, fifth Duke of Meldrum. Hehad come to a sudden and, as the duchess often
remarked, veiy suitable end; for, on his sixty-second
birthday, clad in all the splendours of his hunting
scarlet, top hat, and buff corduroy breeches, the marehe was mercUe^y putting at an impossible fence

shot mto a field of turnips, pitched upon his head, andspoke no more.
'

This sudden cessation of his noisy and fiery lifemeant a complete transformation in the entourage oftte duchess. Hitherto she had had to tolerate thebo^compamons congenial to himself, with whom hechose to fill the house; or to invite those of her own

suffered Thomas gladly, out of friendship for her ardenjoyment of lovely Overdene. But Ln then Theduchess had no pleasure in her parties; for. quaintrough diamond though she herself might aprijw the
bluest of blue blood ran in her veins; ^d.tKZmamier had the off-hand abruptness' and dls^^rd oother people's feelings not unfrequently found hi oldladies of high rank, she was at heart a true gentle

the nght thmg m moments of importance. The lateduke s language had been sulphurous and his manners

dcTr " L^LTt"^ vault -"so unlike him. poorClear as the duchess remarked, "that it is quite a

looked around her. and began to reaUse the beautiesand possibilities of Overdene.
At first she contented herself with gardening.
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?^'q"-^ "Z '^^^' "«»" -*«' an
«te<i the afection Z^bT^L"^ '"""° '^ <«v-
no human outlet.

"° '"««• ""d Imown

'"'^ty* ^^'hu:^''' "t""-
»^«on to hospi-

'oibles, and a qualTdeSTSZ^' "'^ '»°P'«'»
to a constant succession 5 houJ^^ ""^ """^ '"1
jWeh soon became liZ™^^Tf""^ " °»«*n».
-Idights. where you^Zs m*A'?*'"'

"^ "' "'1^^
""ted to meet. founT^vST f*,?*°P'« y»" "ost
Wur favourite paktae wereS ^'^ '" ^J"!*-?
style, and spent s^'JZJ^t^^ » Perfect
"""mer, or cheery da^ <^ v"^ "^ *'J^ »' your
"ever bored. freeToco^eL " ' ™™' ''""•

everything seasoned fo^^hS ^ P''**'^' «"•!
"«uce pi,„ante " of ne^bl^^„T '"' <"«8''tM
*ichess would do or say nert ^ '"" "*»' ">e

.'!r^'^-"SpS^.^,.t^r»^- three
;b«.t parties." T^Sst p^.P^'' >»«'«."»d

tl«>ngh.heSSri^t;^^^' *r^ -d Pa«ed
Tommy, the scarleTm^^^^ ^^j"* "^e-Sarden,
matched her: gave a loud^' ,"'?"' °"* '^^ "<»
"d disappeared f^m «^^C'' T^«=' «>e«ate
and went to sleep again

"^'"^ *" ""»"
Of all the many pets, Tommy was nri™ ,He represented the duchessWT^ "^^^ favourite,

sentiment. After th. j
wnoession to morbid—dep^--^--^elja^



Enter— The Duchess

suave deference by every male voice she heard If the

dealer, hst an advertisement of a p«e Ja^w

The duchess went immediately to town oaid avi^t to the dealer, heard a few of the ma^Wdsand the tone in which he said them, bought hLortSspot and took him down to Overdene

^^^
fi«* evemng he sat crossly on the perch of hisgrand new stend. declining to say a singlfone of Wsfive hundred words, though the duchess slnfherevemng « the haU. sitting m every possibrlce

first, dose to him; then, away in a ^sLTcomS t'

hfm ^1 ' ^"^^^ °°* *° notice him; facinghmi with concentrated attention. Tommy mS
c. nervous u^L^,°^^ :terhu'r^.7 ,"^
the hall sent showers of kisses after them, andSwent mto fits of ventriloquial laughter. Se duchetm despair even tried reminding him in a whtper ofthe remarks he had made in the shop; burTommv
Still T '^- "' ""'' *"' P'^^ hi« <=l*w over his bTkStm. she enjoyed his flushed and scarlet appearance

h^r'b^S.'^
'"^ '°^^^^ ^"^ ^^ "° wise'r^^StiS

sorted the letters.^^a^rttt^C^: ^r^^^^^
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•ft" the gongbaiZ^^^;^.^ «in«t«
«=«» angrily, shrieked atC '^l^ "fv """P^ "^
<=°r

o»'- she went to b^^. ' *'»°' •''» ««l
»ood than .h. h«, ica:,^[t^'S„"^ "»«*-

!i n

liii



CHAPTER II

INTRODUCES THE HONOURABLE JANB

THE only one of her relatives who practically made
her home with the duchess was her niece and

form^ ward, the Honourable Jane Champion; and
this consisted merely in the fact that the Honourable
Jane was the one person who might invite herself to
Overdene or Portland Place, arrive when she chose,
stay as long as she pleased, and leave when it suited
her convenience. On the death of her father, when
her lonely girlhood in her Norfolk home came to an
end, she would gladly have filled the place of a
daughter to the duchess. But the duchess did
not require a daughter; and a daughter with pro-
nounced views, plenty of backbone of her own, a fine
figure and a plain face, would have seemed to her
Grace of Meldrum a peculiarly undesirable acquisition.
So Jane was given to understand that she might come
whenever she liked, and stay as long as she liked, but
on the same footing as other people. This meant
liberty to come and go as she pleased, and no re-
sponsibility towards her aunt's guests. The duchess
preferred managing her own parties in her own way.
Jane Champion was now in her thirtieth year. She

had once been described, by one who saw below the
surface, as a perfectly beautiful woman in an abso-
lutely plain shell; and no man had as yet looked
beneath the shell, and seen the woman in her perfec-
tion. She would have made earth heaven for a blind
lover who, not having eyes for the plainness of her

9
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«« woman, e;.perie^S"r*^,?' !"""" °' ""
which she was Mpabfe th. iT^ 5 "' t«demess of
shelter o£ her fo« I'trf ?" ""°^ "^ ''^
her ^pathy. tZ-^^:°','TP"!^^n of
wedding her. But,Z^^ ^7/ '^^-g «d
«eing vision had coi»h;,n, ^"^ "^ "^'h far-
to he her lott^lST^'} ""^ '* "^^^ *emed
.he would haveTeS^°f PT'-'S^^^^^'-hea
She had been bride^dl^?"* '*r'"'°»-charmmg brides, notw^Sto^JiT'^^P ""«« the

lovehness, possessed few ofThT •<='' ™PerficiaI
hood with which ste wL i W.M °""°°' '" '^^
She was irodmMhr^ .""'""''owed.

whosen.othertStSdtrbeSri't^'"- ^-
and worship. ® °^° * *hing for wonder
She had a glorious voice hu*u r

places, and filled them v^^
^*°' ^*^ ^^^ second

never known ^^ttZl'^ '^T^^^^' «^^ ^ad
anyone. Her motherWh ^f'^^'^'^^y

first with
infancy, so that she h^d?ofetnT'"' '"""^ ^-
remembrance of that matellM

"""^ ^^^^"^
which she used sometim^fj^ °^" ^.^ tenderness
she had never experien^d L ^ ^'^ "°"^^' *^*^«"^h
Her mother's maid a foif h/. i ^ ,

.*»>^ "ona^ the S^th^ft
""™*"' ""»"•

•ng to be in the neighS^? °*"^' '^'^"o-
hter, called at the n»nor talTt

'°°'! """™ 5"»«
•n the household who ^m^bi^d ?^ °' fi°<^« «»»

in

J t.



Introduces die Honourable Jane ii

After tea, Fraulein and Miss Jebb being out of the
way, she was spirited up into the school-room to see
Miss Jane, her heart full of memories of the " sweet
babe" upon whom she and her dear lady had lavished
so much love and care.

She found awaiting her a taU. plain girl with a
frank, boyish manner and a rather disconcerting way,
as she afterwards remarked, of " taking stock of a
body the while one was a-talking," which at first
checked the flow of good Sarah's reminiscences, poured
forth so freely in the housekeeper's room below, and
reduced her to looking tearfully around the room,
remarking that she remembered choosing the blessed
wall-paper with her dear lady now gone, whose joy
had been so great when the dear babe first took notice
and reached up for the roses. "And I can show you,
miss, if you care to know it, just which bunch of roses'
it were."

But before Sarah's visit was over, Jane had heard
many undreamed-of things; amongst others, that her
mother used to kiss her little hands," ah, many a time
she did, miss; called them little rose-petals, and cov-
ered them with kisses."

The child, utterly unused to any demonstrations of
aflfection, looked at her rather ungainly brown hands
and laughed, simply because she was ashamed of the
unwonted tightening at her throat and the queer
stinging of tears beneath her eyelids. Thus Sarah
departed under the impression that Miss Jane had
grown up into rather a heartless young lady. But
Fraulein and Jebbie never knew why, from that day
onward, the hands, of which they had so often had
cause to complain, were kept scrupulously clean; and
on her birthday night, unashamed in the quiet dark-
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S«ah MatthewtTdtkr^ "^ *° "^''"^
™

a salary which enabkT^S^o^ " '*'' °™ "^d. at
Kuy herself a cr^Xbt^,^'"°^ ""'"^'^ to

Merited his plainness ratheTthlhr'' 1? '!*'*'« '"-

I^nts are apt to seeT^ : • ^"^ "other's beauty.
they are ofUn^.ZZtT'"J' '*= '"« '"^t

^« attributes.bo^horctXt^r "" "^
wth which they themselv.. i,.

.""^ aPPearance,
The hero of Jan^rcWM? T !'"'°'"<" "«'°-

J-ood, and the dS fri^d^l'"' f"" "' "« ^^'I-

D^ok Brand, only^^cfl.*" "f
"«• y«is. was

and her senior by nirty te. y^'^If *"' '^''^
faendship, close thouri, it

^'
>, f '"" » 'heir

he.«If &« to him. As a JI^
• f'

'"'' "^"^ Wt
during vacations, his moth,^ fi""*"'' »' ''O'"^

P^cedenceinhisnTdTthrirl '^^P""'^"^ took
tion pleased him wd wh^ '"=™' "h"* devo-
original mental"eXme^il""'^ ''^"'«- a°d
on he maried a llvd^S Tunl^ I""-

"-'"
woman coald possibly be

,"' , ""''''* Jane as one
friendship held and di~n^-rf"= ''"* ''"" '*"'
rapidly advancing to7£! T '^°^' "''«' he was
fession, her ap^^cila' of

^"^'T "^^ "' "^ ?">
undemandingo7S2s ,'h T'^'

"""^ ^>™Pathetic
hin> than evfn the sTZttl f' '"'"" "O" «»
Which he had telyS r^l-^'^ '-»" <>'
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Jane Champion had no close friends amongst the
women of her set. Her lonely girlhood had bred in her
an absolute frankness towards herself and other people
which made it difficult for her to understand or tolerate
the little artificialities of society, or the trivial weak-
nesses of her own sex. Women towhom she had shown
special kindness—and they were many—maintained
an attitude of grateful admiration in her presence,
and of cowardly silence in her absence when she
chanced to be under discussion.

But of men friends she had many, especially among
a set of young fellows just through college, of whom
she made particular chums; nice lads, who wrote to
her of their college and mess-room scrapes, as they
would never have dreamed of doing to their own
mothers. She knew perfectly well that they called
her "old Jane" and "pretty Jane" and "dearest Jane"
amongst themselves, but she believed in the harmless-
ness of their fun and the genuineness of their affection,
and gave them a generous amount of her own in return.
Jane Champion happened just now to be paying one

of her long visits to Overdene, and was playing golf
with a boy for whom she had long had a rod in pickle,
on this summer afternoon when the duchess went to
cut blooms in her rose-garden. Only, as Jane found
out, you cannot decorously lead up to a scolding if you
are very keen on golf, and go golfing with a person
who is equally enthusiastic, and who all the way to
the links explains exactly how he played every hole
the last time he went round and all the way back
gloats over, in retrospection, t e way you and he have
played every hole this time.
So Jane considered her afternoon, didactically, a

failure. But, in the smoking-room that night, young
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jolly»ea™«fe„p'^^»'*«^ .bout i.i rvf

•hot. Md when she lofe ^„.!^t.^'^ ""« « rifle

•^owj and beatt^^^ f
thnk the biUl was .

«oned ft. By Jo^l^Jt'^ "P *»" «ver men-

i
Hi.



CHAPTER III

THB SURPRISB PACUT

'pHE sundial pointed to half part four o'clock.

WrH. ^^^'^^^'Z^^^"**
appeared to be over. Thebmis commenced twittering; and a cuckoo, in madjacent wood, sounded his note at intervals.

The hou« awoke to sudden life. There was anopemng and shuttmg of doors. Two footmen, in ttomulberry and silver of the Meldrum livery, iurried
dov^fromtheterrace.carryingfoldingtea.tTbles^h
wbch they supplemented those of rustic oak standingpemanently under the cedar. One. promptly^^lto the house: while the other remained beLd sp^d^mg snowy cloths over each table.

^
The macaw awoke, stretched his wings and flappedthem twice then sidled up and down Ss perchTn-centmtmg his attention upon the footman.
Mmd! he exclaimed suddenly, in the butler's

flJl^^^f/^'f
'^'" "^"^ *^^ y°"°S f^otn^an irritably

furtively at the rose-garden.
-"wnK

rfoZ""''!? "^v? ^ S°°^b«"y •'" shrieked the macaw

^S:L^m hifp^^^^^^^
-' ^^^^^' '-' ^own:

vidoX'
^''" ^'^ ^°" °^^ ^'* "''" "^^ '^^ ^°^*°^

If
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Jum. and where he wishS hf" «l ^^ ^^^^^^^^ o^
and returned to th^hlt J ,?^'^ ^^™ s^^ndly.
laughter mingled ^^hexho^'.^"^'^^ ^>' P««^« o
from the an^ b^d IhoT °? ^"'^ ^^^P^cations
Ws perch «n?7wrLmv ilT' "? "°^ ^°-« <>«

A few minutes later thTtaH
"^^""^'^ ^'°°» ^«^-

large variety of eatTble
'

"!
"^'^ 'P'"*^ ^^^ the

English afte^oor tea^^'^^^^^^^ "---^y at an
teapots gleamed on the buff.fTKrt

^'^''^' ""» and
old butler p«sided ^S^^^^^^every kind of 8and4h«®,' ^^'""^P^ts. cakes, and
rolled slices oT^^^^^^''tTT'"' ^^'""'y '^'^'^

-hae heaped-up bow sof f^sh^th'^^^^^^^^lent a touch of colour to th. 5 ^'^^ '*~^'^"^es
and silver. When Xwls ^adfthe b'

f!"* °' "^^
hand and sounded an old ChrnZl

^"*^^' ^^^^^ his
cedar tree. Before the penet^r^^"!

^""^"^ ^ ^^^
away, voices were heardinT^ "^ ^"^ ^^^ died
the grounds.

^
'" ^^^ ^^^^nce from all over

Up from the river .?«»«, t
out from house and Srde?!.?.*^" *^""^^ ^°«rts.
rejoicing in the refrfshtn^'

*^' ^""^^^'« guests
to the welcome sh^^tATeSdir

e^H

'''• '""^^^
w white, carefully «,ard,-nlfi!-'"~''^^""'"g women
shady hats andpSstfn ''' ?°^P^^«ons beneath
Who had long a.T^oST^^''-^'^'''''''^'^^'^'
and now walked across the i«^^^?°"' *° ^°°^fort.
their rackets and (irus^n^T Y"'^'^'^'^'

swinging
«^enin flannels. su^S an/J''?"'^-^°"^^*^«t!
the talk and laughterplsW th"''°"^'

^"""^^^
remainingunobtr^sivelySitu ?^^"^"' ^^ile
nients. y ^"^^"^ *s to their own achieve-
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They made a picturesque group as they gathered
under the tree, subsiding with immense satisfaction
into the low wicker chairs, or on to the soft turf, and
helping themselves to what they pleased. When all

were supplied with ^ea, coffee, or iced drinks, to their
liking, conversation flowed again.

"So the duchess's concert comes off to-night,"
remarked some one. " I wish to goodness they would
hang this tree with Chinese lanterns and have it out
here. It is too hot to face a crowded function indoors."
"Oh, that's all right," said Garth Dalmain. "I'm

stage-manager, you know; and I can promise you
that all the long windows opening on to the terrace
shall stand wide. So no one need be in the concert-
room, who prefers to stop outside. There will be a
row of lounge chairs placed on the terrace near the
windows. You won't see much; but you will hear,
perfectly."

"Ah, but half the fun is in seeing," exclaimed one
of the tennis girls. " People who have remained on
the terrace will miss all the point of it afterwards when
the dear duchess shows us how everybody did it. I
don't care how hot it is. Book me a seat in the front
row!"

"Who is the surprise packet to-night? " asked Lady
Ingleby, who had arrived since luncheon.

" Velma, " said Mary Strathem. " She is coming for
the week-end, and delightful it will be to have her.
No one but the duchess could have worked it, and no
place but Overdene would have tempted her. She
will sing only one song at the concert; but she is sure
to break forth later on, and give us plenty. We will
persuade Jane t drift to the piano accidentally and
play over, just by chance, the opening bars of some of
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Velma'8 best things, and we «h«ii

were a new experience
"^^*°« best parties"

Jok^on'hTVurh'es^^^^^^^ "« a little

the amusement ofterhou^^^^" '^^^^ ^r
cation and glorification on^^f:*"^ '^

'^t
««tifi.

neighbourhood is invited Nan! P ""'' ^^^ ^^°^^
perform, but local ce7ebrities ,« °if^r ^^^^ *°
msh the entire programme to

*J **^ ^^^^ ^"^-

the satisfaction of tSTSln^. ? ^^'^ ^«««ht.
our entertainment, pa'ct^arry^^^^ '^"^

duchess takes us through evpLv"^' "^^^^ ^^e
Botes, comments. andSt^!2^.*^°^' ^^^ ori.. .al

you remember ;S^n^rr iff""• ^^'^^^^ Do
writing-paper into her tt^i^l * "^^^ °^ ^^^
took off the high!crurerrr

^°' * ^°^ ^°"a'. *«<?

comic song? iLn rL""^ ^y-^^X -ging a
really some of it is quite ^^ f

'
^°" """^ ^^^

trots out Velma. or s^me eqX^r:''""~ ^^^
show them how it really ca„^^ ^"^^"^ ^^"te. to
the place is fuU of muL\:^d^ '' f^ '"^^^^^^
the audience, and the^^r ^f* ^"^^ ^^"« <>«

«alise tbat tkeW ^heTwXT^r"^-after all. «o/ mK^ic; and thevpn !», u^
?*^"«^ ^*«'

they have forgottei alFawTby^ n^"^*''
«"*

or a fresh contingent of Ziv ^^ ^Mowmg year;
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giTen nuuching orders and departs to her next visit

before the event. But no one can accompany
Madame Velma so perfectly, so this time she Is com-
manded to stay. But I doubt if the ' surprise packet

'

will come oflf with quite such a shock as usual, and I
am certain the fun won't be so good afterwards.
The Honourable Jane has been known to jump on
the duchess for that sort of thing. She is safe to
get the worst of it at the time, but it has a restraining
effect afterwards."

"I think Miss Champion is quite right," said a
bright-taced American girl, bravely, holding a gold
spoon poised for a moment over the strawberry ice-

cream with which Garth Dalmain had supplied her.
"In my country we should call it real mean to laugh
at people who had been our guestc and performed in
our houses."

"In your country, my dear," said Myra Ingleby,
"you have no duchesses."

"Well, we supply you with quite a good few,"
replied the American giri calmly, and went on with
her ice.

A general laugh followed, and the latest Anglo-
American match came up for discussion.

"Where is the Honourable Jane?" inquired some
one presently.

"Golfing with Billy," said Ronald Ingram. "Ah,
here they come."

Jane's tall figure was seen, walking along the terrace,
accompanied by Billy Cathcart, talking eagerly. They
put their clubs away in the lower hall; then came down
the lawn together to the tea-tables.

Jane wore a tailor-made coat and skirt of grey
tweed, a blue and white cambric shirt, starched linen
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admi^bly the decided 'p,ai/„^ ^ t; ftfj";^'^the a^mon n,^ve pmportions of her fig;
" "'• ""

She stepped into the circle beneith tt. ^
took one of the halfdozjl^i^lj , T'^''

^"^

by the „e„, with the ol^^T^^^^rl'
^ousness which always chaLtemelZ

"'^

in,uiro.rof':h: ^r-"" »• "^ ^^--p'o"'"

.nd!rS:';:X"''"'''>ne;,„„ti„,P^,.
But Bffly b„„t o„t: "She went round in"_

toddling all over tteDlaH ®™"°»' '^^
awa^ir ch-Cs^i^tetr Z^thTLJ^g^^!^'Why didn't you open it? " asked Myra

^^^

Po^biHty Of a ^^e^u.t.^'::^^ZZ
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She says it completely s )oas it if son: .^ one else knows
it first, and breaks it to let gently."

"Here comes the duchess,'' said Garth Dalmain,
who was sitting where he could see the little gate into

the rose garden.

"Do not mention the telegram," cautioned Jane.
"It would not please her that I should even know of

its arrival. It would be a shame to take any of the
bloom off the unexpected delight of a wire on this hot
day, when nothing unusual seemed likely to happen."
They turned and looked towards the duchess as

she bustled across the lawn; this quaint old figure,

who had called them together; who owned the lovely
place where they were spending such delightful days;
and whose odd whimsicalities had been so freely dis-

cussed while they drank her tea and feasted off her
strawberries. The men rose as she approached, but
not quite so spontaneously as they had done for her
niece.

The duchess carried a large wooden basket filled to
overflowing with exquisite roses. Every bloom was
perfect, and each had been cut at exactly the right

moment.
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CHAPTER IV

JANE VOLUNTBBRS

-rm dachess plumped down her basket {„ ...
1 middle of the strawbeny table.

"" *""

lessly "k^r^ f^f'-'" ^''« ^i. "ther breath-

bower of roses' We^ ^T'^/lT^f '° "' «

• •
No, thank you, Ronnie tL/T ^^ ^' '^''

half an hour at least ^^rf J . * ''" '^" """Je

well to press tu^':^ Belr^";'
'° '°"* "= *«

I have a whiske/andSa '^1^,^,-;:;^ '^^
M<5 that sustains me untfl dinner nt,

'^ "'P'
Myra, I know I came to vour 1 . ^'^- ""^ '''"

signed that exceirnt Sr-T'""! °''""^' ^"^
autre!,- but I drove straiZ ,^ ^T «murager les

your house, and It^vf 1* ,
'' """^'^ '"^'' ' ''"

««' take s^nethingfhln I need T:*"^*" '° ^'' '

need it when I wake'from^^ 'r' \<^T'
Jt

.s positively wicked for any^„ 'oVtha ^ °'''

»'SrfSra7tt'"^'P^'^^^^^^^^^^^
were yourZlmXl s'ho^d"^'^ r"*' « ^

them off. If vou t,,™ .i, I "I ?"'' 5'°" '" '» take

- I am. wtofch^tvt'S'th ""tT^"^""'Hush, Tommvt ThatlT "^ chickens?
. . .

you need n^be MoTof cS'TfdS;""''
^"^

A^dLvZ I'/""*
"O""'*^ " '^"year'sAcademy had created much interest in the JZ^
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world, and whose violet shirt had just been so severely
censuied, lay back in his lounge-chair, with his arms
behind his head and a gleam of amusement in his
bright brown eyes.

"No, dear Duchess," he said. "I beg respectfully
to decline the commission. Tommy would require a
Landseer to do full justice to his attitudes and expres-
sion. Besides, it would be demoralising to an innocent
and well-brought-up youth, such as you know me to
be, to spend long hours in Tommy's society, listening
to the remarks that sweet bird would make while
I painted him. But I will tell you what I will do. I
will paint you, dear Duchess, only not in that hat!
Ever since I was quite a small boy, a straw hat with
black ribbons tied under the chin has made me feel

ill. If I yielded to my natural impulses now, I should
hide my face in Miss Champion's lap, and kick and
scream until you took it off. I will paint you in the
black velvet gown you wore last night, with the
Medici collar, and the jolly arrangement of lace and
diamonds on your head. And in your hand you shall
hold an antique crystal mirror, mounted in silver."

The artist half closed his eyes, and as he described
his picture in a voice full of music and mystery, an
attentive hush fell upon the gay group around him.
When Garth Dalmain described his pictures, people
saw them. When they walked into the Academy or
the New Gallery the following year, they would say:
" Ah, there it is ! Just as we saw it that day, before a
stroke of it was on the canvas."
"In your left hand, you shall hold the mirror, but

you shall not be looking into it ; because you never look
into mirrors, dear Duchess, excepting to see whether
the scolding you are giving your maid, as she stands
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behind you. is making her cry; and whether that is

Tnd^tn^ T?-r-
""^"""^^^ ^"' manipulation of pinsand thmgs. If it is. you promptly promise her a day

oflF. to go and see her old mother; and pay her journey
there and back If it isn't, you scold her soml moreWere I the maid. I should always cry, large tears war-
ranted to show m the glass; only I should not sniff
because smffing is so intensely aggravating; and Ishould be most frightfully careful that my tears didnot run down your neck."

Leave off talkmg about my maids, and my neck, and
y^uf crocodUe tears, and finish describing the portrait.What do I do with the mirror?"

«»*'«««
"You do not look into it." continued Garth Dal-mam, meditatively; "because we know that is a thineyou never do. Even when you put on that hat, and

tie those nbbons- Miss Champion, I wish you would
hold my hand-m a bow under your chin, you don't
consult the mirror. But you shall sit with it in your
left hand, your elbow resting on an Eastern table ofblack ebony mlaid with mother-of-peari. You wiU
turn It from you. so that it reflects something exactlym front of you in the imaginary foreground. You
will be looking at this unseen object with an expres-
sion of sublime affection. And in the mirror I wiU
paint a vivid, brilliant, complete reflection, minute,
but perfect m every detail, of your scarlet macaw on
his perch. We will call it 'Reflections.' because onemust always give a silly up-to-date title to pictures
and just now one nondescript word is the fashion, un-
less you feel it needful to attract to yourself the eye
of the public, m the catalogue, by calling your picture
twenty hnes of Tennyson. But when the portrait
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goes down to posterity as a famous picttire, it will

figure in the catalogue of the National Gallery as

'The Duchess, the Mirror, and the Macaw.'"

"Bravo!" said the duchess, delighted. "You shall

paint it, Dal, in time for next year's Academy, and we
will all go and see it."

And he did. And they all went. And when they

saw it they said: "Ah, of course! There it is; ^ust as

we saw it under the cedar at Overdene."

"Here comes Simmons with something on a
salver," exclaimed the duchess. "How that man
waddles! Why can't somebody teach him to step

out ? Jane ! You march across this lawn like a grena-

dier. Can't you explain to Simmons how it's done?

. . . WeU? What is it? Ha! A telegram. Now
what horrible thing can have happened? Who would

like to guess? I hope it is not merely some idiot who
has missed a train.

"

Amid a breathless and highly satisfactory silence,

the duchess tore open the orange envelope.

Apparently the shock was of a thorough, though not

enjoyable, kind; for the duchess, at all times highly

coloured, became purple as she read, and absolutely

inarticulate with indignation. Jane rose quietly,

looked over her aunt's shoulder, read the long mes-

sage, and returned to her seat.

"Creature!" exclaimed the duchess, at last. "Oh,

creature! This comes of asking them as friends.

And I had a lovely string of pearls for her, worth far

more than she would have been ofiEered, professionally,

for one song. And to fail at the last minute! Oh,

creature!"

"Dear aunt," said Jane, "if poor Madame Velma
has a sudden attack of laryngitis, she could not possibly
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'*g^m "fun of 4^° ^J^-«»»«*"". s„
"And°So„^/^'

'"f^""""^
the duche,,, crosd.

nate irrelevance, and you^ ' "^T" ^ <'»^W
ng to sing here? in m?i'*Li"!'

"I^" ^l" wa, com-
these new-fangled complZ? r.'*°'"="»™"«<l
'"'h an this appendSfe and i*f™ ''° >«*"<»
people open at ^rypZueJ^" ""'—=<"tting
days we caned it a goS^^dU ""!; ^^ "y y°<"'S

"ate .rrelevance, and you 1̂'°./^^ "^ d° abomi-

•naraw, having annatn.f"*'*'^'" shouted the
rhubarb. * ^'P^tly noticed the mention of

d«:^ei^'^"'^-™<.odyr said the worried

be„^ *"'•' -i'' Jane, "there are no goose-
Oon't ar?ue aiVif»» • .

«n<iGarth,deUghte7,h^'4f ^'""^- '""»"»'y.-
he ays 'gooseberry •hl^.^''" Jane. "When
veryweaimowr!^' '° °"*°^ ""yhing gr.«,, », y^"

'-^i! :aS:ress'^^': ctrr '° ^°-- --th
Garth picked onebladeof^"^'•,'^"/'^*s; and

:'-»^.-irSJ-^^ei-^-::
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JTeach him to walk, somebody! (Now the question is,

What is to be done ? Here is half the county coming
to hear Velma, b> my invitation; and Velma in
London pretending to have appendicitis— no, I
mean the other thing. Oh, ' drat the woman !

' as that
• clever bird would say.

"

"Hold your jaw!" shouted Tommy. The duchess
smiled, and consented to sit down.

"But, dear Duchess," suggested Garth in his most
soothing voice, "the county does not know Madame
Velma was to be here. It was a profound secret.
You were to trot her out at the end. Lady Ingleby
called her your 'surprise packet.'"
Myra came out from behind her garden hat, and the

duchess nodded at her approvingly.
" Quite true, " she said. " That was the lovely part

of it. Oh, creature!"

"But, dear Duchess," pursued Garth persuasively,
"if the county did not know, the county will not
be disappointed. They are coming to listen to one
another, and to hear themselves, and to enjoy your
claret-cup and ices. All this they will do, and go away
delighted, saying how cleverly the dear duchess dis-
covers and exploits local talent."

"Ah, ha!" said the duchess, with a gleam in the
hawk eye, and a raising of the hooked nose— which
Mrs. Parker Bangs of Chicago, who had met the duch-
ess once or twice, described as ' genuine Plantagenef— "but they will go away wise in their own conceits,
and satisfied with their own mediocre performances.
My idea is to let them do it, and then show them how
it should be done."

"But, Aunt 'Gina," said Jane, gently; "surely you
forget that most of these people have been to town and
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theycannot sing like a. nriml^! ^t. ^^^^ ^"'^

they require an object lesson."
"***

Jane," said the duchess "fm. !,- *u« j x.

afternoon 1 .u.e ^..^, ntt t^C"..'™'
*""

••M.SS Champion." «dd Garth Dalm^ "if r

•shrr .^j:,'rThtRi:j^"?n "' ^-''--
on it Th. T 1 t ^^^'y- I had set my heart

peat «d <«« at the b«k o/tl ', T'' "" »

xiarK to that sweet bird'" crit^ti +k^ a u .

good humour fuUy restored .•a™!^'/"''
""

somebody. Now Tane ^Lt a
strawberry.

Jane Champirn ^s^tdtr. '"?'"' "
'

half turned to herl^nt^^, V
'"^'^ '«"'

meaning, then said quietI^'V:S^i l*'"- Th
''» ''

sary' for von ir, \r ^ , ,
^"8^ T^6 Ro-

•eSy^hraun"" '^^ ^"^^ '°-°'«'"- ^^ V"-
Had the gathering under the tree been a party of
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"mere people," it would have gasped. Had it been
a " freak party, " it would have been loud-voiced in its

expressions of surprise. Being a "best party, " it gave
no outward sign; but a sense of blank astonishment,

purely mental, was in the air. The duchess herself

was the only person present who had heard Jane
Champion sing.

" Have you the song?" asked her Grace of Meldrum,
rising, and picking up her telegram and empty basket.

"I have," said Jane. "I spent a few hours with
Madame Blanche when I was in town last month; and
she, who so rarely admires these modem songs, was
immensely taken with it. She sang it, and allowed
me to accompany her. We spent nearly an hour over
it. I obtained a copy afterwards."

"Good," said the duchess. "Then I count on you.
Now I must send a sjmipathetic telegram to that poor
dear Velma, who will be fretting at having to fail us.

So 'au revoir,' good people. Remember, we dine
punctually at eight o'clock. Music is supposed to
begin at nine. Ronnie, be a kind boy, and carry
Tommy into the hall for me. He will screech so fear-

fully if he sees mc walk away without him. He is

so very loving, dear bird!

"

Silence under the cedar.

Most people were watching young Ronald, holding
the stand as much at arm's length as possible, while

Tommy, keeping his balance wonderfully, sidled up
close to him, evidently making confidential remarks
into Ronnie's terrified ear. The duchess walked on
before, quite satisfied with the new turn events had
taken.

One or two people were watching Jane.

"It is very brave of you." said Mjrra Ingleby, at
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length. "I would offer to play your accom^o •

dear; but I can only manage 'AudafrTT?^"*'
and^Three Blind MiL ' wiTonetnger •'

'^ '* ^""^•'

-r^L^rafhoS^M

the way I brin7out tL , li
^''"«'"'" <">ly to hear

bell 4t th™4rtVetrTh 'In^^ "«'*'
bunch of purole h^«.h„ P^' """« '""> the
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when they Jscoveritet •
°„' f'^T'^' '°"''^''»'''

is Holy Day,' 7 Jve th™ .',5'j"'''™"=y«'>«

bell. I don^ kpow'^what !t .i.° •

'""^
'r™ "«'

toUs all the tim. J,h "hI^
.""'=' » "ay.- It

myaeco^pani^ent'LTtr'sTn^^^rk'"
»jy/ and I dare not face those cho^" I t«^°-

Ste Sne"?a^'^7 """^ «»«' -d Jr^^^^"

handfrofi^^w^^dtrL^^'T' ""'° ^--"
Cling, not daring™o"etThtr™ t^^hfytl/?"^nted again the ne« moment Sis to- wt *!:

day said to the d™he^ thenZ "T "''°*''"

a third helping of puJdile.Mti'^n'' "'"" "»
"Don't te 4. ^^^, M:'**^vL"""Ty'

"

"Ah," Td ukv ^^L'k*'=~°'P»°'^"8; myself."

quite understand that ut^l^^'^^""*"^'^'
"'

the .ime to know that if !h
** '""" * ^'"'f »«

you could stopThfll '"^,":!"'''' ^°""^ """S'
note."

•^"'' *°'* 8>™ yourself the
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The only two real musicians present glanced at each
other, and a gleam of amusement passed between
them.

"It certainly would be useful, if necessary," said
Jane.

*'/ would 'stop the other part* and 'give you the
note,'" said Garth, demurely.

"I am sure you would," said Jane. "You are
always so very kind. But I prefer to keep the matter
in my own hands."

" You realise the difficulty of making the voice carry
in a place of that size unless you can stand and face
the audience?" Garth Dalmain spoke anxiously.
Jane was a special friend of his, and he had a man's
dislike of the idea of his chum failing in anything,
publicly.

The same quiet smile dawned in Jane's eyes and
passed to her lips as when she had realised that her
aunt meant her to volunteer in Velma's place. She
glanced around. Most of the party had wandered off
in twos and threes, some to the house, others,back to
the river. She and Dal and Myra were practically
alone. Her calm eyes were full of quiet amusement
as she steadfastly met the anxious look in Garth's,
and answered his question.

" Yes, I know. But the acoustic properties of the
room are very perfect, and I have learned to throw my
voice. Perhaps you may not know— in fact, how
should you know?— but I have had the immense
privilege of studying with Madame Marchesi in Paris,
and of keeping up to the mark since by an occasional
delightful hour with her no less gifted daughter in
London. So I ought to know all there is to know
about the management of a voice, if I have at all
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the opening lines of "Three Blind Mice," always a
musical landmark to Myra. But when it came to the
fugue-like intricacies in the theme of "They all ran
after the farmer's wife," Udy Ingleby was lost without
the words to cling to, and gave up the Tonic sol-fa
system in despair.

So the name of the greatest teacher of singing of
this age, did not convey much to Myra's mind. But
Garth Dalmain sat up.

"I say! No wonder you take it coolly. Why, Velma
herself was a pupil of the great madame.

"

"That is how it happens that I know her rather
well," said Jane. " I am here to-day because I was to
have played her accompaniment."
"I see," said Garth. "And now you have to do

both. 'Und's sake!' as Mrs. Parker Bangs says
when you explain who's who at a Marlborough House
garden party. But you prefer playing other people's
accompaniments, to singing yourself, don't you.?"

Jane's slow smile dawned again.
"I prefer singing." she said, "but accompanying is

more useful."
*- / 6

"Of course it is," said Garth. "Heaps of people
can ang a little, but very few can accompany prop-

"Jane," said Myra, her grey eyes looking out
lazily from under their long black lashes, "

if you have
had singing lessons, and know some songs, why hasn't
the duchess turned you on to sing to us before this?"

" For a sad reason." Jane replied. " You know her
only son died eight years ago.? He was such a hand-
some, talented feUow. He and I inherited our love of
music from our grandfather. My cousm got into a
musical set at coUege, studied with enthusiasm, and
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and si,.ce the. ^^^r T.^;::.'!?!?"makes her very bitter T «« ^
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CHAPTER V

CONFIDENCES

THE shadows sUently lengthened on the lawn.
The home-conung rooks circled and cawed

around the tall elm trees.

The sundial pointed to six o'clock.

M3rra Ingleby rose and stood with the slanting rays
of the sun full in her eyes, her arms stretched over her
head. The artist noted every graceful line of her
willowy figure.

"Ah, bah!" she yawned. "It is so perfect out
here, and I must go in to my maid. Jane, be advised
in time. Do not ever begin facial massage. You
become a slave to it, and it takes up hours of your
day. Look at me."

They were both looking already. Myra was worth
looking at.

" For ordinary dressing purposes, I need not have
gone in until seven; and now I must lose this last,

perfect hour."

"What happens?" asked Jane. "I know nothing
of the process."

"I can't go into details," replied Lady Ingleby,
"but you know how sweet I have looked all day?
Well, if I did not go to my maid now, I should look less

sweet by the end of dinner, and at the close of the
evening I should appear ten years older."

"You would always look sweet," said Jane, with
frank sincerity; "and why mind looking the age you
are?"

35
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"My dear, a man is as old as he feels ; a woman is aa
old as she looks,' " quoted Myra.

" I feel just seven, " said Garth.
"And you look seventeen," laughed Myra.
"And I am twenty-seven," retorted Garth; "so the

duchess should not call me ' a ridiculous child.' And,
dear lady, if curtailing this mysterious process is going
to make you one whit less lovely to-night, I do beseech
you to hasten to your maid, or you will spoil my whole
evening. I shall burst into tears at dinner, and the
duchess hates scenes, as you very well know!"
Lady Ingleby flapped him with her garden hat as

she passed.

"Be quiet, yoi:' ridiculous child!" she said. "You
had no business to listen to what I was saying to Jane.
You shall paint me this autumn. And after that I will
give up facial massage, and go abroad, and come back
quite old."

She flung this last threat over her shoulder as she
trailed away across the lawn.

"How lovely she is!" commented Garth, gazing
after her. "How much of that was true, do you
suppose. Miss Champion?"

"I have not the slightest idea," replied Jane. "I
am completely ignorant on the subject of facial mas-
sage.

"

"Not much, I should think," continued Garth,
" or she would not have told us.

"

^^

"Ah, you are wrong there," replied Jane quickly.
"Myra is extraordinarily honest, and always inclined
to be frank about herself and her foibles. She had a
curious upbringing. She is one of a large famfly, and
was always considered the black sheep, not so much by
her brothers and sisters, as by her mother. Nothing
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she was, or said, or did, was ever right. When Lord
Ingleby met her, and I suppose saw her incipient possi-

bilities, she was a tall, gawky girl, with lovely eyes,

a sweet, sensitive mouth, and a what-on-earth-am-I-

going-to-do-next expression on her face. He was
twenty years her senior, but fell most determinedly

in love with her and, though her mother pressed upon
him all her other daughters in turn, he would have
Myra or nobody. When he proposed to her it was
impossible at first to make her understand what he

meant. His meaning dawned on her at length, and he

was not kept waiting long for her answer. I h"ve
often heard him tease her about it. She looked at him
with an adorable smile, her eyes brimming over with

tears, and said: 'Why, of course. I'll marry you
gratefully, and I think it is perfectly sweet of you to

like me. But what a blow for mammal' They were
married with as little delay as possible, and he took her

off to Paris, Italy, and Egypt, had six months abroad,

and brought her back— this! I was stajdng with
them once, and her mother was also there. We were
sitting in the morning room,— no men, just half

a dozen women,— and her mother began finding fault

about something, and said
:

' Hasnot Lord Inglebyoft^n
told you of it?' Vl ra looked up in her sweet, lazy

way and answered: 'Dear mamma, I know it must
seem strange to you, but, do you know, my husband
thinks everything I do perfect.' ' Your husband is a
fool

!

' snapped her niother. ' From your point of view,

dear mamma,' said Myra, sweetly."

"Old curmudgeon." remarked Garth. "Why are

people of that sort allowed to be called 'mothers '?

We, who have had tender, perfect mothers, would
like to nmke it law that the other kind should always
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be caUed 'she-patents,' or 'female progenitors, or
any other descriptive title, but not profane the sacred
name of mo</wr/"

Jane was silent. She knew the beautiful story
of Garth's boyhood with his widowed mother. She
knew his passionate adoration of her sainted memory.
She liked him best when she got a glimpse beneath the
surface, and did not wish to check his mood by re-
minding him that she herself had never even lisped
that name.

Garth rose from his chair and stretched his sliifc
figure in the slantingsun-rays,much as Myra had done.
Jane looked at him. As is often the case with plain
people, great physical beauty appealed to her strongly.
She only allowed to that appeal its right proportion
in her estimation of her friends. Garth Dalmain by
no means came first among her particular chums.
He was older than most of them, and yet in some
ways younger than any, and his remarkable youthful-
ness of manner and exuberance of spirits sometimes
made him appear foolish to Jane, whose sense of
humour was of a more sedate kind. But of the abso-
lute perfection of his outward appearance, there was
no question; and Jane looked at him now, much as
his own mother might have looked, with honest admi-
ration in her kind eyes.

Garth, notwithstanding the pale violet shirt and
dark violet tie, was quite unconscious of his own
appearance; and, dazzled by the golden sunlight, was
also unconscious of Jane's look.

^^

"Oh, I say, Miss Champion!" he cried, boyishly.
" Isn't it nice that they have all gone in ? I have been
wanting a good jaw with you. Really, when we aU
get together we do drivel sometimes, to keep the ball
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rolling. It is like patting up air-balls; and very often
they burst, and one realises that an empty, shrivelled

most conversations.little skin is all that is left after

Did you ever buy air-balls at Brighton? Do you
remember the wild excitement of seeing the man
coming along the parade, with a huge bunch of them—
blue, green, red, white, and yellow, all shining in the
sun? And one used to wonder how he ever contrived
to pick them all up— I don't know now!— and
what would happen if he put them all down. I

always knew exactly which one I wanted, and it was
generally on a very inside string and took a long time
to disentangle. And how maddening it was if the
grown-ups grew tired of waiting, and walked on with
the penny. Only I would rather have had none, than
not have the one on which I had fixed my heart.

Wouldn't you?"
" I never bought air balls at Brighton," replied Jane,

without enthusia^ji. arth was feeling seven again,

and Jane was feeling l ed.

For once he seemed conscious of this. :^'» took
his coat from the back of the chair where he haa uung
it, and put it on.

"Come along. Miss Champion," he said; "I am so
tired of doing nothing. Let us go down to the river

and find a boat for two. Dinner is not until eight

o'clock, and I am certain you can dress, even for the
rdle of Velma, in half an hour. I have known you do
it in ten minutes, at a pinch. There is ample time
for me to row you within sight of the minster, and we
can talk as we go. Ah, fancy! the grey old minster
with this sunset behind it, and a field of cowslips in

the foreground!"

But Jane did not rise.
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Garth was all sympathy. "No, dear," he said
thoughtfuUy; "of course you couldn't. And don't
bother over that silly joke about the 'surprise packet.'
You see, you won't be that. I have no doubt you
sing vastly better than most of them, but they will not
reaUse it. It takes a Velma to make such people as
these sit up. They will think 'The Rosary' a pretty
song, and give you a mild clap, and there the thing
will end. So don't worry."
Jane sat and considered this. Then: "Dal,"

she said, "I do hate singing before that sort of audi-
ence. It is like giving them your soul to look at,
and you don't want them to see it. It seems indecent.
To my mind, music is the most revealing thing in the
world. I shiver when I think of that song, and yet
I daren't do less than my best. When the moment
comes, I shall Uve in the song, and forget the audience.
Let me tell you a lesson I once had from Madame
Blanche. I was singing Bemberg's 'Chant Hindou,'
the passionate prayer of an Indian woman to Brahma.
I began: 'Brahma! Dieu des croyants,' and sang it
as I might have sung 'do, re, m».' Brahma was noth-
mg to me. 'Stop!' cried Madame Blanche in her
most imperious manner. 'Ah, vous Anglais! What
are you doing? BroAma,c'est unDieu! He may not
be your God. He may not be my God. But he is
somebody's God. He is the God of the song. Ecou-
tez!' And she lifted her head and sang: • Brahma!
Dieu des croyants! Maltre des citds saintesl' with
her beautiful brow illumined, and a passion of reU-
gious fervour which thrilled one's soul. It was a les-
son I never forgot. I can honestly say I have never
sung a song tamely, since.

"

"Fine! "said Garth Dalmain. "I like enthusiasm ia
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Jane was silent. The last things she wished to dis-
cuss were other women's souls.

"There is just one who seems to me perfect," con-
tinued Garth. "I am to paint her this autumn. I
believe I shall find her soul as exquisite as her body."
"And she is —?" inquired Jane.
"Udy Brand."

"Flower!" exclaimed Jane. "Are jw* so taken
with Flower?"

" Ah, she is lovely," said Garth, with reverent enthu-
siasm. " It positively is not right for any one to be so
absolutely flawlessly lovely. It makes me ache. Do
you know that feeling. Miss Champion, of perfect
loveliness making you ache?"
"No, I don't," said Jane shortly. "And I do not

think other people's wives ought to have that effect

upon you."

"My dear old chap," exclaimed Garth, astonished;
"it has nothing to do with wives or no wives. A
wood of bluebells in morning sunshine would have
precisely the same effect. I ache to paint her. When
I have painted her and really done justice to that
matchless loveliness as I see it, I shall feel all right.

At present I have only painted her from memory;
but she is to sit to me in October."
"From memory?" questioned Jane.
" Yes, I paint a great deal from memory. Give me

one look of a certain kind at a face, let me see it at a
moment which lets one penetrate beneath the surface,
and I can paint that face from memory weeks after.

Lots of my best studies have been done that way.
Ah, the delight of it! Beauty— the worship of
beauty is to me a religion."

" Rather a godless form of religion," suggested Jane.
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"Ah no," said Garth reverently. " All true beatrty
comes from God, and leads back to God. • Every good
gift and every perfect gift is from above, and cometh
down from the Father of lights.' I once met an old
freak who said all sickness came from the devil. I
never could believe that, formy mother was an invalid
during the last years of her life, and I can testify that
her sickness was a blessing to many, and borne to the

'

glory of God. But I am convinced all true beauty is

God-given, and that is why the worship of beauty is
to me a religion. Nothing bad was ever truly beauti-
ful; nothing good is ever really ugly."

Jane smiled as shp watched him. lying back in the
golden sunlight, the very personification of manly
beauty. The absolute lack of self-consciousness,
either for himself or for her, which allowed him to
talk thus to the plainest woman of his acquaintance,
held a vein of humour which diverted Jane. It
appealed to her more than buying coloured air-balls,
or screaming because the duchess wore a mushroom
hat.

"Then are plain people to be denied their share of
goodness, Dal?" she asked.

"Hainness is not ugliness," replied Garth Dalmain
simply. " I learned that when quite a small boy.
My mother took me to hear a famous preacher. As
he sat on the platform during the preliminaries he
seemed to me quite the ugliest man I had ever seen.
He reminded me of a grotesque gorilla, and I dreaded
the moment when he should rise up and face us and
give out a text. It seemed to me there ought to be
bars between, and that we should want to throw
nuts and oranges. But when he rose to speak, his
lace was transfigured. Goodness and inspiration
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hone from it, making it as the face of an angel. I
never again thought him ugly. The beauty of his soul
shone through, transfiguring his body. Child though
I was, I could differentiate even then between ugliness

and plainness. When he sat down at the close of his

i nutgnificent sermon, I no longer thought him a
complicated form of chimpanzee. I remembered the
divine halo of his smile. Of course his actual plain-

ness of feature remained. It was not the sort of face

one could have wanted to live with, or to have day
after day opposite to one at table. But then one was
not called to that sort of discipline, which would have
been martyrdom to me. And he has always stood to

my mind since as a proof of the truth that goodness
is never ugly; and that divine love and aspiration

shining through the plainest feattrres may redeem
them temporarily into beauty; and, permanently, into

a thing one loves to remember."
" I see," said Jane. '* It must have often helped you

to a right view to have realised that so long ago.

But now let us return to the important question of the
face which you are to have daily opposite you at table.

It cannot be Lady Brand's, nor can it be M)rra's; but,

you know, Dal, a very lovely one is being suggested

for the position."

"No names, please," said Garth, quickly. "I ob-
ject to girls' names being mentioned in this sort of

conversation."

" Very well, dear boy. I understand and respect

your objection. You have made her famous alieady

by your impressionist portrait of her, and I hear you
are to do a more elaborate picture ' in the fall.' Now,
Dal, you know you admire her immensely. Sh; io

lovely, she is charming, she hails from the land wtose
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women, when they poness chann. unite with it a fresh-
nets and a piquancy which place them beyond com-
pare. In some ways you are so unique yourself
that you ought to have a wife with a certain amount
of originality. Now, I hardly know how far the opin-
ion of your friends would influence you in such a mat-
ter, but you may like to hear how fully they approve
your very open allegiance to— shaU we say— the
beautiful 'Stars and Stripes'?

"

Garth Dalmain took out his cigarette case, carefully
selected a cigarette, and sat with it between his fingers
in absorbed contemplation.

"Smoke," said Jane.
"Thanks," said Garth. He struck a match and

very deliberately lighted his cigarette. As he flung
away the vesta the breeze caught it and it fell on the
lawn, flaming^ brightly. Garth sprang up and extin-
guished it, then drew his chair more exactly opposite
to Jane's and lay back, smoking meditatively, and
watching the little rings he blew, mount into the cedar
branches, expand, fade, and vanish.

Jane was watching him. The varied and charac-
teristic ways in which her friends lighted and smoked
their cigarettes always interested Jane. There were
at least a dozen young men of whom she could have
given the names upon hearing a description of their
method. Also, she had learned from Deryck Brand
the value of silences in an important conversation, and
the art of not weakening a statement by a postscript.
At last Garth spoke.
" I wonder why the smoke is that lovely pale blue as

it curis up from the cigarette, and a greyish white if

one blows it out,"

Jane knew it was because it had become impreg-
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nated with moitture, but she did not say so. having no
desire to contribute her quota of pats to this air-ball,
or to encourage the superficial workings of his mind
just then. She quietly awaited the response to her
appeal to his deeper nature which she felt certain
would be forthcoming. Presently it came.

" It is awfully good of you, Miss Champion, to take
the trouble to think all this and to say it to me. May
I prove my gratitude by explaining for once where my
diflSculty lies? I have scarcely defined it to myself,
and yet I believe I can express it to you.

"

Another long silence. Garth smoked and pondered.
Jane waited. It was a very comprehending, very com-
panionable silence. Garth found himself parodying
the last lines of an old sixteenth-century song:

" Then ever pray that heaven may send
Such weeds, such chairs, and such a friend."

Bither the cigarette, or the chair, or Jane, or per-
haps all three combined, were producing in him a sub-
lime sense of calm, and rest, and well-being; an uplift-
ing of spirit which made all good things seem better;
all difficult things, easy; and all ideals possible.
The silence, like the sunset, was golden; but at last he
broke it.

"Two women— the only two women who have
ever really been in my life— form for me a standard
below which I cannot fall, — one, my mother, a sacred
and ideal memory; the other, old Margery Graem,
my childhood's friend and nurse, now my housekeeper
a;fld general tender and mender. Her 'faithful heart
and constant remembrance help to keep me true t the
ideal of that sweet presence which faded from beside
me when I stood on the threshold of manhood. Mar-
gery Uves at CasUe Gleneesh. When I return home.
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the sight which first meets my eyes as the hall door
opens is old Margery in her black satin apron, lawn
kerchief, and lavender ribbons. I always feel seven
then, and I always hug her. You, Miss Champion,
don't Uke me when I feel seven; but Margery does.
Now, this is what I want you to realise. When I
bring a bride to Gleneesh and present her to Margery,
the kind old eyes will try to see nothing but good; the
faithful old heart will yearn to love and serve. And
yet I shall know she knows the standard, just as I
know it; I shall know she remembers the ideal of
gentle, tender. Christian womanhood, just as I remem-
ber it; and I must not, I dare not, fall short. Believe
me. Miss Champion, more than once, when physical
attraction has been strong, and I have been tempted
in the worship of the outward loveliness to disregard
or forget the essentials, — the things which are unseen
but eternal,— then, all unconscious of exercising any
such influence, old Margery's clear eyes look into mine,
old Margery's mittened hand seems to rest upon my
coat sleeve, and the voice which has guided me from
infancy says, in gentle astonishment: 'Is this your
choice. Master Garthie, to fill my dear lady's place?'
No doubt, Miss Champion, it will seem almost absurd
to you when you think of our set and our sentiments,
and the way we racket round, that I should sit here
on the duchess's lawn and confess that I have been
held back from proposing marriage to the women I
have most admired, because of what would have been
my old nurse'^ opinion of them ! But you must remem-
ber her opinion is formed by a memory, and that
memory is the memory of my dead mother. More-
over, Margery voices my best self, and expresses my
own judgment when it is not blinded by passion or
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warped by my worship of the beautiful. Not that
Margery would disapprove of loveliness; in fact, she
would approve of nothing else for me, I know very
well. But her penetration rapidly goes beneath the
surface. According to one of Paul's sublime para-
doxes, she looks at the things that are not seen. It
seems queer that I can tell you all this. Miss Champion,
and really it is the first time I have actually formu-
lated it in my own mind. But I think it so extremely
friendlyof you to have troubled to give me good advice
in the matter."

Garth Dalmain ce.; d speaking, and the silence
which followed suddenly assumed alarming propor-
tions, seeming to Jane like a high fence which she
was vainly trying to scale. She found herself mentaUy
rushing hither and thither, seeking a gate or any
possible means of egress. And still she was confronted
by the difficulty of replying adequately to the totally
unexpected. And what added to her dumbness was
the fact that she was infinitely touched by Garth's
confession; and when Jane was deeply moved speech
always became difficult. That this young man—
adored by all the girls for his good looks and delight-
ful manners; pursued for his extreme eligibility by
mothers and chaperons; famous already in the world
of art; flattered, courted, sought after in society—
should calmly admit that the only woman really left
in his life was his old nurse, and that her opinion and
expectations held him back from a worldly or unwise
marriage, touched Jane deeply, even while in her heart
she smiled at what their set would say could they
realise the situation. It revealed Garth in a new
light; and suddenly Jane understood him, as she had
not understood him before.



50 The Rosary

And yet the only reply she could bring herself to
frame was: "I wish I knew old Margery."

Garth's brown eyes flashed with pleasure.
" Ah, I wish you did." he said. "And I should like

you to see Castle Gleneesh. You would enjoy tfc^

view from the terrace, sheer into the gorge, and aw*y
across the purple hiUs. And I think you would like
the pine woods and the moor. I say. Miss Champion,
why should not /get up a 'best party' in September,
and implore the duchess to come and chaperon it?
And then you could come, and any one else you would
hke asked. And— and, perhaps— we might ask—
the beautiful 'Stars and Stripes,' and her aunt, Mrs
Parker Bangs of Chicago; and then we should see what
Margery thought of herI"

"Delightful!" said Jane. "I would come with
pleasure. And reaUy, Dal, I think that giri has a
sweet nature. Could you do better? The exterior
IS perfect, and surely the soul is there. Yes, ask us
all, and see what happens."
"I wiU," cried Garth, deUghted. "And what will

Margery think of Mrs. Parker Bangs?"
"Never mind," said Jane decidedly. "When you

marry the niece, the aunt goes back to Chicago."
"And I wish her people were not millionaires "

"That can't be helped," said Jane. "Americans
are so charming, that we really must not mind their
money."

"I wish Miss Lister and her aunt were here," re-
marked Garth. "But they are to be at Lady Ingle-
by's, where I am due next Tuesday. Do yc r come on
there. Miss Champion?"

" I do," replied Jane. " I go to the Brands for a few
days on Tuesday, but I have promised Myra to turn
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up at Shenstone for theweek-end. I like stayingthere.

They are such a harmonious couple."

"Yes," said Garth, "but no one could help being a
harmonious couple, who had married Lady Ingleby."

"What grammar!" laughed Jane. "But I know
what you mean, and I am glad you think so highly of

Mjrra. She is a dear! Only do make haste and paint

her and get her off*your mind, so as to be free for

Pauline Lister."

The sundial pointed to seven o'clock. The rooks

had circled round the elms and dropped contentedly

into their nests.

" Let us go in," said Jane, rising. " I am glad we
have had this talk," she added, as he walked beside

her across the lawn.

"Yes," Said Garth. "Air-balls weren't in it! It

was a football this time — good solid leather. And
we each kicked one goal,— a tie, you know. For your
advice went home to me, and I think my reply showed
you the true lie of things; eh, Miss Champion?"
He was feeling seven again; but Jane saw him now

through old Margery's glasses,and it did not annoy her.

" Yes," she said, smiling at him with her kind, true

eyes; "we will consider it a tie, and surely it will prove

a tie to our friendship. Thank you, Dal, for all you
have told me."

Arrived in her room, Jane found she had half an hour
to spare before dressing. She took out her diary.

Her conversation with Garth Dalmain seemed worth
recording, particularly his story of the preacher whose
beauty of soul redeemed the ugliness of his body. She
wrote it down verbatim.

Then she rang for her maid, and dressed for dinner

and the concert which should follow.
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CHAPTER VI

THB VEIL IS LIFTED

" JUISS CHAMPION! Oh. here you aiel YoaiiTl turn next, please. The last item of the local
programme is in course of performance, after which
the duchess explains Velma's larvngitis— let us
hope she will not caU it 'appendicitis'— and then I
usher you up. Are you ready? "

Garth Dalmain. as master of ceremonies, had sought
Jane Champion on the terrace, and stood before herm the soft light of the hanging Chinese lanterns. The
cnmson rambler in his button-hole, and his red silk
socks, which matched it, lent an artistic touch of
colour to the conventional black and white of his
evening clothes.

Jane looked up from the comfortable depths of her
wicker chair; then smiled at his anxious face.
"I am ready," she said, and rising, walked beside

hrm. Has It gone well? "she asked. "Is it a £ood
audience?" *

;' Packed," replied Garth, "and the duchess has
enjoyed herself. It has been funnier than usual
But now comes the event of the evening. I sav
where is your score ?

"

"Thanks," said Jane. "I shall play it from
memory. It obviates the bother of turning over."
They passed into the concert-room and stood behind

screens and a curtain, close to the half dozen steps
leadmg, from the side, up on to the platform.

" Oh, hark to the duchess! " whispered Garth.
5a

'My
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niece, Jane Champum, has kindly consented to step into
the breach—' Which means that you wUl have to
step up on to that platform in another half minute.
P-ally it would be kinder to you if she said less about
Velma. But never mind; they are prepared to like

anything. There! Appendicitis! I told you so. Poor
Madame Velma! Let us hope it won't get into the
local papers. Oh, goodness! She is going to enlarge
on new-fangled diseases. Well, it gives us a moment's
breathing space. ... I say, Miss Champion, I was
chaffing this afternoon about sharps and flats. I can
play that accompaniment for you if you like. No?
Well, just as you think best. But remember, it takes
a lot of voice to make much effect in this concert-room,
and the place is crowded. Now— the duchess has
done. Come on. Mind the bottom step. Hang it all!

How dark it is behind this curtain
!

"

Garth gave her his hand, and Jane mounted the
steps and passed into view of the large audience
assembled in the Overdene concert-room. Her taU
figure seemed taller than usual as she walked alone
across the rather high platform. She wore a black
evening gown of soft material, with old lace at her
bosom and one string of pea-Is round her neck. When
she appeared, the audience gazed at her and applauded
doubtfully. Velma's name on the programme had
raised great expectations;and here was MissChampion,
who certainly played very nicely, but was not sup-
posed to be able to sing, volunteering to sing Velma's
song. A more kindly audience would have cheered
her to the echo, voicing its generous appreciation of

her effort, and sanguine expectation of her success.

This audience expressed its astonishment, in the
dubiousness of its faint applause.
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Jane smiled at them good-naturedly; sat down atthe pjano. a Bechstein grand; glanced l[ thetZ^of white roses and the cross of crimson rambk^then without further preliminaries, struck tro^."'ing chord and commenced to sing
' ^

The deep perfect voice thrilled through the roomA sudden breathless hush fell upon theLdienr^'

«>t^J^ ?' penetrated the silence, borne on a tone

!?J^ !^,^^ "^ amazingly sweet, that casual he^sstood stdl and marveUed at their own e^„n-^d
dte^^^r^;^ f fr'^

^'^^'^^' -p^^-'^ed wiST;"?deeper thnll to the magic of that music.
" The hours I spent with thee, dear heart.

Are as a string of pearls to me-
I count them over, ev'ry one apartMy rosary,—my rosary."

were^'bLth^H^''^^'^^^
""""^''^y' *^^ ^*«* *^° ^«bwere breathed mto the silence, holding a world^re^scence-a large-hearted woman'!LS r^.membrance of tender moments in the past.The hstemng crowd held its breath. This was not

thr^bL '^ ™;'^ *^^^^^ -' - hea^;Td ithrobbed m tonesof such sweetness, that tears'started

soI«r.i*^^''°^'^'''"'^
^^^ "^""^^^^ th« opening linesso quietly, rose m a rapid crescendo of quivering^

To stiU a heart in absence wrung;
I teU each bead unto the end, and there-A cross is hungi

"

The last four words were given with a sudden power«nd pass^ a which electrified the assembly fcZpause which followed, could be heartTta'LLtffcelmg produced. But in another moment tTeq^^
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voice fell soothingly, expressing a strength of endur-
ance which would fail in no crisis, nor fear to face any
depths of pain; yet gathering to itself a poignancy of
sweetness, rendered richer bythe discipline of suffering.

" O memories that bless and bum!
O barren gain and bitter loss I

I kiss each bead, and strive at last to learn
To Idas the cross ... to kiss the cross."

Only those who have heard Jane sing "The Rosary "

can possibly realise how she sang "I kiss each bead."
The lingering retrospection in each word, breathed
out a love so womanly, so beautiful, so tender, that
her identity was forgotten— even by those in the
audience who knew her best— in the magic of her
rendering of the song.

The accompaniment, which opens with a single
chord, closes with a single note.

Jane struck it softly, lingeringly; then rose, turned
from the piano, and was leaving the platform, when
a sudden burst of wild applause broke from the audi-
ence. Jane hesitated; paused; looked at her aunt's
guests as if almost surprised to find them there. Then
the slow smile dawned in her eyes and passed to her
lips. She stood in the centre of the platform for a
moment, awkwardly, almost shyly; then moved on,
as men's voices began to shout "Encore! 'core!" and
left the platform by the side staircase.

But there, behind the scenes, in the semi-darkness
of screens and curtajis, a fresh surprise awaited Jane,
more startling than the enthusiastic tumult of her
audience.

At the foot of the staircase stood Garth Dalmain.
His face was absolutely colourless, and his eyes shone
out from it like burning stars. He remained motion-
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less untfl she stepped from the last stair and stood
close to him. Then with a sudden movemen* to

Go back! he said, and the ovennastering needqmvenng m his voice drew Jane's eyes to his i mutea^omshment. "Go back at once and sing it aU^v«

Ah. don t stand here waiting! Go back now I Go backat once! Don't you know that you m«5/f"
Jane looked into those shining eyes. Something

tone. Without a word, she quietly mounted the steps

!^l^n i^?.'*'^^**^^™*^*^^?^^^"- Peoplewere stiU applauding, and redoubled their demonstL
tions of delight as she appeared ; but Jane took her seatat the mstniment without giving them a thought

«.nco!-™ ^5^"«°f°g
a very curious and unusual

obeyed a peremptory command. In her childhood'sdays Fraulem and Miss Jebb soon found out thatThey^uld only obtam their desires by means of caref,5yworded requests, or pathetic appeals to her good feci-mgs and sense of right. An umeasonable ofS^. o7a
reasona.ble one unexplained, promptly met w^th a^mt-b ank refusal. And this charactLuc sSlol^tamed, though modified bytime; and even the duche^as a rule, said "please" to Jane.

aucness.

But now a young man with a white face and blazingeyes had unceremoniously swung her round, orderedher up the stairs, and commanded her to sing a so^gover again, note for note, word for word, and she wa!meekly going to obey.
As she took her seat, Jane suddenly made up her

mmdnottosing-TheRosary-again. Shehld^y
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iliier songs in her repertoire. The .udience emeeteamother Why should ri,e disappoint th« eS^
highly excited boy? ^

dil'-wiT"""'*^
*^* magnificent prelude to Han-del s Where'er you walk." but. as she played it.Wsense of truth and justice intervened. She had notcome back to sing again at the bidding of a WgSy

emotion w^ of no ordinary kind. That Garth Dal-mam should have been so moved as to forget evenmomentarily his punctilious courtesy of maimer ™the bghest possible tribute to her arfand^er ;,™

IS!t' S?'*^ 't'
^^^^^ theme-and played ftso that a whole orchestra seemed marshaUed upon thekey-board under those strong, fim fingers-sCid!den^y realised though scarcely underslmding it. the

Zi f ^^?,^^^ spoken, and made up her^d to yield to Its necessity. So. when the o^ing

"Th? P '
'
P.f"""^ •°' * °'°°^^°*' struck once more

bidt'lTTo dl^^'^^
^'°'^^ -^ ^^^^-^^ ^^

"The hours I spent with thee, dear heart.
Are as a string of pearls to me-

I count them over, ev'ry one apart.My rosary; my rosary.

"Each hour a pearl, each pearl a prayer
To still a heart in absence wrung-

I tell each bead unto the end, and tie»—A cross is hungi
**0 memories that bless and bumf

O barren gain and bitter loss!
I loss each bead, and strive at last to leamTo kiss the cross, ... to kiss the ctom."
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When Jane left the platform, Garth was ttfll
itanding motionless at the foot of the stairs. His
«Bce was just as white as before, but his eyes had
lost that terrible look of unshed tears, which had
sent her back, at his bidding, without a word of
question or remonstrance. A wonderful light now
shone in them; a light of adoration, which touched
jane's heart because she had never before seen any.
thing quite Uke it. She smiled as she came slowly ,

down the steps, and held out both hands to him
with an unconscious movement of gracious friend-
Imess. Garth stepped close to the bottom of the
staircase and took th^m in his, while she was still
on the step above him.
For a moment he did not speak. Then in a low

voice, vibrant with emotion: "My God I" he said
"Oh, my GodI"

" Hush, " said Jane; " I never hke to hear that name
spoken lightly, Dal."
"Spoken Ughtlyl" he exclaimed. "No speaking

lightly would be possible for me to-night. 'Every
perfect gift is from above. ' When words fail me to
speak of the gift, can you wonder if I apostrophise the
Giver?"

Jane looked steadily into his shining eyes, and a
smfle of pleasure illumined her own. "So you likedmy song?" she said.

" Liked—liked your song?" repeated Garth, a shade
of perplexity crossing his face. "I do not know
whether I liked your song.

"

"Then why this flattering demonstration?" in-
quired Jane, laughing.

"Because," said Garth, very low, "you lifted the
^eil, and I— I passed within."
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bending, kissed each palm with an indeacribaW;^der reve^nce; then, loosing them, rtood on^i«de, and Jane went out on to the terrace alone.

si
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CHAPTER Vn

OAKTR FINDS HIS ROSART

JANE spent but a very few minutes in the drawing-
room that evening. The fun in progress there

was not to her taste, and the praises heaped upon her-
self annoyed her. Also she wanted the quiet of her own
room in order to think over that closing episode of the
concert, which had taken place between herself and
Garth, behind the ^nes. She did not feel certain
how to take it. She was conscious that it held an
element which she could not fathom, and Garth's last
act had awakened in herself feehngs which she did
not understand. She extremely disliked the way in
which he had kissed her hands; and yet he had put
into the action such a passion of reverent worship
that it gave her a sense of consecration— of being, as
it were, set apart to minister always to the hearts of
men in that perfect gift of melody which should up-
lift and ennoble. She could not lose the sensation of
the impress of his lips upon the palms of her hands.
It was as if he had left behind something tangible and
abiding. She caught herself looking at them anx-
iously once or twice, and the third time this happened
she determined to go to her room.
The duchess was at the piano, completely hidden

from view by nearly the whole of her house party,
crowding round in fits of delighted laughter. Ronnie
had just broken through from the inmost circle to
fetch an antimacassar; and Billy, to dash to the writ-
ing-table for a sheet of note-paper. Jane knew tb»

60
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note-paper meant a clerical dog collar, and she con-
cluded something had been worn which resembled an
antimacassar.

She turned rather wearily and moved ^ o-.-mrds the
door. Quiet and unobserved though hci r-reat Inl
been, Garth was at the door before her. hti aid uoft
know how he got there; for, as she turned 'o : - x the

vra
room, she had seen his sieek head < Ijsc- to :r,..
Ingleby's on the further side of the duci-ess'j ore vd.
He opened the door and Jane p\.;ed oin She ^eit

equally desirous of saying two things to hm,- -ither:
"How dared you behave in so unconventionul u wa v

'
"

or: "Tell me just what you want me to Jr. v^d I will
doit."

She said neither.

Garth followed her into the hall, lighted a candle and
threw the match at Tommy; then handed her the sUver
candlestick. He was looking absurdly happy. Jane
felt annoyed with him for parading this gladness,
which she had unwittingly caused and in which she had
no share. Also she felt she must break this intimate
silence. It was saying so much which ought not to
be said, since it could not be spoken. She took her
candle rather aggressively and turned upon the second
step.

" Good-night, Dal, " she said. " And do you know
that you are missing the curate?"
He looked up at her. His eyes shone in the light

of her candle.

" No, " he said. " I am neither missing nor missed.
I was only waiting in there until you went up. I shall
not go back. I am going out into the park now to
breathe in the refreshing coolness of the night breeze.
And I am going to stand under the oaks and tell my
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beads. I did not know I had a rosary, until to-night,
but I have— I have I"

"I should say you have a dozen," remarked Jane,
dryly. •' •

"Then you would be wrong," replied Garth. "Ihave just one. But it has many hours. I shaU be
able to call them aU to mind when I get out there
alone. I am going to ' count each pearl.'

"

"How about the cross?" asked Jane.
'•I have not reached that yet," answered Garth.
There IS no cross to my rosary.

"

"I fear there is a cross to every true rosary, Dal "
said Jane gently, "and I also fear it wiU go hard with
you when you find yours.

"

But Garth was confident and unafraid.
"When I find mine," he said, "I hope I shaU be

able to - Involuntarily Jane looked at her hands.
He saw the look and smiled, though he had the grace
to colour beneath his tan, - " to face the cross, " he
said.

Jane turned and began to mount the stairs; but
Garth arrested her with an eager question.

"Just one moment, Miss Champion! There is
something I want to ask you. May I? Will you
think me impertinent, presuming, inquisitive?"

" I have no doubt I shall, " said Jane. " But I am
thmking you all sorts of unusual things to-night; so
three adjectives more or less will not matter much
You may ask.

"

"Miss Champion, have you a rosary?"
Jane looked at him blankly; then suddenly under-

stood the drift of his question.
"My dear boy, nof" she said. "Thank goodness,

I have kept clear of 'memories that bless and bum.'
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'The Rr
' 1'^^*^"*^? Garth, "how came you to singThe Rosary asif each line were your own experien^^

"Because," explained Jane, "I always live in «song when I sing it. Did I not tell y^^^he L^, Jlearned over the • Chant Hindou ' ? Therefore ll^S fr^ undoubtedly when I was Z^t^t^lltcHmght. But apart f„,m that, in ^e sense ^oumean, no, thank goodness, I have none.

"

^

Garth mounted two steps, bringing his ev«>« ,>« -
level with the candlestick.

^ hw eyes on a

"fZ""- t ^°" '^^•" ^^ ^*^' ^Pe*'^? very low^^hat IS how you would care? that is as^ou^woTd

Jane considered. "Yes," she said. "./ I cared Isuppo^ I should care just so. and feel as I felt^^
those few minutes.

"

«uniig

"Then it was jw in the song, although the circum-stances are not yours?"
vuvum

consider ourselves apart from our drcumstan^Bu. surdy tWs is rather an unprofitSte^!^^;
Good-mght, • Master Garthie ! '

"

Wiiwf^'-^^
Champion! Just one thing more.Wdl you smg for me to-morrow? Will you ^me 7othe mu^c-room and sing all the lovely t4igs I wan?to hear? And wiU you let me play a few of^•-mpaniments? Ah. promise y^'will col''^

ZTy roreL:*:^^^^' ' ^'' ^'
'
-^'* ^^

He rtood looking up at her, waiti«g for her promise.
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with such adoration shining in his eyes that Jane was
startled and more than a little troubled. Then sud-
denly it seemed to her that she had found the key. and
she hastened to explain it to herself and to him
"Oh you dear boy!" she said. "What aii artist

you are! And how difficult it is for us commonplace
matter-of-fact people to understand the artistic tem^
perament. Here you go, almost turning my steady
old head by your rapture over what seemed to you
perfection of sound which has reached you through the
ear; just as, again and again, you worship at the
shnne of perfection, of form, which reaches you
through the eye. I begin to understand how it is you
turn the heads of women when you paint them.
However, you are very delightful in your delight, and
I want to go up to bed. So I promise to sing all youwant and as much as you wish to-morrow. Now keep
your promise and don't bother me any more to-night.
Don t spend the whole night in the park, and try not
to fnghten the deer. No, I do not need any assist-an^ with my candle, and I am quite used to going
upstairs by myself, thank you. Can't you hear what
person^ and appropriate remarks Tommy is making
down there? Now do run away. Master Garthie, and
count your pearls. And if you suddenly come upon
a cross— remember, the cross can, in .aU probabiUty
be persuaded to return to Chicago !

"

Jane was still smiling as she entered her room and
placed her candlestick on the dressing-table
Overdene was lighted solely by lamps and candles.

'

The duchess refused to modernise it by the installa-
tion of electric light. But candles abounded, and
Jane, who liked a brilliant illumination, proceeded
to light both candles in the branches on either side of
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the dres^g-table mirror, and in the sconces on thewaU beside the mantel-piece, and in the tall sUver
candlesticks upon the writing-table. Then she seated
herself m a comfortable arm-chair, reached for her
wntmg-case, took out her diary and a fountain penand prepared to finish the day's entry. She wrote.'
Sang The Rosary' at Aunt 'Gina's concert in place ofVelma, failed (laryngitis), and came to a full stop
Somehow the scene with Garth was difficult to

record, and the sensations which still remained there-
from, absolutely unwritable. Jane sat and pondered
th^situation, content to allow the page to remain

Before she rose, locked her book, and prepared for
rest, she had to her own satisfaction, clearly explained
the whole thmg. Garth's artistic temperament was
the basis of the argument; and, alas, the artistic
temperament is not a very firm foundation, either fora theory, or for the fabric of a destiny. However,
faute de tnteux, Jane had to accept it as main fac-
tor m her mental adjustment, thus: This vibrant
emotion m Garth, so strangely disturbing to her own
solid calm, was in no sense personal to herself ex-
cepting in so far as her voice and musical gifts were
concerned. Just as the sight of paintable beauty
crazed him with delight, making him wUd with alter-
nate hope and despair until he obtained his wish andhad lus canvas and his sitter arranged to his liking; so
now, his passion for the beautiful had been awakened
this time through the medium, not of sight, but of
sound When she had given him his fill of song, and
allowed him to play some of her accompaniments,
he would be content, and that disquieting look of
adoration would pass from those beautiful brown

,
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eyes. Meanwhile it was pleasant to look forward to
to-morrow, though it behooved her to remember that
all this admiration had in it nothing personal to her-
self. He would have gone into even greater raptures
over Madame Blanche, for instance, who had the same
timbre of voice and method of singing, combined with
a beauty of person which delighted the eye the while
her voice enchanted the ear. Certainly Garth must
see and hear her, as music appeared to mean so much
to him. Jane began planning this, and then her mind
turned to Pauline Lister, the lovely American girl,
whose name had beqn coupled with Garth Dalmain's
all the season. Jane felt certain she was just the wife
he needed. Her loveliness would content him, her
shrewd common sense and straightforward, practical
ways would counterbalance his somewhat erratic tem-
perament, and her adaptability would enable her to
suit herself to his surroundings, both in his northern
home and amongst his large circle of friends down
south. Once married, he would give up raving about
Flower and Myra, and kissing people's hands in that —
"absurd way," Jane was going to say. but she was
mvariably truthful, even in her thoughts, and substi-
tuted "extraordinary"as the more correct adjective—
in that extraordinary way.
She sat forward in her chair with her elbows on her

knees, and held her large hands before her, palms up-
ward, realising again the sensations of that moaent.
Then she pulled herself up sharply. " Jane Chanqjion,
don't be a fool

! You would wrong that dear, beauty-
lovmg boy, more than you would wrong yourself, if
you took him for one moment seriously. His homage
to-night was no more personal to you than his appre-
ciation of the excellent dinner was pezaosal to AM«t
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Georgina's chef. In his enjoyment of the production,
the producer was included; but that was all. Be
gratified at the success of your art, and do not spoil
that success by any absurd sentimentality. Now
wash your very ungainly hands and go to bed."
Thus Jane to herself.

And under the oaks, with soft turf beneath his feet,

stood Garth Dalmain, the shy deer sleeping around,
unconscious of his presence; the planetsabove, hanging
like lamps in the deep purple of the sky. And he,
also, soliloquised.

" I have found her, " he said, in low tones of rapture,
"the ideal woman, the crown of womanhood, the per-
fect mate for the spirit, soul, and body of the man who
can win her. —Jane! Jane! Ah, how blind I have
been! To have known her for years^, and yet not
realised her to be this. But she lifted the veil, and I
passed in. Ah grand, noble heart! She will never be
able to draw the veil again between her soul and
mine. And she has no rosary. I thank God for that.
No other man possesses, or has ever possessed, that
which I desire more than I ever desired anything upon "

this earth, —Jane's love, Jane's tenderness. Ah,
what will it mean? 'I count each pearl.' She will
count them some day— her pearls and mine. God
spare us the cross. Must there be a cross to every
true rosary? Then God give me the heavy end, and
may the mutual bearing of it bind us together. Ah,
those dear hands! Ah, those true, steadfast eyes!
. . . Jane!— Jane! Surely it has always been Jane,
though I did not know it, blind fool that I have
been! But one thing I know: whereas I was blind,
now I see. And it wili always be Jane from this
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night onward through tin,« o ^
eternity." ^^^ ^^ and-piease God-Jnto

Anything y„„^^,j^^^^-^«t.Md muraured:
t. Then awakening suddeilvV^T?

'"*• ""i I wiU do
"hat she had said she»*"" ""'«=*<»'«>«s <rf

folded herselffurio^r
"' "P » "» darkness and

k«yl You caU younelJ'staiP r" "^"Jdle^ged don-
Battery f„„ . bo^'X'^ ""^ «»"T>Ie. «.d a little
head completely, cwr '^°" *" '°°''' '""» 5^"
•-ve OverdeneVe^^^^tS^C:^? «

i f
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ven^ew and st^gel/s^reUnenr'™"" °' '

one chafflngly asked him wheth«^' ™. .^^

..m„ . ^'' "JOKtly. "I am."

~ve^ ofM^ 'k ^*r'^'" toquired Ronald; for

s^F^rtioS-o^rr-rnr^"'"^^^'-^''-
Yes," said Garth, "she will

"

BeZV"""'-'"
"^'^ ^^"y* d««atically. "PrftheeBenedict, are we to take this seriously?"

'

ne^th^rolrth ™rndt;'^ "^"^1 P^^^' -^
it to look UD at hJ?

standing, came out from behind

"Oh nil 7 ,

"""^ ^^' '° *^*t o°Jv he heard if

Jt'iigh^.""
^° ^^^'' ^^ ^- -^e up your m'iid

al^Xr^ht.^'' ^"^"^^ ^° ^^* ^^ ^P°^^ ^o ^er

JDKlour talk in the afternoon have somethingto do

" No, nothing whatever."

i;i
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"Was it 'The Rosary'?"
He hesitated; then said, without looking at her:
The revelation of 'The Rosary'? Yes."
To Jane his mood of excitement was now fuUy ex-

plamed, and she could give herself up freely to the
enjoyment of this new phase in their friendship, for
the hours of music together were a very real deUght
Garth was more of a musician than she had known
and she enjoyed his clean, masculine touch on the
piano, unblurred by slur or pedal; more delicate than
her own, where delicacy was required. What her
voice was to him during those wonderful hours he
did not express in wor^s, for after that first evening he
put a firm restraint upon his speech. Under the oaks
he had made up his mind to wait a week before speak-
tag, and he waited.

But the new and strangely sweet experience to Jane
was that of being absolutely first to some one In
ways known only to himself and to her Garth made her
feel this. There was nothing for any one else to notice,
and yet she knew perfectly weU that she never came
into the room without Ms being instaatly conscious
that she was there; that she never left a room, with-
out bemg at once missed by him. His attentions
were so unobtrusive and tactful that no one else
realised them. They called forth no chaff from friends
and no "Hoity-toity! Whatnow?" from the duchess.
And yet his devotion seemed always surrounding her
For the first time in her life Jane was made to feel her-
self first m the whole thought of another. It made
him seem strangely her own. She took a pleasure and
pnde m all he said, and did. and was; and in the hours
tbey spent together in the music-room she learned
to know him and to understand that enthusiastic
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beauty-loving, irresponsible nature, as she had never
understood it before.

The dajrs were golden, and the parting at night was
sweet, because it gave an added zest to the pleasure
of meeting in the morning. And yet during these
golden da)rs the thought of love, in the ordinary sense
of the word, never entered Jane's mind. Her igno-

rance in this matter arose, not so much from inex-
perience, as from toolargean experience of the travesty
of the real thing; an experience which hindered her
from recognising love itself, now that love in its most
ideal form was drawing near.

Jane had not come through a dozen seasons without
receiving nearly a dozen proposals of marriage. An
heiress, independent of parents and guardians, of good
blood and lineage, a few proposals of a certain type
were inevitable. Middle-aged men— becoming baJd
and grey; tired of racketing about town; with beauti-
ful old country places and an unfortunate lack of

the wherewithal to keep them up— proposed to the
Honourable Jane Champion in a business-like way, and
the Honourable Jane looked them up and down, and
through and through, until they felt very cheap,
and then quietly refused them, in an equally business-
like way.

Two or three nice boys whom she had pulled out of
scrapes and set on their feet again after hopeless
croppers, had thought, in a wave of maudlin gratitude,

how good it would be for a fellow always to have her
at hand to keep him straight and tell him what he
ought to do, don't you know? and— er — well,

yes— pay his debts, and be a sort of mother-who-
doesn't-scold kind of person to him; and had caught
hold of her kind hand, and implored her to marrythem
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Jane had dapped them if they ventured to touch herand recommended them not to be silly.

.u^^ t^l*"*"
proposal she had had quite lately from

the bachelor rectorof a parishadjoining Overdene. Hehad often mflicted wearisome conversations upon herand when he called, intending to put the momentous
question, Jane, who was sitting at her writing-tablem the Overdene drawing-room, did not see any occa-
Mon to move from it. If the rector became too prosy,
•he could surreptitiously finish a few notes. He sank
into a deep arm-chair dose to the writing-table,
crossed his somewhat bandy legs one over the other,
made the tips of his ^ngers meet with unctuous accu-
racy, and intoned the opening sentences of his propo-
Mtion. Jane, sharpening pencUs and sorting nibs,
apparently only caught the drift of what he was say-
ing. for when he had chanted the phrase. "Not alone
from selfish motives, my dear Miss Champion; but for
the good of my parish, for the welfare of my flock, for
the advMcement of the work of the church in our
midst Jane opened a despatch-box and drew out
her cheque-book.

"I shall be deUghted to subscribe, Mr. Bilberry. " she
said. Is it for a font, a pulpit, new hymn-books, or
what?

"My dear lady," said the rector tremulously, "you
misunderstand me. Mv -lesire is to lead you to the

"Dear Mr. Bilberry." said Jane Champion, "that
would be quite unnecessary. From any part of your
church the fact that you need a new altar-cloth is
absolutely patent to all comers. I will, with the
greatest pleasure, give you a cheque for ten pounds
towards It. I have attended your church rather often
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lately, because I enjoy a long quiet walk by myielf
through the woods. And now I am lure you would
like to see my aunt before you go. She is in the
aviary, feeding her foreign birds. If you go out by
that window and pass along the terrace to your left,

you will find the aviary and the duchess. I would
suggest the advisability of not mentioning this con-
versation to my aunt. She does not approve of elabo-
rate altar-cloths, and would scold us both, and insist

on the money being spent in providing boots for the
school children. No, please do not thank me. I am
really glad of an opportunity of helping on your
excellent work in this neighbourhood."

Jane wondered once or twice whether the cheque
would be cashed. She would have liked to receive
it back by post, torn in half; with a few wrathful lines

of manly indignation. But when it returned to her
in due course from her bankers, it was indorsed
P. Bilberry, in a neat, scholarly hand, without even a
dash of indignation beneath it; and she threw it into
the waste-paper basket, with rather a bitter smile.

These were Jane's experiences of offers of marriage.
She had never been loved for her own sake; she had
never felt herself really first in the heart and life of
another. And now, when the adoring love of a man's
whole being was tenderly, cautiously beginning to
surround and envelop her, she did not recognise the
reason of her happiness or of his devotion. She con-
sidered him the avowed lover of another woman, with
whose youth and loveliness she would not have
dreamed of competing; and she regarded this closeness
of intimacy between herself and Garth, as a develop-
ment of a friendship more beautiful than she bad
hitherto considered possible.

m
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Overdene party broke up. Jane went to town to

sfrlth*. r?i'
°^ "^^^^ ^'^ *^^ ^^"^^- Garth went

straight to Shenstone, where he had been asked ex-
pressly to meet Miss Lister, and her aunt. Mrs. Parker
Hangs. Jane was due af. Shenstone on Friday for the

!

I



CHAPTER IX

LADY INGLEBY S HOUSE PARTY

AS Jane took her seat and the train moved out
of the London terminus she leaned back in her

comer with a sigh of satisfaction. Somehow these

days in town had seemed insufferably long. Jane
reviewed them thoughtfully, and sought the reason.

They had been filled with interests and engagements;
and the very fact of being in town, as a rule contented
her. Why had she felt so restless and dissatisfied

and lonely?

From force of habit she had just stopped at the rail-

way book-stall for her usual pile of literature. Her
friends always said Jane could not go even the shortest

journey without at least half a dozen papers. But
now 'they lay unheeded on the seat in front of her.

Jane was considering her Tuesday, Wednesday, and
Thursday, and wondering why they had merely been
weary stepping-stones to Friday. And here was
Friday at last, and once in the train en route for

Shenstone, she began to feel happy and exhilarated.

What had been the matter with these three days?
Flower had been charming; Deryck, his own friendly,

interesting self; little Dicky, delightful; and Baby
Blossom, as sweet as only Baby Blossom could be.

What was amiss?
" I know, " said Jane. " Of course ! Why did I not

realise it before ? I had too much music during those

last days at Overdene; and such music I I have been
suffering from a surfeit of music, and the miss of it has

ml



76 The Rosary

1^
||:

given me this blank feeling of loneliness. No doubt
we shall have plenty at Myra's, and Dal will be there
to clamour for it if Myra fails to suggest it.

"

Witha happy little smile of pleasurable anticipation,

Jane took up the Spectator, and was soon absorbed
in an article on the South African problem.
M3na met her at the station, driving ponies tandem.

A light cart was also there for the maid and baggage;
and, without losing a moment, Jane and her hostess
were oflf along the country lane at a brisk trot.

The fields and woods were an exquisite restful green
in the afternoon sunshine. Wild roses clustered in the
hedges. The last loads of hay were being carted in.

There was an ecstasy in the songs of the birds and a
transporting sense of sweetness about all the sights
and scents of the country, such as Jane had never
experienced so vividly before. She drew a deep
breath and exclaimed, almost involuntarily: "Ah I

it is good to be here!"

"You dear!" said Lady Ingleby, twirling her whip
and nodding in gracious response to respectful salutes
from the hay-field. " It is a comfort to have you : I

always feel you are like the bass of a tune— something
so solid and satisfactory and beneath one in case of a
crisis. I hate crises. They are so tiring. As I say:
Why can't things always go on as they are ? They are
as they were, and they were as they will be, if only peo-
ple wouldn't bother. However, I am certain nothing
could go far wrong when you are anjrwhere near."
Myra flicked the leader, who m. as inclined to " sugar,

"

and they flew along between the high hedges, brushing
lightly against overhanging masses of honeysuckle
and wild clematis. Jane snatched a spray of the
clematis, in passing. "'Traveller's Joy,' " she said.
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mth that same quiet smile of glad anticipation, and

put the white blossoms in her button-hole.

"Well," continued Lady Ingleby, "my house party

is going on quite satisfactorily. Oh, and, Jane,

there seems no doubt about Dal. How pleased I

shall be if it comes off under my wing! The American

girl is simply exquisite, and so vivacious and charming.

And Dal has quite given up being silly— not that /

ever thought him silly, bat I know yon did— and is

very quiet and pensive; really were it any one but he,

one would almost say 'dull.' And they roam about

together in the most approved fashion. I try to get

the aunt to make all her remarks to n-e. I am so

afraid of her putting Dal oflE. He is so fastidious. I

have promised Billy anything, up to the half of my
kingdom, if he will sit at the feet of Mrs. Parker Bangs

and listen to her wisdom, answer her questions, and

keep her away from Dal. Billy is being so abjectly

devoted in his attentions to Mrs. Parker Bangs that I

begin to have fears lest he intends asking me to kiss

him; in which case I shall hand him over to you

to chastise. You manage these boys so splendidly.

I fully believe Dal will propose to Pauline Lister to-

night. I can't imagine why he didn't last night.

There was a most perfect moon, and they went on the

lake. What more could Dal want?— a lake, and a

moon, and that lovely girl! Billy took Mrs. Parker

Bangs in a double canoe and nearly upset her through

laughing so much at the things she said about having

to sit flat on the bottom. But he paddled her off to

the opposite side of the lake from Dal and her niece,

which was all we wanted. Mrs. Parker Bangs asked

me afterwards whether Billy is a widower. Now
what do you suppose she meant by that?"
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"I haven't the faintest idea," said Jane. "But I
am delighted to hear about Dal and Miss Lister. She
is just the girl for him, and she will soon adapt herself
to his ways and needs. Besides, Dal must have flaw-
less loveliness, and really he gets it there.

"

"He does indeed," said Myra. "You should have
seen her last night, in white satin, with wild roses in
her hair. I cannot imagine why Dal did not rave.
But perhaps it is a good sign that he should take things
more quietly. I suppose he is making up his mind."

" Xo," said Jane. " I believe he did that at Over-
dene. But it means a lot to him. He takes marriage
very seriously. Whom have you at Shenstone?"
Lady Ingleby told off a list of names. Jane knew

them all.

" Delightful !

" she said. "Oh ! how glad I am to be
here! London has been so hot and so dull. I never
thought it hot or dull before. 1 feel a renegade. Ah

!

there is the lovely little church! I want to hear the
new organ. I was glad your nice parson remembered
me and let me have a share in it. Has it two manuals
or three?"

"Half a dozen I think," said Lady Ingleby, "and
you work them up and down with your feet. But I
judged it wiser to leave them alone when I played
for the children's service one Sunday. You never
know quite what will happen if you touch those me-
chanical affairs."

"Don't you mean the composition pedals?" sug-
gested Jane.

"I dare say I do," said Myra placidly. "Those
things underneath, like foot-rests, which startle you
horribly if you accidentally kick them."
Jane smiled at the thought of how Garth would
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throw back his head and shout, if she told him of this
conversation. Lady Ingleby's musical remarks al-
ways amused her friends.

They passed the village church on the green, ivy-
clad, picturesque, and, half a minute later, swerved in
at the park gates. Myra saw Jane glance at the gate-
post they had just shaved, and laughed. "A miss is as
good as a mile," she said, as they dashed up the long
drive between the elms, "as I told dear mamma when
she expostulated wrathfully with me for what she
called my 'furious driving' the other day. By the
way. Jane, dear mamma has been quite cordial lately.
By the time I am seventy and she is ninety-eight I
think she will begin to be almost fond of me. Here
we are. Do notice Lawson. He is new. and such a
nice man. He sings so well, and pl-.ys the concertina
a little, and teaches in the Sunday school, and speaks
really quite excellently at temperance meetings. He
is extremely fond of mowing the lawns, and my maid
tells me he is studying French with her. The only
thing he seems really incapable of being, is an efficient
butler; which is so unfortunate, as I like him far too
well ever to part with him. Michael says I have a per-
fectly fatal habit of liking people, and of encouraging
them to do the things they do well and enjoy doing,
instead of the things they were engaged to do. I sup-
pose I have; but I do like my household to be happy."
They alighted, and Myra trailed into the hall with a

lazy grace which gave no indication of the masteriy
way she had handled her ponies, but rather suggested
stepping from a comfortable seat in a barouche. Jane
looked with interest at the man-servant who came
forward and deftly assisted them. He had not quite
the air of a butler, but neither could she imagine

ii'

f"
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him playing a concertina or harantnimcr-
meeting, and he acauin^H h^ ^r^ "^ * *''"*P®™°<»

"Oh thPf T ^'^'^"'"^^ h»"^self quite creditably.

she ied Sf
"°' ^^^^°°'" ^^P^^i^^d Myraf asShe led the way upstairs. "I had forgotten h!

v^r ab^;':
''' "^f *^'^ afternoon' tole th:

£a«red tn ono «f *u t-

grooms, Out he is en-

arranged for him to under-st„r I f ' f
''*™

rowing side whiske.""rshl';?L';:TCl
.1%tMicliael on his return from Norwav Thi. IWe have put you in the MagnoTaLJ 1?'^'
^"'

would enjoy the view of thelake Z r f
^°''

you a tennis tournament t„ prtg^rlTuthasten to the court* To« / P™sress. i must

under the chestnutfn? Tn ^' «°'"^ °° ^^^^^e-

your luffil L.t h ^
°*^"«^^'- ^°" -"^id »<i

"T-I. , ^ ' •* '^^ J"st yet."

oloth^^ati hf''^''^
"^ '^^y' «^-' ™ countryClothes, and have done so to-day, as you see I ™?

bTLT^^TV '"' "''" ^"O ^^^'^ cheftnutS
eXiVtsX';^^t^>''r,°f'^-our.a:
Jane could distinguish Gl^h'« v .f

PP^^^ched.

wHite^anne-sandrviSrslTrtf^d^Cl-:
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huge and powerful, trusting to the terrific force of his
cuts and drives to counterbalance Garth's keener eye
and swifter turn of wrist.

It was a fine game. Garth had won the first set
by six to four, and now the score stood at five to four
in Ronnie's favour; but this game was Garth's service,
and he was almost certain to win it. The score would
then be "games all."

Jane walked along the line of garden chairs to where
she saw a vacant one near Myra. She was greeted
with delight, but hurriedly, by the eager watchers of
the game.

Suddenly a howl went up. Garth had made two
faults.

Jane found her chair, and turned her attention
to the game. Almost instantly shrieks of astonish-
ment and surprise again arose. Garth had served
into the net and over the line. Game and set were
Ronnie's.

"One all," remarked Billy. "Well! I never saw
Dal do that before. However, it gives us the bliss of
watching another set. They are splendidly matched.
Dal is lightning, and Ronnie thunder."
The players crossed over, Garth rather white be-

neath his tan. He was beyond words vexed with
himself for failing in his service, at that critical junc-
ture. Not that he minded losing the set; but it seemed
to him it must be patent to the whole crowd, that it

was the sight, out of the tail of his eye, of a tall grey
figure moving quietly along the line of chairs, which
for a moment or two set earth and sky whirling, and
made a confused blur of net and lines. As a matter
of fact, only one of the onlookers connected Garth's
loss of the game with Jane's arrival, and she was the



83 The Rosary

m

pI =

lovely girl, seated exactly opposite the net, with whom
he exchanged a smile and a word as he crossed to the
other side of the court.

The last set proved the most exciting of the three.
Nine hard-fought games, five to Garth, four to Ronnie.
And now Ronnie was serving, and fighting hard to
make it games-all. Over and over enthusiastic parti-
sans of both shouted "Di ace! " and then when Garth
had won the "vantage," a slashing over-hand service
from Ronnie beat him, and it was "deuce" again.

" Don't it make one giddy?" said Mrs. Parker Bangs
to Billy, who reclined on the sward at her feet. " I
should say it has gone on long enough. And they
must both be wanting their tea. It would have been
kind in Mr. Dalmain to have let that ball pass, any-
way."

" Yes, wouldn't it ? " said BiUy earnestly. " But you
see, Dal is not naturally kind. Now, if / had been
playing against Ronnie, I should have let those over-
hand balls of his pass long ago."

" I am sure you would," said Mrs. Parker Bangs,
approvingly; while Jane leaned over, at Myra's request,
and pinched Billy.

Slash went Ronnie's racket. "Deuce! deuce!"
shouted half a dozen voices.

"They shouldn't say that," remarked Mrs. Parker
Bangs, " even if they are mad about it."

Billy hugged his knees, delightedly; looking up ather
with an expression of seraphic innocence.
"No. Isn't it sad.?" he murmured. "I never say

naughty words when I play. I always say 'Game,
love.' It sounds so much nicer, I think."

Jane pinched again, but Billy's rapt gaze at Mrs-
Parker Bangs continued.

:
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"Billy," said Myra sternly, "go into the hall and

fetch my scarlet sunshade. Yes, I dare say you wiU

miss the finish," she adde«.. n a stem whisper, as he

leaned over her chaii remc Jtrating; "but you richly

deserve it."

"I have made up my mind what to ask, dear

queen," whispered Billy as he returned, breathless,

three minutes later and laid the parasol in Lady

Ingleby's lap. "You promised me anjrthing, up to

the half of your kingdom. I will have the head of

Mrs. Parker Bangs in a charger.

"

"Oh, shut up, Billy!" exclaimed J .ne, "and get out

of the light! We missed that last stroke. What is

the score?"

Once again it was Garth's vantage, and once again

Ronnie's arm swung high for an untakable smasher.

"Play up, Dal!" cried a voice, amid the general

hubbub.

Garth knew that dear voice. He did not look in its

direction, but he smiled. The next moment his arm

shot out like a flash of lightning. The ball touched

ground on Ronnie's side of the net and shot the length

of the court without rising. Ronnie's wild scoop at it

was hopeless. Game and set were Garth's.

They walked off the ground together, their rackets

under their arms, the flush of a well-contested fight

on their handsome faces. It had been so near a thing

that both could sense the thrill of victory.

Pauline Lister had been sitting with Garth's coat on

her lap, and his watch and chain were in her ' -seping.

He paused a moment to take them up and receive her

congratulations; then, slipping on his coat, and pock-

eting his watch, came straight to Jane.
" How do you do, Miss Champion?"



The Rosary

His eyes sought hers eagerly; and the wel«x)ming
gladness he^saw m them, filled him with certainty ani
content. He had missed her so unutterably during
these days. Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday had
just been weary stepping-stones to Friday. It seemed

trf^ff
*'*' ^- I—'s absence could ZT^

vast a difference. And yet how perfect that it shouldbe so; «id that they should both realise it. now theday had come when he intended to tell her how
desperately he wanted her always. Yes. that they
shoulo both realBe it -for he felt certaiA Jane had

and overwhelnung as the miss of her had been to him
could not be one-sided. And how well worth the
experience of these lonely days if they had thereby
learned something of what together meant, now thewords were to be spoken which should insure foreverno more such partings.

All this sped through Garth's mind as he greeted
Jane ^th that most commonplace of English greet-
ings. the everlasting question which never revivesan answer. But from Garth, at that moment, it didnot sound commonplace to Jane, and she answered itqui e frankly and fully. She wanted above all things
to tel him exactly how she did; to hear all about
himself, and compare notes on the happenings of these
three intenmnable day.; and to take up their close
comradeship agam. exactly where it had left offHer hand went home to his with that firm complete-
ness ff clasp, which always made a hand shake with
Jane such a satisfactory and really friendly thing

Very fit, thank you. Dal. " she answered. "At
least I am every moment improving in health and
spuits, now I have arrived here at last.

"
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Garth stood his racket against the arm of her chair

and deposited himself full length on the grass beside

her, leaning on his elbow.

"Was ansrthing wrong with London?" he asked,

rather low, not looking up at her, but at the smart
brown shoe, planted firmly on the grass so near his

band.

"Nothing was wrong with London," replied Jane
frankly; "it was hot and dusty of course, but delight-

ful as usual. Something was wrong with me; and you
will be ashamed of me, Dal, if I confess what it was.

"

Garth did not look up, but assiduously picked little

olades of grass and laid them in a pattern on Jane's
shoe. This conversation would have been exactly to
the point had they been alone. But was Jane really

going to announce to the assembled company, in that
dear, resonant, carrying voice of hers, the sweet secret

of their miss of one another?

"Liver?" inquired Mrs. Parker Bangs suddenly.
"Muffins!" exclaimed Billy instantly, and, rushing

for them, almost shot them into her lap in the haste

with which he handed them, stumbling headlong over
Garth's legs at the same moment.
Jane stared at Mrs. Parker Bangs and her muffins;

then looked down at the top of Garth's dark head,
bent low over the grass.

" I was dull," sh3 said, " intolerably dull. And Dal
always says 'only a dullard is dull.' But I diagnosed
my dulness in the train just now and found it was
largely his fault. Do you hear, Dal?"

Garth lifted his head and looked at her, realising in

that moment that it was, after all, possible for a com-
plete and overwhelming experience to be one-sided.

Jane's calm grey eyes v/ere full of gay friendliness.
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It was >our fault, my dear boy." said Jane.How so?" queried Garth; and though there was adeep flush on his sunburned face, his voice was quietly
interrogative.

^u*cwjr

"Because, during those last days at Overdene, youled me on mto a time of musical dissipation such as Ihad never known before, and I missed it to a degreewhich was positively alarming. I began to fear forthe balance of my well-ordered mind."
" Well

"
said Myra, coming out from behind her red

parasol, you and Dal can have orgies of music here
If you want them. You will find a piano in the draw-mg-room and another in the hall, and a Bechsteiagmnd m the bUliard-room. That is where I hold the
practices for the men and maids. I could not makeup my mind which makers I really preferred. Erard
Broadwood. CoUard. or Bechstein; so by d^greTs IcoUected one of each. And after all I think I play
best upon the little cottage piano we had in the school-room at home. It stands in my boudoir now. I seemmore accustomed to its notes, or it lends itself betterto my way of playing."

will H^?/°T,"'
^^'*'" '^'^ J^"- " ^ ^^^y Dal and IwiU hke the Bechstein."

"And if you want something really exciting in theway of music." continued Lady Ingleby. "you might
attend some of the rehearsals for this 'service of song'they are getting up in aid of the organ deficit fund.
1 believe they are attempting great things."

I would sooner pay off the whole deficit, than

empttX""' °' ' '"""' °' ""^
'

"
"^^ J-^

"Oh no," put in Garth quickly, noting Myra's lookof disappomtment. " It is so good for people to work
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off their own debts and earn the things they need in
their churches. And ' services of song ' are delightful
if well done, as I am sure this will be if Lady Ingleby's
people are in it. Lawson outlined it to me this
morning, and hummed all the principal airs. It is
highly dramatic. Robinson Crusoe— no. of course
not! What's the beggar's name?— 'Uncle Tom's
Cabin

' ? Yes, I knew it was something black. Law-
son is Uncle Tom, and the vicar's small daughter is
to be little Eva. Miss Champion, you will walk down
with me to the very next rehearsal."

"Shall I?" said Jane, unconscious of how tender
was the smile she gave him; conscious only that in her
own heart was the remembrance of the evening at
Overdene when she felt so inclined to say to him:
" Tell me justwhat you want me to do, and I will do it."

"Pauline will just love to go with you," said Mrs.
Parker Bangs. " She dotes on rural music."

^
" Rubbish, aunt I " said Miss Lister, who had slipped

mto an empty chair near Myra. " I agree with Miss
Champion about 'services of song,' and I don't care
for any music but the best."

Jane turned to her quickly, with a cordial smile and
hermost friendly manner. " Ah, but you must come "
she said. "We will bs victimised together. And per-
haps Dal and Lawson will succeed in converting us
to the cult of the 'service of song.* And anyway it
will be amusing to have Dal explain it to us. He will
need the courage of his convictions."

"Talking of something 'really exciting in the way
of music,'" said Pauline Lister, "we had it on board
when we came over. There was a nice friendly crowd
on board the 'Arabic,' and they arranged a concert
for half past eight on the Thursday evening. We

k

.1-1
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were about two hundred maes off the coast of Irelandand when we came up from dinner we had ^nTnto adense fog. At eight o'clock they started blo^ng thefog-horn every half minute, and while the fog-horn.^
soundmgyoucouldn'thearyourselfspeak. Ho^v^
all the programmes were printed, and it was our lastmght on board so they concluded to have the concertaU the same Down we all trooped into the saloonS
Tt'""^ f '^' programme was punctuated bj^ thestentorian boo of the fog-hom every thirty secondsYou never heard anything so cute aTthe wTyTt Lie
. R^w^"" T^n ^ "^^ ^'''^ * ^««P bass voice sang

reaped tn"
^''"''' f '''' ^^^P'' ^"^ -^^^ ^ime IIreached the refram. 'And calm and peaceful is mysle-eep. boo went the fog-hom. casting a certainamount of doubt on our expectations of peaSsleep that night, anyway. Then a man with^s^^

tenor sang 'Oft in the Stilly Night.' and the fog!horn showed us just how oft. namely, every thirty

S Choni^/ .%^
?^°'°^^ *°^°- ^' ^^ ^--^-thing

not? ^QK • ^" °^ """' *°^ *""« ^"d little silverynotes^ She started all right, but when she was half^way down the first page, boo went the fog-horn atonger Wast than usual. We saw her finge^ fl^ig!^d he turmng of the page, but not a note could v^

hear the"n-7
'" ''' f ^°™ ''""^^^ ^^^ - -uld

dol th
^ T""'

'^" ^^ ^^^^^^ * Pl^^« half-waydown the second page, and we hadn't heard what ledto It. My! It was funny. That went on all through.She was a plucky giri to stick to it. We gave hefa

fr h
''"

•
°^,^?P^^^^« ^hen she had finished, and thefog-horn joined mand drowned us. It wasthe queei^sj

concert experience I ever had. But we all eniovedT

U'l
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Only we didn't enjoy that noise keeping right on until
five o'clock next morning."

Jane had turned in her chair, and listened with
appreciative interest while the lovely American giri

talked, watching, with real delight, her exquisite face
and graceful gestures, and thinking how Dal must en-
joy looking at her when she talked with so much
charm and animation. She glanced down, trying to
see the admiration in his eyes; but his head was bent,
and he was apparently absorbed in the occupation of
tracing the broguing of her shoe with the long stalk
of a chestnut leaf. For a moment she watched the
slim brown hand, as carefully intent on this useless
task, as if working on a canvas; then shesuddenlywith-
drew her foot, feeling almost vexed with him for his
inattention and apparent indifference.

Garth sat up instantly. " It must have been awfully
funny," he said. "And how well you toid it. One
could hear the fog-horn, and see the dismayed faces of
the performers. Like an earthquake, a fog-horn is the
sort of thing you don't ever get used to. It sounds
worse every time. Let's each tell the funniest thing
we remember at a concert. I once heard a youth
recite Tennyson's 'Charge of the Light Brigade * with
much dramatic action. But he was extremely nerv-
ous, and got rather mixed. In describing the attitude
of mind of the noble six hundred, he told us impres-
sively that it was

'"Theirs not to make reply;
Theirs not to do or die;

Theirs but to reason why.*"

The tone and action were all right, and I doubt
whether many of the audience noticed an3rthing wrong
with the words."

If
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" That reminds me, " said Ronald Ingram, "of quite
the funniest thing I ever heard. It was at a Thanks-
giving service when some of our troops returned from
South Africa. The proceedings concluded by the
singing of the National Anthem right through. You
recollect how recently we had had to make the
change of pronoun, and how difficult it was to remem-
ber not to shout :

' Send Her victorious ' ? Well, there
was a fellow just behind me, with a tremendous voice,
singing lustily, and taking special pains to get the pro-
nouns correct throughout. And when he reached the
fourth line of the second verse he sang with loyal
fervour,

•• • Confound his politics,

Frustrate his knavish tricksl '
••

"That would amuse the King," said Lady Ingleby.
"Are you sure it is a fact, Ronnie? "

"Positive I I could tell you the church, and the
day, and call a whole pewful of witnesses who were
convulsed by it."

"Well, I shall tell his Majesty at the next oppor-
tunity, and say you heard it. But how about the
tennis? What comes next ? Final for couples? Oh,
yes! Dal, you and Miss Lister play Colonel Loraine
and Miss Vermount; and I think you ought to win
fairly easily. You two are so well matched. Jane,
this will be worth watching."

"I am sure it will," said Jane warmly, looking
at the two, who had risen and stood together in
the evening sunlight, examining their rackets and
discussing possible tactics, while awaiting their op-
ponents. They made such a radiantly beautiful
couple; it was as if nature had put her very best
and loveliest into every detaU of each. The only
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fault which could possibly have been found with the

idea of them wedded, was that her dark, slim beauty

was so very much just a feminine edition of his,

that they might easily have been taken for brother

and sister; but this was not a fault which occurred

to Jane. Her whole-hearted admiration of Pauline

increased every time she looked at her; and now
she had really seen them together, she felt sure she

had given wise advice to Garth, and rejoiced to know
he was taking it.

Klj

4
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Later on, as they strolled back to the house together

— she and Garth alone,— Jane said, simply: "Dal,

you will not mind if I ask ? Is it settled yet ?
"

" I mind nothing you ask," Garth replied; "only be

more explicit. Is what settled?"

"Are you and Miss Lister engaged?

"

" No," Garth answered. "What made you suppose

we should be ?

"

" You said at Overdene on Tuesday— Tuesday I

oh ! doesn't it seem weeks ago?— you said we were

to take you seriously."

"It seems years ago," said Garth; "and I sincerely

hope you will take me— seriously. All the same I

have not proposed to Miss Lister; and I am anxious

for an undisturbed talk with you on the subject.

Miss Champion, after dinner to-night, when all the

games and amusements are in full swing, and we can

escape unobserved, will you come out on to the terrace

with me, where I shall be able to speak to you without

fear of interruption? The moonlight on the lake is

worth seeing from the terrace. I spent an hour out

there last night— ah, no; you are wrong for once—
I spent it alone, when the boating was over, and

m
••m
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thought of— how— to-night— we might be talking
there together."

"Certainly I will come," said Jane; "and you must
feel free to tell me an)rthing you wish, and promise to
let me advise or help in any way I can."

^
"I wiU tell you everything," said Garth very low.

"and you shall advise and help as only you can."

_
Jane sat on her window-sill, enjoying the sunset and

the exquisite view, and glad of a quiet half hour before
she need think of summoning her maid. Immediately
below her ran the terrace, wide and gravelled, bounded
by a broad stone parapet, behind which was a drop of
eightorten feet to the old-fashioned garden, with quaint
box-bordered aower-beds, winding walks, and stone
fountains. Beyond, a stretch of smooth lawn sloping
down to the lake, which now lay, a silver mirror, in the
soft evening light. The stillness was so perfect; the
sense of peace, so all-pervading. Jane held a book on
her knee, but she was not reading. She was looking
away to the distant woods beyond the lake; then
to the pearly sky above, flecked with rosy clouds and
streaked with pleams of gold; and a sense of content,
and gladness, and well-being, filled her.

Presently she heard a light step on the gravel below
and leaned forward to see to whom it belonged. Garth
had come out of the smoking-room and walked briskly
to and fro, once or twice. Then he threw himself into
a wicker seat just beneath her window, and sat there,
smoking meditatively. The fragrance of his cigarette
reached Jane, up among the magnolia blossoms.

Zenith,' Marcovitch,"she ' aid to herself, and smiled.
"Packed in jolly green boxes, twelve shillings a
hundred! I must remember in case I want to give
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him a Christmas present. By then it will be diffictilt

to find anything which has not already been showered
upon him."

Garth flung away the end of his cigarette, and com-
menced humming below his breath; then gradually

broke into words and sang softly, in his sweet bary-

tone:

"
' It is not mine to sing the stately grace,

The great soul beaming in my lady's facd.
• tt

The tones, though quiet, were so vibrant with pas-

tionate feeling, that Jane felt herself an eavesdropper.

She hastily picked a large magnolia leaf and, leaning

out, let it fall upon his head. Garth started, and
looked up. " Hullo

!

" he said. " You— up there ?

"

" Yes, " said Jane, laughing down at him, and speak-

ing low lest other casements should be open, "/—
up here. You are serenading the wrong window, dear
* devout lover.'"

"What a lot you know about it," remarked Garth
rather moodily.

"Don't I?" whispered Jane. "But you must not
mind, Master Garthie, because you know how truly I

care. In old Margery's absence, you must let me be
mentor.

"

Garth sprang up and stood erect, looking up at her,

half-amused, half-defiant.

"Shall I climb the magnolia?" he said. "I have
heaps to say to you which cannot be shouted to the

whole front of the house.

"

" Certainly not, " replied Jane. " I don't want any
Romeos coming in atmy window. 'Hoity-toity! What
next?' as Aunt 'Gina would say. Run along and
change your pinafore, Master Garthie. The ' heaps of

I
I

•i
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tWn^' must keepunta to-night, or we shall both be
late for dinner."

"All right." said Garth, "all right. But you willcome out here this evening. Miss Champion? Andyou will give me as long as I want?"
"I will come as soon as we can possibly escape."

replied Jane; "and you cannot be more anxiouVto
tell me everything than I am to hear it. Ohithe scent
of these magnolias! And just look at the great white
trumpets! Would you like one for your button-
noler

He gave her a wistful, whimsical little smile; then
turned and went indoors.

"Why do I feel so inclined to tease him?" mused
Jane, as she moved from the window. " Really it is
I who have been silly this time; and he, staid and
sensible. Myra is quite right. He is taking it very
seriously. And how about her? Ah! I hope she cares
enough, and in the right way. -Come in. Matthews!
^- jon can put out the gown I wore on the night of
the concert at Overdene. and we must make haste.We have just twenty minutes. What a lovely even-
ing! Before you do anything else, come and see this
sunset on the lake. Ah! it is good to be here!

I.:,



CHAPTER X

THE RBVBLATION

A LL the impatience in the world could not prevent/ni dinner at Shenstone from being a long function,
and two of the most popular people in the party could
not easily escape afterwards unnoticed. So a distant
dock in the village was striking ten, as Garth and Jane
stepped out on to the terrace together. Garth caught
up a rug m passing, and closed the door of the lower
hall carefully behind him.
They were quite alone. It was the first time they

had been really alone since these days apart, which
had seemed so long to both.
They walked silently, side by side, to the wide stone

parapet overlooking the old-fashioned garden The
silvery moonlight flooded the whole scene with radi-
ance. They could see the stiff box-borders, the wind-mg paths the queerlyshaped flower-beds. and. beyond,
the lake, like a silver mirror, reflecting the calm loveli-
ness of the full moon.
Garth spread the rug on the coping, and Jane sat

down. He stood beside her. one foot on the coping
his arms folded across his chest, his head erect. Jane
had seated herself sideways, turning towards him. her
back to an old stone lion mounting guard upon the
parapet; but she turned her head still further, to look
down upon the lake, and she thought Garth was
looking m the same direction.

But Garth was looking at Jane.

9S
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She wore the gown of soft trailing black material
she had worn at the Overdene concert, only she had
not on the pearls or, indeed, any ornament save a
cluster of cnmson rambler roses. They nestled in the
soft, creamy old lace which covered the bosom of her
gown. There was a quiet strength and nobility about
her attitude which thrilled the soul of the man who
stood watching her All the adoring love, the passion
of worship, which filled his heart, rose to his eyes and
shone there. No need to conceal it now. His hourhad come at last, and he had nothing to hide from thewoman he loved.

Presently she turned, wondering why he did not
begin his confidences about Pauline Lister. Lookineup inquiringly, she met his eyes

"OhX;i1on^r'''^^''^^^°"^-"^^--^-
He gently pressed her back. "Hush, dear." he

said
• I must tell you everything, and you have prom-

ised to listen, and to advise and help. Ah. Jane, Jane

!

I shall need your help. I want it so greatly, and not
on^y your help, Jane- but :^«-you, yourself.
Ah, how I want you I These three days have been one
continual ache of loneliness, because you were not
there; and life began to live and move again, when you
returned. And yet it has been so hard, waiting all
these houre to speak. I have so much to tell you
Jane, of all you are to me- all you have become tome, smce the night of the concert. Ah, how can I
express It ? I have never had any big things in my life;
all has been more or less trivial-on the surface. This
need of you -this wanting you -is so huge. It
dwarfs all that went before; it would overwhelm all
that is to come.—were it not that it wiU be the throne



The Revelation
gj

the crown, the summit, of the future —Oh T«n«f

them Tut I ' ''T T^'^^ *^^ ^' ^-^ Cuenthem. But I never loved a woma.. before- I neverknew what womanhood meant to a man unti IZZ
'Zv^'i^Z^z^'t::'''

stniner^rcoLiS
pearl Ah, beloved, I have learned to count oearls•mce then, precious hours in the past. lonTfoLottennow remembered, and at last LdSTS
Ple/thanir^',^^^ ^ P~^^^' ^y' - P-ion^t^plea that past and present may blend together intoa perfect rosary, and that the future mf^ hold

T

ShSir l^r "^ P^^^"^- Oh. Jane1 Jane,

hnw r ^
"t^^

*° °^^^ y°" understand-^T-how much— Oh, Jane!"
She™ not sure just when he had come so near- buthe had dropped on one knee in front of her and Lhe uttered the last broken sentences, he passed bot^^s a«ns around her waist and pressed his faSTnto ^^esoft lace at her bosom. Asudden quietness came overharn. All struggling with explanaJons seeme^TusZmto the silence of complete comprehension- an a^.pervading, enveloping sUence.

J.T. °f^''J°°^"^
°°' ^P^J^e. It was so strangelysweet to have him there-this whirlwind of emoffoncome home to rest, in a great stillness, just aboTherquiet heart. Suddenly she realised hat the blankof the last three days had not been the n^ss of the

music.butthemissofA,-«,..andasshereJird^hrs
heunconsciously put her arms about him. ^nsltionsunknown to her before, awoke and moved ^thSher-a heavenly sense of aloofness from the world theonelmess of life all swept away by this d^l^t1

just he and she together. Even as she thought it.

if
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felt it. he lifted his head. ttUl holding her. and
looking into her face, laid: "You and I together,
my own— my own."
But those beautiful shining eyes were more than

Jane could bear. The sense of her plainness smote
her. even in that moment; and those adoring eyes
seemed lights that revealed it. With no thought in
her mind but to hide the outward part from him who
had suddenly come so close to the shrine within, she
quickly put both hands behind his head and pressed
his face down again, into the lace at her bosom. But.
to him, those dear firm hands holding him close, by
that sudden movement, seemed an acceptance of
himself and of all he had to oflfer. For ten, twenty,
thirty exquisite seconds, his soul throbbed in silence
and rapture beyond words. Then he broke from the
pressure of those restraining hands; lifted his head,
and looked into her face once more.
"My wife!" he said.

Into Jane s honest face came a look of startled
wonder ; then a deep flush, seeming to draw all the
blood, which had throbbed so strangely through her
heart, into her cheeks, making them bum, and her
heart die within her.

She disengaged herself from his hold, rose, and stood
looking away to where the still waters of the lake
gleamed silver in the moonlight.

Garth Dalmain stood beside her. He did not
touch her, nor did he speak again. He felt sure he had
won; and his whole soul was filled with a gladness
unspeakable. His spirit was content. The intense
alence seemed more expressive than words. Any
ordinary touch would have dimmed the sense of those
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moments when her hands had held him to her. So he
stood quite still and waited.
At last Jane spoke. " Do you mean that you wish

to ask me to be— to be /Aa/— to you?"
"Yes dear," he answered, gently; but in his voice

vibrated the quiet of strong self-control. " At least Icame out here intending to ask it of you. But I
cannot ask it now. beloved. I can't ask you to be
what you are already. No promise, no ceremony, no

'

giving or receiving of a ring, could make you more my
wife than you have been just now in those wonderfid
moments.

Jane slowly turned and looked at him. She had
never seen anything so radiant as his face. But still
those shining eyes smote her like swords. She loneed
to cover them with her hands; or bid him look away
over the woods and water, while he went on "aying
these sweet things to her. She put up one foot an the
low parapet leaned her elbow ou her knee, and
shielded her face with her hand. Then she answeredmm. trying to speak calmly.
"You have taken me absolutely by surprise Dal. Iknew you had been delightfully nice and attentive

since the concert evening, and that our mutual under-
standmg of music and pleasure in it, coupled with
an increased intimacy brought about by our confi-
dc-ntial conversation under the cedar, had resultedm an unusually close and delightful friendship. I
honestly admit it seems to have -it has -meant
more to me than any friendship has ever meant. But
that was partly owing to your temperament. Dal.
which tends to make you always the most vivid spotm one s mental landscape. But truly I tho'-ht you
^vanted me out here in order to pour out confluences

;i
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about Pauline Lister. Everybody belieres that her
loveliness has efiEected your final capture, and truly,
Dal, truly— I thought so, too. " Jane paused.
"Well?" said the quiet voice, with its deep under-

tone of gladness. "You know otherwise now."
"Dal— you have so startled and astonished me.

I cannot give you an answer to-night. You must let
me have until to-morrow— to-morrow morning."
"But, beloved," he said tenderly, moving a little

nearer, "there is no more need for you to answer than
I felt need to put a question. Can't you realise this?
Question and answer were asked and given just now.
Oh, my dearest— come back to me. Sit down
again."

But Jane stood rigid.

" No, " she said. " I can't allow you to take things
for granted in this way. You took me by surprise, and
I lost my head utteriy— unpardonably, I admit.
But, my dear boy, marriage is a serious thing. Mar-
riage is not a mere question of sentiment. It has
to wear. It has to last. It must have a solid and
dependable foundation, to stand the test and strain of
daily life together. I know so many married couples
intimately. I stay in their homes, and act sponsor to
their children; with the result that I vowed never to
risk it myself. And now I have let you put this
question, and you must not wonder if I ask for twelve
hours to think it over.

"

Garth took this silently. He sat down on the stone
coping with his back to the lake and, leaning back-
ward, tried to see her face; but the hand completely
screened it. He crossed his knees and clasped both
hands around them, rocking slightly backward and
forward for a minute while mastering the impulse to
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'^^L""'.^
''?°^'°*'^- ^" ^*™^^ *° <^o°»Po» his

rrund by fixing it upon trivial details which chanced
to catch his eye. His red socks showed clearly in
the moonlight against the white paving of the terrace
and looked well with black patent-leather shoes He
resolved always to wear red silk socks in the evening
«id wondered whether Jane would knit some for him'He counted the windows along the front of the house
notmg which were his and which were Jane's, and howmany came between. At last he knew he could trust
himself, and. leaning back, spoke very gently, his dark
head almost touching the lace of her sleeve

."^fu'^"::.*^"
me, didn't you feel just now-"

mif n ?i ^u'^u^
Jane, almost harshly, "hush,

Dal
!

Don t talk about feelings with this question be-
tween us. Marriage is fact, not feeling. If you want
to do reaUy the best thing for us both, go straight
indoors now and don't speak to me again to-night. I
heard you say you were going to try the organ in the
church on the common at eleven o'clock to-morrow
morning. Well- 1 will come there soon after half
past eleven and listen while you play; and at noon you
can send away the blower, and I will give you my
answer But now -oh, go away, dear; for truly I
cannot bear any more. I must be left alone "
Garth loosed the strong fingers clasped so tightly

round his knee. He slipped the hand next to her
along the stone coping, close to her foot. She felt him
take hold of her gown with those deft, masterful fingers.
Then he bent his dark head quickly, and whispering:
I kiss the cross," with a gesture of infinite reverence

and tenderness, which Jane never forgot, he kissed thehem of her skirt:. The next moment she was alone.
She listened while his footsteps died away. She

PI
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heard the door into the lower hall open and close.
Then slowly she sat down just as she had sat when he
knelt in front of her. Now she was quite alone.
The tension of these last hard momef^s relaxed. She
pressed both hands over the lace at r bosom where

^
that dear, beautiful, adoring face nad been hidden
Had she felt, he asked. Ah 1 what had she not felt ?

Tears never came easily to Jane. But to-night she
had been called a namo by which she had never
thought to be called; and already her honest heart was
telhng her she would never be called by it again. And
large silent tears overflowed and fell upon her hands
and upon the lace at her breast. For the wife and the
mother m her had been wakened and stirred, and the
deeps of her nature broke through the barriers of stem
repression and almost masculine self-control, and re-
fused to be driven back without the womanly tribute
of tears.

And around her feet lay the scattered petals of
crushed rambler roses.

Presently she passed indoors. The upper haX\ was
filled with merry groups and resounded with "good-
nights" as the women mounted the great staircase
pausing to fling back final repartees, or to confiml
plans for the morrow.

Garth Dalmain was standing at the foot of the
staircase, held in conversation by Pauline Lister and
her aunt, who had turned on the fourth step. Jane
saw his slim, erect figure and glossy head the moment
she entered the hall. His back was towards her, and
though she advanced and stood quite near, he gave no
sign of being aware of her presence. But the joyous-
ness of his voice seemed to make him hers again in
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this new sweet way. She alone knew what hadcaused ^t.andunconsciouslysheputonehanI^ertr
bosom as she listened.

"Sorry, dear ladies." Garth was sayine "but fn-morrow morning is impossible. I S^t, ^,1*"
menjt^m the village. Yes-reaUyl At X?n

. *7m^* Tf^i'' ""^ ^°^ P'^^y* Mr. Dalmain "
s...d Mrs. Parker Bangs. "Why not take Pauline TndmeaJongp We have seen no dairies, and no da^^maids, nor any of the things in ' Adam Bede,' since wecame over. I would just love to step into M« PoT
ser's kxtchen and see myself reflected hx the w^Jnglpans on the walls."

w*nmng-

r.Z^'M^^'7^
""""^^ ^ "^ ''°^ ^ *^« <iairy.- mur-mured Miss Lister archly.

She looked very lovely in her creamy-white satingown, her small head held regally, the brilliant cht^of American womanhood radiating from r r Shewore no jewels, save one string of perfectly matched
pearls; but on Pauline Lister's neck even pearlsseemed to sparkle. P^"®

All these scintUlations. flung at Garth, passed overlus deck head ^d reached Jane wher^ she lingei^dSthe background. She took in every detaa.' Nev^

aplraS
''^^'"'' ^°^^"^^" ^^" ^^ --%

da.w"r! %
^^^^'''' «"^°rt"^tely. to be neither adairy-maid nor a warming-pan." said Garth. "Myappointment is with a very grubby small boy. whoirura beauties consist in a shock of red hair and awhole pepper-pot of freckles."

••Philanthropic?" inquired Miss Lister.
Yes, at the rate of threepence an hour.

;i.i

»• J
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A cad^ of course," cried both ladies together.

-^^^^Ir ^* f
°'^**'y *^"* a thing so simple!-

added Mrs. Parker Bangs. "Now we have heard,
Mr. Dalmarn, that it is weU worth the walk to the Unto
to see you play. So you may expect us to arrive there,
txme to see you start around."

^

Garth's eyes twinkled. Jane could hear the twinkle
in his voice. "My dear lady." he said, "you over-
estimate my play as. in your great kindness of heart
you orerestimate many other things connected with
me. But I shall like to think of you at the golf links
at eleven o clock to-morrow morning. You mightAive there, but the walk through the woods is toocharmmg to miss. Only remember, you cross the
park and leave by the north gate, not the main en-
trance by which we go to the raUway station. Iwould oflFer to escort you, but duty takes me, at an
early hour m quite another direction. Beside, when
Miss Lister s wish to see the links is known, so many
people will discover golf to be the one possible way of
spendmg to-morrow morning, that I should be but aumt m the crowd which will troop across the park to
the north gate. It wiU be quite impossible for you to
miss your way."

Mrs. Parker Bangs was beginning to explain
elaborately that never, under any circumstances,
could he be a unit, when her niece peremptorily
mterposed. *-

*- j

"That will do, aunt. Don't be silly. We are all
umts except when we make a crowd; which is what we
are domg on this staircase at this present moment,
so that Miss Champion has for some time been trying
meffectually to pass us. Do you golf to-morrow, Miss
C/hampion?
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i-^e. pas. Hi^ Th: ZZ'Z^ ZtZ.^
fac^d hto. She wished tot^ok u^and"^'^™
s.aj>d.ng there together. She wantedtte aSt e™
^ t.:.e m the cruel contrast. She wanted^ aStsoul of h,m to realise it. She waited. " ""^ ""^'

to^l » 7''T" "**" °° "« •>"» °f her gown closeto the left foot: but he lifted them slowly toTh^lZat her bosom, where her hand stUl lay. There th^

i Mgher."
"'°™°*' """ '"'"^ "^ain^witho^rr^

"Yes," said Mrs. Parker Banes "are vn„ ,^t- •

So:?!; ""°^ ---Torr«.?s

J^:r?orhiriS:grdr;edr°™''"'*°-

,h7T^ '^'"™ '» 'hat way.> People would

S^felt ^- '""""^S ™>-»"al aboutIr ™™She felt a wild impulse to stoop and look at it ^^to see whether his kiss had mate'rialied 3m",lCi
ner^lf to calnmess and answered rather brusquely

B«g. Slefp weJ'lirListe^''^^^^T l^^f'

"Oood-night, Miss Champion." he said, and for one
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mstant his eyes met hers, but he did not hold out his
hand, or appear to see hers half extended.
The three women mounted the staircase together

then went different ways. Miss Lister traUed away
down a passage to the right, her aunt trotting in her

•' There's been a tiflf there." said Mrs. Parker Bangs.
Poor thmg!" said Miss Lister softly. " I like her

She's a real good sort. I should have thought she
would have been more sensible than the rest of us "

"A real plain sort," said her aunt, ignoring the last
sentence.

"Well, she didn't make her own face," said Miss
Lister generously.

"No, and she don't pay other people to make it for
her. She's what Sir Walter Scottcalls: ' Nature in all
itsruggedness.'"

" Dear aunt, " remarked Miss Lister wearily, " I wish
you wouldn't trouble to quote the English classics tome when we are alone. It is pure waste of breath,
because you see I know you have read them all. Here
IS my door. Now come right in and make yourself
comfy on that couch. I am going to sit in this
palatial arm-chair opposite, and do a little very need-
ful explaining. My! How they fix one to the floor!
These ancestral castles are aU right so far as they go
but they don't know a thing about rockers. Now
I have a word or two to say about Miss Champion.
She s a real good sort, and I like her. She's not a
beauty; but she has a fine figure, and she dresses right.
She has heaps of money, and could have rarer pearis
than mine; but she knows better than to put pearis on
that brown skin. I like a woman who knows her
limitations and is sensible over them. All the men
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adore her, not for what she looks but
and. my word, aunt, that's what pays m ti,P

107

for what she ts.

pays in the long

m;„i,. ,

*™ '^"""S woman on her left h.™gh marry her; but even then he would be a^d hemight see some one next day who did h,r t>=:-
becomingly or that her foot'Jo^d^ ,jTiTeHon h,s Persian rugs as it does on that cbud H

he thinks too much ahnnf ;+ tr j ^ oecause

lovely faces th«7h •
"^ *'^°^^s «« «iany

whTcLf the™ f ^V'!'^''''''''^ fortwenty-fourhout;

the m^'dS^^^^He'';^^^^^^^ ^V^"^^^
virtue— worth u. "^^""y goodness—
s^ri^g^sLi.is:::-^"^ r rth'^'

P.ainface. ^^.ZZZLZ^^^:^"

iSng in sSf
^„^'°*"''T ""y- '' ^ '"blimely

whet^frT^rr«sTdi""le'° "=- "T'™'
SL^t":rir.L^^^f=ttt^y!> iNo, as she assuredly will do,

-(,* I f
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for reasons aforesaid. These three days, while he has
been playing around with me, and you and other
dear match-making old donkeys have gambolled
about us, and made sure we were falling in love, he
has been worshipping the ground she walks on, and
counting the hours until he should see her walk on it

again. He enjoyed being with me more than with the
other girls, because I understood, and helped him to
work all conversations round to her, and he knew,
when she arrived here, I could be trusted to develop
sudden anxiety about you, or have important letters
to write, if she came in sight. But that is all there
will ever be between me and Garth Dalmain; and if

you had a really careful regard formy young affections
you would drop your false set on the marble wash-
stand, or devise some other equally false excuse for our
immediate departure for town to-morrow.— And now,
dear, don't stay to argue; because I have said exactly
all there is to say on the subject, and a little more.
And try to toddle to bed without telling me of which
cute character in Dickens I remind you, because I am
cuter than any of them, and if I stay in this tight frock
another second I can't answer for the consequences.

—

Oui, Josephine, entrez!— Good-night, dear aunt.
Happy dreams!

"

But after her maid had left her, Pauline switched
off the electric light and, drawing back the curtain,
stood for a long while at her window, looking out at the
peaceful English scene bathed in moonlight. At last
she murmured softly, leaning her beautiful head
against the window frame:

" I stated your case well, but you didn't quite deserve
it, Dal. You ought to have let me know about Jane,
weeks ago. Anyway, it will stop the talk about you
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and me. And as for you. dear, you wUl go on dehmcrfor the moon; and when you find the moofis^S
eartWy hghts-not even poppa's best sperm "

sheadded with a wistful little smile, for PaS's un

Tn a't h"""*"'' " '"^'^ ^' ^^ company and as

^nH I, K °T ^'"P^"'^ *' ** *^*t o^ Other peopleand her brave American spirit would not admi?. evento herself, a serious hurt.
Meanwhile Jane had turned to the left and passedslowly to her room. Garth had not taken her h^f^proffered hand, and she knew perfectly well why Hewould never again be content to clip her hand infnendshjp. If she cut him off from the touch whichmeant absolute possession, she cut herself off from thecontact of simple comradeship. Garth, to-night ™like a royal tiger who had tasted blood It 2eme™

sZifl .
!'• "r""'' ^ "^^^ ""^' well-groom^smart almost to a fault. But out on the terrace Jthhrm she had realised, for the first time, 'rpn^^elements which go to the making of a mak- a for^^ful determined, ruling man- creation's king Thev

themIrr^^ '°"^*^- ^^^ -- -' the lion^ ^them, the fierceness of the tiger; the instinct of donS
^^""l^^f'^'^^^'^^ohsays: "Mine to have and hoM

hJf1. r '".^'°^'°^' ^^^ ^ ^^^y ^» comers!" Shehad felt It. and her own brave soul had understood itand responded to it. unafraid; and been re^dyrmatwith It. if only— ah ! if only—
before *1?'4r'^ T'' ^ ^'^^ ^' ^^^^ ^^ ^eenDetore If she meant to starve her tiger, steel bars

«nltt^'r'\''"'°^^^^"°°- No'neofthoS
sentimental suggestions of attempts to be a sort of

i
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unaatisfactory cross between sister and friend would
do for the man whose head she had unconsciously held
against her breast. Jane knew this. He had kept
himself magnificently in hand after she put him from
her, but she knew he was only giving her breathing
space. He still considered her his own, and his very
certainty of the near future had given him that gentle
patience in the present. But even now, while her
answer pended, he would not take her hand in
friendship.

Jane closed her door and locked it. She must face
this problem of the future, with all else locked out
excepting herself and him. Ah! if she could but lock
herself out and think only of him and of his love, as
beautiful, perfect gifts laid at her feet, that she might
drawthemup into herempty armsand claspthem there
for evermore. Just for a little while she would do this.

One hour of realisation was her right. Afterwards she
must bring herself into the problem, — her possibili-

ties; her limitations; herself, in her relation to him in

the future; in the effect marriage with her would be
likely to have upon him. What it might mean to
her, did not consciously enter into her calculations.

Jane was self-conscious, with the intense self-con-

sciousness of all reserved natures, but she was not
selfish.

At first, then, she left her room in darkness, and,
groping her way to the curtains, drew them back,
threw up the sash, and, drawing a chair to the window,
sat down, leaning her elbows on the sill and her chin
in her hands, and looked down upon the terrace, still

bathed in moonlight. Her window was almost oppo-
site the place where she and Garth had talked. She
could see the stone lion and the vase full of scarlet
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Then Jane ^o^'d ^^„ .^^^S^Z^rftTfi experience of her life. She was ITn^ I
""

P«e and decision. She had Mir.h! TT" ?' P"'
that hour, and she took it to thT^f^ r^ *, "^^' "
her tiger and mated with hta unS«id "S" ?' ™'
«ked whether .he loved him or „1r«d 1,^^

"^
need to ask herself Bt. ,' ^ '"* *<1 no'

honour, and ob*.v h,-«, cu "'^' Promised to love,

body out. She was .lonfXher »u^1^ "fw« aU beautiful -perfect for hto.'""
'^'^

The loneliness of years slipped from her Life h.

Z:T^Zt!ZrZ^ Heneededher'alwi::^

"Are youT^t^;°4^™^,?"«*<"?«"'»n«d.
over: and Garth's jo^^v^^'j^'""'? """/"^
petual youth in it.Z^Z;^. ^^Z"'."'

^^

?=,rS2'„-S;scgS
a woman's truest bliss " w« :» • .

^^^ °^

, r T"""''"^«-^^ovTis':^jrdtcause I am his, he is content " ' ^ **

mt?th:stite^:?,t:t!i.i7r^= ^'"-^^ -^
pand,d to th. gJ^^^rfS'^rr/,''"^ «•

"ori^rttrot':??^""-"^'^^^^^^^
-a3howhai%*srd=;^^rt

•f I

I h

«
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the man in love, and how the very strength of his need
of her, reduces to unaccustomed weakness the strong
nature to which she has become essential.

Jane pressed her hands upon her breast. " Garth,

"

the whispered, "Garth, / understand. My own poor
boy, it was so hard to you to be sent away just then.
But you had had all— all you wanted, in those few
wonderful moments, and nothing can rob you of that
fact. And you have made me so yours that, whatever
the future brings for you and me, no other face will
ever be hidden here. It is yours, and I am yours—
to-night, and henceforward, forever."

Jane leaned her forehead on the window-sill. The
moonlight fell on the heavy coils of her brown hair.
The scent of the magnolia blooms rose ir, fi fiance
around her. The song of a nightingale puried and
thrilled in an adjacent wood. The lonely years of the
past, the perplexing moments of the present, the un-
certain vistas of the future, all rolled away. She sailed
with Garth upon a golden ocean far removed from the
shores of time. For love is eternal; and the birth of
love frees the spirit from all limitations of the flesh.

A clock in the distant village struck midnight.
The twelve strokes floated up to Jane's window across
the moonlit park. Time was, once more. Her freed
spirit resumed the burden of the body.
A new day had begun, the day upon which she had

promised her answer to Garth. The next time that
dock struck twelve she would be standing with him
in the church, and her answer must be ready.

She titmed from the window without closing it,

drew the curtains closely across, switched on the
electric light over the writing-table, took oflE her even-

II
If
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fag gown, hung up bodice and skirt in th^ «,resolute y lockine th« ^JsT ! "® wardrobe,

lipped on a «gei^' ^'r^^V^'"^' ^hen she

purchased at awL^l^'' ""^^'^^ '^' ^^^ '^^^'X
it. and the old^drwtr^rorTitta'^' ''^^
so disappointed anrf H«-„-

""""'^^^ »t was seemed

table. t^l^TtZ^'^rTul!::^
and began to read Sh^ tumeH ..

^'^^^ "^*^P'

pausing here and there unH^ ^^^'^ ^^^^^^^

sought. Over them s^; n?.V .^""^ *° *''°«' «he

^- hands. Th?;^o:trr;^^^^^^^^
her conversation with c^u Tf^ account of

Which she .pecMy d,;il':^r;hti •HilT
""""

transfigured. ri««^« ,
"" ^*ce was

from i?^r^t^g'i^TJ"" r"'^'^ »ho„«

-ver thought Wm u";tr CMd th"^'^ ,
^

'

I could differentiate even th!^' ij. " *''°"'«'' ' ™'.
plainness. I have aS^fhis fa'^"

-sHness and
the wondrous beaut^sll^ m°T ''""* '^"'

at the close of his addii« T 'i
" ''° ""' '""n,

complicated fom ofcZ™ ''° °T ""•"«« "m a
divine halo ofl^sle ^°- ? "'»™'««d the

of face one .«S ta« ™„?rj'? " "^ "<" ">« «°rt

day afterda^^p^^Z !t
*°

"l^'"' " '° '«'-«

not caUed to thaiTrt nf!.- ,
°'

*""' **» °"« was
been marty^dlm .^e"'tlt^^ ^""f

^"^^ >--
my mind since as a ^t^t^,'^.^'?^^ ""^ to

« never ugiy. and tS^^^ ^s^l ^°°*"'
shming through th^ r^i«; T ^

°° aspiration,

them.tempomrily^^^^^^^ ^*"«^' ^^^ -deem
into a fh,-„„ .!!.™^' '"".^^ ^«*"ty; and permanently.

remember.

mind

Af fi^* T
icinemoer."

^d f^^sLTit^^f'" '^^'^ f-""v-usaea itself upon one »»nfo««-.. ..•vi-
her

f

'•
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upon one sentence; "Of course
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/ was not the sort offace one could have wanted to live
with, or to have day after day opposite one at table, which
would have been martyrdom to me"
At length Jane arose, turned on all the lights over

the dressing-table, particularly two bright ones on
either side of the mirror, and, sitting down before it,
faced herself honestly.

When the village clock struck one, Garth Dalmain
stood at his window taking a final look at the night
which had meant so much to him. He remembered,
with an amused smile, how, to help himself to calm-
ness, he had sat on the terrace and thought of his
socks, and then had counted the windows between his
and Jane's. There were five of them. He knew her
window by the magnolia tree and the seat beneath
It where he had chanced to sit, not knowing she was
above him. He leaned far out and looked towards
It now. The curtains were drawn, but there appeared
still to be a light behind them. Even as he watched,
it went out.

He looked down at the terrace. He could see the
stone lion and the vase of scarlet geraniums. He
could locate the exact spot where she was sitting when
he—

.

Then he dropped upon his knees beside the window
and looked up into the starry sky.

Garth's mother had lived long enough to teach him
the holy secret of her sweet patience and endurance.
In moments of deep feeling, words from his mc Jxer's
Bible came to his Hps more readily than expression-,
of his own thought. Now, looking upward, he re-
peated softly and reverently: " ' Every good gift and
every perfect gift is from above, and cometh down
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from the Father of Hj^i.t... v>ith whom is no variable-
ness neither shadow of turning.' « And oh. Father."
he added, 'keep us in the light -she and I. May

t'lt 1""^' *\?^''' '' ^^ '^^'^' "° variableness,
neither shadow which is cast by turning."
Then he rose to his feet and looked across once more

to the stone lion and the broad coping. His soul sang

^M vT.'. t""^ ^' ^°^^'^ ^'' ^"°« ^^^°ss Ws chestMy wife
! he said. "Oh ! my wife

!

"

And, as the village dock struck one. Jane arrived at
ner decision.

Slowly she rose, and turned of! all the lights: then
groping her way to the bed, fell upon her knees beside
it.and broke mto a passion of desperate, silent weeping

^1
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CHAPTER XI

!i^(

OARTH FINDS THE CROSS

PtE village church on the green was bathed in sun-
shine as Jane emerged from the cool shade of the

park. The clock proclaimed the hour half past eleven,
and Jane did not hasten, knowing she was not expected
until twelve. The windows of the church were open,
and the massive oaken doors stood ajar.

Jane paused beneath the ivy-covered porch and
stood listening. The tones of the organ reached her
as from an immense distance, and yet with an all-
pervading nearness. The sound was disassociated
from hands and feet. The organ seemed breathing,
and its breath was music.

Jane pushed the heavy door further open, and even
at that moment it occurred to her that the freckled
boy with a red head, and Garth's slim proportions,
had evidently passed easily through an aperture which
refused ingress to her more massive figure. She
pushed the door further open, and went in.

Instantly a stillness entered into her soul. The
sense of unseen presences, often so strongly felt on
entering an empty church alone, the impress left upon
old walls and rafters by the worshipping minds of
centuries, hushed the insistent beating of her own per-
plexity, and for a few moments she forgot the errand
which brought her there,and bowed her head in unison
with the worship of ages.

Garth was playing the " Veni, Creator Spiritus" to
Ii6
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"Enable with perpetual light
The duhiess of our blinded sight-

'

Ancant and cheer our soiled face'
With the abundance of Thy grace-Keep far our foes; give peace at hoiie-Where Thou art Guide, no iU canc^e "

allowing those t:ifs:^toX^:^:r::[''' ^^^

and over in Jane's mind: ? H^/LTrAl;^^^!^"'
til can come " TTa,i ot, ^ ' Crwwfe, wo

Thensu^Tallwo^dbtUr ^"^^' ^°^ ^^^--^
She paused at the entrance to the chancel C.^uhad returned to the second verse and wl. «•

and the,, a shaft of crimson. WhM aC^expression— ««rte/«aJ&VA(/ Ac r -I '^""M

> *.
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through a long hard scene? Would he be tragicaflv
heart-broken ?— "Anoint and cheer our soiledface "--
Would he argue, and insist, and override her jude-
mentf— "With the abundance of Thy grace--'*
Could she oppose his fierce strength, if he chose to
exert It ? Would they either of them come through so
hard a time without wounding each other terribly?—
Keep far our foes; give peace at home —" Oh! what

could she say? What would he say? How should
she answer? What reason could she give for her
refusal which Garth would ever take as final?—
Where Thou art Guide, no ill can come."
And then, after a few soft, impromptu chords, the

tneme changed.

Jane's heart stood stiU. Garth was playin? "The
Ro^ry." He did not sing it; but the soft insistence
Of the organ pipes seemed to press the words into the
an-, as no voice could have done. Memory's pearls,
in all the purity of their gleaming preciousness, were
counted one by one by the flute and dulciana; and the
sadder tones of the waldflute proclaimed the finding
of the cross It all held a new meaning for Jane, who
looked helplessly round, as if seeking some way of
escape from the sad sweetness of sound which fiUed
the little church.

Suddenly it ceased. Garth stood up. turned, and

"Ail right, Jimmy," he said; "that will do for thismormng. And here is a bright sixpence, because youhave managed the blowing so weU. Hullol It's ashUlmgf Nevermind. You shall have it because it
is such a glorious day. There never was such a day.
Jupmy; and I want you to be happy also. Now nm

'I
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offquickly. and shut the church door behind you. my

shotk heTso'^i
'°'"' "^^' ''' ""^ °^ ^-y-t gladness,

The red-headed boy. rather grubby with a wh 1

behind hto with a relt'nSg f^f"^
"""^ ^°^«

Garth had remained standing beside fJ,« «
quite motionless, without looking at it. 7^"'
that they were ab«!ol„tou,

'"""'?? »* Jane, and now

a conqueror sure of his victory
^ °^

of ^Snificani^'^,™trS °'"'T
'"''

over the conununion taWe " p^^Ii 2"?"'^'^
o the wcrid. dying „pon th^^^" ^ Sa™„

JLe
" """°* ^''~- f"» Garth t^LT^o

!i

J
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and ratify it. I am waiting for your answer."
Jane cleared her throat and put her trembling hands

into the large pockets of her tweed coat.

«u'^^^'" '^^ ''^^' """y *"'^^' ^ a question. Howold are yon ?

ni?^ T'
"^^ '**^ °^ ^*^"^ ^"^"^- She saw thehght of expectant joy fade from his face. But he

replied, after only amomentary hesitation: " I thoughtyou knew, dearest. I am twenty-seven."

*i,'T^"''^ fi^ ^*"® ^^°^^y *°^ deliberately, "I amthirty; and I look thirty-five, and feel forty. You are
twenty-seven, Dal, and you look nineteen, and often
feel nine I have been thinking it over, and- youjcnow— I cannot marry a mere boy."

Silence— absolute.
In sheer terror Jane forced herself to look at him.He was white to the lips. His face was very stem aTd

^.^h^M'^"?^'.'*^"^
^^^°^"^^^^- There was not

s^led face" ^Jh^ silent church seemed to wail thewords in bewildered agony.
At last he spoke. " I had not thought of myself "

he said slowly. "I cannot explain how it cXs to
pass, but I have not thought of myself at all. sincemy mmd has been full of you. Therefore I h^d n^paused how little there is in me that you could c^
for. I believed you had felt as I did. that we were-
just each otherV- For a moment he put out his handas If he would have touched her. Then it dropped

m^rboy/' "^"^ ^"^ °''' ^^"""^ y°" "°°^^^^^ »

He turned from her and faced up the chancel. For
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Christ. Then he''t^d'r'S:,''""5i*'''
^"«'-«

witha,,.^lLt^^^^^-d ^M„a hi.

^^«
.nd „„a«„cti;e J-inX,tr^o^°oT

— come back!" °^' ""^ °^ Dear

She listened, with strainin? ea« <5ho ^-^ ^
every nerve of her body ached^>h

"*' """^^

decided what she would LytlenTe^
''^

opened and she saw Garth stln^ T^ ^°°' ^"
light. She tried to ""^^^^^t! '^V^i'^utThollow clang of the door had sili^nl^

* *^®

echo of that haunting musfc So she ^f TT"^''and as she waited the sTnce Iw ^ ""^ ''^'°'^y'

enclose her within m,J , f
^^ *°^ ^e°»ed to

only .0 ^W he°Xp^s to„"r^""^''°^-<'
lonely yeara T.,« „

*''° ™*a »* future

that Ga„h Da.SdXt-S'L:r^°'^ "^O
and i^vocable. and woSt^tt, °"°° "^
nJ^XTJ. 't^]^^ f^'

-«3ing this, she

felt she had done right tfrfr T' *° "" «"«
wre better than yet^* 'rf,« ^ ^'•''•^*" ^"^u'*years of future disiUusion. Her

it:
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own life would be sadly empty, and losing this newly
found joy was costing her more than she had expected;
but she honestly believed she had done rightly towards
him, and what did her own pain matter? Thus com-
fort came to Jane.

At last she rose and passed out of the silent church
into the breezy stmshine.

Near the park gates a Uttle knot of excited boys
were preparing to fly a kite. Jimmy, the hero of the
hour, the centre of attraction, proved to be the proud
possessor of this new kite. Jimmy was finding the
day glorious indeed, and was being happy. " Happy
also," Garth had said. And Jane's eyes filled with
tears, as she remembered the word and the tone in
which it was spoken.

"There goes my poor boy's shilling," she said to
herself sadly, as the kite motmted and soared above
the common; "but, alas, where is his joy?"
As she passed up the avenue a dog-cart was driven

swiftly down it. Garth Dalmain drove it ; behind him
a groom and a portmanteau. He lifted his hat as he
passed her, but looked straight before him. In a
moment he was gone. Had Jane wanted to stop him
she could not have done so. But she did not want to
stop him.

^
She felt absolutely satisfied that she had

done the right thing, and done it at greater cost to
herself than to him. He would eventually— ah, per-
haps before so very long— find another to be to him
all, and more than all, he had believed she could be.
But she? The dull ache at her bosom reminded her
of her own words the night before, whispered in the
secret of her chamber to him who, alas, was not there
to hear: "Whatever the future brings for you and me,
no other face will ever be hidden here." And, in this
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^rstWoftheco:„ing,onelyyea„.sheknewthe«to

In the hall she met Pauline Lister.

stand and musV«t1o ,h ^ •
°° *"' """« ''^-

complicates one' p^ wherth^^"^ '™"''- ''
on other people's telT' 7'° *'>'y ""^ to depend

Jaise 'eeth'S^retttsXdaT'^r" ^"i:'former mended h„t t _ """y^y- One can get the

latter. We are Ww„/"'? ?" °^ <="» »»<i the
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CHAPTER Xn

THE doctor's PRBSCRIPTIOK

'T'HE Honourable Jane Champion stood on the sum-
1 nut of the Great Pyramid and looked around her.
The four exhausted Arabs whose exertions, com-

bmed with he. own activity, had placed her there,
dropped m the picturesque attitudes into which
an Arab falls by nature. They had hoisted the
Honourable Jane's eleven stone ten. from the bot-
tom to the top in record time, and now lay around
proud of their achievement and sure of their "backl
sheesh."

The whole thing had gone as if by clock-work. Two
mahogany-coloured, finely proportioned fellows, in
scanty white garments, sprang with the ease of ante-
lopes to the top of a high step, turning to reach down
eagerly and seize Jane's upstrrtched hands. One
remamed behind, unseen but indispensable, to lend
timely aid at exactly the right moment. Then came
the apparently impossible task for Jane, of placing the
sole of her foot on the edge of a stone four feet above
the one upon which she was standing. It seemed
ratherhke stepping up on to the drawing-room mantel-
piece. But encouraged by cries of " Eiwa ! Eiwa ! " she
did It; when mstantly a voice behind said, " Tyeb!"
two voices above shouted. " Ketderl " the grip on her
hands tightened, the Arab behind hoisted, and Jane
had stepped up, with an ease which surprised herself
As a matter of fact, under those circumstances the

124
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^possible thing would have been «.. to have tapped

Schchati. handsomest oHirTnd iL. ^"u^
"P^^'

prise, oflfered to redte Entlf-h it 1'' °^ *^' ""*«'-

This proved to be^ ^ Shakespeare-poetiy

"Jack-an-Jill

Went uppy hiu,
To fetchy paily water*
Jack fell down-an '

Broke his crown-an
Jill came tumbling after *•

of the immortal nurJZ ^"^' ^^^ ^^^es

Jane mounted one sten fn fU^ / * !u ^ Therefore

and scaled .he «AtmS^Ll^^-'l^f
^'°™.

nature of his inimies an<1 =. fvl.u"j „ .
"° *nous

ing over, connZ^y^Uo^'^^^'"*^'^^-
AU shoved behind Z^-^^."' ^"' *"• "^e
The fanriliTwiJ^ hi^ r"""""*"""-"

cu™tances,.«,C£3h:^aZ T- '
"°™' ""

there attend, ^oV:^nTr^^.^1^

tende., tol^'l^ll^ttet^rJln^-

ft--
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Jill had remained on the top of the hill, flirting with
that objectionable person of the name of Homer,
whose cool, calculating way of setting to work — so
unlike poor Jack's headlong method— invariably
secured him the plum: upon which he remarked:
"What a good boy am I!" and was usually taken at
his own smug valuation. But Jane's entire sympathy
on these occasions, was with the defeated lover, and
more than one Jack was now on his feet again, bravely
facing life, because that kind hand had been held out
to him as he lay in his valley of humiliation, and that
comprehending sympathy had proved balm to his
broken crown.

"Dickery, dickery, dock!" chanted Schehati sol-
emnly, as he hauled again; "Moses ran up the clock.
The clock struck 'one'—

"

The clock struck "one"f— It was nearly three years
since that night at Shenstone when the clock had
struck "one," and Jane had arrived at her decision, -^
the decision which precipitated her Jack from his
Pisgah of future promise. And yet— no. He had
not faUen before the blow. He had taken it erect,
and his light step had been even firmer than usual as
he walked down the church and left her, after quietly
and deliberately accepting her decision. It was Jane
herself, left alone, who fell hopelessly over the pail.
She shivered even now when she remembered how its
icy waters drenched her heart. Ah, what would have
happened if Garth had come back in answer to her cry
during those first moments of intolerable suflfering
and loneliness? But Garth was not the sort of man
who, when a door has been shut upon him, waits on
the mat outside, hoping to be recalled. When she
put him from her, and he realised that she meant it
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<» PMKd completely out of her life. He m> .t ,h.nulway sution by the tine she rea<=h.H IT u
^

«d from that daytothistheytd^vt let crhevdently conddered the .voidMce of r^S«^h.8 r.,po„sibmty, and he never faileHerto^h^Once or twice .he went on . visit to hou«, wh"« ^'knew him to be stavine », .i„. u
''"

have left that mo^f "e aSt'^r f*°

due for tea. He never timed it so that there sho^d
^ trapc passings of each other, with set fa^s at tl^f

:^™d^rdt"d;i;?'^r°'^"^^'»-^°
the slumberit^'S^a ^tCpTe"::^ ^C''?

"^

«membe„d with shame th^ tWs^s tTe^'sort"^^

^d^not p„bed the depth of the ^^"^JZ
^'rof rrs-^th^r^" rrer-r'-some excellent and oerf«Xl.; ,
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.
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dehghtiul fnendship, expressing aU Dai's ideas on artand colour, as her own, and confidently happy in an
assured sense of her own loveliness and charm and
power to please. Never did he leave behind him
traces which the woman who loved him regretted to

Sit, n ^
™ ^""^y" gone-irrevocably gone.

Garth Dalmam was not the sort of man to wait on
the door-mat of a woman's indecision

Neither did^this Jack of hers break his crown.
His portr^t of Pauline Lister, painted six months
after the Shenstone visit, had proved the finest bit
of work he had as yet accomplished. He had painted
the lovely American, in creamy white satin, standing
on a dwk oak staircase, one hand resting on the
balustrade, the other, full of yeUow roses, held out
towards an unseen friend below. Behind and above
her shone a stained-glass window, centuries old, the
arms crest and mottoes of the noble family to whom
the pla<^ belonged, shining thereon in rose-coloured
a^d goldMi glass. He had wonderfuUy caught the
charm and vivacity of the girl. She was gaily up-to-
date, and frankly American, from the crown of her
queenly httle head, to the point of her satin shoe; and
the suggestiveness of placing her in surroundings
which breathed an atmosphere of the best traditions
of England s ancient ancestral homes, the fearless
weddmg of the new world with the old, the putting
of this sparkhng gem from the new into the beautiftd
mellow setting of the old and there showing it at its
best,--aU this was the making of the picture. People
smiled, and said the painter had done on canvas what
he shortlyintended doing in reaHty ; but the tie between
artist and sitter never grew into anything closer than a
pleasant fnendship, and it was the noble owner of the
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•taircase and window who eventuaUy persuaded Mi«r
Uster to remain in surroundings which suited her so
admirably.

One story about that portrait Jane had heard dis-
cussed more than once in circles where both wereknown. Pauline Lister had come to the first sittingsweanng her beautiful string of pearls, and Garth hadpamted them wonderfully, spending hours over the
deUcate perfecting of each separate gleaming drop.
Suddenly one day he seized his palette-knife, scraped
the whole necklace off the canvas with a stroke, and
declared she must wear her rose-topazes in order fo
carry out his scheme of colour. She was wearing her
rose-topazes when Jane saw the picture in the Acad-emy, and very lovely they looked on the deUcate
whiteness of her neck. But people who had seen
Garth 8 pamtmg of the pearls maintained that thats^pe of the palette-knife had destroyed work which

U^ have been the talk of the year. And Pauline
Lister, just after it had happened, was reported to

^Z^' r*? * '^« °^ ^^' P'^^y shoulders:
bchemes of colour are aU very well. But he scrapedmy pearls off the canvas because some one who came

in hummed a tune while looking at the picture. Iwould be obhged if people who walk around the
studio while I am being painted wiU in future refrain
from hummmg tunes. I don't want him to scoop
off my topazes and caU for my emeralds. Also I feelUke offenng a reward for the discovery of that tune.
I want to know what it has to do with my scheme nf
colour, anyway."

'

When Jane heard the story, she was spending a
few days with the Brands in Wimpole Street. It was
trtd at tea. m Lady Brand's pretty boudoir. The

5l'
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duchess's concert, at which Garth had heard her sing
"The Rosary," was a thing of the past. Nearly a
year had elapsed since their final parting, and this
was the very first thought or word or sign of his
remembrance, which directly or indirectly, had come
her way. She could not doubt that the tune hummed
had been "The Rosary."

"The hours I spent with thee, dear heart.
Are as a string of pearls to me;
I coi-nt them over, every one, apart."

She seemed to hear Garth's voice on the terrace,
as she heard it in those first startled moments of
realising the gift which was being laid at her feet—
" I have learned to count pearls, belovdd."

Jane's heart was growing cold and frozen in its
emptiness. This incident of the studio warmed and
woke it for the moment, and with the waking came
sharp pain. When the visitors had left, and Lady
Brand had gone to the nursery, she walked over to
the piano, sat down, and softly played the accom-
paniment of "The Rosary." The fine unexpected
chords, fuU of discords working into harmony, seemed
to suit her mood and her memories.

Suddenly a voice behind her said: "Sing it, Jane."
She turned quickly. The doctor had come in, and was
lying back luxuriously in a large arm-chair at her
elbow, his hands clasped behind his head. "Sin? it

Jane," he said. ^ *

"I can't, Deryck," she answered, stiU softly sound-
ing the chords. "I have not sung for months."
"What has been the matter— for months? "

Jane took her hands off the keys, and swung round
impulsively.

"Oh, boy," she said. "I have made a bad mess oi
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my life! And yet X know I did right. I would do
the same again; at least— at least, I hope I would."
The doctor sat in silence for a minute, looking at

her and pondering these short, quick sentences. Also
he waited for more, knowing it would come more
easily if he waited silently.

It came.

"Boy— I gave up something, which was n: re than
life itself to me, for the sake of another, and I can't get
over it. I know I did right, and yet— I can't get
over it."

The doctor leai ad forward and took the clenched
hands between his.

"Can you tell me about it, Jeanette? "

"I can tell no one, Deryck; not even you."
"If ever you find you must tell some one, Jane,

will you promise to come to me?"
"Gladly."

"Good! Now, my dear girl, here is a prescription
for you. Go phroad. And, mind, I do not mean by
that, just to 1 a s and back, or Switzerland this sum-
mer, and the Riviera in the autumn. Go to America
and see a few big things. See Niagara. And all
your life afterwards, when trivialities are trying you,
you will love to let your mind go back to the vast
green mass of water sweeping over the falls; to the
thunderous roar, and the upward rush of spray; to the
huge perpetual onwardness of it all. You will like
to remember, when you are bothering about pouring
water in and out of teacups, 'Niagara is flowing
still.' Stay in a hotel so near the falls that you can
hear their great voice night and day, thundering out
themes of power and progress. Spend hours walking
round and viewing it from every point. Go to the
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S?;?. •« !
^'^^' *"°^ *^* ^"^ bn<^8««. whete the

S^?^T "™ "^^^ '''°"* ^ y°"= '^ y°"' ri^gs on

RockofAges. ReceiveNiagamintoyourlifeandsoul
as a possession, and thank God for it.

Then go in for other big things in America. Tryspmtt^ty and humanity; love and life. Seek oSMrs BaUmgton Booth, the great 'Little Mother' of

to^"T ^'^'''"- ^ ^^^ ^^' ^"' I »« P'oudto say aiid can give you a letter of introduction. Askh^ to take you with her to Sing-Sing, or to Colmnbus
State Prison, and to let you hear her address an audi-ence of two thousand convicts, holding out to them

Ll-'^^L^r ^°P^^^ love,~ her own inspired and

Jn^ *t^7 -S'^ ^^^ ^^^ ^°^' ^hen a »anwants a big bmldmg and has only a smaU plot ofground he makes the most of that ground by rumiing
fcs bmldmg up mto the sky. Leam to do Ukewise.I^d then when the great-souled. large-hearted,
lapid-mmded people of America have waked you toenthusiasm with their bigness, go off to Japan Ld sw
Zr:^V:''''r

<^°-« ^^^ ^est to iJomeg^
7^7fj° Palestme. and spend months in tracingthe footsteps of the greatest human life ever Uved

sdf that ther« are still, in this very modem worM of«^ a fewpa^b y ancient things.-a weU-preservedw^en man. for instance, with eyes of opaque whitequartz, a piece of rock crystal in the Tntre for a

worid from beneath their eyeUds of bron«^„ thetune of Abraham. You wiU find it in the museu,^

lEH
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IlJ^ ^ft* ^^^^r in the Mooskee if you want^sp^; andlf you feel a little slack, climb the G^tI^^mid. Ask for an Arab named Schehati. and teU^ you want to do it one minute quicker than anylady has ever done it before.
^

Then come home, my dear girl, ring me up and askfor an appomtment; or chance it. and let Stoddart slioyou mto my consulting-room between patients, and
report how the prescription has worked. I never

?Z *
J^*,*f7 .^^ y^"* °^^ ^°* offer me a guineal

I attend old friends gratis."
»"*"«»«

Jane laughed, and gripped his hand. "Oh, boy "
^es«d.'^[bel; > you are right. My whole idS^if
hfe have been t «ssed on myself and my own indi-^u^ pams and .osses. I will do as you say; and^bless you for saying it.- Here co. , Rower.
Flower, she said, as the doctor's wife trailed inWMimg a soft tea-gown. and turning on the electric
hghts ^ she passed, "will this boy of ours ever grow
old? Here he is. seriously advising that a stout,
middle-aged woman should climb the Great Pyramid

".f,r? *°' depression, and do it in record time!"
Darhng. said the doctor's wife, seating herselfon the arm of his chair, "whom have you been seeingwho IS stout, or depressed, or middle-aged? If youmean Mre. Parker Bangs, she is not middle-aged

bemuse she is an American, and no American is ever
middle-aged. And she is only depressed because,
even after pamting her lovely niece's portrait. Garth
Dalmain has failed to propose to her. And it is nogood advismg her to dimb the Great Pyramid, though
she IS domg Egypt this winter, because I heard her
say yesterday that she should never think of goinaup the pyramids untU the children of Israel, or who- it



134 The Rosary

[.' r

tl >

ever the natives are who live around those parts, have
the sense to put an elevator right up the centre "

Jane and the doctor laughed, and Flower, settling
herself more comfortably.- for the doctor's arm had
stolen around her. - said: "Jane. I heard you playing
The Rosary just now, such a favourite of mine, and

It IS months since I heard it. Do sing it. dear "

Jane met the doctor's eyes and snuled reassuringlv
then turned without any hesitation and did as Flower

A. lu T^®
Prescription had already done her good.

At the ast words of the song the doctor's wife bent
over and laid a tender little kiss just above his temple,
where the thick dark hair was streaked with sUver.
But the doctor's mind was intent on Jane, and before
the final chords were struck he knew he had diag-
nosed her case correctly. "But she had better go
abroad, he thought. "It will take her mind off
herself altogether, giving her a larger view of thingsm general and a better proportioned view of thingsm particular And the boy won't change; or. if he
does. Jane will be proved right, to her own satisfaction.

^M be! I had wondered what was sapping all his
buoyant youthfulness. To care for Jane would bean education; but to have made Jane care! And then
to have lost her! He must have nerves of steel, to be
facing Ue at all. What is this cross they are both
learmng to kiss, and holding up between them? Per-
haps Niagara wiU sweep it away, and she will cablenim from there."

l.J^u'' ,*?^ *^'^?^ ^"^^ *^^ ^^^^ ""^^ h^«d nesting on^s shoulder and kissed it softly, while Jane's back was
still turned. For the doctor had had past experience
of the cross, and now the pearls were very precious.
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So Jane took the prescription, and two years went
by m the taking; and here she was, on the top of the
Great Pyramid, and, moreover, she had done it in
record time, and laughed as she thought of how she
should report the fact to Deryck.
Her Arabs lay around, very hot and shiny, and

content. Large backsheesh was assured, and they
looked up at her with pleased possessive eyes, as an
achievement of their own; hardly realising how large
a part her finely developed athletic powers and elastic
limbs had played in the speed of the ascent.
And Jane stood there, sound in wind and limb

and with the exhilarating sense, always helpful to the
nund, of a bodily feat accomplished.
She was looking her best in her Norfolk coat and

skirt of brown tweed with hints of green and orange
in It, plenty of useful pockets piped with leather,
leather buttons, and a broad band of leather round the
bottom of the skirt. A connoisseur would have
named at once the one and only firm from which
that costume could have come, and the hatter who
supplied the soft green Tyrolian hat— for Jane
scorned pith helmets— which matched it so admi-
rably. But Schehati was no connoisseur of clothing
though a pretty shrewd judge of ways and manners,*
and he summed up Jane thus: "Nice gentleman-lady!
Give good backsheesh, and not sit down halfway and
say: 'No top'! But real lady-gentleman! Give back-
sheesh with kind face, and not send poor Arab to

'

Assouan."

Jane was deeply tanned by the Eastern sun. Burn-
ing a splendid brown, and enjoying the process, she
had no need of veils or parasols; and her strong eyes
laced the golden light of the desert without the aid of

Si f
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raioked glasses. She had once heard Garth mnark
that a sight which made him feel leaUy iU, was the
back view of a woman in a motor-veil, and Jane had
laughingly agreed, for to her veils of any land had
always seemed superfluous. The heavy coils of her
brown hair never blew about into fascinating Uttlo
curls and wisps, but remained where, with a few weU-
directed hairpins, she each morning solidly placed
them.

*^

Jane had never looked better than she did on this
March day, standing on the summit of the Great
Pyramid. Strong, brown, and well-knit, a reliablemmd m a capable body, the undeniable plainness of
her face redeemed by its kindly expression of interest
and enjoyment; her wide, pleasant smile revealing her
fine white teeth, witnesses to her perfect soundness
and health, within and without.

••Nice gentleman-lady," murmured Schehati again-
and had Jane overheard the remark it would not have
oflEended her; for, though she held a masculine woman
only one degree less in abhorrence than an eflFeminate
man, she would have taken Schehati's compound noun
as a tnbute to the fact that she was well-groomed and
independent, knowing her own mind, and. when she
started out to go to a place, reaching it in the shortest
possible time, without fidget, fuss, or flurry. These
three feminine attributes were held in scorn by Janewho knew herself so deeply womanly that she could
afford m minor ways to be frankly unfeminine.
The doctor's prescription had worked admirably

That look of faUing to pieces and ageing prematurely
-—a general dnapidation of mind and body— which
it had grieved and startled him to see in Jane as she
sat before him on the music-stool, was gone com-
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pletdy. She looked a calm, pleasant thirty; nady to
go happUy on, year by year, towards an equally agree-
able and delightful forty; and not afraid of fifty, when
that time should come. Her clear eyes looked fianUy
out upon the world, and her sane mind formed sound
opinions and pronounced fair judgments, tempered by
the kindliness ofan unusuallylarge and generous heart.

Just now she was considering the view and finding
it very good. Its strong contrasts held her.
On one side lay the fertile Delta, with its groves of

wavmg palm, orange, and oUve trees, growing in rich
profusion on the banks of the Nile, a broad band of
gleaming sUver. On the other, the Desert, with its
far-distant horizon, stretching away in undulations
of golden sand; not a tree, not a leaf, not a blade of
grass, but boundless liberty, an ocean of soUd golden
glory. For the sun was setting, and the sky flamed
mto colour.

"A parting of the ways," said Jane; "a place of
choice. How difficult to know which to choose—
Uberty or fruitfulness. One would have to consult
the Sphinx —wise old guardian of the ages, silent
keeper of Time's secrets, gazing on into the future as
It has always gazed, while future became present, and
present glided into past. — Come, Schehati, let us de-
scend. Oh yes, I wiU certainly sit upon the stone
on which the King sat when he was Prince of Wales.
Thank you for mentioning it. It will supply a de-
lightful topic of conversation next time I am honoured
by a few minutes of his gracious Majesty's attention,
and will save me from floundering into trite remarks
about the weather.— And now take me to the Sphinx.
Schehati. There is a question I would ask of It, just
as the stm dips below the horizon."

t ii.
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CHAPTER Xra

THB ANSWER OF THB 8PRZN&

JUOONLIGHT in the desert.
I ri Jane ordered her after-dinner coflfee on thepiazza of the hotel, that she might lose Z lSl« o!P^ble of the mystic loveliness ytirni^h'Th"
whrfhr^'^T^^ ^"^^ ^^^ -«^' in 'th; dearwhite hght: and the Sphinx gathered unto itSfmore mystery. *"

JTJ'^'T^ ^^""^^ * '*"'" ""«d by moonlightpresently. Meanwhile she lay back in a low^ckerchair, comfortably upholstered, sipping her Zff^and g,vmg herself up to the sense of dreamy content'which, m a healthy body, is ant to follow r°'®"*
exertion.

^ °"°^ vigorous

her^tW,*^'^''
*°^

V^""
*^°"«^*« °f Garth came toher this evening, perhaps brought about by the asso!ciations of moonlight.

^^
••m moon shines bright :- in such a night as this,men the sweet wind did gently kiss thfti^And they did make no noise—

"

Ah! the great poet knew the eflfect upon the heart

Whle^sX"*'^^^^^- J--P^
evJr;.^^ "^^'' ^^^'^ --—<^ -ging

"Enable with perpetual light
The dulness of our blinded sighti"*

US
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Then from out the deep blue and silvery light.
Garth's dear adoring eyes seemed watching her. Jane
dosed her own, to see them better. To-night she did
not feel like shrinking from them, they were so full
of love.

No shade of critical regard was in them. Ah I had
she wronged him with her fears for the future? Her
heart seemed full of trust to-night, full of confidence
in him and in herself

. It seemed to her that if he were
here she could go out with him into this brilliant
moonlight, seat herself upon some ancient fallen stone,
and let him kneel in front of her and gaze and gaze
in his persistent way, as much as he pleased. In
thought there seemed to-night no shrinking from those
dear eyes. She felt she would say :

" It is all your own,
Garth, to look at when you will. For your sake, I
could wish it beautiful; but if it is as you like it, my
own Dear, why should I hide it from you?"
What had brought about this change of mind?

Had Deryck's prescription done its full work? Was
this a saner point of view than the one she had felt
constrained to take when she arrived, through so much
agony of renunciation, at her decision? Instead of
going up the Nile, and then to Constantinople and
Athens, should she take the steamer which sailed from
Alexandria to-morrow, be in London a week hence,
send for Garth, make full confession, and let him
decide as to their future?

That he loved her still, it never occurred to Jane to
doubt. At the very thought of sending for him and
telling him the simple truth, he seemed so near her
once more, that she could feel the clasp of his arms,
and his head upon her heart. And those dear shining
eyesl Oh Garth, Garthl

i't iii
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*'U^1^ f"^^"^ to-night." thought Jane.If he rtiU need, me -wants me-I cannot live

tS^ 2Lu II r*"*^ ^r^^ ^^'^'^^ *^ Sphinx,

-fah* I ^ ""^ """^"^ ^^^^ ^ carried suchweight at Shenstone flashed through her mind in

clasped her hands upon her bosom.
-««««na

her hJS.™^
**•" "^ "^'*' ^^^^ J**^*^^ ^*"«

A party of English people came from the dining,nxmx on to the pmza with a clatter. They hi«nved that evening and gone in late to dinner. Janehad hardly noticed them.-a handsome woman^d
her daughter, two young men. and an older man ofJ^tBry app«uance. They did not interest Janebut they broke in upon her reverie; for they seatedthc^lves at a table near by and. in tru/eTtUh
fashion contmued a loud-voiced conversation, as ifno onedse were present. One or two foreigners, who^been peacefully dreaming over coffee'^nd cT^!
rettes rose and stroUed away to quiet seats under the

S thl *l.f°°^'^'^We to move, and afiuid of

^„*5 r" r^^ °^ ^^'« °^^- So sheremamed where she was.

cnl^nflt^t °^ ^»^^ ^ ^' ^"^ » letter and a

tZI i^"^*"^^
^'''' j"^* '^^^i^^ ^^^ EnglandThey were discussmg news contained in the letter and

^r f ,1

' ^^^'^^ ^adingaloud from the paper

outnghtl exclauned the girl. "I know I would."
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"Oh no," said one of the young men, leaning to-
wardf her. " Life is tweet, under any drcumttancei."
"Oh, but blind I" cried the young voice, with »

•hudder. "Quite blind for the rest of one's life. Hot.
riblef"

^^

"Was it his own gun?" asked the older woman.
•And how came they to be having a shootins oartv
in March?" » t«"y

Jane smiled a fierce smile into the moonlight. Pas-
sionate love of animal life, intense regard for all hfe.
even of the tiniest insect, was as much a religion with
her as the worship of beauty was with Garth. She
never could pretend sorrow over these accounts of
shooting accidents, or falls in the hunting-field. When
those who went out to inflict cruel pain were hurt
themselves; when those who went forth to take eager,
palpitating life, lost their own; it seemed to Jane a
just retribution. She felt no regret, and pretended
none. So now she smiled fiercely to herself, thinking:
"One pair of eyes the less to look along a gun and
frustrate the despairing dash for home and little ones
of a terrified little mother rabbit. One hand that will
never again change a soaring upward flight of spread-
ing wings, into an agonised mass of falling feathers.
One chance to the good, for the noble stag, as he
makes a brave run to join his hinds in the
valley."

Meanwhile the military-looking man had readjusted
his eye-glasses and was holding the sheets of a closely
written letter to the light.

" No," he said after a moment, "shooting parties are
over. There is nothing doing on the moors now.
They were potting bunnies."

"Was he shooting? " asked the girL

11
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"No," replied the owner of the letter, "and that
seems such hard luck. He had given up shooting alto-
gether a year or two ago. He never really enjoyed
It, because he so loved the beauty of life and hated
death in every form. He has a lovely place in the
North, and was up there painting. He happened to
pass within sight of some fellows rabbit-shooting, and
saw what he considered cruelty to a wounded rabbit.
He vaulted over a gate to expostulate and to save
the little creature from further suffering. Then it
happened. One of the lads, apparently startled, let
off his gun. The charge struck a tree a few yards off,
and the shot glanced. It did not strike him full!
The face is only slightly peppered and the brain quit^
unmjured. But shots pierced the retina of each eye,
and the sight is hopelessly gone."

••Awful hard luck," said the young man.
"I never can understand a chap not bein' keen on

shootin'," said the youth who had not yet spoken.
"Ah, but you would if you had known him," said

the soldier. " He was so full of life and vivid vitality.
One could not imagine him either dying or dealmg
death. And his love of the beautiful was almost a
form ot religious worship. I can't explain it; but
he had a way of making you see beauty in things you
had hardly noticed before. And now, poor chap, he
can't see them himself."

•• Has he a mother? " asked the older woman.
"No, he has no one. He is absolutely alone.

Scores of friends of course; he was a most popular man
Jbout town, and could stay in almost any house in the
kingdom if he chose to send a post-card to say he was
conung. But no relations. I believe, and never would
many. Poor chap! He wUl wish he had been less



The Answer of the Sphinx 143

fastidious now. He might have had the pick of allthe nicest girls, most seasons. But not he! Tustchanmng friendships, and wedded to his art. And

anl'Jone/
'
""

'"^''"'^ ""^' '' ""^ *^^ ^^' ^«^P^«^

"Oh. do talk of something elsel" cried the giri

rt-ft^^V'-K!^"'?'"^^^- "I--ttofor^t
^ It s too horribly sad. Fancj- what it must be towake up and nc know whether it is day or night andto have to lie in the dark and wonder."^ OhX^o^out and talk of something cheerful."
They all rose, and the young man slipped his handSt "^'^ '""' '''^ °' ^'^ ^^^"-^-^^^^
"Forget it. dear." he said softly. "Come on outand see the old Sphinx by moonlight."

n.^t'^^^\f'
P^""*' ^°"°^^ ^y *h« ^^ of theparty but the man to whom the Morning Post be-

longed laid It on the table and stayed behind. Hghting

It 'Tt ^?°' ^^' ""^^ ^^ ^°»« *o™ds him.May I look at your paper? " she said abruptly.

In.t? ^^^' ^'^P"'^'^*^«^dy<=°"rtesy. Thenlookmg more closely at her: "Why. certa^iy. mSChampion And how do you do? I did not knowyou were m these parts."

hui^): ^"l'^
^'^"'' Y^""^ ^^^ ^«°»ed familiar,but I had not recognised you, either. Thanks I^

from your fnends. We shall meet again by and by."

of{^h'.'^f T^ '^' ^^°^" P^y ^*d passed out

ITaTa "°*'^ '""^ '°"^^ °^ '^'^' ^°^<=«« ^nd laugh!ter had died a^y i„ the distance. Then she returnedto her chair, the place where Garth had seemerso

1^.!
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near. She looked once more at the Sphinx and at
the huge pytamid in the moonlight.
Then she took up the paper and opened it.

"Enable with perpetual light
The dulness of our blinded sight.

"

JTes— it was Garth Dalmain— A«- Garth, of the
ftdonng shining eyes— who lay at his house in the
North; blind, helpless, and alone.



CHAPTER XIV

IN DBRTCX'S SAFB CONTROL

THE white clifEs of Dover gradually became more
solid and distinct, until at length they rose from

the sea, a strong white wall, emblem of the undeniable
purity of England, the stainless honour and integrity
of her throne, her Aurch, her parliament, her courts
of justice, and her dealings at home and abroad,
whether with friend or foe. "Strength and white^
ncsB," thought Jane as she paced the steamer's deck;
and after a two yeara' absence her heart went out to
her native land. Then Dover Castle caught her eye,
80 beautiful in the pearly Ught of that spring afternoon!
Her mind leaped to enjoyment, then fell back stunned
by the blow of quick remembrance, and Jane shut
her eyes.

All beautiful sights brought this pang to her heart
since the reading of that paragraph on the piazza of
the Mena House Hotel.

An hour after she had read it, she was driving down
the long straight road to Cairo; embarked at Alexan-
dria the next day; landed at Brindisi, and this night
and day travelling had brought her at last within
sight of the shores of England. In a few minutes she
would set foot upon them, and then there would be
but two more stages to her journey. For, from the
moment she started, Jane never doubted her ultimate
destination,— the room where pain and darkness and
despair must be waging so terrible a conflict against

<4«
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the moral courage, the mental sanity, and the instinc-
nve hold on life of the man she loved.
That she was going to him, Jane knew; but

she felt utterly unable to arrange how or in whatway her going could be managed. That it was a
complicated problem, her common sense told her-
though her yearning arms and aching bosom cried
out: "0 God, is it not simple? Blind and alone!
Mj' Garth!

But she knew an unbiassed judgment, steadier than
her own, must solve the problem; and that her surestway to Garth, lay through the doctor's consulting,
room. So she telegraphed to Deryck from Paris
and at present her mind saw no further than Wimpole

At Dover she bought a paper, and hastfly scanned
Its pages as she walked along the platform in the wake
of the capable porter who had taken possession of
her rugs and hand baggage. In the personal column
she found the very paragraph she sought.

" We regret to announce that Mr. Garth Dalmain stiU lies ina most precarious condition at his house on Deeside, Aberdeen,
shire. as a result of the shooting accident a fortnight ago Hiiaght IS hopelessly gone, but the injured parts were Lgres^-
jngfavourably.and all fear of brain compUcationsseetSdW

™n^ <;^n '\^f '\^^ ^"^ considered necessary to sum-mon Sir Deryck Brand, the well-known nerve specialist in
consultation with the oculist and the local pra^ioner Scharge of the case. There is a feeling of wide-spread regret•nd sympathy m those social and artistic circles where Mr.Dalmain was so weU known and so deservedly popular.

"Oh thank you, m'lady." said the efficient porter
when he had ascertained, by a rapid glance into his
palm, that Jane s half-crown was not a penny. He had
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a dck young wife at home, who had been orderedextra nounshment. and just as the rush on board

F^.r" ^ r "P l^^^^P^" P^y^^ *° *h^ HeavenlyFather "who knoweth that ye have need of theithings, asking that he might catch the eye of a eenefous traveller. He felt he had indeed bL "led" tothis plam brown-faced, broad-shouldered lady, whenhe remembered how nearly, after her curt nod^r^m a
distance had engaged him. he had responded to the
blandishments of a fussy little woman, with mZ
ZL f1' ^f

"'^'' ^^ ^ P""'^* ^^Se. who was nowdoling French coppers out of the window of the nextcompartment. "Seven pence 'apenny of this stuff

^^^rfi,
"^""^^ ^" *^^* ^°^S' I ^«'' think! "

giumbled his mate; and Jane's young porter exoeri-enced the doable joy of faith confin^eS. anSXg
service generously rewarded.

^
A telegraph boy walked along the train, saying-
Honrubble Jain Champyun" at intervals. Janeheard her name, and her arm shot out o^ the window.
Here, my boyi It is for me."

She tore it open. It was from the doctor.

"Welcome home. Just back from Scotland. Will meet voo

Deryck."

JT ?J\°^' ^'^' ^^'^^"^ '°^ °^ thankfulness and
relief. She had been so lonely.
Then she turned to the window. "Here, somebody Il-etch me a cup of coffee, will you.?"
Coffee was the last thing she wanted; but it never

di's'ia^
*° *°^ °°^ *° ^'^^^ *^^ ^°^°'' ^^^° ^t a

The young porter, who stiU stood sentry at the door

m
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of Jane's compartment, dashed off to the refreshment
room; and, just as the train began to move, handed
a cup of steaming coffee and a plate of bread-and-
butter in at the window.

" Oh, thank you, my good feUow," said Jane, putting
the plate on the seat, while she dived into her pocket.
"Here! you have done very well for me. No, never
mind the change. Coffee at a moment's notice should
fetch a fancy price. Good-bye."
The train moved on, and the porter stood looking

after it with tears in his eyes. Over the first half
crown he had said to himself: "Milk and new-laid
eggs." Now, as he pocketed the second, he added the
other two things mentioned by the parish doctor:
"soup and jelly;" and his heart glowed. "Your
heavenly Father knoweth that ye have need of these
things."

And Jane, seated in a comfortable comer, choked
back the tears of relief which threatened to fall,

drank her coffee, and was thereby more revived than
she could have thought possible. She, also, had need
of many things. Not of half crowns; of those she had
plenty. But above all else she needed just now a
wise, strong, helpful friend, and Deryck had not failed
her.

She read histelegram through once more, and smiled.
How like him to think of the coffee; and oh, how like
him to be coming to the station.

Sh took off her hat and leaned back against the
cushions. She had been travelling night and day, in
one feverish whirl of haste, and at last she had brought
herself within reach of Deryck's hand and Deryck's
safe control. The turmoil of her soul was stilled; a
great caha took its place, and Jane dropped quietly
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off to deep "Your heavenly Father knoweth that
ye have need of these things."

^^^u"^^' ^I^^^^
*°^ «^*^y refreshed. Janestood at the window of her compartment as the trainteamed mto Charing Cross.

The doctor was stationed exactly opposite the doorwhen her carnage came to a standstUl; mere chance,and yet, to Jane, it seemed so like him to have takenup his position precisely at the right spot on that
long platform. An enthusiastic lady patient had onceaid of Deryck Brand, with more accuracy of defi-
mtion than of grammar: "You know, he is alwavsevery y«5/ there." And this characteristic of the
doctor had made him to many a very present help intime of trouble.

He was through the line of porters and had hishand upon the handle of Jane's door in a moment.
Standmg at the window, she took one look at the
firm leim face, now alight with welcome, and read in
the kmd. steadfast eyes of her childhood's friend a
perfert sympathy and comprehension. Then she sawbehmd him her aunt's footman, and her own maid,who had been given a place in the duchess's house-
hold. In another moment she was on the platform
and her hand was in Deryck's.
"That is right, dear." he said. "All fit and well

I can see. Now hand over your keys. I suppos^
you have nothing contraband? I telephoned the
duchess to send some of her people to meet your
luggage, and not to expect you herself until dinner
tome, as you were taking tea with us. Was that right ?
This way. Come outside the barrier. What a rabble!AUwant-ng to breakeverypossible rule and regulation.
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and each trying to be the first person in the front row.
Really the patience and good temper of raUway
officials should teach the rest of mankind a lesson "

The doctor, talking all the time, piloted jane
through the crowd; opened the door of a neat electric
brougham, helped her in, took his seat beside her, and
they glided swiftly out into the Strand, and turned
towards Trafalgar Square.

^
''WeU," said the doctor, "Niagara is a big thing,

Knt It? When people say to me: "Were you not
disappointed in Niagara? T7e were!" I feel tempted
to wish, for one homicidal moment, that the earth
would open her mouth and swallow them up. People
who can be disappointed in Niagara, and talk about
It should no longer be allowed to crawl on the face
of the earth. And how about the 'Little Mother'?
Isn t she worth knowing? I hope she sent me her
love. And New York harbour! Did you ever see
anything to equal it. as you steam away in the sunset?
Jane gave a sudden sob; then turned to him, dry-

eyed. '

"Is there no hope, Deryck? "

The doctor laid his hand on hers. " He will always
be blmd, dear. But Ufe holds other things beside
sight. We must never say: ' No hooe* "

"Will he live?"

"There is no reason he should not live. But how
far life wiU be worth living, largely depends upon what
can be done for liim, poor chap, during the next few
months. He is more shattered mentally than physi-
cally." *^ "^

Jane pulled off her gloves, swallowed suddenly, then
gnpped the doctor's knee. " Deryck— I love him."
The doctor remained silent for a few moments, as
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tt pondering this tremendous fact. Then he lifted

it jTvf
•
^^^'^^.^^d ««««g "Pon his knee and kissed

t wuh a beautiful reverence, -a gesture expressingthe homage of the man to the brave truthftLsTof
the woman. *•»*«»» «t

'•In that case, dear." he said "the future holds instore so great a good for Garth Dalmain that I thinkhe may dispense with sight. - Meanwhile you h^vemuch to say to me. and it is. of course, your right to
heareverydetaUofhiscasethatlcangiVe. i^fher^

^ are at Wimble Street. Now come into my con"
sulting-room. Stoddart has orders that we are on noaccount to be disturbed.
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'CHAPTER XV
THB CONSULTATION

T^ doctor's room was very quiet. Jane l«med
1 back in his dark green leather armchair, her feetoaa footstool, her hands gripping the arms on either

The doctor sat at his table, in the round pivot<hair
he always used.- a chair which enabled him to swing
round suddenly and face a patient, or to turn awav
very quietly and bend over his table.
Just now he was not looking at Jane. He had been

giving her a detailed account of his visit to Castle
Gleneesh. which he had left only on the previous even-
ing He had spent five hours with Garth. It seemed^dest to teU her aU; but he was looking stnu^
before him as he talked, because he knew that at
last the t^ra were running unchecked down Jane's
cheeks, and he wished her to think he did not notice
tnem.

" You understand, dear, " he was saying, "the actualwounds are going on weU. Strangely enough, though
the retma of each eye was pierced, and the sight is
irrecoverably gone, there was very little damage done
to surrounding parts, and the brain is quite uninjured.
The present danger arises from the shock to the ner-vous sj^tem and from the extreme mental anguish
caused by the realisation of his loss. The ph^cal
suflfermg during the first days and nights must have
been temble. Poor fellow, he looks shattered by it.
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J ooutitation is excellent, and Ut life lu. h.^»^. h«Uthy. «d norml th.t taTTeSj^

tt^™t"^^ "" """'y ^M""- "^ ""St.;
muchto hun,-be.«tyof form, beautyof coIouT^ito

But lus temperature began to vary aUnningly- toriiowed .ymptoma of mental trouble; ofXhiJS^^ you technical detail,; and i nerTa^^«emed more necessary than an ocaliat. ThroSm,he a now in my hands."
"eretore

onT^ f^" ^T''' ''"iSktened a few book. lyingon the toble, and drew a small bowl of violetsdj^

^dTnVrX"^ hi. wife had pla^i th.:;

to grasp hi., in faithful comprehend^Tl^ad^*
want p.ty and those who talked of hi, iZ ^th^

fight. ButoyUs';^^r-^r';i^::
would be to lose; you must live to win. It is u^teri^beyond all human sfength; but b^Li-^^^I^ come through con,ue«r.' Zl tbis fZL'Zhim. Jeanette. and a good deal mom- .„j IT
Strangely beautiful thing hap^td °Tcan tei ^o^«ndofco«rseIcouldtallFlower.b«tto^^2^

i4
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^"^^i"^*^*- The difficulty had b«e« to

eem able to rouse .uffidently to notice anvthW^mg on around him. But thL w^r^b^^t?!
STte •ect'irv *? *•'* '°^' °^ ^^ and find iTeaiate echo in his inner consciousness. I heardwl

witft the abundance of Thv wace ' Th«« ». * ^
Jj.

h«.d ^owly on the pUio^^Twha^^et ,T^'of h« fcce .eemed tnasfonned. He twd °NoW

"'5°*We with perpetual light
The dulness of our blinded dght.

With the abundance of Thy grace.

Where Thou art Guide, no iUcan^.

^^-J^
i^^°'°'* *°"'^« *^« I «^er heard."

hJb!
^,°^*°7*"^d' for Jane had buried her face inher hands and was sobbing convulsivelv wk u

When a <^^^:^JZZ7^'%'^^^^^
left to hold on to i« b;o «.r r*^*^ .'

*^^ » man has

spiritual side hL'L„%te?oSd°°wi..*rr? " "'

Sr wrir^^t": "''° """^ »- ^-t-7~J^' "'®"' alter that we talked auit*» ^«fi •/T-d I persuaded bin. toa^ tororCt^l
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and though he seemed so bojfs,, u ,d e.«. , kno' I

cS^h
'",^'»"'t Whether ^y o: -, y„,^ Zl.^a«h-the «,ul of the»„. dee, dow. bcneaihtta

Me lifted her head. "I did." she ,:ad s „ pi-Ah, said the doctor. "I a.» xiv i

o^f^dscouldnot-beid^Ld' Udyl glTbt

them know she was coming; tmvelled all the wav uft^ Shenstone with no maid, and nottogTut Jhandbag and arrived at the door in a fly. Ro^rtM«kenzK the local medical man, „h„ j, an^nvft^„,"miso^^t. feared a, fi.^ she was an unsuspec^SOf Dal s. He seemed to think unannoun^d ladie,amvms m hired vehicle, must necessaZ^urn t^!to b. undeamble wives. I gather they tod^^lwhatfv™y«»„e. But Lady Ingleby ion got rZdold Robbie, and came near to channing him-„
fct h'Tr toot r' ^"* °' «""» '*-' <">>-» <Ja^let her mto Dai's room; so her minist.y of consota!

tappened to know them aU, better than they knew

^A1 "; „^'" *° "*™' '» "-a^tical detaUs Z^s had a funy trained male nurse and his o^ valet

I^don hospital nurses, who might have brought"Uttle gentle comfort and w«nanly sympathyTh^

I

til
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«ck.room. He said he could not stand being touched
^awomanjsothe^itrenuuned. AcompeteTm^was found instead. But we can now dispense^h^and I have insisted upon sending ?p^ Zy^ of my own choosing; not so much to'^JLit^Jh«i.or doanyof a sick-nurse's ordinary duties-^

^to sit with hmi. read to him, attend to his corre-

S^hL WJ r'
""

"?
^*? ^'^P ^"^ *° *»J« "P We again

tart^and this afternoon I engaged exactly the rightperson She is a gentlewoman by birth, has nui^dfor me before, and is well up in the specii lmow"ed^of mental things which this case re^Z iZ sSi^pretty. dainty little thing; Just the kind of ekg^^:^g woman poor Dal wouldhave liked to haveaCt
^War^'"^^"^- ^^^^^^^hafastidiouschTpaW appearances, and such a comioisseur of good

D^lia.!^ •'
"^i*!^

* descriptive account of hfr to

amval She is to go up the day after to-morrow Weare lucky to get her, for she is quite first-mt^^d stohas ordy just finished with a long consumptive o^now <^ the mend and ordered abroad. So you^
Jeanette aU is shaping well. -And now. m^d^^ri you have a story of your own to teU me. ^dZwhole attention shaU be at your disposal. But fim^aU

f
am gomg to ring for tea. and you and I^^ye It qmetly down here, if you will excuse mefor^few mmutes while I go upstairs and speak t^

•

It seemed so natural to Jane to be pouring out tha
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doctor's tea, and to watch him outtin^-tn^ 1 m
*nce of salt on th*» fhiA / T^^*"^'*^»Mo'^
folding it ovi^Sh tt^c^'^/r^-^"**^'' ^^ then

always'cha^Serisld I' s^fst^^^ t't
"^

•entials he had chan«H ^..i ^ b the ».
•» » youth 7twS^f^;rn^"\'"" ""."^^ ">»»

n.rp,re%SH't€TP

»«ny subjects which ^re rf^..? , f"""^ the

could still remember tt^^ffT?^""*^- J«™
hot chestnutsTS:wTh d'T^ "' ""^
•he hastened to do them S^Me^*^ ."".JT»>«»«» She had always seS i;t^ i'"^''

**

his hands, with the b^^^^n "^ "? '*^"*
their touch and vet^^^u ^*!"' " "^"te «
u^dtolove^SjilgttrwlTt'r^'^ ^"^
pencils or drew w™rt.,i i^- ^ sharpened her

books; thinS^g hTwt ™a^!?^ " "^ *«'«^
formed imporCro-mZ^V""' "l^ >» •>"-

depend upoS theirskSdSteritrVtT ""^
3«« he had seemed so m,«ht,d ^th^ shr T'jthen came the timp -bt»,«« u V^ ^^ ®°®' -^^
young womarh-SraTdThete^' "" "'"'"' "'"
•nd their ages seemed the sZe'^r" °°/ '"^

c-nei. HowfrLldT"^ ?"''^- ^n" «»«

m

M\
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the doctor, and all the highest good seemed his; m his
profession

;
in his standing among men ; and. above allm his heart life, which Flower had always held between

her two sweet hands. And Jane rejoiced, but felt still
more lonely now she had no companion in loneliness.
And ttill their friendship held, with Flower admitted
as a third- a wistful, grateful third, anxious to learn
from the woman whose friendship meant so much to
her husband, how to succeed where she had hitherto
failed. And Jane's faithful heart was generous and
loyal to both, though in sight of their perfect happiness
her loneliness grew.

And now. in her own hour of need, it had to be
Deryck only; and the doctor knew this, and had
arranged accordingly; for at last his chance had come
to repay the faithful devotion of a lifetime The
conversation of that afternoon would be the supreme
test of their friendship. And so. with a specialist's
appreciation of the mental effect of the most trivial
external details, the doctor had ordered muffins and
a kettle on the fire, and had asked Jane to make the
tea.

By the time the kettle boiled, they had remembered
the chestnuts, and were laughing about poor old
FrSulein's efforts to keep them in order, and the
strategies by which they used to evade her vigilance.
And the years rolled back, and Jane felt herself very
much at home with the chum of her childhood.

Nevertheless, there was a moment of tension when
the doctor drew back the tea-table and they faced
each other in easy-chairs on either side of the fireplace.
Each noticed how characteristic was the attitude of
the other.

Jane sat forward, her feet firmly planted on the
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hearth-rug, her arms on her knees, and her hands
clasped in front of her.

The doctor leaned back, one knee crossed over the
other, his elbows on the arms of his chair, the tips of
his fingers meeting, in absolute stiUness of body and
mtense concentration of mind.
The silence between themwas like a deep,calm pool.
Jane took the first plunge.
" Deryck, I am going to tell you everything. I am

gomg to speak of my heart, and mind, and feelings,
exactly as if they were bones, and muscles, and lungs.
I want you to combine the offices of doctor and con-
fessor in one."

The doctor had been «ontemplating his fingertips.
He now glanced swiftly at Jane, and nodded; then
turned his head and looked into the fire.

"Deryck, mine has been a somewhat lonely exist-
ence. I have never been essential to the life of
another, and no one has ever touched the real depths
of mme. I have known they were there, but I have
known they were unsounded."
The doctor opened his Ups.as if to speak; then closed

them m a firmer line than before, and merely nodded
his head silently.

"I had never been loved with that love which
makes one absolutely first to a person, nor had I ever
so loved. I had— cared very much; but caring is
not loving. — Oh, Boy, I know that now!"
The doctor's profile showed rather white against the

dark-green background of his chair; but he smiled as
he answered: "Quite true, dear. There is a distinc-
tion, and a diflference."

"I had heaps of friends, and amongst them a good
many nice men, mostly rather younger than myself.

All
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who called me 'Miss Champion' to my &ce. and
good old Jane* behind my back."
The doctor smiled. He had often heard the expres-

«on, and could recall the whole-hearted aflfectionand
admiration in the tones of those who used it.

"Men, as a rule," continued Jane, 'get on better
With me than do women. Being large and solid, and
ttsuaUy calling a spade 'a spade,' and not 'a garden
implement,' women consider me strong-minded, and
are inclined to be afraid of me. The boys know
they can trust me; they make a confidante of me.
looking upon me as a sort of convenient elder sister
who knows less about them than an elder sister would
know, and is probably more ready to be interested in
those things which they choose to teU. Among my
men friends, Deryck, was Garth Dalmain."
Jane paused, and the doctor waited silently for her

to continue.

"I was always interested in him, partly because he
was so original and vivid in his way of talking, and
partiy because"— a bright flush suddenly crept up
into the tanned cheeks— "well, though I did not
realise it then, I suppose I found his extraordinary
beauty rather fascinating. And then, our drcum-
•tances were so much alike,— both orphans, and well
off; responsible to no one for our actions; with heaps
of mutual friends, and constantly staying at the same
houses. We drifted into a pleasant intimacy, and
of all my friends, he was the one who made me feel
most like 'a man and a brother.' We discussed
women by the dozen, all his special admirations in
turn, and the effect of their beauty upon him, and I
watched with interest to see who, at last, would fix
his roving fancy. But on one eventful day all this



The Consultation i6i

was changed in half an hour. We were both staying
at Overdene. There was a big house party, and
Aunt Georgina had arranged a concert to which
half the neighbourhood was coming. Madame Velma
failed at the last minute. Aunt 'Gina, in a great
state of mind, was borrowing remarks from her ma-
caw. You know how? She always says she is

merely quoting 'the dear bird.' Something had to
be done. I offered to take Velma's place; and I
sang."

"Ah," said the doctor.
" I sang • The Rosary*— the song Flower asked for

the last time I was here. Do you remember?"
The doctor nodded. " I remember."
" After that, all was changed between Garth and me.

I did not understand it at first. I knew the music
had moved him deeply, beauty of sound having upon
him much the same effect as beauty of colour; but I
thought the effect would pass in the night. But the
days went on, and there was alwajrs this strange sweet
difference; not anything others would notice; but I
suddenly became conscious that, for the first time in
my whole life, I was essential to somebody. I could
not enter a room without realising that he was in-
stantly aware of my presence; I could not leave a
room without knowing that he would at once feel and
regret my absence. The one fact filled and com-
pleted all things; the other left a blank which could
not be removed. I knew this, and yet— incredible
though it may appear— I did not realise it meant love.

I thought it was an extraordinarily close bond of
sjrmpathy and mutual understanding, brought about
principally by our enjoyment of one another's music.
We spent hours in the music-room. I put it down to
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that; yet when he looked at me his eyes seemed
to touch as well as see me. and it was a very tender
and wonderful touch. And all the while I never
thought of love. I was so plain and almost middle-
aged; and he, such a beautiful, radiant youth. He was
like a young sun-god, and I felt warmed and vivified
when he was near; and he was almost always near.
Honestly, that was my side of the days succeeding the
concert. But his I He told me afterwards, Deryck,
it had been a sudden revelation to him when he heard
me sing 'The Rosary,' not of music only, but of me.
He said he had never thought of me otherwise than as
a good sort of chum; but then it was as if a veil were
lifted, and he saw, and knew, and felt me as a woman.
And— no doubt it will seem odd to you. Boy; it did
to me; — but he said, that the woman he found then
was his ideal of womanhood, and that from that hour
he wanted me for his own as he had never wanted
anything before."

Jane paused, and looked into the glowing heart of
the fire.

The doctor turned slowly and looked at Jane. He
himself had experienced the intense attraction of her
womanliness,— all the more overpowering when it
was realised, because it did not appear upon the sur-
face. He had sensed the strong mother-tenderness
lying dormant within her; had known that her arms
would prove a haven of refuge, her bosom a soothing
pillow, her love a consolation unspeakable. In his
own days of loneliness and disappointment, the doctor
had had to flee from this in Jane,— a precious gift, so
easy to have taken because of her very ignorance of
it; but a gift to which he had no right. Thus the
doctor could well understand the hold it would gain
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upon a man who had discovered it, and who was free
to win it for his own.
But he only said, "I do not think it odd, dear."
Jane had forgotten the doctor. She came back

promptly from the glowing heart of the fire.

" I am glad you don't," she said. " I did.— Well,
we both left Overdene on the same day. I came to
you; he went to Shenstone. It was a Tuesday. On
the Friday I went down to Shenstone, and we met
again. Having been apart for a little while seemed
to make this curious feeling of 'togetherness' deeper
and sweeter than ever. In the Shenstone house party
was that lovely American girl, Pauline Lister. Garth
was enthusiastic about her beauty, and set on painting
her. Everybody made sure he was going to propose
to her. Deryck, I thought so, too; in fact I had
advised him to do it. I felt so pleased and interested
over it, though all the while his eyes touched me when
he looked at me, and I knew the day did not begin for
him until we had met, and was over when we had
said good-night. And this experience of being first

and most to him made everything so golden, and life

so rich, and still I thought of it only as an unusually
delightful friendship. But the evening of my arrival
at Shenstone he asked me to come out on to the
terrace after dinner, as he wanted specially to talk to
me. Deryck, I thought it was the usual proceeding of
making a confidante of me, and that I was to hear de-
tails of his intentions regarding Miss Lister. Thinking
that, I walked calmly out beside him; sat down on the
parapet, in the brilliant moonlight, and quietly waited
for him to begin. Then— oh, Deryck! It happened."
Jane put her elbows on her knees, and buried her

face in her clasped hands.
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I cannot teU you— detafls. His love— it just
poured over me like molten gold. It melted the shell
of my reserve; it burst through the ice of my convic-
tions; It swept me oflE my feet upon a torrent of won-
<^usfire. I knewnothing in heaven or earth but that
this love was mine, and was for me. And then— oh
Deryck! I can't explain-

1 don't know myself how
It happened- but this whirlwind of emotion came to
rest upon my heart. He knelt with his arms around
me, and we held each other in a sudden great 8tiUne«-
Mid m that moment I was all his. and he knew it'He might have stayed there hours if he had not moved
or spoken; but presently he Ufted up his face and
looked at me. Then he said two words. I can't
repeat them. Boy; but they brought me suddenly tomy senses, and made me realise what it aU meant
Garth Dalmain wanted me to marry him."
Jane paused, awaiting the doctor's expression of

surprise.
"^

"What else could it have meant?" said Deryck
Brand, very quietly. He passed his hand over his
lips, knowmg they trembled a little. Jane's confes-
«ons were giving him a stifer time than he had
expected. "Well, dear, so you—?"

"I stood up," said Jane; "for while he knelt there
he was master of me, mind and body; and some
mstmct told me that if I were to be won to wifehood,my reason must say 'yes' before the rest of me It
is 'spint, soul, and body' in the Word, not 'body
soul, and spmt,' as is so often misquoted; and I be-
lieve the inspired sequence to be the right one "

The doctor made a quick movement of interest.
Good heavens. Jane!" he said. "You have got

hold of a truth there, and you have exprewftd it
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exactly as I have often wanted to express it without
being able to find the right words. You have found
them, Jeanette."

She looked into his eager eyes and smiled sadly.
" Have I. Boy ? " she said. " WeU, they have cost me
dear.— I put my lover from me and told him I must
have twelve hours for calm reflection. He was so
sure— so sure of me, so sure of himself— that he
agreed without a protest. At my request he left me
at once. The manner of his going I cannot tell, even
to you, Dicky. I promised to meet him at the village
church next day and give him my answer. He was
to try the new organ at eleven. We knew we should
be alone. I came. He sent away the blower. He
called me to him at the chancel step. The setting
was so perfect. The artist in him sang for joy, and
thrilled with expectation. The glory of absolute cer-
tainty was in his eyes; though he had himself well in
hand. He kept from touching me while he asked for
my answer. Then— I refused him, point blank,
giving a reason he could not question. He turned
from me and left the church, and I have not spoken
to him from that day to this."

A long silence in the doctor's consulting-room.
One manly heart was entering into the pain of another,
and yet striving not to be indignant until he knew the
whole truth.

Jane's spirit was strung up to the same pitch as in
that fateful hour, and once more she thought herself
right.

At last the doctor spoke. He looked at her search-
ingly now, and held her eyes.

"And why did you refuse him, Jane?" The land
voice was rather stem.
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Jane put out her hands to him appealingly. "Ah.
Boy, I must make you understand! How could I
do otherwise, though, indeed, it was putting away
the highest good Ufe wiU ever hold for me? Deryck
you know Garth well enough to realise how dependent
he IS on beauty; he must be surrounded by it, per-
petuaUy. Before this unaccountable need of each other
came to us he had talked to me quite freely on this
pomt, saying of a plain person whose character and
gifts he greatly admired, and whose face he grew to
like in consequence

:
' But of course it was not the sort

of face one would have wanted to live with, or to
have day after day opposite to one at table; but then
one was not called to that sort of discipline, which
would be martyrdom to me.' Oh, Deryck! Could
I have tied Garth to my plain face ? Could I have let
myself become a daily, hourly discipline to that radi-
ant, beauty-loving nature ? I know they say, • Love is
blind.' But that is before Love has entered into his
kingdom. Love desirous, sees only that, in the one
beloved, which has awakened the desire. But Love
content, regains full vision, and, as time goes on, those
powers of vision increase and become, by means
of daily, hourly, use,— microscopic and telescopic.
Wedded love is -ot Hind. Bah! An outsider stay,
ing with married people is apt to hear what love sees,
on both sides, and the delusion of love's bUndness is
dispeUed forever. I know Garth was blind, during all
those golden days, to my utter lack of beauty, because
he wanted me so much. But when he had had me,
and had steeped himself in all I have to give of soul
and spirit beauty; when the daUy routine of life began,
which after aU has to be lived in complexions, and
with features to the fore; when he sat down to break-
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last and I saw him gliurce at me and then look away;
when I was conscious that I was sitting behind the
coffee-pot, looking my very plainest, and that in con-
sequence my boy's discipline had begun; could I
have borne it? Should I not. in the miserable sense
of failing him day by day through no fault of my own,
have grown plainer and plainer; untU bitterness and
disappointment, and perhaps jealousy, aU combined
to make me positively ugly? I ask you, Deryck.
could I have borne it?

"

The doctor was looking at Jane with an expression
of keen professioiud interest.

" How awfully well I diagnosed the case when I sent
you abroad," he remarked meditatively. "ReaUy,
with so little data to go upon "

"Oh, Boy," cried Jane, with a movement of im-
patience, "don't speak to me as if I were a patient.
Treat rae as a human being, at least, and tell me— as
man to man— could I have tied Garth Dalmain to
my plain face ? For you know it is plain."
The doctor laughed. He was glad to make Jane a

little angry. "My dear girl," he said, "were we
speaking as man to man, I should have a few very
strong things to say to you. As we are speaking as
man to woman, — and as a man who has for a very
long time respected, honoured, and admired a very
dear and noble woman,— I wUl answer your ques-
tion frankly. You are not beautiful, in the ordinary
acceptation of the word, and no one who really loves
you would answer otherwise; because no one who
knows and loves you would dream of teUing you a lie.
We will even allow, if you like, that you are plain;
although I know half a dozen young men who, were
they here, would want to kick me into the street for





MICROCOPY RBOUITION TBT CHART

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

/APPLIED IM/C3E Inc

1653 Eost Main Stratt
Rochmter, Nm York t4S09 USA
(716) +82 - 0300 - Phon«
(71?) 288 - 5989 - Foil



t6B

'H'

1! 1

!?'(

9

The Rosary

back to tim"tcrto:^'Szrr'',r,'~''
walk twenty mile- forarfrtt nf i! i

.'"°'^"' «**''

have never wished it away."
presence I

"Ah, but Deryck, you did not have to have ?f ol

;^-d What tu™ the L;:uLtu.rs

thj.yea.Ihavek.ow^irit^r^trSs.l

"Dicky, don't teasel Oh B™ ;* :. *i.

qwstion of my whole life and » !
*"* °"^ "'*'

me wise and thouXul ad^~ ' T^v" ^°' '""' «*«
fession will have beentrX^l, '"^ '^«'=>^* ™»-

wdrndMTxrc^.rifr';; "'"-<'

"ghtly. My most earnest thn.mi,* ;„ u ,,
"

.^^posai. Andnowietitk^;:„''ari::-'



I

The Consultation 169

I did not give it as a reason "

^What then did you give as your reason for refusing

"I asked him how old he was "

where he hfJ'"^^"^
'^''' ^'"'^^ ^"^ ^« ^^e chancel.Where he had come awaiting your answer?"

Yes. It did seem awful when I came to thinkIt oyer afterwards. But it worked."
^"'^ *° ^^^^

..
1^^"^^/° ^°"^^ ^t ™ked. What then ?

"

ae said he was twenty-seven I «aiH t ^r^., *l-_
and looked thirty-five, and felt forty 1ars3Jrhe'might be twenty-seven, but he looked ineteen tn^I was sure he often felt nine " ^°eteen, and

"Well?"

;;Then I said that I could not marry a mere boy "
And he acquiesced?"

"*

"He seemed stunned at first Thpn u^ -^ r

^^Icou.dnotn^hin.fA'ion^^r.dLXf

deois^n and he r^ed'^rt^-rdl^I
out, and we have not met since "

xCIZi "^1'"° ''°'='°'-' "I ^-J" "e did not see

;5^e,i!ro:re=strjtar-
loved, with much conviction " ^
A dull red crept up beneath Jane's tan.
Uh, Deryck, it was not entirelv a li*. n

one of those dreadful lies whTch a^ '

part a trurof which Tennyson says that they are ^a h^Hmatter to fight.'

"

^ ^ ^*'^'^^'"
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"•A lie which is all a lie

May be met and fought with outright;
But a lie which is part a truth
Is a harder matter to fight,'

"

quoted the doctor.

• '7u^'" ^? ^°^^- "-^^ ^^ ^o"^^ not fig^t this,
just because it was partly true. He is younger than
I by three years, and still more by temperament.
It was partly for his delightful youthfulness that I
feared my maturity and staidness. It was part a
truth, but oh, Deryck, it was more a lie; and it was
altogether a lie to call him -the man whom I had
felt complete master of me the evening before— 'a
mere boy.' AJ.so he could not fight it because it
took him so utterly by surprise. He had been aU
the time as completely without self-consciousness. as
I had been morbidly fuU of it. His whole thought
had been of me. Mine had been of him and— of
myself."

"Jane," said the doctor, "of all that you have
suffered since that hour, you deserved every pane "
Jane bent her head. "I know," she said.
• You were false to yourself, and not true to your

lover. You robbed and defrauded both. Cannot
you now see your mistake? To take it on the lowest
ground Dalmain, worshipper of beauty as he was,
had had a surfeit of pretty faces. He was like the
confectioner s boy who when first engaged is allowed
to eat all the cakes and sweets he likes, and who
eats so many in the first week, that ever after he
wants only plain bread-and-butter. You were Dai's
bread-and-butter. I am sorry if you do not like the
simile.

Jane smiled. "I do like the simUe." she said.
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J
Ah but you were far more than this, my dear

niL """"^ ^' '^'^^ °^ womanhood He S'

?Mc f ?K •
^°'' shattered this ideal; you failed

wiha, -r^^'" f^^--f"J'-rt-tic.ecle;tl„atre

7^L A
"''"'"^ possibilities of faithful and pas-sionate devotion, had found its haven in your love-

was a cnme. The magnificent strength of the fellowIS shown by the way he took it. hS progress nS
stcrHehr'!?- f ^-b-twork'hafbeendone
since. He has made no bad mad marriage, inmockerv

you. He might have done both— I mean eifLr

Sd t,3„Tr v."*'/"* ' ''"'™ fish* » the dark,and turning his head on the pillow to say with a

through all tLsTy^riTan^'iftr: """ '"-*

I'd ho^whip y.,V^i thLTo^tor'^""
™" " *°"-

Jane squared her shoulders and lifted her headw.th more of her old spirit than she had yet sho^You have lashed me well, Boy " she sai,1 •• .,„,
words spoken in faithful iadignSio: ^ith SI feel the better for the pain —And now t fV- 1 7

S»" !T"i'^
I ""^i^^y =aw the matter from a

.t si a"' tflT"- ""^ ""™^' '"at view, ::!thIts sUrp Ime of demarcation ? On one side the riverand verdure, vegetation, fruitfulness, a veritable Varden endosed'; on the other, vast si^ce a^ fa, „^^e

Zr • T"' ^'"^ "'"''y- »™y to thel^^^but no s.sa of vegeution. no hope of cultivation^^

s

I i



172 The Rosary

Ml

barren, arid loneliness. I felt this was an exact picture
of my life as I live it now. Garth's love, flowing
through it, as the river, could have made it a veritable
•garden of the Lord.' It would have meant less
liberty, but it would also have meant no loneliness.
And, after all, the liberty to live for self alone, becomes
in time a weary bondage. Then I realised that I had
condemned him also to this hard desert life. I came
down and took counsel of the old Sphinx. Those
calm, wise eyes, looking on into futurity, seemed to
say: 'They only live who love.' That evening I
resolved to give up the Nile trip, return home imme-
diately, send for Garth, admit all to him, asking him
to let us both begin again just where we were three
years ago in the moonlight on the terrace at Shen-
stone. Ten minutes after I had formed this decision
I heard of his accident."

'

The doctor shaded his face with his hand. "The
wheels of time," he said in a low voice, "move for-
ward—always; backward, never.')

"Oh, Deryck." cried Jane, "sometimes they do.
You and Flower know that sometimes they do.

"

The doctor smiled sadly and very tenderiy. ^'I
know." he said, "that there is always one exception
which proves every rule." Then he added quickly:
"But, unquestionably, it helps to mend matters, so
far as your own mental attitude is concerned, that
before you knew of Dalmain's blindness you should
have admitted yourself wrong, and made up your
mind to trust him."

"I don't know thai I was altogether clear about
havmg been wrong." said Jane, "but I was quite
convmced that I couldn't live any longer without
him, and was therefore prepared to risk it. And of
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course now. all doubt or need to question Is sweotaway by my poor boy's accident, which sb^Smattei^ wher^ that particular point is concerned »
The doctor looked at Jane with a sudden raising ofhis level brows. "Simplifies matters?" he saidThen as Jane, apparently satisfied with the exores-sjon did not attempt to qualify it. he rose and stfmd

thought* wf'r" '' '°^ * ''^ "^°--^« ^ ^^ntthought When he sat down again, his voice wasvery qmet. but there was an alertness about Ws

^^nZ ""^"^ '°"^'^ J""^- She felt that thecnsis of their conversation had been reached
And now. my dear Jeanettr," said the doctorsuppose you tell me what you intend doing "

'

Doing? » said Jane. "Why, of course I'shall crn

Sole^Mmk ^f^--y<>-oad:;semet^:^st to let him know I am coming, and whether it issafe for him to have the emotion of my arrival AlsoI don't want to risk being kept from hL bTdoctors ornurses. My place is by his side. I ask no betterthing of life than to be always beside him. But sS'room attendants are apt to be pig-headed; and afuss under these circumstances would be unbUrableA wire from you will make all clear."
"I see." said the doctor slowly. "Yes a wire

G^rth D l"'"
?^^^*^^y open a way for ^ou t"Garth Dalmam's bedside. And. amved ther^! wha?

A smile of ineffable tenderness parted Jane's lips.The doctor saw it, but turned away immediately Uwas not for him. or for any man. to see that look The^ye^ which should have seen it were sightless ever!

"What then. Deryck? Love wiU know best what

111
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then All barriers will be swept away, and Garth and
1 will be together.

The doctor's finger-tips met very exactly before he
spoke agam; and when he did speak, his tone was very
level and very kind.

^

"Ah. Jane," he said, "that is the woman's point of^ew. It IS certainly the simplest, and perhaps the
best But at Garth's bedside you will be confronted
with theman spointof view; and I should befailingthe
trust you have placed in me did I not put that before
you now. - From the man's point of view, your own
mistaken action three years ago has placed you nowm an almost impossible position. If you go to Garth
with the simple offer of your love - the treasure he
asked three years ago and failed to win— he will
naturally conclude the love now given is mainly pitvand Garth Dalmain is not the man to be content with
pity, where he has thought to win love, and failed Nor
would he allow any woman— least of all his crown of
womanhood- to tie herself to his blindness unless he
were sure such binding was her deepest joy. And how
could you expect him to believe this in face of the
fact that, when *-was all a woman's heart could desire
you refused him and sent him from you?— If or the
other hand, you explain, as no doubt you intend to do.
the reason of that refusal, he can but say one thing:
You could not trust me to be faithful when I had my

sight. Blmd. you come to me. when it is no longer inmy power to prove my fidelity. There is no virtuem necessity. I can never feel I possess your trust
because you come to me only when accident has put
It out of my power either to do the thing you feared
or to prove myself better than your doubts.' My
dear girl, that is how matters stand from the man's
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point of view; from his. I make no doubt, even morethan from mme; for I recognise in Garth Dalm^ astn>nger man than myself. Had it been I that d^y inthe church, wantmg you as he did, I should have grov"

^tt^7. ''**°^P'°°^^^*°^°-"P- GarthDal.

protest, when the woman who had owned him matethe evemng before, refused him on the scoreTin^d^quacy the next morning. I fear ther. is no"«
standi'

"" "°"'' *"'' °' *'^ ^'^''"-^ « it
-"

Jane's pale, startled face went to the doctor's

" But, Deryck— he— loves—

"

"Just because he loves, my poor old girl, where vouare concerned he could never be content'U'th lesTth":^

6or^n.Z^'^^
°'''

T
^^"^ * ^y •

Tell me what todo! Despair was m Jane's eyes.
The doctor considered long, in silence. At last he

h^t'u i u^ """^ "^y °"*- ^^ I^al could some-how be brought to realise your point of view at thatt me as a possible one, without knowing it had actu-

have the chance to express himself clearly on thesubject- to me. for instance- in a way whfch mightreach you without being meant to reach you, it mifh
^

i^u" ? ^ ^""^ P°^^*^°" toward Wm B^t itwould be difficult to manage. If you could be in cloicontact with his mind, constantly near him unSen
"

to w'if f'^'-' f ^«^^«3^^o—
I

niean unknownto him. If. for instance, you could be in the shoes ofth s nuj^-companion person I am sending him. andget at his mmd on the matter; so that he could feeC
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when you eventually made your confession, he had
already justified himself to you, and thus gone behind
his blindness, as it were."

Jane bounded in her chair. "Deryck, I have it!

Oh, send me as his nurse-companion ! He would never
dream it was I. It is three years since he heard my
voice, and he thinks me in Egypt. The society
column in all the papers, a few weeks ago, mentioned
me as wintering in Egypt and Syria and remaining
abroad until May. Not a soul knows I have come
home. You are the best judge as to whether I have
had training and experience; and all through the war
our work was fully as much mental and spiritual, as
surgical. It was not up to much otherwise. Oh,
Dicky, you could safely recommend me; and I still

have my uniforms stowed away in case of need. I
could be ready in twenty-four hours, and I would go
as Sister— anything, and eat in the kitchen if

necessary.

"

"But, my dear girl," said the doctor quietly, "you
could not go as Sister Anything, unfortunately. You
could only go as Nurse Rosemary Gray; for I engaged
her this morning,and posted a full and explicit account
of her to Dr. Mackenzie, which he will read to our
patient. I never take a case from one nurse and give
it to another, excepting for incompetency. And Nurse
Rosemary Gray could more easily fly, than prove
incompetent. She will not be required to eat in the
kitchen. She is a gentlewoman, and will be treated
as such. I wish indeed you could be in her shoes,
though I doubt whether you could have carried it

through.— And now I have something to tell you.
Just before I left him, Dalmain asked after you. He
sandwiched you most carefully in between the duchess
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jmd Flower; but he .ould not keep the blood out ofW8 thm cheeks, and he gripped the bedclothes in his
effort to keep h« voice steady. He asked where you
were. I said. I believed, in Egypt. When you werecoming home I told him r had heard you intended
returiiing to Jerusalem for Easter, and I supposed we
xmght ex^ct you hom^ at the end of April or eariy
in May. He inquired how you were. I replied thatyou were not a good correspondent, but I gathered

SS^fi"^"*??^
."*""' *"^ pos. <:ards that you were

very fit and having a good time. I then volunteered
the statement that it was I who had sent you abroad
because you were going all to pieces. He made aquick movement with his hand as if he would have
struck me for using the expression. Then he said:
Going to pieces? Shel' in a tone of most utter
contempt for me and my opinions. Then he hastilymade minute inquiries for Flower. He had already
asked about the duchess all the c uestions he intendedaskmg about you. When he Lad ascertained thatMower was at home and well, and had sent him her
affectionate sympathy, he begged me to glance through
a pile of letters which were waiting untU he felt able
to have them read to him. and to teU him any of the
handwritings known to me. All the worid seemed
to have sent him letters of sympathy, poor chrr.. j
told him a dozen or so of the names I knew.-a royalhandwntmg among them. He asked whether therewere any from abroad. There were two or three. Iknew them all. and named them. He could not bear
to hear any of them read; even the royal letter re-
mained unopened, though he asked to have it in his
hand, and fingered the tiny crimson crown. Then heaid: Is there one from the duchess?' There waa.
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He wished to hear that one. so I opened and read it.
It was very characteristic of her Grace; full of kindly
sympathy, heartily yet tactfully expressed. Half-way
through she said: 'Jane will be upset. I shall write
and tell her next time she sends me an address. At
present I have no idea in which quarter of the globe
my dear niece is to be found. Last time I heard of
her she seemed in a fair way towards marrying a little
Jap and settling in Japan. Not a bad idea, my dear
Dal, is it? Though, if Japan is at all like the paper
screens, I don't know where in that Liliputian country
they will find a house, or a husband, or a what-do-you-
call-'em thing they ride in, solid enough for our good
Janer With intuitive tact of a very high order, I
omitted this entire passage about marrying the Jap.When your aunt's letter was finished, he asked point
blank whether there was one from you. I said No,
but that it was unlikely the news had reached you!
and I felt sure you would write when it did. So 1
hope you will, dear; and Nurse Rosemary Gray wil)
have instructions to read all his letters to him."
"Oh, Deryck," said Jane brokenly, "I can't bear

It! I must go to himi"
The telephone bell on the doctor's table whirred

sharply. He went over and took up the receiver.
"Hullo! . . . Yes, it is Dr. Brand. . . . Who is

speaking? ... Oh, is it you. Matron?"-^ Jane felt
quite sorry the matron could not see the doctor's
charming smile into the telephone. — "Yes? What
name did you say? . . . Undoubtedly. This morn-
ing; quite definitely. A most important case. She
is to call and see me to-night. . . . What? ... Mis-
take on register? Ah, I see Gone where? . . .

Where? . . . Spell it, please. . . . Australia! Oh,
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quite out of reach! . . . Yes, I heard he was ordered
there.

. . . Never mind. Matron. You are in no way
to blame. . . . Thanks, I think not. I have some
one in view. . . . Yes Yes. . . . No doubt she
might do. ... I will let you know if I should require
her.

. . . Good-bye, Matron, and thank you."
The doctor hung up the receiver. Then he turned

to Jane; a slow, half-doubtful smile gathering on his
lips.

"Jeanette," he said. "I do not believe in chance.
But I do believe in a Higher Control, which makes and
unmakes our plans. You shall go."
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THB DOCTOR PINDS A WAT

' A ND now as to ways and means," said the door\ tor, when Jane felt better. "You must leave
by the mght mail from Euston, the day after to-
morrow. Can you be ready?"

" I am ready," said Jane.
" You must go as Nurse Rosemary Gray.**
"I don't like that," Jane interposed. "I should

prefer a fictitious name. Suppose the real Rosemary
Giay turned up, or some one who knows her."
"My dear girl, she is half way to Australia by now

and you will see no one up there but the household
and the doctor. Any one who turned up would be
more Hkely to know you. We must take these risks.
Beside, m case of complications arising, I will give
you a note, which you can produce at once, explaining
the situation, and stating that in agreeing to fill the
breach you consented at my request to take the name
in order to prevent any necessity for explanations to
the patient, which at this particular juncture would
be most prejudicial. I can honestly say this, itbemg even more true than appears. So you must
dress the part, Jane, and endeavour to look the
part, so far as your five foot eleven wUl permit; for
please remember that I have described you to Dr.
Ma<;kenzie as «a pretty, dainty little thing, refined
and elegant, and considerably more capable than
she looks.'"

Mo



The Doctor Finds a Way i8i

"DickyI He will instantly realise that I am not
the person mentioned in your letter."

"Not so, dear. Remember we have to do with a
Scotchman, and a Scotchman never realises anything
^instantly.' The Gaelic mind works slowly, though
it works exceeding sure. He will be exceeding sure,
when he has contemplated you for a while, that I am
a 'verra poor judge o' women,' and that Nurse Gray
is a far finer woman than I described. But he will
have already created for Dalmain, from my letter, a
mental picture of his nurse; which is all that really
matters. We must trust to Providence that old
Robbie does not proceed to amend it by the original.
Try to forestall any such conversation. If the good
doctor seems to mistrust you, take him on one side,
show him my letter, and tell him the simple truth.
But I do not suppose this will be necessary. With the
patient, you must remember the extreme sensitive-
ness of a blind man's hearing. Tread lightly. Do
not give him any opportunity to judge of your height.
Try to remember that you are not supposed to be
able to reach the top shelf of an eight-foot bookcase
without the aid of steps or a chair. And when the
patient begins to stand and walk, try to keep him
from finding out that his nurse is slightly taller than
himself. This should not be difficult; one of his
fixed ideas being that in his blindness he will not be
touched by a woman. His valet will lead him about.
And, Jane, I cannot imagine any one who has ever had
your hand in his, failing to recognise it. So I advise
you, from the first, to avoid shaking hands. But all
these precautions do not ob\-iate the greatest difficulty
of all,— your voice. Do you suppose, for a moment,
he will not recognise that?"
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^Jt '^ .
*^' ^"" ^y '^^ ^°"^« i° that case."

Td '
^"^ ^°" °^"'' ^^^P ^^- E^Pl-'n the fa^tto me now as you might do if I were really NurseRosemary Gray, and had a voice so like my own."The doctor smiled. "My dear Nurse Rosemary."

he said, you must not be surprised if our patient
detects a remarkable similarity between your voiceand that of a mutual friend of his and mine. I laveconstantly noticed it myself."
"Indeed, sir." said Jane. '"And may I know whosevoice mme so closely resembles?"

"^^nose

to7^fl!^TTv^lIt Champion's." said the doc
tor. with the delightful smile with which he always

^^crJ^'r^^'- "Do you know her?"
^

bett!r\n/'T^.f^ ^'°l'
"""^ ^ ^°P^ *° ^^^ herbetter and better as the years go by "

Then they both laughed. "Thank* you. DickyNow I shall know what to say to the patien .-Mbut the misery of it! Think of it being possible thusto deceive Garth. -Garth of the bright, keen, all-perceiving vision! Shall I ever have the course tocarry it through ?

"

^"urage to

vou^^r/^"'r? ^"^ '^'"'"^ ^*PPi°ess and his.

Ind ^1 . /"rf
"°^ ^ "^"^^ °^^^^ the broughamand speed you to Portland Place, or you will be latefor dinner, a thing the duchess cannot ov^look 'Isyou very well know.' even in a traveller returned from^und he world And if you take my advice, youwJ tell your kmd. sensible old aunt the whole story

r abo„. .r'1 '" °^°°""^^* ^^^^^'«' ^-^ consulher about this plan. Her shrewd counsel will bemvaluable. and you may be glad of her assisting

They rose and faced each other on the hearth-rug.
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"Boy," said Jane with emotion, "you have been
ao good to me, and so faithful. Whatever happens
I shall be grateful always."
"Hush," said the doctor. "No need for gratitude

when long-standing debts are paid. — To-morrow I
shall not have a free moment, and I foresee the next
day as very fuU also. But we might dine together
at Euston at seven, and I will see you oflf. Your train
leaves at eight o'clock, getting you to Aberdeen soon
after seven the next morning, and out to Gleneesh in
time for breakfast. You will enjoy arriving in the
early morning light; and the air of the moors braces
you wonderfully. _ Thank you, Stoddart. Miss
Champion is ready. Hullo, Flower! Look up, Jane.
Flower, and Dicky, and Blossom, are hanging over the
topmost banisters, dropping you showers of kisses.
Yes, the nver you mentioned does produce a veritable
•garden of the Lord.' God send you the same, dear.
And now, sit well back, and lower your veil. Ah, I
remember, you don't wear them. Wise girl! If kll
women followed your example it would impoverish
the opticians. Why? Oh, constant focussing on
spots, for one thing. But lean back, for you must
not be seen if you are supposed to be stUl in Cairo
waiting to go up the Nile. And, look here" — the
doctor put his head in at the carriage window

-

" very plain luggage, mind. The sort of thing nurses
speak of as •my box

' ; with avery obvious R. G. on it
!

'

"Thank you, Boy," whispered Jane. " You think
of everything."

" I think of you: said the doctor. And in all th;:
hard days to come, Jane often found comfort in re
membering those last quiet words.

m



CHAPTER XVn

'1

i

'is

BNTBR— NURSE ROSBICART

NURSE ROSEMARY GRAY had arrived at
Gleneesh.

When she and her "box" were deposited on the
platform of the little wayside railway station, she felt
she had indeed dropped from the clouds; leaving herown world, and her own identity, on some far-distant
planet.

A motor waited outside the station, and she had
a momentary fear lest she should receive deferential
recogmtion from the chauffeur. But he was as solid
and stohd as any other portion of the car. and paidno more attention to her than he did to her baggage.
The one was a nurse; the other, a box; both common
nouns, and merely articles to be conveyed to Gleneesh
accordmg to orders. So he looked straight before
htm, presentmg a sphinx-like profile beneath the peak
of has leather cap, while a slow and solemn porter
helped Jane and her luggage into the motor. When
she had rewarded the porter with threepence, con-
scientiously endeavouring to live down to her box
the chauffeur moved foot and hand with the silent
precision of a machine, they swung round into the
open, and took the road for the hiUs.
Up into the fragrant heather and grey rocks ; mUes

of moor and sky and solitude. More than ever
Jane felt as if she had dropped into another world:
and so small an incident as the omission of the usual

184
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respectful salute of a servant, gave her a delightful
sense of success and security in her new role.

She had often heard of Garth's old castle up in the
north, an inheritance from his mother's family, but
was hardly prepared for so much picturesque beauty
or such stateliness of archway and entrance. As they
wound up the hillside and the grey turrets came into
view, with pine woods behind and above, she seemed
to hear Garth's boyish voice under the cedar at Over-
dene, with its ring of buoyant enjojrment, saying: "I
should like you to aee Castle Gleneesh. You would
enjoy the view frori the terrace; and the pine woods,
and the moor." And then he had laughingly declared
his intention of getting up a "best party" of his own,
with the duchess as chaperon; and she had promised
to make one of it. And now he, the owner of all this
loveliness, was blind and helpless; and she was enter-
ing the fair portals of Gleneesh, unknown to him,
tmrecognised by any, as a nurse-secretary sort of
person. Jane had said at Overdene: "Yes, ask us.
and see what happens. " And now this was happen-
ing. What would happen next?

Garth's man, Simpson, received her at the door,
and again a possible danger was safely passed. He
had entered Garth's service within the last three years
and evidently did not know her by sight.

Jane stood looking round the old hall, in the leisurely
way of one accustomed to arrive for the first time as
guest at the country homes of her friends; noting the
quaint, large fireplace, and the shadowy antlers high
up on the walls. Then she became aware that Simp-
son, already half way up the wide oak staircase, was
expecting the nurse to tmrry after him. This she did,
and was received at the top of the staircase by old

l|:

1 I
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Margery. It did not require the lawn kerchief, the
black satin apron, and the lavender ribbons, for Jane
to recognise Garth's old Scotch nurse, housekeeper,
and friend. One glance at the grave, kindly face,'

wrinkled and rosy,— a beautiful combination of
perfect health and advancing years,— was enough.
The shrewd, keen eyes, seeing quickly beneath the
surface, were unmistakable. She conducted Jane to
her room, talking all the time in a kindly effort to set
her at her ease, and to express a warm welcome with
gentle dignity, not forgetting the cloud of sadness
which hung over the house and rendered her pres-
ence necessary. She called her " Nurse Gray" at the
conclusion of every sentence, with an upward inflection
and pretty rolling of the r's, which charmed Jane. She
longed to say: "You old dear! How I shall enjoy
being in the house with you!" but remembered in
time that a remark which would have been gratifying
condescension on the part of the Honourable Jane
Champion, would be little short of impertinent famili-
arity from Nurse Rc^mary Gray. So she followed
meekly into the pretty room prepared for her; admired
the chintz; answered questions about her night jour-
ney; admitted that she would be very glad of break-
fast, but still more of a bath if convenient.
And now bath and breakfast were both over, and

Jane was standing beside the window in her room,
looking down at the wonderful view, and waiting
until the local doctor should arrive and summon her
to Garth's room.

She had put on the freshest-looking and most
business-like of her uniforms, a blue print gown, linen
collar and cuffs, and a white apron with shoulder
straps and large pockets. She also wore the becoming
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cap belonging to one of the institutions to which she
had once been for training. She did not intend wear-mg this later on. but just this morning she omitted no
detaU which could impress Dr. Mackenzie with her
extremely professional appearance. She was pain-
fully conscious that the severe simplicity of her dress
tended rather to add to her height, notwithstanding
her low-heeled ward shoes with their noiseless rubber
soles. She could but hope Deryck would prove right
as to the view Dr. Mackenzie would take.
And then far away in the distance, along the white

nbbon of road, winding up from the valley, she saw
a bigh gig, trotting swiftly; one man in it, and a
small groom seated behind. Her hour had come.
Jane fell upon her knees, at the window, and prayed

for strength, wisdom, and courage. She could realise
absolutely nothing. She had thought so much and
so continuously, that aU mental vision was out of
focus and had become a blur. Even his dear face had
faded and was hidden from her when she frantically
strove to recall it to her mental view. Only the
actual fact remained clear, that in a few short minutes
she would be taken to the room where he lay. She
would see the face she had not seen since they stood
together at the chancel step— the face from which
the glad confidence slowly faded, a horror of chill
disillusion taking its place.

"Anoint and cheer our soiled face
With the abundance of Thy grace."

She would see that dear face, and he, sightless, would
not see hers, but would be easily deluded into believing
her to be some one else.

Tfc ^ gig had turned the last bend of the road, and
passed out of sight on its way to the front of the house. hi.
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Jane rose and stood waiting. Suddenly she remem«

bered two sentences of her conversation with Deryck.

She had said: "Shall I ever have the courage to cany
it through?" And Deryck had answered, earnestly:

" If you value your own eventual happiness and his,

you will.*'

A tap came at her door. Jane walked across the

room, and opened it.

Simpson stood on the threshold.

"Dr. Mackenzie is in the library, nurse,'* he said,

"and wishes to see you there."

"Then will you kindly take me to the libnuy,

Mr. Simpson," said Nurse Rosemary Gray.

I

i



CHAPTER XVIII

THB NAPOLEON OP THB HOOKS

ON the bear-skin rug, with his back to the fire,

stood Dr. Robert Mackenzie, known to his

friends as "Dr. Rob" or "Old Robbie," according to

their degrees of intimacy.

Jane's first impression was of a short, stout man, in

a seal-skin waistcoat which had seen better days, a

light box-cloth overcoat three sizes too large for him,

a Napoleonic attitude,— little spindle legs planted

far apart, arms folded on chest, shoulders hunched

up,— which led one to expect, as the eye travelled

upwards, an ivory-white complexion, a Roman nose,

masterful jaw, and thin lips folded in a line of conscious

power. Instead of which one found a red, freckled

face, a nose which turned cheerfully skyward, a fat

pink chin, and drooping sandy moustache. The only

striking feature of the face was a pair of keen blue

eyes, which, when turned upon any one intently,

almost disappeared beneath bushy red eyebrows and

became little points of turquoise light.

Jane had not been in his presence two minutes

before she perceived that, when his mind was working,

he was entirely unconscious of his body, which was apt

to do most peculiar things automatically; so that his

friends had passed round the remark: " Robbie chews

ap dozens of good pen-holders, while Dr. Mackenzie

Is thinking out excellent prescriptions."

When Jane entered, his eyes were fixed uponanopen
189
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letter, which she instinctively knew to be Deryck's,
and he did not look up at once. When he did look up,

she saw his unmistakable start of surprise. He opened
his mouth to speak, and Jane was irresistibly re-

minded of a tame goldfish at Overdene, which used to
rise to the surface when the duchess dropped crumbs.
He closed it without uttering a word, and turned again
to Deryck's letter; and Jane felt herself to be the
crumb, or rather the camel, which he was finding it

difficult to swallow.

She waited in respectful silence, and Deryck's
words passed with calming effect through the pal-

pitating suspense of her brain. "The Gaelic mind
works slowly, though it works exceeding sure. He
will be exceeding sure that I am a verra poor judge
o' women."
At last the little man on the hearth-rug lifted his

eyes again to Jane's; and, alas, how high he had to
lift them!

"Nurse— er?" he said inquiringly, and Jane
thought his searching eyes looked like little bits of
broken blue china in a hay-stack.

"Rosemary Gray," replied Jane meekly, with a
curtsey in her voice; feeling as if they were rehearsing
amateur theatricals at Overdene, and the next minute
the duchess's cane would rap the floor and they would
be told to speak up and not be so slow.

"Ah," said Dr. Robert Mackenzie, "I see."

He stared hard at the carpet in a distant comer of
the room, then walked across and picked up a spline
broken from a bass broom; brought it back to the
hearth-rug; examined it with minute attention; then
put one end between his teeth and began to chew it.

Jane wondered what was the correct thing to do
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at this sort of interview, when a doctor neither sat
down himself nor suggested that the ni' « should do
so. She wished she had asked Deryck. But he could
not possibly have enlightened her, because the first

thing he always said to a nurse was: "My dear Nurse
So-and-So, pray sit down. People who have much
unavoidable standing to do should cultivate the habit
of seating themselves comfortably at every possible
opportunity."

But the stout little person on the hearth-rug was not
Deryck. So Jane stood at attention, and watched the
stiff bit of bass wag up and down, and shorten, inch by
inch. When it had finally disappeared, Dr. Robert
Mackenzie spoke again.

"So you have arrived. Nurse Gray," he said.

"Truly the mind of a Scotchman works slowly,"
thought Jane, but she was thankful to detect the
complete acceptance of herself in his tone. Deryck
was right; and oh the relief of not having to take this
unspeakable little man into her confidence in this
matter of the deception to be practised on Garth.

"Yes, sir, I have arrived," she said.

Another period of silence. A fragment of the bass
broom reappeared and vanished once more, before
Dr. Mackenzie spoke again.

"I am glad you have arrived. Nurse Gray," he said.
" I am glad to have arrived, sir," said Jane gravely,

almost expecting to hear the duchess's delighted
"Ha, ha!" from the wings. The little comedy was
progressing.

Then suddenly she became aware that during the
last few minutes Dr. Mackenzie's mind had been
concentrated upon something else. She had not filled

it at all. The next moment it was turned upon her,,
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and two twift turquoise gleams from under the shaggy

browi swept over her, with the rapidity aud bright-

ness of search-lights. Dr. Mackenzie commenced
speaking quickly, with a wonderful rolling of r's.

" I understand. Bliss Gray, you have come to min-

ister to the patient's mind rather than to his body.

You need not trouble to explain. I have it from Sir

Deryck Brand, who prescribed a nurse-companion

for the patient, and engaged you. I fully agreed with

his prescription; and. allow me to say, I admire it«

ingredients."

Jane bowed, and realised how the duchess would
be chuckling. What an insufferable little personi

Jane had time to think this, while he walked across to

the table-doth, bent over it, and eramined an ancient

spot of ink. Finding a drop of candle grease near it,

ht removed it with his thumb n^il; brought it care-

fully to the fire, and laid it on the coals. He watched

it melt, fiszle, an^ flare, with an intense concentration

of interest; then jumped round on Jane, and caught

her look of fury.

"And I think there remains veiy little for me to

•ay to you about the treatment. Miss Gray," he
fixdshed calmly. "You will have received minute
instructions from Sir Deryck himself. The great

thing now is to help the patient to take an interest

in the outer world. The temptation to persons who
suddenly become totally blind, is to fonn a habit of

living entirely in a world within; a world of recollec-

tion, retrospection, and imagination; the only world,

in foot, in which they can see."

Jane made a quick movement of appreciation and
interest. After all she might learn something useful

from this eccentric little Scotchman. Oh to keep hia
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attention off ribbish on the carpet, and greaie ipott
on the table-cloth t

"Yes?" she said. "Do tell me more." '

"This," continued Dr. Macken2ie, "is our present
difficulty with Mr. Dalmaia. There seems to be no
possibility of arousing his interest in the outside
world. He refuses to receive visitors; he declines to
hear his letters. Hours pass without a word being
spoken by him. Unlets you hear him speak to me
or to his valet, you will easily suppose yourself to have
a patient who has lost the power of speech as well as
the gift of sight. Should he express a wish to speak
to me alone when we are with him, do not leave the
room. Walk over to the fireplace and remain there.
I desire that you should hear, that when he chooses to
rouse and make an effort, he is perfectly well able to
do so. The most important part of your dutie

.

Nurse Gray, will be the aiding him day cy day to
resume life, — the life of a blind man, it is true ; but not
therefore necessarily an inactive life. Now that all
danger of inflammation from the wounds has subsided,
he may get up, move about, learn to find his way by
sound and touch. He was an artist by profession.
He will never paint again. But there are other gifts
which may form reasonable outlets to an artistic
nature."

He paused suddenly, having apparently caught
sight of another grease spot, and walked over to the
table; but the next instant jumped round on Jane,
quick as lightning, with a question.

"Does he play?" said Dr. Rob.
But Jane was on her guard, even against acciden^^al

surprises.

"Sir Deryck did not happen to mention to me.
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Dr. Mackenzie, whether Mr. Dalmain is musical or

not."

"Ah well," said the little doctor, resuming his

Napo!eonic attitude in the centre of the hearth-rug,
" you must make it your business to find out. And,

by the way, Nurse, do you play yourself?"

"A little," said Jane.

"Ah," said Dr. Rob. "And I dare say you sing

a little, too?"

Jane acquiesced.
" In that case, my dear lady, I leave most explicit

orders that you neither sing a little nor play a little

to Mr. Dalmain. We, who have our sight, can just

endure while people who 'play a little' show us how
little they can play; because we are able to look round

about us and think of other things. But to a blind

man, with an artist's sensitive soul, the experience

might culminate in madness. We must not risk it.

I regret to appear uncomplimentary, but a patient's

welfare must take precedence of all other considera-

tions."

Jane smiled. She was beginning to like Dr. Rob.
" I will be most careful," she said, "neither to play

nor to sing to Mr. Dalmain."

"Good," said Dr. Mackenzie. "But now let me
tell you what you most certainly may do, by-and-by.

Lead him to the piano. Place him there upon a seat

where he will feel secure; none of your twirly, rickety

stools. Make a little notch on the key-board by which
he can easily find middle C. Then let him relieve his

pent-up soul by the painting of sound-pictures. You
will find this will soon keep him happy for hours.

And, if he is already something of a musician,— as

that huge grand piano, with no knick-knacks on it,
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indicates, — he may begin that sort of thing at once,

before he is ready to be worried with the Braille

system, or any other method of instructing the blind.

But contrive an easy way— a little notch in the

wood-work below the note— by means of which,

without hesitation or irritation, he can locate himself

instantly at middle C. Never mind the other notes.

It is all the seeing he will require when once he is at

the piano. Ha, ha! Not bad for a Scotchman, eh,

Nurse Gray?"
But Jane could not laugh; though somewhere in her

mental background she seemed to hear laughter and
applause from the duchess. This was no comedy to

Jane,—her blind Garth at the piano, his dear beautiful

head bent over the keys, his fingers feeling for that

pathetic little notch, to be made by herself, below

middle C. She loathed this individual who could

make a pun on the subject of Garth's blindness, and,

in the back of her mind, Tommy seemed to join the

duchess, flapping up and down on his perch and
shrieking: " Kick him out! Stop his jaw!"

"And now," said Dr. Mackenzie unexpectedly,
" the next thing to be done. Nurse Gray, is to introduce

you to the patient."

Jane felt the blood slowly leave her face and con-

centrate in a terrible pounding at her heart. But she

stood her ground, and waited silently.

Dr. Mackenzie rang the bell. Simpson appeared.

"A decanter of sherry, a wine-glass, and a couple

of biscuits," said Dr. Rob.

Simpson vanished.

"Little beast!" thought Jane. "At eleven o'clock

in the morning!"

Dr. Rob stood, and waited; tugging spitefully at

f;.
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his red moustache, and looking intently out of the
window.

Simpson reappeared, placed a small t ' on the
table, and went quietly out, closing the; Gv>or behind
him.

Dr. Rob poured out a glass of sherry, drew up a
chair to the table, and said: "Now, Nurse, sit down
and drink that, and take a biscuit with it."

Jane protested. " But, indeed, doctor, I never— "

^^

"I have no doubt you 'never.'" said Dr. Rob,
*• especially at eleven o'clock in the morning. But you
will to-day; so do not waste any time in discussion.
You have had a long night journey; you are going
upstairs to a very sad sight indeed, a strain on
the nerves and sensibilities. You have come through
a trying interview with me. and you are praising
Heaven it is over. But you will praise Heaven with
more fervency when you have drunk the sherry.
Also you have been standing during twenty-three
mmutes and a half. I always stand to speak myself
and I prefer folk should stand to listen. I can never
talk to people while they loll around. But you wiU
walk upstairs all the more steadUy. Nurse Rosemary
Gray, if you sit down now for five minutes at this
table."

Jane obeyed, touched and humbled. So. after all,
it was a kind, comprehendmg heart under that old
seal-skin waistcoat; and a shrewd understanding of
men and matters, in spite of the erratic, somewhat
objectionable exterior. While she drank the wine
and finished the biscuits, he found busy occupation
on the other side of the room, polishing the window
with his silk pocket-handkerchief; making a queer
humming noise all the time, like a bee buzzing up the
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panft. He seemed to have forgotten her presence-
but. jest as she put down the empty glass, he turned
and. walkmg straight across the room, laid his hand
upon her shoulder.

"Now Nurse." he said, "follow me upstairs, and.
just at fim. speak as little as possible. Remember,
even- resh voice intruding into the stUl depths of that
utter Dlackness, causes an agony of bewilderment and
disquietude to the patient. Speak Uttle and speak
low and may God Almighty give you tact and
wisdom.

There was a dignity of conscious knowledge and
power, m the small quaint figure which preceded Janeup the staircase. As she followed, she became aware
that her spmt leaned on his and felt sustained and
strengthened. The unexpected conclusion of his sen-
tence. old-fashioned in its wording, yet almost a
prayer, gave her fresh courage. " May God Almighty
give you tact and wisdom." he had said, little guessing
how greatly she needed them. And now another
voice, echoing through memory's arches to organ-
music, took up the strain: "Where Thou art Guide
no 111 can come." And with firm though noiselesi
step. Jane followed Dr. Mackenzie into the room where
Garth was lymg, helpless, sightless, and disfigured.

m
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CHAPTER XIX

THB VOICB tS THB DARKNBSS

JUST the dark head upon the pillow. Th tt was all

Jane saw at first, and she saw it in sunshine.
Somehow she had always pictured a darkened room,

forgetting that to him darkness and light were both
alike, and that there was no need to keep out the
sunlight, with its healing, purifying, invigorating
powers.

He had requested to have his bed moved into a
comer— the comer farthest from door, fireplace,

and windows— with its left side against the wall,

so that he could feel the blank wall with his hand and,
tuming close to it, know himself shut away from all

possible prjring of unseen eyes. This was how he now
lay, and he did not tum as they entered.

Just the dear dark head upon the pillow. It was all

Jane saw at first. Then his right arm in the sleeve
of a blue silk sleeping-suit, stretched slightly behind
him as he lay on his left side, the thin white hand
limp and helpless on the coverlet.

Jane put her hands behind her. The impulse was
so strong to fall on her knees beside the bed, take that
poor hand in both her strong ones, and cover it with
kisses. Ah surely, surely then, the dark head would
tum to her, and instead of seeking refuge in the hard,
blank wall, he would hide that sightless face in the
boundless tendemess of her arms. But Deryck's
warning voice sounded, grave and persistent: "If

»98
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you value your own eventual happiness and his—

"

So Jane put her hands behind her back.
Dr. Mackenzie advanced to the side of the bed and

laid his hand upon Garth's shoulder. Then, with an
incredible softening of his rather strident voice, he
spoke so slowly and quietly that Jane could hardly
believe this to be the man who had jerked out ques-
tions, cor-jnents, and orders to her, during the last

half hour.

"Good morning, Mr. Dalmain. Simpson tells me
it has been an excellent night, the best you have yet
had. Now that is good. No doubt you were relieved

to be rid of Johnson, capable though he was, and to
be back in the hands of your own man again. These
trained attendants are never content with doing
enough; they always want to do just a little more, and
that little more is a weariness to the patient.— Now
I have brought you to-day one who is prepared to do
all you need, and yet who, I feel sure, will never
annoy you by attempting more than you desire. Sir

Deryck Brand's prescription. Nurse Rosemary Gray,
is here; and I believe she is prepared to be companion,
secretary, reader, anything you want, in fact a new
pair of eyes for you, Mr. Dalmain, with a clever brain

behind them, and a kind, sjmipathetic, womanly heart

directing and controlling that brain. Nurse Gray
arrived this morning, Mr. Dalmain."

No response from the bed. But Garth's hand
groped for the wall; touched it, then dropped listlessly

back.

Jane could not realise that she was "Nurse Gray."
She only longed that her poor boy need not be both-

ered with the woman! It all seemed, at this moment,
a thing apart from herself and him.
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Dr. Mackenzie spoke again, "Nurse Rosemary
Gray is in the room, Mr. Dalmain."
Then Garth's instinctive chivalry struggled up

through the blackness. He did not turn his head
but his right hand made a little courteous sign of
greeting, and he said in a Iott, distinct voice: "How
do you do ? I am sure it is mo„t kind of you to come
so far. I hope you had an easy journey."

Jane's lips moved, but no sound would pass them.
Dr. Rob made answer quickly, without looking at

her: "Miss Gray had a very good journey, and looks
as fresh this morning as if she had spent the night in
bed. I can see she is a cold-water young lady."
"I hope my housekeeper will make her comfortable.

Please give orders," said the tired voice; and Garth
turned even closer to the wall, as if to end the con-
versation.

Dr. Rob attacked his moustache, and stood looking
down at the blue silk shoulder for a minute, sUently.
Then he turned and spoke to Jane. "Come over

to the window. Nurse Gray. I want to show you a
special chair we have obtained for Mr. Dalmain, in
which he will be most comfortable as soon as he feek
inclined to sit up. You see? Here is an adjustable
support for the head, if necessary; and these various
trays and stands and movable tables can be swung
round into any position by a touch. I consider it
excellent, and Sir Deryck approved it. Have you
seen one of this kind before. Nurse Gray.?"
"We had one at the hospital, but not quite so

complete as this," said Jane.
In the stillness of that sunlit chamber, the voice

from the bed broke upon them with startling sudden-
ness; and in it was the cry of one lost m an abyss of
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darkness, but appealing to them with a frantic demand
tor mstant enlightenment.
"Who is in the room?" cried Garth Dalmain
His face was still turned to the wall; but he hadmised himself on his left elbow, in an attitude which

betokened mtent listening.

Dn Mackenzie answered. " No one is iu the room.
Mr. Dalmam, but myself and Nurse Gray "

••There « some one else in the room! " said Garth

rX'r ""^^ "^ '"^ "^ *° -^' ^^° ™
Then Jane came quickly to the side of the bed.Her hands were trembling, but her voice was perfectly

under control.
^ ^

"It was I who 'noke, sir," she said; "Nurse Rose-mary Gray. And I feel sure I know why my voice
startled you. Dr. Brand warned me it might do so.He said I must not be surprised if you detected a
remarkable simUarity between my voice and that ofa mutual friend of yours and his. He said he had
often noticed it."

Garth, in his blindness, remained quite still; listening
and considermg. At length he asked slowly "Did
he say whose voice.?"

chim'piJ:..'
"""^ ""• «' -<•

" -^ ^
Garth's head dropped back upon the pillow. Then

without turning he said in a tone which Jane knew
meant a smile on that dear hidden face: "You must
forgive me. Miss Gray, for being so startled and so
stupidly, unpardonably agitated. But, you know,
being bhnd is still such a new experience, and every
fresh voice which breaks through the black curtain
of perpetual night, means so infinitely more than the

I'l;
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speaker realises. The resemblance in your voice to

that of the lady Sir Deryck mentioned is so remark-

able that, although I know her to be at this moment
in Egypt, I could scarcely believe she was not in the

room. And yet the most unlikely thing in the world

would be that she should have been in this room. So

I owe you and Dr. Mackenzie most humble apologies

for my agitation and unbelief." He stretched out his

right hand, palm upwards, towards Jane.

Jane clasped her shaking hands behind her.

" Now, Nurse, if you please," broke in Dr. Macken-

zie's rasping voice from the window, "I have a few

more details to explain to you over here."

They talked together for a while without interrup-

tion, until Dr. Rob remarked: "I suppose I will have

to be going."

Then Garth said: "I wish to speak to you alone,

doctor, for a few minutes."

"I will wait for you downstairs, Dr. Mackenzie,"

said Jane, and was moving towards the door, when
an imperious gesture from Dr. Rob stopped her, and

she turned silently to the fireplace. She could not

see any need now for this subterfuge, and it annoyed

her. But the freckled little Napoleon of the moors

was not a man to be lightly disobeyed. He walked

to the door, opened and closed it; then returned to

the bedside, drew up a chair, and sat down.

"Now, Mr. Dalmain," he said.

Garth sat up and turned towards him eagerly.

Then, for the first time, Jane saw his face.

"Doctor," he said, "tell me about this nurse.

Describe her to me."

The tension in tone and attitude was extreme. His

hands were clasped in front of him. as if imploring
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sight through the eyes of another. His thin white
face, worn with suffering, looked so eager and yet so
blank.

"Describe her to me, doctor," he said; "this Nurse
Rosemary Gray, as you call her."

" But it is not a pet name of mine, my dear sir,"
said Dr. Rob deliberately. "It is the young lady's
own name, and a pretty one, too. 'Rosemary for
remembrance.' Is not that Shakespeare? "

"Describe her to me," insisted Garth, for the third
time.

Dr. Mackenzie glanced at Jane. But she had turned
her back, to hide the tears which were streaming
down her cheeks. Oh Garth I Oh beautiful Garth
of the shining eyes!

Dr. Rob drew Deryck's letter from his pocket and
studied it.

"Well," he said slowly, "she is a pretty, dainty
little thing; just the sort of elegant young woman you
would like to have about you, could you see her."

" Dark or fair ? " asked Garth.

The doctor glanced at what he could see of Jane's
cheek, and at the brown hands holding on to the
mantel-piece.

" Fair, " said Dr. Rob, without a moment's hesita-
tion.

Jane started and glanced rotmd. Why should this
little man be lying on his own account?

" Hair? " queried the strained voice from the bed.
"Well," said Dr. Rob deliberately, "it is mostly

tucked away under a modest little cap; but, were it

not for that wise restraint. I should say it might be
that kind of fluffy, fly-away floss-silk, which puts the
finishing touch to a dainty, pretty woman."

Hi
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Garth lay back, panting, and pressed hw hands over
his sightless face.

"Doctor," he said. " I know I have given you heaps
of trouble, and to-day you must think me a fool. But
if you do not wish me to go mad in my blindness, send
that girl away. Do not let her enter my room again.

"

Now, Mr. Dalmain, " said Dr. Mackenzie patiently,
" let us consider this thing. We may take it you have
nothing against this young lady excepting a chance
resemblance in her voice to that of a friend of yours
now far away. Was not this other lady a pleasant
person?"

Garth laughed suddenly, bitterly; a laugh like a
hard sob. "Oh yes, " he said, "she was quite a pleas-
ant person."

"•Rosemary for remembrance,'" quoted Dr. Rob.
"Then why should not Nurse Rosemary call up a
pleasant remembrance? Also it seems to me to be a
kind, sweet, womanly voice, which is something to be
thankful for nowadays, when so many women talk
fit to scare the crows; cackle, cackle, cackle— like
stones rattling in a tin canister."

"But can't you understand, doctor," said Garth
wearily, "that it is just the remembrance and the
resemblance which, in my blindness. I cannot bear?
I have nothing against her voice, Heaven knows!
But I tell you, when I heard it first I thought it was— it was she — the other— come to me — here—
an<J
—

" Garth's voice ceased suddenly.
"The pleasant lady ? " suggested Dr. Rob. "

I see.
Well now, Mr. Dalmain, Sir Deryck said the best thing
that could happen would be if you came to wish for
visitors. It appears you have many friends ready and
anxious to come any distance in order to bring you
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help or cheer Why not let m, .end for this plewantlady? I niake no doubt she would come Tbw
vou ''th^'n

"^^' ^^ "* ^'^^' y°"' *"<^ "^'^^^ withyou. the nurse's vc.ce would trouble you no longer "
Garth sat up again, his face wUd with protest

Jane turned on the hearth-rug. and stood watching it.No. doctor, "he said. "Oh my God. no f In the

ttJstr;^''
'"^ "^ '"^ ^"*^° ' '^^^^ ^- -^'

Dr. Mackenzie bent forward to examine minutely amicroscopic dam in the sheet. "And why? " he askedvery low.
' t^si^ca

right y call her. has a noble, generous heart, and itm.ght overflow with pity for my blindness; and pityfrom her I could not accept. It would be the 1

J

straw upon my heavy cross. I can bear the cross
doctor: I hope m time to carry it manfully. untU Go<i

-- wouM break me. I should fall in the dark, to ri^

.'J'^l\f^^^''^°^Eently, "Poorladdiel Thepleasant lady must not come."

h«!^\^*'i'^ '^T^^ * ^^"^ °^^"*««' then pushedback his chair and stood up.
"Meanwhile." he said. "I must rely on you. Mr.Dalmam. to be agreeable to Nurse Rosemanr Gmyand not to make her task too difficult. I dare notsendherback. She is Dr. Brand's choice. Besides-

ThTnWof. ' T^ ^^^'^ *° ^'' ^ ^'' profession.

3^^ .'
°^.'-^^*»* off at a moment's notice, after

forsooth, her voice maddened him! Poor chUdlWhat a statement to enter on her report! See her

ft

.
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appear before the matron with it I Can't you be gen-

erous and unselfish enough to face whatever trial

there may be for you in this bit of a coincidence?"

Garth hesitated. "Dr. Mackenzie," he said at

last, "will you swear to me that your description of

this young lady was accurate in every detail?"

"'Swear not at all,'" quoted Dr. Rob unctuously.
*' I had a pious mother, laddie. Besides I can do
better than that. I will let you into a secret. I was
reading from Sir Deryck's letter. I am no authority

on v.'omen myself, having always considered dogs and
horses less ensnaring and more companionable crea-

tures. So I would not trust my own eyes, but pre-

ferred to give you Sir Deryck's description. You will

allow him to be a fine judge of women. You have

seen Lady Brand?"
"Seen her? Yes," said Garth eagerly, a sligut

flush tinting his thin cheeks, "and more than that,

I've painted her. Ah, such a picture !— standing at a

table, the sunlight in her hair, arranging golden

daffodils in an old Venetian vase. Did you see it,

doctor, in the New Gallery, two years ago?"

"No," said Dr. Rob. "I am not finding myself

in galleries, new or old. But" — he turned a swift

look of inquiry on Jane, who nodded— " Nurse Gray
was telling me she had seen it."

"Really?" said Garth, interested. "Somehow one

does not connect nurses with picture galleries."

"I don't know why not," said Dr. Rob. "They
must go somewhere for their outings. They can't

be everlastingly nosing shop windows in all weathers;

so why not go in and have a look at your pictures?

Beside, Miss Rosemary is a young lady of parts. Sir

Deryck assures me she is a gentlewoman by birth.

:1<I
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well-read and intelligent. — Now, laddie, what is it to
be?"

Garth considered silently.

Jane turned away and gripped the mantel-piece.
So much hung in the balance during that quiet minute.
At length Garth spoke, slowly, hesiUtingly. "K

only I could quite disassociate the voice from the—
from that other personality. If I could be quite
sure that, though her voice is so extraordinarily
like, she herself is not—" he paused, and Jane's
heart stood still. Was a description of herself com-
ing?— "is not at all like the face and figure which
stand clear in my remembrance as associated with
that voice."

" Well," said Dr. Rob, " I'm thinking we can manage
that for you. These nurses know their patients must
be humoured. We will call the young lady back,
and she shall kneel down beside your bed— Bless
you! She won't mind, with me to play old Goose-
berry I— and you shall pass your hands over her face
and hair, and round her little waist, and assure your-
self, by touch, what an elegant, dainty little person it

is, in a blue frock and white apron."
Garth burst out laughing, and his voice had a tone

it had not yet held. "Of all the preposterous sug-
gestions!" he said. "Good heavens! What an ass
I must have been making of myself! And I begin to
think I have exaggerated the resemblance. In a day
or two, I shall cease to notice it. And, look here,
doctor, if she really was interested in that portrait—
Here, I say— where are you going?"

"All right, sir," said Dr. Rob. "I was merely
moving a chair over to the fireside, and taking the
liberty of pouring out a glass of water. Really you

i

, !
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are becoming abnormally quick of hearing. Now I
am all attention. What about the portrait?"

•' I was only going to say, if she— the nurse, you
know— is really interested in my portrait of Lady
Brand, there are studies of it up in the studio, which
she might care to see. If she brought them here and
described them to me I could explain— But, I say,
doctor. I can't have dainty young ladies in and
out of my room while I'm in bed. Why shouldn't I
get up and try that chair of yours? Send Simpson

.
along; and tell him to look out my brown lounge-suit
and orange tie. Good heavens! what a blessing to
have the memory of colours and of how they blend!
Think of the fellows who are born blind. And please
ask Miss Gray to go out in the pine wood, or on the
moor, or use the motor, or rest, or do anything she
likes. Tell her to make herself quite at home; but
on no account to come up here until Simpson reports
me ready."

" You may rely on Nurse Gray to be most discreet,"
said Dr. Rob, whose voice had suddenly become very
husky. "And as for getting up, laddie, don't go too
fast. You will not find your strength equal to much.
But I am bound to tell you there is nothing to keep
you in bed if you feel like rising."

"Good-bye, doctor," said Garth, groping for his
hand; "and I am sorry I shall never be able to offer
to paint Mrs. Mackenzie!

"

" You'd have to paint her with a shaggy head, four
paws, and the softest amber eyes in the world," said
Dr. Rob tenderly; "and, looking out from thosf;
eyes, the most faithful, loving dog-heart in creation.
In all the years we've kept house together she has
never failed to meet me with a welcome, never con-
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tradicted me or wait-d the 3as.: word, and never
worried me for so n.ich as the ;rice of a bonnet.
There s a woman for yox I- V/el

. good-bye, lad . and
God Almighty bless you. And be careful how you go
Do not be surprised if I look in again on my way back
from my rounds to see how you like that chair."

Dr. Mackenzie held open the door. Jane passed
noiselessly out before him. He followed, signing to
hei to precede him down the stairs.

In the library. Jane turned and faced him. He
put her quietly into a chair and stood before her. The
bright blue eyes were moist, beneath the shaggv
brows. ^^'

"My dear," he said. "I feel myself somewhat of a
blundering old fool. You must forgive me. I never
contemplated putting you through such an ordeal I
perfectly understand that, while he hesitated, you
must have felt your whole career at stake. I see you
have been weeping; but you must not take it too much
to heart that our patient made so much of your voice
resembling this Miss Campion's. He will forget all
about It in a day or two, and you will be worth more
to him than a dozen Miss Campions. See what good
you have done him already. Here he is wanting to
get up and explain his pictures to you. Never you
fear. You wUl soon win your way. and I shall be able
to report to Sir Deryck what a fine success you have
made of the case. Now I must see the valet and give
him very full instructions. And I recommend you to
go for a blow on the moor and get an appetite for
lunch. Only put on something warmer than that.
You will have no sick-room work to do; and having
duly impressed me with your washableness and ser-
viceableness. you may as well wear something com-

r'-.,|
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fortable to protect you from our Highland nip. Have
you warmer clothing with you? "

"It is the rule of our guild to wear uniform," said

Jane; "but I have a grey merino."

"Ah, I see. Well, wear the grey merino. I shall

return in two hours to observe how he stands that
move. Now, don't let me keep you."

"Dr. Mackenzie," said Jane quietly, "may I ask
why you described me as fair; and my very straight,

heavy, plainlycoiled hair, as fluflfy, fly-away floss-silk?"

Dr. Rob had already reached the bell, but at her
question he stayed his hand and, turning, met Jane's
steadfast eyes with the shrewd turquoise gleam of his

own.

"Why certainly you may ask, Nurse Rosemary
Gray," he said, "though I wonder you think it neces-
sary to do so. It was of course perfectly evident to
me that, for reasons of his own, Sir Deryck wished to
paint an imaginary portrait of you to the patient,

most likely representing some known ideal of his.

As the description was so different from the reality, I
concluded that, to make the portrait complete, the
two touches unfortunately left to me to supply, had
better be as unlike what I saw before me as the rest of
the picture. And now, if you will be good enough— "

Dr. Rob rang the bell violently.

" And why did you take the risk of suggesting that
he should feel me?" persisted Jane.

"Because I knew he was a gentleman," shouted
Dr. Rob angrily. " Oh come in, Simpson— come in,

my good fellow— and shut that door! And God
Almighty be praised that He made you and me men,
and not women!"
A qiiarter of an hour later, Jane watched him drive
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away, thinking to herself: "Deryck was right. But
what a queer mixture of shrewdness and obtuseness,
and how marvellously it worked out to the further-
ance of our plans."

But as she watched the dog-cart start ofif at a smart
trot across the moor, she would have been more than
a little surprised could she have overheard Dr. Rob's
muttered remarks to himself, as he gathered up the
reins and cheered on his sturdy cob. He had a habit
of talking over his experiences, half aloud, as he drove
from case to case; the two sides of his rather complex
nature apparently comparing notes with each other.
And the present conversation opened thus:
"Now what has brought the Honourable Jane up

here?" said Dr. Rob.
"Dashed if I know," said Dr. Mackenzie.
"You must not swear, laddie," said Dr. Rob; "you

had a pious mother."



CHAPTER XX

JANE REPORTS PROGRESS

LETTER from the Honourable Jane Champion to
Sir Deryck Brand.

Castle Gleneesh, N. B.
My dear Deryck: My wires and post-cards have

not told you much beyond the fact of my safe arrival.
Having been here a fortnight, I think it is time I sent
you a report. Only you must remember that I am
a poor scribe. From infancy it has always been
difficult to me to write anything beyond that stock
commencement: "I hope you are quite well;" and I
approach the task of a descriptive letter with an effort
which is colossal. And yet I wish I might, for once,
borrow the pen of a ready writer; because I cannot
help knowing that I have been passing through ex-
periences such as do not often fall to the lot of a
woman.

Nurse Rosemary Gray is getting on capitaUy. She
is making herself indispensable to the patient, and he
turns to her with a completeness of confidence which
causes her heart to swell with professional pride.

Poor Jane has got no further than hearing, from his
own lips, that she is the very last person in the whole
world he would wish should come near him in his
blindness. When she was suggested as a possible
visitor, he said: "Oh my God, no ! " and his face was
one wild, horrified protest. So Jane is getting her
horsewhipping, Boy, and— according to the method

sia



Jane Reports Progress 213

of a careful and thoughtful judge, who orders thirty
lashes of the "cat." in three applications of ten— so
IS Jane's punishment laid on at intervals; not more
than she can bear at a time; but enough to keep her
heart continually sore, and her spirit in perpetual
dread. And you. dear, clever doctor, are proved per-
fectly nght in your diagnosis of the sentiment of the
case. He says her pity would be the last straw on his
already heavy cross; and the expression is an apt one
her pity for him being indeed a thing of stra The
only pity she feels is pity for herself, thus hopelessly
caught m the meshes of herown mistake. But how to
make him realise this, is the puzzle.
Do you remember how the Israelites were shut in

between Migdol and :he sea.? I knew Migdol meant
"towers," but I never understood the passage. untU
I stood upon that narrow wedge of desert, with the
Red Sea in front and on the left; the rocky range of
Gebel Attaka on the right, towering up against the
sky. like the weird shapes of an impregnable fortress-
the sole outlet or inlet behind, being the route they
had just travelled from Egypt, and along which the
chariots and horsemen of Pharaoh were then thun-
dering in hot pursuit. Even so, Boy, is poor Jane
now tramping her patch of desert, which narrows
daily to the measure of her despair. Migdol is his
certainty that her love could only be pity. The Red
Sea is the confession into which she must inevitably
pltmge, to avoid scaling Migdol; in the chill waters of
which, as she drags him in with her, his love is bound
to drown, as waves of doubt and mistrust sweep over
its head,— doubts which he has lost the power of re-
lieving; mistrust which he can never hope to prove
'» have been false and mistaken. And behind come
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galloping the hosts of Pharaoh; chance, speeding on
tLe wheels of circumstance. At any moment some
accident may compel a revelation; and instantly he
will be scaling rocky Migdol, with torn hands and
bleeding feet; and she— poor Jane— flounderuig in

' the depths of the Red Sea. O for a Moses, with
divine commission, to stretch out the rod of under-
standing love, making a safe way through; so that
together they might reach the Promised Land! Deat
wise old Boy, dare you undertake the role of Moses I

But here am I writing like a page of Baedeker, and
failing to report on actual facts.

As you may suppose, Jane grows haggard and thin
in spite of old Margery's porridge—which is "put on"
every day after lunch, for the next morning's break-
fast, and anybody passing •' gives it a stir." Did you
know that was the right way to make porridge,
Deryck? I always thought it was made in five min-
utes, as wanted. Margery says that must be the
English stuff which profanely goes by the name.
(N.B. Please mark the self-control with which I
repeat Scotch remarks, without rushing into weird
spelling; a senseless performance, it seems to me.
For if you know already how old Margery pronounces
"porridge," you can read her pronunciation into the
sentence; and if you do not know it, no grotesque
spelling on my part could convey to your mind any
but a caricatured version of the pretty Scotch accent
with which Margery says: "Stir the porridge, Nurse
Gray." In fact, I am agreeably surprised at the ease
with which I understand the natives, and the pleasure
I derive from their conversation; for, after wrestling
with one or two modem novels dealing with the
Highlands, I had expected to find the language an
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unknown tongue. Instead of which, lo! and behold
old Margery. Magcrie the house-maid, Macdonald the
gardener, and Macalister the game-keeper, all speak a
rather purer English than I do; far more carefully
pronounced, and with every r sounded and rolled
Their idioms are more characteristic than their accent.*
They say "whenever" for "when," and use in their
verbs several quaint variations of tense.)
But what a syntactical digression! Oh, Boy the

wound at my heart is so deep and so sore that I
dread the dressings, even by your delicate touch.
Where was I? Ah. the porridge gave me my loop-
hole of escape. Well, as I was saying. Jane grows
worn and thin, old Margery's porridge notwithstand-
mg; but Nurse Rosemary Gray is flourishing, and
remams a pretty, dainty little thing, with the addi-
tional charm of fluffy, fly-away floss-silk, for hair —
Dr. Rob's own unaided contribution to the fascinating
picture. By the way. I was quite unprepared to find
him such a character. I learn much from Dr. Macken-
zie, and I love Dr. Rob. excepting on those occasions
when I long to pick him up by the scruff of his fawn
overcoat and drop him out of the window.
On the point of Nurse Rosemary's personal appear-

ance. I found it best to be perfectly frank with the
household. You can have no conception how often
awkward moments arose; as. for instance, in the
library, the first time Garth came downstairs; when
he ordered Simpson to bring the steps for Miss Gray
and Simpson opened his lips to remark that Nurs^
Gray could reach to the top shelf on her own tiptoes
with the greatest ease, he having just seen her do it.
Mercifully, the perfect training of an English man-
servant saved the situation, and he merely said-
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" Yessir; certainly sir," and looked upon me, standing
silently by, as a person who evidently delighted in
giving unnecessary trouble. Had it been dear old
Margery with her Scotch tongue, which starts slowly,
but gathers momentum as it rolls, and can never bo
arrested untU the full flood of her thought has been
poured forth, I should have been constrained to pick
her up bodily in my dainty arms and carry her out.
So I sent for Simpson and Margery to the dining-

room that evening, when the master was safely out
of ear-shot, and told them that, for reasons which I
could not fully explain, a very incorrect description
of my appearance had been given him. He thought
me small and slim; fair and very pretty; and it was
most important, in order to avoid long explanations
and mental confusion for him, that he should not
at present be undeceived. Simpson's expression of
polite attention did not vary, and his only comment
was: "Certainly, miss. Quite so." But across old
Margery's countenance, while I was speaking, passed
many shades of opinion, fortunately, by the time I
had finished, crystallized into an approving smile of
acquiescence. She even added her own commentary

:

"And a very good thing, too, I am thinking. For
Master Garth, poor laddie, was always so set upon
having beauty about him. ' Master Garthie, ' I would
say to him. when he had friends coming, and all his
ideas in talking over the dinner concerned the cleaning
up of the old silver, and putting out of Valentine glass
and Worstered china; 'Master Garthie,' I would
say, feeling the occasion called for the apt quoting of
Scripture, 'it appears to me your attention is given
entirely to the outside of the cup and platter, and you
care nothing for all the good things that lie within.'
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So it is just as well to keep him deceived. Miss Gray "
And then, as Simpson coughed tactfully behind his
hand and nudged he- very obviously with his elbow,
she added, as a sympathetic after-thought • "For
though a homely face may indeed be redeemed by
Its kmdly expression, you cannot very well explain
expression to the blind." So you see. Deryck. this
shrewd old body, who has known Garth from boyhood
would have entirely agreed with the decision of three
years ago.

Well, to continue my report. The voice gave us
some trouble, as you foresaw, and the whole plan
hung m the balance during a few awful moments; for
though he easily accepted the explanation we had
planned, he sent me out, and told Dr. Mackenzie my
voice m his room would madden him. Dr. Rob was
equal to the occasion, and won the day; and Garth
having once given in, never mentioned the matter
again. Only, sometimes I see him listening and
remembering.

But Nurse Rosemary Gray has beautiful hours
when poor anxious, yearning Jane is shut out. For
her patient turns to her, and depends on her. and talks
to her, and tries to reach her mind, and shows her
his, and is a wonderful person to live with and know
Jane, marching about in the cold, outside, and hearing
them talk, realises how little she understood the
beautiful gift which was laid at her feet; how little
she had grasped the nature and mind of the manwhom she dismissed as "a mere boy." Nurse Rose-
mary, sitting beside him during long sweet hours of
companionship, is learning it; and Jane, ramping up
and down her narrowing strip of desert, tastes the
sirocco of despair.

k:'if.
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And now I come to the point of my letter, and.
though I am a woman. I wiU not put it in a postscript.

Deryck. can you come up soon, to pay him a visit,
and to talk to me? I don't think I can bear it, un-
aided, much longer; and he would so enjoy having you,
and showing you how he had got on, and all the things'
he had already learned to do. Also you might put in
a word for Jane; or at all events, get at his mind on
the subject. Oh. Boy. if you could spare forty-eight
hours I And a breath of the moors would be good
for you. Also I have a little private plan, which
depends largely for its fulfilment on your coming.
Oh, Boy— come!

Yours, needing you,

Jeanbttb.

Prom Sir Deryck Brand to Nurse Rosemary Gray.
Castle Gleneesh, N. 3. ^ ^'

WiMPOLE Street.

My dear Jeanette: Certainly I will come. I will
leave Euston on Friday evening. I can spend the
whole of Saturday and most of Sunday at Gleneesh,
but must be home in time for Monday's work.

I will do my best, only, alas! I am not Moses, and
do not possess his wonder-working rod. Moreover,
latest investigations have proved that the Israelites
could not have crossed at the place you mention, but
further north at the Bitter Lakes; a mere matter of
detail, in no way affecting the extreme appositeness
of your illustration, rather, adding to it; for I fear
there are bitter waters ahead of you. my poor giri.

StiU I am hopeful, nay, more than hopeful,— confi-
dent. Often of late, in connection with you, I have
thought of the promise about all things working



Jane Reports Progress ^19

together for good. Anyone canmake good thingswork
together for good; but only the Heavenly Father can
bring good out of evil; and, takingall our mistakes and
failings and foolishnesses, cause them to work out to
our most perfect well-being. The more intricate and
involved this problem of human existence becomes,
the greater the need to take as our own clear rule of
life: "Trust in the Lord with all thine heart; and lean
not unt ) thine own understanding. In all thy ways
acknowledge Him, and He shall direct thy paths."
Ancient marching orders, and simple; but true, and
therefore eternal.

I am glad Nurse Rosemary is proving so efficient,
but I hope we may not have to face yet another com-
plication in our problem. Suppose our patient falls
in love with dainty little Nurse Rosemary, where will
Jane be then? I fear the desert would have to open
its mouth and swallow her up. We must avert such
a catastrophe. Could not Rosemary be induced to
drop an occasional h. or to confess herself as rather
"gone" on Simpson?
Oh, my poor old giri ! I could not jest thus, were I

not coming shortly to your aid.

How maddening it is! And you so priceless! But
most men are either fools or blind, and one is both.
Trust me to prove it to him, — to my own satisfaction
and his,— if I get the chance.

Yours always devotedly,

Deryck Brand.

From Sir Deryck Brand to Dr. Robert Mackenzie.

Dear Mackenzie : Do you consider it to be advisable
that I should shortly pay a visit to our patient at
Gleneesh and give an opinion on his progress?
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I hope you are satisfied with the nurse I sent up.
Yours very faithfully,

Dbryck Brand.

Fh)m Dr. Robert Mackenzie to Sir Deryck Brand.

r^^^nX
?'* ^"^^^- Every possible need of theimt^nt s IS bemg met by the capable lady you sentto be ^8 nurse. I am no longer needed! Nor areyou -for the patient. But I deem it excee^ngly

advisable that you should short'/ pay a vi'-.-Ao thl

proportions can well aflFord.

having the responsibility of this case, is wearing her

hriL K u? '°°^^" ^^ y*^"- She camiot quitebnng herself to trust in

Your humble servant,

ROBBKT MaCKBNZXB.

i; >ll:
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CHAPTER XXI

HARD ON THE SBCRBTART

MURSE ROSEMARY sat with her patient in the
I 1 sunny hbrary at Gleneesh. A small table was
between them, upon which lay a pile of letters— hismommg mail — ready for her to open, read to him
and pass across, should there chance to be one among
them he wished to touch or to keep in his pocket
They were seated close to the French window

openmg on to the terrace; the breeze, fragrant with
the breath of spring flowers, blew about them, and the
morning sun streamed in.

Garth, in white flannels, wearing a green tie
and a button-hole of primroses, lay back luxuri-
ously, enjoying, with his rapidly quickening senses
the scent of the flowers and the touch of the sun-
beams.

Nurse Rosemary finished reading a letter of her
own, folded it, and put it in her pocket with a feeling
of thankful relief. Deryck was coming. He had not
failed her.

"A man's letter. Miss Gray," said Garth unex-
pectedly.

"Quite right," said Nurse Rosemary. "How did
you know?"

"Because it was on one sheet. A woman's letter
on a matter of great importance would have run to
two, if not three. And that letter was on a matter of
importance."

asi
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"Right again," said Nurse Rosemary, smiling.
" And again, how did you know?"

" Because you gave a little sigh of relief after reading
the first line, and another as you folded it and re-
placed it in the envelope."

Nurse Rosemary laughed. " You are getting on so
fast, Mr. Dalmain, that soon we shaU be able to keep
no secrets. My letter was from—

"

"Oh, don't tell me," cried Garth quickly, putting
out his hand in protest. " I had no idea of seeming
cunous as to your private correspondence. Miss Gray.
Only it is such a pleasure to report progress to youm the things I manage to find out without being
told."

*

"But I meant to tell you anyway," said Nurse
Rosemary. "The letter is from Sir Deryck. and
amongst other things, he says he is coming up to see
you next Saturday."

"Ah, good!" said Garth. "And what a change he
will find! And I shall have the pleasure of reporting
on the nurse, secretary, reader, and unspeakably
patient guide and companion he provided for me."
Then he added, in a tone of suddenly awakened
anxiety: "He is not coming to take you away, is he?"

"No," said Nurse Rosemary, "not yet. But, Mr.
Dalmain, I was wanting to ask whether you could
spare me just during forty-eight hours; and Dr.
Brand's visit would be an excellent opportunity. I
could leave you more easily, knowing you would have
his companionship. If I may take the week-end,
leavmg on Friday night, I could return eariy on
Monday morning, and be with you in time to do the
morning letters. Dr. Brand would read you Satur-
day's and Sunday's— Ah, I forgot; there is no
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Sunday post. So I should miss but one ; and he would
more than take my place in other ways."
"Very well," said Garth, striving not to show

disappointment. " I should have liked that we three
should have talked together. But no wonder you
want a time off. Shall you be going far?"
"No; I have friends near by. And now, do you

wish to attend to your letters?
"

"Yes." said Garth, reaching out his hand. "Wait
a minute. There is a newspaper among them. I
smell the printing ink. I don't want that. But
kindly give me the rest."

Nurse Rosemary took out the newspaper; then
pushed the pile along, until it touched his hand.
Garth took them. "What a lot! " he said, smiling

in pleasurable anticipation. "I say, Miss Gray, if

you profit as you ought to do by the reading of so
many epistles written in every possible and impossible
style, you ought to be able to bring out a pretty com-
prehensive ' Complete Letter-writer." Do you remem-
ber the condolences of Mrs. Parker Bangs? I think
that was the first time we really laughed together.
Kind old soul! But she should not have mentioned
blind Bartimaeus dipping seven times in the pool of
Siloam. It is always best to avoid classical allusions,
especially if sacred, unless one has them accurately.
Now— '

' Garth paused.

He had been handling his letters, one by one;
carefully fingering each, before laying it on the table
beside him. He had just come to one written on
foreign paper, and sealed. He broke off his sentence
abruptly, held the letter silently for a moment, then
passed his fingers slowly over the seal.

Nurse Rosemary watched him anxiously. He

\
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made no remark, but after a moment laid it down
and took up the next. But when he passed the pile

across to her, he slipped the sealed letter beneath the

rest, so that she should come to it last of all.

Then the ustial order of proceedings commenced.

Garth lighted a cigarette— one of the first things

he had learned to do for himself — and smoked
contentedly, carefully placing his ash-tray, and

almost \mfailingly locating the ash, in time and

correctly.

Nurse Rosemary took up the first letter, read the

postmark, and described the writing on the envelope.

Garth guessed from whom it came, and was immensely

pleased if, on opening, his surmise proved correct.

There were nine to-day, of varying interest,— some

from men friends, one or two from charming women
who professed themselves ready to come and see him

as soon as he wished for visitors, one from a blind

asylum asking for a subscription, a short note from

the doctor heralding his visit, and a bill for ties from

a Bond Street shop.

Nurse Rosemary's fingers shook as she replaced the

eighth in its envelope. The last of the pile lay on the

table. As she took it up. Garth with a quick move-

ment flung his cigarette-end through the window, and

lay back, shading his face with his hand.

"Did I shoot straight, nurse?" he asked.

She leaned forward and saw the tiny column of

blue smoke rising from the gravel.

"Quite straight," she said. "Mr. Dalmain, this

letter has an Egjrptian stamp, and the postmark is

Cairo. It is sealed with scarlet sealing-wax, and the

engraving on the seal is a plimied helmet with the

visor closed."
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"And the writing?" asked Garth, mechanicaUy
and very quietly.

" The handwriting is rather bold and very clear,with
no twiris or flourishes. It is written with a broad nib.

"

"Will you kindly open it, nurse, and teU me the
signature before reading the rest of the letter."

Nurse Rosemary fought with her throat, which
threatened to close altogether and stifle her voice.
She opened the letter, turned to the last page, and
found the signature.

"It is signed 'Jane Champion,' Mr. Dalmain,"
said Nurse Rosemary.

" Read it, please," said Garth quietly. And Nurse
Rosemary began.

Dear Dal : What can I write ? If I were with you,
there would be so much I could say; but writing is
so difiScult, so impossible.

I know it is harder for you than it would have been
for any of us; but you will be braver over it than we
should have been, and you will come through splen-
didly, and go on thinking life beautiful, and making
it seem so to otL'-^ people. / never thought it so
until that summer at Overdene and Shenstone when
you taught me the perception oi beauty. Since then,
in every sunset and sunrise, in the blue-green of the
Atlantic, the purple of the mountains, the spray of
Niagara, the cherry blossom of Japan, the golden
deserts of Egypt, I have thought of you, and under-
stood them better, because of you. Oh, Dal ! I should
like to come and tell you all about them, and let you
see them through my eyes; and then you would widen
out my narrow understanding of them, and show
them again to me in greater loveliness.

f *
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I hear you teceive no visitors; but cannot you main
just one exception, and let me come?

I was at the Great Pyramid when I heard. I was
sitting on the piazza after dinner. The moonlight
called up memories. I had just made up my mind
to give up the Nile, and to come straight home, and
write asking you to come and see me; when General
Loraine turned up, with an English paper and «i letter

from Myra, and— I heard.

Would you have come, Garth?
And now, my friend, as you cannot come to me,

may I come to you? If you just say: " Come, " I will

come from any part of the world where I may chance
to be when the message reaches me. Never mind
this Egyptian address. I shall not be there when you
are hearing this. Direct to me at my aunt's town
house. All my letters go there, and are forwarded
tmopened.

Let me come. And oh, do believe that I know
something of how hard it is for you. But God can
"enable."

Believe me to be.

Yours, more than I can write,

Janb Champion.

Garth removed the hand which had been shielding
his face.

"If you are not tired, Miss Gray, after reading so
many letters, I should like to dictate my answer to
that one immediately, while it is fresh in my mind.
Have you paper there? Thank you. May we begin?— Dear Miss Champion. ... I am deeply touched
by, your kind letter of sympathy. ... It was es-

pecially good of you to write to me from so far away
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amid so much which might well have diverted your
attention from friends at home."
A long pause. Nurse Rosemary Gray waited, pen

in hand, and hoped the beating of her heart was onlym her own ears, and not audible across the small table.
"I am glad you did not give up the NUe trip,

but—

"

An earH bee hummed in from the hyacinths and
buzzed against the pane. Otherwise the room was
very still.

—"but, of course, if you had sent for me I should
have come."

The bee fought the window angrily, up and down,
up and down, for several minutes; then found the
open glass and whirled out into the sunshine, joyfuUy.

Absolute si'-nc the room, untU Garth's quiet
voice broke it as h »ent on dictating.

" It is more than kind of you to suggest coming to
see me, but—

"

Nurse Rosemary dropped her pen. "Oh, Mr. Dal-
main," she said, "let her come."
Garth turned upon her a face of blank surprise.
"I do not wish it," he said, in a tone of absolute

finality.

" But think how hard it must be for any one towant
so much to be near a—a friend in trouble, and to be
kept away."

"It is only her wonderful kindness of heart makes
her offer to come. Miss Gray. She is a friend and
comrade of long ago. It would greatly sadden her
to see me thus."

"It does not seem so to her," pleaded Nurse Rose-
mary. "Ah, cannot you read between the lines?
Or does it take a woman's heart to understand a

/ i
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Did I read it badly? May I read it
woman's letter?

over again?"

A look of real annoyance gathered upon Garth's
face. He spoke with quiet sternness, a frown bending
his straight black brows.

" You read it quite weU," he said, "but you do not
do well to discuss it. I must feel able to dictate my
letters to my secretary, without having to explain
them."

"I beg your pardon, sir," said Nurse Rosemary
humbly. " I was wrong. '

'

Garth stretched his hand across the table, and left
it there a moment; though no responsive hand was
placed within it.

^^

"Never mind," he said, with his winning smile,
"my kind little mentor and guide. You can direct
me in most things, but not in this. Now let us con-
clude. Where were we? Ah— 'to suggest coming
to see me.' Did you put 'It is most kind* or 'It is
more than kind'?"

"'More than kind,'" said Nurse Rosemary, bro-
kenly.

" Right, for it is indeed more than kind. Only she
and I, can possibly know how much more. Now let
us go on. . . . But I am receiving no visitors, and do
not desire any untU I have so mastered my new cir-
cumstances that the handicap connected with them
shall neither be painful nor very noticeable to other
people. During the summer I shall be learning step
by step to live this new life, in complete seclusion at
Gleneesh. I feel sure my friends will respect my wish
in this matter. I have with me one who most per-
fectly and patiently is helping— Ah, wait!" cried
Garth suddenly. "I will not say that. She might
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think— she might misunderstand. Had you begun
to write it? No? What was the last word? 'Mat-
ter?' Ah yes. That is right. Full stop after 'mat-
ter.* Now let me think."

Garth dropped his face into his hands, and sat for
a long time absorbed in thought.
Nurse Rosemary waited. Her right hand held the

pen poised over the paper. Her left was pressed
against her breast. Her eyes rested on that dark
bowed head, with a look of unutterable yearning and
of passionate tenderness.

At last Garth lifted his face. " Yours very sincerely,
Garth Dalmain," he said. And, silently. Nurse Rose
mary wrote it.

:||i|



CHAPTER XXn

DR. KOB TO THB RBSCUB

Into the somewhat oppressive sUence which fol-
I lowed the addressing and closing of the envelope.
broke the cheery voice of Dr. Rob.
"Which is the patient to-day? The lady or the

gentleman? Ah. neither, I see. Both flaunt the
bloom of perfect health and make the doctor shy.
It IS spring without, but summer within," ran on
Dr. Rob gaily, wonderingwhy both faces were so white
and perturbed, and why there was in the air a sense
of hearts in torment. "Flannels seem to caU up
boating and picnic parties; and I see you have dis-
carded the merino. Nurse Gray, and returned to the
pretty blue washables. More becoming, undoubtedly;
only, don't take cold; and be sure you feed up weU.
In this air people must eat plenty, and you have been
perceptibly losing weight lately. We don't want too
airy-fairy dimensions."

"Why do you always chaff Miss Gray about being
smaU, Dr. Rob?" asked Garth, in a rather vexed tone.
I am sure being short is in no way detrimental to

her."

" I will chaff her about being taU if you like," said
Dr. Rob, looking at her with a wicked twinkle, as
she stood in the window, drawn up to her full height,
and regarding him with cold disapproval.
"I would sooner no comments of any kind were

made upon her personal appearance," said Garth
330
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shortly; then added, more pleasantly: "You
she is just a voice to me— a kind, guiding voice. At
first I used to form mental pictures of her, of a hazy
land; but now I prefer to appropriate in all its help-
fulness what I do know, and leave unimagined what
I do not. Did it ever strike you that she is the
only person— bar that feUow Johnson, who belongs
to a nightmare time I am quickly forgetting— I have
yet had near me, in my blindness, whom I had not
already seen; the only voice I have ever heard to
which I could not put a face and figure ? In time, of
course, there will be many. At present she stands
alone to me in this."

Dr. Rob's observant eye had been darting about
during this explanation, seeking to focus itself upon
something worthy of minute examination. Suddenly
he spied the foreign letter lying dose beside him on
the table.

"HeUo!" he said. "Pyramids? The Egyptian
stamp? That's interesting. Have you friends out
there, Mr, Dalmain?"
"That letter came from Cairo," Gartn replied; "but

I believe Miss Champion has by now gone on to
Syria."

Dr. Rob attacked his moustache, and stared at
the letter meditatively. "Champion?" he repeated.
" Champion ? It's an uncommon name. Is your cor-
respondent, by any chance, the Honourable Jane?"
"Why, that letter is from her," repUed Garth,

surprised. "Do you know her ? " His voice vibrated
eagerly.

^^

"Well," answered Dr. Rob, with slow deUbemtion,
"I know her face, and I know her voice; I know her
figure, and I know a pretty good deal of her character.

l!
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I know her at home, and I know her abroad. I've
seen her under fire, which is more than most men of
her acquaintance can claim. But there is one thing I
never knew until to-day, and that is her handwriting.
May I examine this envelope?" He turned to the
window;— yes, this audacious little Scotchman had
asked the question of Nurse Rosemary. But only
a broad blue back met his look of inquiry. Nurse
Rosemary was studying the view. He turned back
to Garth, who had evidently already made a sign of
assent, and on whose face was clearly expressed an
eager desire to hear more, and an extreme disinclina-
tion to ask for it.

Dr. Mackenzie took up the envelope and pon-
dered it.

" Yes," he said, at last, "it is Hke her,— clear, firm,
unwavering; knowing what it means to say, and
saying it; going where it means to go, and getting
there. Ay, lad, it's a grand woman that; and if you
have the Honourable Jane for your friend, you can
be doing without a few other thmgs."
A tinge of eager colour rose in Garth's thin cheeks.

He had been so starved in his darkness for want of
some word concerning her, from that outer Ught in
which she moved. He had felt so hopelessly cut oflE

from all chance of hearing of her. And all the while,
if only he had known it, old Robbie could have talked
of her. He had had to question Brand so cautiously,
fearing to betray his secret and hers; but with Dr.'
Rob and Nurse Gray no such precautions were
needed. He could safely guard his secret, and yet
listen and speak.

"Where— when?" asked Garth.
"I will tell you where, and I will tell you when,"
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answered Dr. Rob, "if you feel inclined for a war tale
on this peaceful spring morning."
Garth was aflame with eagerness. "Have you

a chair, doctor?" he said. "And has Miss Grav a
chair?"

^

"I have no chair, sir," said Dr. Rob, "because
when I intend thoroughly to enjoy my own eloquence
it is my custom to stand. Nurse Gray has no chair,
because she is standing at the window absorbed in the
view. She has apparently ceased to pay any heed to
you and me. You will very rarely find one woman
take much interest in tales about another. But you
lean back in your own chair, laddie, and light a ciga-
rette. And a wonderful thing it is to see you do it,

too, and better than pounding the wall. Eh? All
of which we may consider we owe to the lady who
disdains us and prefers the scenery. Well, I'm not
much to look at, goodness knows; and she can see you
all the rest of the day. Now that's a brand worth
smoking. What do you call it. 'Zenith'? Ah, and
* Marcovitch.' Yes; you can't better that for drawing-
room and garden purposes. It mingles with the
flowers. Lean back and enjoy it, while I smell gun-
powder. For I will tell you where I first saw the
Honourable Jane. Out in South Africa, in the very
thick of the Boer war. I had volunteered for the sake
of the surgery experience. She was out there, nursing;
but the real thing, mind you. None of your dabbling
in eau-de-cologne with lace handkerchiefs, and wash-
ing handsome faces when the orderlies had washed
them already; making charming conversation to men
who were getting weU, but fleeing in dread from the
dead or the dying. None of that, you may be sure,
and none of that allowed in her hospital; for Miss

N:
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.h^S^.r^ ^ ~°*°^*^ *^*"'' »»d I can teU you•he made them scoot. She did the work of ten andexpected other, to do it too. Doctors and orL^et
Jdoredher. She was always called • The Hon^urlbL
Jane most of the mensounding theA and pronouncing

!^l% r ^K^^"'
•^"*^^*''- ^y' »"d the woun^d

sold^ersl There was many a lad out there, far fixShome and fnends. who. when death came, died w?tha snule on his lips, and a sense of mother and h^mequite near, because the Honourable Jane's arm waswound hxm. and his dying head rested ag^^t Wwoman^ybreast Her voice when she talkel to them?No.- that I shaU never forget. And to hear hersnap at the women, and order along the men; and thenturn and speak to a sick Tommy as his mother or Wsaweetheart would have wished to hear him spoken ttwas a lesson m qmck^hange from which I am proBt-mg StJl. And that big. loving heart must oftenCebeen racked; but she was always brave and bright
Just once she broke down. It was over a boy whomshe tned hard to save -quite a youngster. She had

chlni^ iTu^ '^ ""^'^ ^^^^ ™ his onlychance; and when rt proved no good, and he lay back

^ty. '/°?u"'Zr^
"'"'* boy -and to suffer so.^d then dje like thisi' and gathered him to her. andwept over him. as his own mother might have ione.

hiLT^'^K '"^^ "^^ °^ '' ^'^^^' H^ ^d the hardes
hearts m the tent were touched and softened. But

Z.h J°^y;^!
the Honourable Jane brokedown."

Garth shielded his face with his hand. His half-

tW H^T^**^ ^'" ^^""^"^ *° t^« fl°°'- The hand
that had held it was clenched on his knee. Dr. Robpicked It up. and rubbed the scorched spot on the
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carpet carefully with his foot. He glanced toward*
the window. Nune Rosemary had turned and was
leaning against the frame. She did not look at him.
but her eyes dwelt with troubled anxiety on Garth.

"I came across her several times, at different
centres," continued Dr. Rob; "but we were not in the
same departments, and she spoke to me only once.
I had ridden in, from a temporary overflow sort of
place where we were dealing with the worst cases
straight off the field, to the main hospital in the
town for a fresh supply of chloroform. While they
fetched it, I walked round the ward, and there in a
comer was Miss Champion, kneeling beside a man
whose last hour was very near, talking to him quietly,
and taking measures at the same time to ease his pain.
Suddenly there came a crash— a deafening rush
and another crash, and the Honourable Jane and her
patient were covered with dust and splinters. A
Boer shell had gone clean through the roof just over
their heads. The man sat up, yelling with fear.
Poor chap, you couldn't blame him; dying, and half
under morphine. The Honourable Jane never turned
a hair. 'Lie down, my man,' she said, 'and keep
stiU.' 'Not here,' sobbed the man. 'All right,' said
the Honourable Jane ;

' we will soon move you.' Then
she turned and saw me. I was in the most non-
descript khaki, a non-com's jacket which I had
caught up on leaving the tent, and various odds and
ends of my outfit which had survived the wea- and
tear of the campaign. Also I was dusty with a long
gallop. • Here, serjeant,' she said, 'lend a hand with
this poor fellow. I can't have him disturbed just
now.' That was Jane's only comment on the passing
of a shell within a few yards of her own head. Do you

»
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wonder the men adored her? She placed her handi
beneath his shoulders, and signed to me to take him
under the knees, and together we carried him round a
screen, out of the ward, and down a short passage-
tummg unexpectedly into a quiet Uttle room, with a
comfortable bed, and photographs and books arranged
on the tiny dressing-table. She said: 'Here, if you
please, Serjeant,' and we laid him on the bed. ' Whose
IS it?' I asked. She looked surprised at being ques-
tioned, but seeing I was a stranger, answered civilly:
Mme.' And then, noting that he had dozed off while
we earned him, added: 'And he will have done with
beds, poor chap, before I need it.' There's nerve for
you I— WeU, that was my only conversation out there
with the Honourable Jane. Soon after I had had
enough and came home."

Garth lifted his head. "Did you ever meet her at
home?" he asked.

" I did," said Dr. Rob. " But she did not remember
me. Not a flicker of recognition. Well, how could
I expect It? I wore a beard out there; no time to
shave; and my jacket proclaimed me a serjeant, not
a surgeon. No fault of hers if she did not expect to
meet a comrade from the front in the wilds of— of
Piccadilly," finished Dr. Rob lamely. " Now. having
spun so long a yam, I must be off to your gardener's
cot in the wood, to see his good wife, who has had
what he pathetically caUs 'an increase.' I should
thmk a decrease would have better suited the size of
his house. But first I must interview Mistress Mar-
gerym the dining-room. She is anxious about herself
just now because she 'canna eat bacon.' She says it
flies between her shoulders. So erratic a deviation
from Its normal route on the part of the bacon, un-
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doubtedly requires investigation. So, by your leave,
I will ring for the good lady."
"Not just yet, doctor," said a quiet voice from

the window. " I want to see you in the dining-room,
and will foUow you there immediately. And after-
wards, while you investigate Margery, I will run up
for my bonnet, and walk with you through the woods,
if Mr. Dalmain will not mind an hour alone."
When Jane reached the dining-room, Dr. Robert

Mackenzie was standing on the hsarth-rug in a Napo-
leonic attitude, just - on the morning of their first
mterview. He lookeu up uncertainly as she came in.

"Well?" he said. "Am I to pay the piper?"
Jane came straight to him, with both hands

extended. "Ah, serjeant!" she said. "You dear
faithful old serjeant I See what comes of wearing
another man's coat. And my dilemma comes from
taking another woman's name. So you knew me
all the time, from the first moment I came into th«
room?"
"From the first moment you entered the room,"

assented Dr. Rob.
"Why did you not say so?" asked Jane.
"Well, I concluded you had your reasons for being

•Nurse Rosemary Gray,' and it did not come within
my province to question your identity."

"Oh, you dear!" said Jane. "Was there ever
anything so shrewd, and so wise, and so bewilderingly
far-seeing, standing on two legs on a hearth-rug
before! And when I remember how you said: 'So
you have arrived, Nurse Gray?' and all the wUiie
you might have been saying: 'How do you do. Miss
Champion? And what brings you up here under
somebody else's name? '"

'I
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" I might have so said," agreed Dr. Rob reflectivelyj

"but praise be, I did not."

"But tell me," said Jane, "why let it out now?"
Dr. Rob laid his hand on her arm. "My dear, I

am an old fellow, and all my life I have made it my
business to know, without being told. You have
been coming through a strain,— a prolonged period
of strain, sometimes harder, sometimes easier, but
never quite relaxed, — a strain such as few women
could have borne. It was not only with him; you
had to keep it up towards us all. I knew, if it were to
continue, you must soon have the relief of some one
with whom to share the secret,— some one towards
whom you could be yourself occasionally. And when
I found you had been writing to him here, sending the
letter to be posted in Cairo (how like a woman, to
strain at a gnat, after swallowing such a camel!),
awaiting its return day after day, then obliged to read
it to him yourself, and take down his dictated answer,
which I gathered from your faces when I entered was
his refusal of your request to come and see him, well,

it seemed to me about time you were made to realise

that you might as well confide in an old fellow who,
in common with all the men who knew you in South
Africa, would gladly give his right hand for the Hon-
ourable Jane."

Jane looked at him, her eyes full of gratitude. For
the moment she could not speak.

"But teU me, my dear," said Dr. Rob, "tell me, if

you can: why does the lad put from him so firmly that
which, if indeed it might be his for the asking, would
mean for him so great, so wonderful, so comforting a
good?"

"Ah, doctor," said Jane, "thereby hangs a tale of
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sad mistrust and mistake, and the mistrust and mis-
take, alas, were mine. Now, while you see Margery,
I will prepare for walking; and as we go through the
wood I will try to tell you the woeful thing which
came between him and me and placed our lives so
far apart. Your wise advice will help me, and your
shrewd knowledge of men and of the human heart
may find us a way out, for indeed we ate shut in be-
tween Migdol and the sea."

As Jane crossed the hall and was about to mount
the stairs, she looked towards the closed library door.
A sudden fear seized her, lest the strain of listening to
that tale of Dr. Rob's had been too much for Garth.
None but she could know all it must have awakened
of memory to be told so vividly of the d3ring soldiers
whose heads were pillowed on her breast, and the
strange coincidence of those words, " A mere boy

—

and to suffer so!" She could not leave the house
without being sure he was safe and well. And yet
she instinctively feared to intrude when he imagined
himself alone for an hour.

Then Jane, in her anxiety, did a thing she had never
done before. She opened the front door noiselessly,
passed round the house to the terrace, and when
approaching the open window of the library, trod on
the grass border, and reached it without making the
faintest sound.

Never before had she come upon him unawares,
knowing he hated and dreaded the thought of aa
unseen intrusion on his privacy.

But now— just this once—
Jane looked in at the window.
Garth sat sideways in the chair, his arms folded on

the table beside him, his face buried in them. He wa«
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sobbing as she had sometimes heard men sob aftet
agonising operations, borne without a sound until
the worst was over. And Garth's sob of agony was
this: "Oh, my wife— my wife -^ my wife!"
Jane crept away. How she did it she never knew.

But some instinct told her that to reveal herself then,
taking him at a disadvantage, when Dr. Rob's story
had unnerved and unmanned him, would be to ruin
all. ••// you value your ultimate happiness and his,

"

Deryck's voice alwajrs sounded in warning. Besides,
it was such a short postponement. In the calm
earnest thought which would succeed this storm, his
need of her would win the day. The letter, not yet
posted, would be rewritten. He would say " Come "

and the next minute he would be in her arms.
So Jane turned noiselessly away.
Coming in, an hour later, from her walk with Dr.

Rob, her heart filled with glad anticipation, she found
him standing in the window, listening to the cotmtless
sounds he was learning to distinguish. He looked so
slim and tall and straight in his white flannels, both
hands thrust deep into the pockets of his coat, that
when he turned at her a^ proach it seemed to her as
if the shining eyes must be there.

"Was it lovely in the woods?"he asked. "Simpson
shall take me up there after Itmch. Meanwhile, is

there time, if you are not tired, Miss Gray, to finish

our morning's work?"
Five letters were dictated and a cheque written.

Then Jane noticed that hers to him had gone from
among the rest. But his to her lay on the table
ready for stamping. She hesitated.

"And about the letter to Miss Champion? " she said.
•'Eto you wish it to go as it is, Mr. Dalmain?"
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"Why certainly," he said. " Did we not finish it ?

"

"I thought," said Jane nervously, looking away
from his blank face, "I thought perhaps— after
Dr. Rob's stCi-y— you might—

"

"Dr. Rob's story could make :?o possible difference
as to whether I should let her come here or not," said
Garth emphatically; then added more gently: "It
only reminded me—

"

"Of what?" asked Jane, her hands upon her breast.
"Of what a glorious woman she is," said Garth

Dalmain, and blew a long, steady cloud of smoke into
the summer air.

. I . 1..'



CHAPTER XXni

THB ONLY WAT

WHEN Deryck Brand alighted at the little

northern wayside station, he looked up and
down the gravelled platform, more than half expect-
ing to see Jane. The hour was early, but she invari-
ably said: "So much the better" to any plan which
involved rising earlier than usual. Nothing was to
be seen, however, but his portmanteau in the dis-
tance— looking as if it had taken up a solitary and
permanent position where the guard had placed it— and one slow porter, who appeared to be over-
whelmed by the fact that he alone was on duty to
receive the train.

There were no other passengers descending; there
was no other baggage to put out. The guard swung
up into his van as the train moved off.

The old porter, shading his eyes from the slanting
rays of the morning sun, watched the train glide
round the curve and disappear from sight; then slowly
turned and looked the other way,— as if to make sure
there was not another coming,—sawthe portmanteau,
and shambled towards it. He stood looking down
upon it pensively, then moved slowly round, appar-
ently r-iding the names and particulars of all the
various continental hotels at which the portmanteau
had recently stayed with its owner.

Dr. Brand never hurried people. He always said:
"It answers best, in the long run, to let theA *^^

84*
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their own time. The minute or two gained by hurry-
ing them is lost in the final results." But this applied
chiefly to patients in the consulting-room; to anxious
young students in hospital; or to nurses, too excitedly
conscious at first of the fact that he was talking to
them, to take in fully what he was sa3ring. His
habit of giving people, even in final moments, the full
time they wanted, had once lost him an overcoat,
ahnost lost him a train, and won him the thing in life

he most desired. But that belongs to another story.
Meanwhile he wanted his breakfast on this fresh

spring morning. And he wanted to see Jane. There-
fore, as porter and portmanteau made no advance
towards him, the doctor strode down the platform.
"Now then, my man! " he called.

"I beg your pardon? " said the Scotch porter.
"I want my portmanteau."
"Would this be your portmanteau? "inquired the

porter doubtfully.

" It would," said the doctor. "And it and I would
be on our way to Castle Gleneesh, if you would be
bringing it out and putting it into the motor, which I
see waiting outside."

"I will be fetching a truck," said the porter. But
when he returned, carefully trundling it behind him,
the doctor, the portmanteau, and the motor were all

out of sight.

The porter shaded his eyes and gazed up the road.
"I will be hoping it was his portmanteau," he said,
and went back to his porridge.

Meanwhile the doctor sped up into the hills, his
mind alight with eagerness to meet Jane and to learn
the developments of the last few days. Her non-
appearanc<» at the railway station filled him with an

i
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of not seemg her had wrought in him a st^Z!
^g. ^t if her nerve had given w.y'::::^

SZ of !k
1'"'' •*"» " ^S""- "«"• "P on th^

Mn^. ? ^ ^. «'™' "* "«" stretching away be!hmd and above it. As they wound up the v^L to

^ght, the broad lawn and terrace of Gleneesh w^h

down ^jTe-irj^"^ ' "^ •"--' ^"^
Simpson received him at the hall door- o«^ i, • ^

«<2ped hin^self in time, ^t"! ISt^'^Tr
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who followed the man across the hall

meet him h^ nght hand outstretched, a smile of wd-come on h.s face, and so direct and «,h«L^a
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ooune that the doctor had to glance at the sightless
face to make sure that this lithe, graceful, easy-
moving figure was indeed the blind man he had come
to see. Then he noticed a length of brown silk cord
stretched from an arm of the chair Garth had quitted
to the door. Garth's left hand had slipped lightly
along it as he walked.
The doctor put his hand into the one outstretched,

and gripped it warmly.
"My dear fellowl What a change I

"

"Isn't it?" said Garth delightedly. "And it is

entirely she who has worked it,— the capital little

woman you sent up to me. I want to tell you how
first-rate she is." He had reached his chair again,
and found and drew forward for the doctor the one in
which Jane usually sat. " This is her own idea." He
unhitched the cord, and let it fall to the floor, a fine
string remaining attached to it and to the chair, by
which he could draw it up again at will. "There is
one on this side leading to the piano, and one here to
the window. Now how should you know themapart ?

"

"They are brown, purple, and orange," replied the
doctor.

"Yes," said Garth. "You know them by the
colours, but I distinguish them by a slight differ-
ence in the thickness and in the texture, which you
could not see, but which I can feel. And I enjoy
thinking of the colours, too. And sometimes I wear
ties and things to match them. You see, I know
exactly how they look; and it was so like her to remem-
ber that. An ordinary nurse would have put red,
green, and blue, and I should have sat and hated the
thought of them, knowing how vilely they must be
clashing with my Persian carpet. But she under-

I:-
t
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punction without diminishing my gratitude. And
now you must be wanting a brush up and breakfast,
and here am I selfishly keeping you from both. And
I say, Brand, "— Garth coloured hotly, boyishly, and
hesitated, — " I am awfully sorry you wUl have no
companion at your meals. Miss Gray being away. I
do not like to think of you having them alone, but
I— I always have mine by myself. Simpson attends
to them."

He could not see the doctor's quick look of com-
prehension, but the understanding sympathy of the
tone in which he said: "Ah yes. Yes, of course,"
without further comment, helped Garth to add: "I
couldn't even have Miss Gray with me. We always
take our meals apart. You cannot imagine how
awful it is chasing your food all round your plate,

and never sure it is not on the cloth, after all,

or on your tie, while you sure hunting for it else-

where."

"No, I can't imagine," said the doctor. "No one
could who had not been through it. Bu i can you bear
it better with Simpson than with. Nurse Rosemary?
She is trained to that sort of thing, you know."
Garth coloured again. "Well, you see, Simpson is

the chap who shaves me, and gees me into my clothes,

and takes me about; and, though it will always be
a trial, it is a trial to which I am growing accus-
tomed. You might put it thus: Simpson is eyes to
my body; Miss Gray is vision to my mind. Simpson's
is the only touch which comes to me in the darkness.
Do you know. Miss Gray has never touched me,—
not even to shake hands. I am awfully glad of this.

I will tell you why presently, if I may. It makes her
just a mind and voice to me, and nothing more; but

f'^'li
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I feel as if I

a wonderfully kind and helpful vdoe.
could not live without her."

whJ*^ u
^'^^ *o hi. room; and he wiU teU youwhat tune he would like breakfast. And wbmC

Then I shaU be f«e. Bnmd. when you are. Sut7onot give me any more time this morning if you ou.h?

The doctor tubbed and got into his knickerbock««
Jjad an old Norfolk jacket; then fouS^t^t^^"

tI^! ; ?\™ "^^ pondering the problem ofJane, and at the same time wondering m anthercompartment of his mind in what sort^TiTwne

f^tH / ?P^^' ""^"^°P«^ ^" »° ^r of mystert

A jug said old Margery. "And would you becoming ^th me. Sir Deryck. -and softly. -wSen!ever you have finished your breakfast?"

hall, the doctor's tall figure closely foUowine in

turned to whisper impressively: "It is not what vemake It .n; it is A^ ye make it." She ascendld a fewmore steps then turned to say: "It all hangs upol

roasted _ freshly ground - water - freshly Z
s^l

sdd dd Margery, reaching the topmoststeu- somewhat breathless; then tu^g. bSstled

hun.^:,>f m'
^^ P*^^^' *^<="y ca4;ted.^dhung with old armour and pictures.
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"Where are we going, Mistress Margery?" asked
the doctor, adapting his stride to her trot— one
to two.

"You wUl be seeing whenever we j^-^ therf Sir
Deryck. said Margery. "And never to cu n wtK
metal, Sir Deryck. Pop it into rn r.anh, .^ ^-r ji,^
pour your boilL;g water straight upon {t, s-ar t wjth a
wooden spoon, set it on the hob t.u nvvitev, .0 <-cfl'

•

the grounds wiU all go to thr oottom th..ufe\ you
might not think it. and you pour it o it - tragrant
strong, and clear. But the secret is. xrcsh. /reshi
fresh, and don't stint your coffee."
Old Margery paused before a door at ihe end of

the passage, knocked lightly; then looked up at the
doctor with her hand on the door-handle, and an
expression of pleading earnestness in her faithful
Scotch eyes.

"And you wiU not forget the wooden spoon, Sir
Deryck?"
The doctor looked down into the kind old face

raised to hJs in the dim light. " I will not forget the
wooden spoon. Mistress Margery." he said, gravely
And old Margery, turning the handle whispered mysl
tenously into the half-opened doorway: "It wUl be
Sir Deryck, Miss Gray," and ushered the doctor into
a cosy little sitting-room.

A bright fire burned in the grate. In a high-backed
arm-chair m front of it sat Jane, with her feet on the
fender. He could only see the top of her head, and
her long grey knees; but both were unmistakably
Jane's.

'

^
"Oh.Dicky!" she said,and a great thankfulnesswas

in her voice, " is it you ? Oh, come in. Boy, and shut
the door. Are we alone? Come round here quick

,1. i.

It!
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and shake hands, or I shaU be plunging about tryinf
to find you." ' ^

In a moment the doctor had reached the hcarth-rue
dropped on one knee in front of the large chair, and
took the vaguely groping hands held out to him.

Jeanette? " he said. " Jeanettel " And then sur-
pnse and emotion silenced him.

- ^T^'^J^r. T'* ^""""^^y bandaged. A black sUk
scarf, folded m four thicknesses, was firmly tied at theback of her smooth coUs of hair. There was a pathetic
helplessness about her large capable figure, sitting
alone, m this bnght little sitting-room, doing nothing

Jeanettel" said the doctor, for the third time.*And you caU this week-ending?"
"Dear." said Jane. "I have gone into SightlessLand for my week-end. Oh, Deryck, I had to do it.The oiJy way really to help him is to know exactlywhat It means, m aU the small, trying details. I

^Z\^^
^uch imagination, and I have exhaustedwhat httle I had. And he never complains, or ex-

plains how things come hardest. So the only way to
find out. IS to have forty-eight hours of it one's self.Old Margery and Smipson quite enter into it, and arehelpmg me splendidly. Simpson keeps the coast clear
If we want to come down or go out; because with two
blind people about, it would be a complication if thevmn mto one another. Margery helps me with aUthe thmgs m which I am helpless; and. oh Dicky, youwould never believe how many they are! And the
awful, awful dark- a black curtain always in front ofyou sometimes seeming hard and firm, like a wall of
coal, withm an inch of your face; sometimes sinkingaway into soft depths of blackness- miles and milesof distant, silent, horrible darkness; untU you feel you
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whlf'J ^°TI^
^*° '' *°^ ^ submerged and over-

Inf^fl ^^ °"' °^ '^* ^^^^^ come vo°«IAnd ,f they speak loudly, they hit you like tJpZ;hjunmers; and if they murmur in^iistinctirS^Jmadden you because you can't see what isL^g
1 I "^'^ *^** *^^y *« holding pins TtSfmouths, and that therefore they are mLblL <^that they are half under the bed. trying to «t oSsomething which has rolled there aS tle^fS the

earth. And. because you cannot see these thinw f^

i:ri^' ''' j^:,--^^-- of siu^d LZnS
Z; ht It*""*

*^^ "^^^^^ ^" *^« morning to thesame blaclmess as you have had all night! I haveexpenenced it just once. -I began my darknes^before dmner last night.- and I aTre you. De^cTI dread to-morrow morning. Think what it must b^to wake to that always, with no prospect of ev^agai^seeing the sunlightl And then the meals-'
"^

What! You keep it on?" The doctor's voicesounded rather strained.

thr?^T!^'"'^V^"- "And you camiot imagine

plate, and then finding ,t on the table-cloth; of beinirquite sure there was a last bit somewhere, andSyou had given up the search and gone on to an^thtrcour^ ^scovering it. eventually,i your ap Tdo
Ws^f 7n' ^°^ ^°"^^ ^°* ''' "- come tohts ineals. But after this I believe he will and I
shaUknowexactlyhowtohelphimandhowToiu^ge
so that very soon he will have no difficultr^f

"Ye^-^^^n'^;''
There was no other^^y.-^''

An/l!' u
*^1,^°^*°^ quietly. " you had to do it."And Jane m her blindness could not see the working

•»
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of his face, as he added below his breath: "You beine
you, dear, there was no other way."
"Ah how gkd I am you reiise the necessity.

Deryck! I had so feared you might think it useless
or focMish. And k was now or never; because I trust --
if he forgives me — this will be the only week-end I
Shan ever have to spend away from him. Boy do
you think he will forgive me?"

It was fortunate Jane was blind. The doctor swal-
lowed a word, then: "Hush, dear," he said. "You
make me sigh for the duchess's parrot. And I shall
do no good here, if I lose patience with Dalmain. Now
teU me; you really never remove that bandage?"
"Only to wash my face," replied Jane, smiling.
I can trust myself not to peep for two minutes. And

last mght I found it made my head so hot that I
could not sleep: so I slipped it off for an hour or two,
but woke and put it on again before dawn."
"And you mean to wear it until to-morrow morn-

ing?"

Jane smiled rather wistfully. She knew what was
mvolved in that question.

•' Until to-morrow night. Boy," she answered gently.
But, Jeanette," exclaimed the doctor, in indignant

protest; "surely you will see me before I go! My
dear girl, would it not be carrying the experiment
unnecessarily far?"

"Ah no," said Jane, leaning towards him with her
pathetic bandaged eyes. "Don't you see, dear, you
pve me the chance of passing through what will in
time be one of his hardest experiences, when his
dearest friends will come and go. and be to him only
voice and touch; their faces unseen and but dimly
remembered? Deryck, just because this hearing and
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not seeing you is so hard, I realise how it is enriching
me in what I can share with him. He must not have
to say:

'
Ah, but you saw him before he left.' I want

to be able to say:
' He came and went, — my greatest

friend.— and I did not see him at all.'"

The doctor walked over to the window and stood
there, whistling softly. Jane knew he was fighting
down his own vexation. She waited patiently. Pre-
sently the whistling stopped and she heard him laugh.
Then he came back and sat down near her.

^^

"You always were a thorough old thing!" he said.
"No half measures would do. I suppose I must
agree."

Jane reached out for his hand. "Ah, Boy," she said,
"now you wUl help me. But I never before knew
you so nearly selfish."

"The 'other man' is always a problem," said the
doctor. "We male brutes, by nature, always want
to be first with all our women; not merely with the
one, but with all those in whom we consider, some-
times with egregious presumption, that we hold a
right. You see it everywhere,— fathers towards
their daughters, brothers as regards their sisters,
friends in a friendship. The 'other man,' when he
arrives, is always a pill to swallow. It is only natural,
I suppose; but it is fallen nature and therefore to be
surmounted. Now let rae go and forage for your
hat and coat, and take you out upon the moors.
No? Why not? I often find things for Flower, so
really I know likely places in which to search. Oh,
all right! I wiU send Margery. But don't be long.
And you need not be afraid of Dalmain hearing us,
for I saw him just now walking briskly up and down
the terrace, with only an occasional touch of his cana

lifif
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against the pampet. How much you have already
accomplished! We shall talk more freely out on the
moor; and, as I march you along, we can find out tips
which may be useful when the time comes for you to
lead the 'other man* about. Only do be careful how
you come downstairs with old Margery. Think if

you fell upon her, Janel She does make such excel-
lent cofieel*'



CHAPTER XXIV '

THB man's point OP VIBW

A 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 dothes 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 roade gentle but persistent
attempts to dispose of it.

The old Norfolk jacket had walked the moors that
55



356 The Rosary

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 Ubrary 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 chUl evening which succeeded
the bright spring day. His chair was placed sideways,
so 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 aU 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 wiU 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 it. A
highly strung nervous system usuaUy exaggeiates.
And the medium of sight having been taken away, the
other means of communication with the outer worid,
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.
to 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 own

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 does
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 the blind
face intently.

^^

"Ah, I am so grateful for it," said Garth earnestly.
"Do you know, Brand, when you suggested sending
me a lady nurse and secretary, I felt I could not
possibly stand having a woman touch me."
"So you said," commented the doctor quietly.
" No! Did I ? What a bear you must have thought

me."

"By no means," said the doctor, "but a distinctly
unusual patient. As a rule, men—

"

"Ah, I dare say," Garth interposed half impa-
tiently. "There was a time when I should have
liked a soft little hand about me. And I dare say
by now I should often enough have caught it and
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 Woman, and
when that touch has becwne nothing but a mem-
ory; when one is dashed into darkness, and that
memory becomes one of the few things which remain,
and, remaining, brings untold comfort, can you won-
der if one fears another toHob which might in any

''l>
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way dim that memory, supersede it. or take awavfrom Its utter sacredness?" ^
" ' understand." said the doctor slowlv " Tt Hn«.not come within my own ex^ri««!^ k \ t

^^
e4^a«^ /-k 1

^ experience, but I under-stand. Only— my dear boy. may I sav it?— if7h.One Woman exists— «r,^ ; •

say «?— if the

case tn r«K^^. V
'* " excusable in yourcase to doubt it. because thei« were so manv—

of7he'tt,Sn-''r'
*" '''^' ^--t«al to^ o^ot the thmgs which remain "

Z-, .u \ '^ "*'" " "«II say that if the viewfrm the te^ce exists, I ought to be able to seT^ne^w« there, right enough, but my own defi^™ireeps me from seeing it."
"wcucy

.J^""
^*'*'' ''°'^''" "^^ *^« ^«^0'. leaning forwardand pjckmg up the match which, not being thro^straight as usual, had just missed the firel "^^Z

tT:t;e^s.?^-^^^^^^<>-n.yourtt'

bJr'-ri^iiiteX^'" '^^^^^ ^
•Or you thought you to, not," continued thedoctor, seenuag not to hare heart the laT^k

tm O^TT' ""'T
•°°*" is before you a th^feid.^y .t may take tin* «.d patience^ to prove

to^'t^d^^^lf^tt*'.^"'^^ sun-is,

n«tr.he^ -no;:^^;^:^^"-
Absolutely." replied the doctor in a tone of auiet

tdrn "" ^°" ^^^°^*« ^ other :,:Lstions. such as money. l«nds. titles, wishes of frienS.
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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 her so. 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
tace was li\ad, and as the fire-light played upon it

11^

^4i
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Z'T ~" "^ ^' ^"P-^- «^«- on hi.

Thin^'
^"^^'" ^ *^^' "^ '^ *>"°d. Be merciful.Things mean so terribly much in the dark."

HJ.\ considered. Could his nurses and stu-

tZ M r" *^' ^^^'^ °" ^» ^*~ «t that momfntthey would have said that he was performinH m^t

wouS H^ "^^^ '""*" ^^*^^ *° *h« Patient. Theywould have been right; for the whole future of twopeople hung m the baJance; depending, in tL crflupon the doctor's firmness and yet deLcyofwhTh,s stained white face in the fiLight ^7h itstad,of mental agony and its appealing "I am bli^d "
had not entered into the doctor's calcufations itwas a view of •• the other man " upon wWch ^couSnot look unmoved. But the thjght ^f th^t pati^^^^

stretchmg dear helpless hands to him. stea<SertSdoctor's nerve. He looked into the fi^.
*'*''^ *^^

You may be blind, Dalmain, but I do not «.«*you to be a fool." said the doctor quietly
"' "*"*

Am I _ was I_ a fool ? " asked Garth.How can T judge ? " replied the doctor. " Give «#.
• clear account of the circumstances from your ^St

His tone was so completely dispassionate n«H
matter-of-fact, that it had a calLg effec ^Garthgiving him also a sense of security, k dt^tor m^hthave been speakmg of a so. throat, or a tenden^^

fh?T^ ^T^^.
^*^^ ^° ^' "^^^' ««PPed his hand intothe breast-pocket of his jacket, and Vouched^ leUerlying there. Dare he risk it? Could he. for on^
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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
so 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 spnnging 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 confidingm 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 doe? 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 Ido not know them, and their possessors wish me toremam m ignorance. I would as soon think of stealing
their purse as of filching their secret."

^
"Ah. thanks." said Garth. "Personally. I do not^nd what you know. But I owe it to he . that hename should not appear."
"Undoubtedly," said the doctor. "Except in sofar as she herself chooses to reveal it. the One Woman'sIdentity should always remain a secret. Get onTthyour tale, old chap. I will not interrupt."

"

I mil state it as simply and as shortly as I can "

'!fLf; ';,^u'
^°" "^" -derstand^hat tZeare details of which no fellow could speak. - 1 hadfaiown her several years in a friendly way. just stayingat the same houses, and meeting at Lord's ani

set do meet. I always liked her. and always felt atmy best with her. and thought no end of her'^opS^onand so forth. She was a friend and a real chum to

SW '°
i°''

°' °''^' '^"°"^- ^"^ °-— thought
of love-making m connection with her. AH the sUlythings one says to ordinary women she would havelaughed at. If one had sent her flowers to wear shewould have put them in a vase and wondered forwhom they had really been intended. She danced

h^I'Ti H'T^^'' ^"' '^' ^^° '^^ d^^ced withhad to be awfully good at it. or he found himself

wIoI'^I'^Vk""^'
*'^ ^^^y --^^ -<^ the manwho wanted to be in the same field with her. must beprepared for any fence or any wall. Not that I eversaw her m the hunting-field; her love of life and offair play would have kept her out of that. But I uL

It as a descnptive illustration. One was always glad

:?:j
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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, just—"
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?"

"I 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 giris themselves knew better. I
don't believe a giri 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 worid 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 wellenough; and as I sit here in my darkness not a mTmory nses up to reproach me."
" Good boy," said Deryck Brand, laurhine "Youwere vastly misunderstood, but I believe yoT"You see, resumed Garth, "that sort of thin.,bemg merely skin-deep, I went no deeper The „Zwomen I really knew were my mother, who died whenI was nmeteen, and Margery Graem, whom I alTOy"hugged at meeting and parting, and always sJlTuguntil I fass the old face in its coffin, or she str,igtenf

Well so tint '''' ""^ "°=' ^'-^O life can show,well so thmgs were until a certain evening in Tuneseveral years ago. She- the One Woman -aid Iwere m the same house party at a lovely old pC i„the country. One afternoon we had been tiMdn^mfmately but quite casually and f™Wy I halno more thought of wanting to marry her thL 0Ipropping to old Margery. Then - something halpened,-! must not tell you what; it would ivet^clear a clue to her identity. But it revealed tfme toa few marvellous moments, the woman in her Ihewife, the mother; the strength, the tendemej- theexqms,te perfection of her true, pu,^ soul Tn fiveminutes there awakened in me a hunger tor her whiJhnothing could stUl. which nothing evfr^ «1 1 "^'.SI stand beside her in the Golden clty, wh^ heyShunge, no „„„, „,i^^„ ^^^^
ey ^Ml

shall be no more darkness, or depending upon su^moon or candle, for the glory of God shjl Sen™:and there shall be no more sorrow, neither sM thereb^ny more pam, for former things shall have pIS

•m.
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The blind face shone in the firelight. Garth's retro,spect^n bringing hin. visions'of thta^'o 0"^:

fad? rr"."^' ?r'°
^"" *"" ™'<=ted the visic^lade. Then he said: "Well?"

"Well." continued the young voice in the shadow^h a sound m it of having dropped back to earthand finding xt a mournful place; "I never had a mo-ment s doubt as to what had happened to me. I JewI loved her; I knew I wanted her; I knew her pres^Zmade my day and her absence meant chill night idevery day was radiant, for she was there "

sile^nrrX^'tit
'^^"' ^^^ " ^^'^^ ^— ^^

The doctor's voice broke in with a question

st:: bTaSu.:^^^
-'^ ^ -"^ --^

-cLr''^
woman?" repeated Garth, amazed.Goodheavens.no! Handsome? Beautiful? Wellyou have me there.for. 'pon my honour. I don't know.''

I mean, would you have wished to paint her?"
I have pamted her." said Garth very low. a mov-

hef thoT? '" "?'' "°'''' ""°^ "^y '^^ P-ntings ofher though done m sadness and done from memorvare the most beautiful work I ever produced.ISeyebu my own has ever seen them, and now none everwin see them, excepting those of one whom I mustperforce trust to find them for me and bnng t^emto me for destruction."
^

'•And that will be - ?" queried the doctor.
Nurse Rosemary Gray," said Garth.

darted f
°''°'

-f
^'^ '^' P^"^ ^°^' ^"d the flamesdarted up memly. " You have chosen well." he said

fn h s fatT'^ ^ ^°"^^^°"^ ^^^^ ^° keep the m^hin his face from passing into his voice. "Nurse
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Rosemary will be discreet. Very gooJ. Then wemay take it the One Woman was beautiful?"
But Garth looked perplexed. "I do not know "

he answered slowly. "I cannot see her through the
eyes of others. My vision of her, in that illuminating
moment, followed the inspired order of things,—spirit
soul, and body. Her spirit was so pure and perfect,'
her soul so beautiful, noble, and womanly, that the
body which clothed soul and spirit partook of their
perfection and became unutterably dear."

"I see," said the doctor, very gently. "Yes, you
dear fellow. I see." (Oh, Jane, Jane! You were
bhnd, without a bandage, in those days!)

^

"Several glorious days went by," continued Garth
I realise now that I was living in the glow of my

own certainty that she was the One Wo.nan. It was
so clear and sweet and wonderful to me, that I never
dreamed of it not being equally clear to her. We did
a lot of music together for pure enjoyment; we talked
of other people for the fun of it; we enjoyed and appre-
ciated each other's views and opinions; but we did not
talk of ourselves, because we knew, — at least / knew
and, before God, I thought she did. Every time I saw
her she seemed more grand and perfect. I held the
golden key to trifling matters not understood beforeWe young fellows, who all admired her. used never-
theless to joke a bit about her wearing c6llars and
stocks, top boots and short skirts; whacking her leg
with a nding-whip, and stirring the fire with her toe
But after that evening. I understood all this to be
a sort of fence behind which she hid her exquisite
womanliness, because it was of a deeper quality than
any man looking upon the mere surface of her had
ever fathomed or understood. And when she came
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trailing down in the evening, in something rich and
chnging 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 coup.ed, and
something she said on that subject, combined with
the fearful blankness of those three interminable days,
made 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 riot 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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through fault of hers. -ah. no; she was blameless
throughout; but because she did not, could not
understand what any touch of hers must mean to me.'
In her dear life, there had never been another man-
that much I knew by unerring instinct and by herown admission. I have sometimes thought that shemay have had an ideal in her giriish days, against
whom, m after years, she measured others, and. finding
them come short, held them at arm's length. But. if
1 am nght m this surmise, he must have been a blind
fool, unconscious of the priceless love which might
have been his, had he tried to win it. For I am cer-
tarn that, until that night, no man's love had ever
flamed about her; she had never felt herself envelopedm a cry which was all one passionate, inarticulate,
mexphcable, boundless need of herself. While I
thought she understood and responded. — Heaven
knows I d^ think it.- she did not in the least under-
hand, and was only trying to be sympathetic and

The doctor stirred in his chair, slowly crossed one
leg over the other, and looked searchingly into the
blind face. He was finding these confidences of the
other man" more tn 'ig than he had expected.
Are you sure of that? " he asked rather huskily.
Quite sure," said Garth. "Listen. I called her

-

what she was to me just then, what I wanted her to
be always, what she is forever, so far as my part goes,
and will be till death and beyond. That one word -
no. there were two.-those two words made her under-
stand. I see that now. She rose at once and putme from her. She said I must give her twelve hours
foi quiet thought, and she would come to me in the
village church next morning with her answer. Brand
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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, mstead 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. It was this: 'I cannot marry a mere
boy.'"

Garth's voice choked in his throat on the last word.
His head was bowed in his hands. He had reached
the pomt where most things stopped for him; where
ah thmgs 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 themmd was suddenly turned inward to self-contem-
plation. He had known it all as abstract fact. Now
he saw it actually before him. He saw Jane's stricken
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.
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The doctor had his faults, but they were not Peter's.
He never, under any circumstances, spoke because he
wist not what to say.

He leaned forward and laid a hand very tenderly
on Garth's shoulder. "Poor chap," he said. "Ah,
poor old chap."

And for a long while they sat thus in silence.

i)
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CHAPTER XXV

THB 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 qaiet of the Scotch Sabbath morning, Jane

and the doctor had climbed the winding ppth from
the end of the terrace, which zigzagged up to a clearing
amongst the pines. Two fallen trees at a short dis-
tance from each other provided convenient seats in
full sunshme, facing a glorious view, — down into the
glen, across the valley, and away to the purple hil's
beyond. The doctor had guided Jane to the sunnier
of the two trunks, and seated himself beside her. Then
he had quietly recounted practically the whole of the
conversation of the previous evening.

"I expressed no opinion. I explained nothing.
1 let him contmue 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 faU
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 ue there than on a pinnacle "

"Excuse me, my good girl," replied the doctor.
371

fUt
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" It is more likely you would fall into the first express
going south. In fact, I am not certain you would
wait for an express. I can almost see the Honourable
Jane quitting yonder little railway station, seated
in an empty coal-truck. No! Don't start up and
attempt to stride about among the pine needles,"
continued the doctor, pulling Jane down beside him
again. " You will only trip over a fir cone and go
headlong into the valley. It is no use forestalling
the inevitable fall."

" Oh, Dicky," sighed Jane, putting her hand through
his arm, and leaning her bandaged eyes against the
rough tweed of his shoulder; "I don't know what
has come to you to-day. You are not kind to me.
You have harrowed my poor soul by repeating all
Garth said last night; and, thanks to that terribly
good memory of yours, you have reproduced the
tones of his voice in every inflection. And then,
instead of comforting me, you leave me entirely in
the wrong, and completely in the lurch."
"In the wrong— yes." said Deryck; "in the lurch— no. I did not say I would do nothing to-day. I

only said I could do nothing last night. You cannot
take up a wounded thing and turn it about and
analyse it. When we bade each other good-night, I
told him I would think the matter over and give him
my opinion to-day. I will tell you what has happened
to me if you like. I have looked into the inmost
recesses of a very rare and beautiful nature, and I
have seen what havoc a woman can work in the life

of the man who loves her. I can assure you, last
night was no pastime. I woke this morning feeling
PS if I had, metaphoricallv. been beaten black and
blue."
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"Then what do you suppose / feel?" inquired Tan.
pathetically.

"You still feel yourself in the right— partly"
replied Deryck. "And so long as you think you
have a particle of justification and cling to it your
case IS hopeless. It will have to be :

' I confess Can
you forgive?'"

"But I acted for the best." said Jane. " I thought
of him before I thought of myself. It would have been
far easier to have accepted the happiness of the
moment, and chanced the future."
"That is not honest, Jeanette. You thought of

yourself first. You dared not face the possibility of
the pam to you if his love cooled or his admiration
waned. When one comes to think of it. I believe
every form of human love— a mother's only ex-
cepted— is primarily selfish. The best chance for
Dalmain is that his helpless blindness may awaken the
mother love in you. Then self will go to the wall

"

"Ah me !

" sighed Jane. " I am lost and weary and
perplexed m this bewildering darkness. Nothing
seems clear; nothing seems right. If I could see your
kind eyes, Boy, your hard voice would hurt less."

"Well, take off the bandage and look," said the
doctor.

"I will not!" cried Jane furiously. "Have I gone
through all this to fail at the last?"
"My dear giri, this self-imposed darkness is getting

on your nerves. Take care it does not do more harm
than good. Strong remedies—

"

••Hush!" whispered Jane. "I hear footsteps."
••You can always hear footsteps in a wood if you

hearken for them." said the doctor; but he spoke low.
and then sat quiet, listening.
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I hear Garth's step," whispered Jane. "Oh,
Dicky, go to the edge and look over. You can see
the windings of the path below."
The doctor stepped forward quietly and looked

down upon the way they had ascended. Then he
came back to Jane.

"Yes," he said. "Fortune favours us. Dalmain
is conung up the path with Simpson. He will be here
in two minutes."

"Fortune favours us? My dear Dicky' Of all
mischances! " Jane's hand flew to her bandage, but
the doctor stayed her just in time.
"Not at all," he said. "And do not fail at the

last m your experiment. I ought to be able to
keep you two blind people apart. Trust me, and keep
dark— I mean, sit still. And can you not under-
stand why I said forti-.ne favours us.? Dalmain is
coming for my opinion on the case. You shall hear
It together. It will be a saving of time for me, and
most enlightening for you to mark how he takes it
Now keep quiet. I promise he shall not sit on your
lap. But if you make a sound. I shall have to say
you are a bunny or a squirrel, and throw fir cones
at you."

The doctor rose and sauntered round the bend of
the path.

Jane sat on in darkness.
" Hullo, Dalmain," she heard Deryck say. " Found

your way up here? An ideal spot. Shall we dispense
with Simpson ? Take my arm.

"

"Yes." replied Garth. "I was told you were up
here, Brand, and followed you."
They came round the bend together, and out into

the clearing.
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"Are you alone? " asked Garth standing still. "T
thought I heard voices."

" You did," replied the doctor. " I was talking to
a young woman."

•'What sort of young woman.?" asked Garth.
"A buxom young person," replied the doctor,

*"

with
a decidedly touchy temper."
"Do you know her name.?"
"Jane," said the doctor recklessly.
"Not 'Jane,'" said Garth quickly._ "/^an Iknow her,—my gardener's eldest daughter. Rather

weighed down by family cares, poor girl."
"I saw she was weighed down," said the doctor.

I did not know it was by family cares. Let us sit
on this trunk. Can you call up the view to mind? "

Yes," repliea Garth; "I know it so well. But it
temfies me to find how my mental pictures are fading-
all but one."

^'

"And that is—?" asked the doctor.
"The face of the One Woman," said Garth in his

blindness.

"Ah. my dear fellow," said the doctor, " I have not
forgotten my promise to give you this morning my
opinion on your story. I have been thinking it over
^refuUy. and have arrived at several conclusions,
bhall we sit on this fallen tree? Won't you smoke?
One can talk better under the influence of the fragrant
weed."

Garth took out his cigarette case, chose a cigarette,
lighted It with care, and flung the flaming match
straight on to Jane's clasped hands.

Before the doctor could spring up. Jane had smU-
ingly flicked it off.

"What nerve!" thought Deryck. with admiration.
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"Nmety-mne women out of a hundred would have
said Ah I and given away the show. Really, she
deserves to win."

'

Suddenly Garth stood up. "I think we shall do
better on the other log." he said unexpectedly "

It
IS always in fuller sunshine." And he moved towards
Jane.

With a bound the doctor sprang in front of him
seized Jane with one strong hand and drew her be-
lund hmi; then guided Garth to the very spot where
she had been sitting.

"How accurately you judge distance." he remarked,
backing with Jane towards the further trunk. Then
he seated himself beside Garth in the sunshine.Now for our talk," said the doctor, and he said it
rather breathlessly.

"Are you sure we are alone?" asked Garth. " I
seem conscious of another presence."
"My dear fellow." said the doctor, "is one ever

alone m a wood.? Countless little presences surround
us. Bright eyes peep down from the branches; furry
tails flick in and out of holes; things unseen move in
the dead leaves at our feet. If you seek solitude,
shun the woods."

"J^sr replied Garth." I know, and I love listening
to them. I meant a human presence. Brand, I am
often so tried by the sense of an unseen human pres-
ence near me. Do you know. I could have sworn
the other day that she -the One Woman -came
silently, looked upon me in my blindness, pitied me,
as her great tender heart would do, and silently
departed." '

"When was that?" asked the doctor.
"A few days ago. Dr. Rob had been telling us
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how he came across her in— Ah! I must not say
where. Then he and Miss Gray left me alone, and in
the lonely darkness and sUence I felt her eyes upon
me."

"Dear boy," said the doctor, "you must not en-
courage this dread of unseen presences. Remember
those who care for us very truly and deeply can often
make us conscious of their mental nearness, even
when far away, especially if they know we are in
trouble and needing them. You must not be surprised
if you are often conscious of the nearness of the One
Woman, for I believe— and I do not say it lightly,
Dalmam— I believe her whole heart and love and
life are yours."

"Good Lord!" exclaimed Garth, and springing up,
strode forward aimlessly.

The doctor caught him by the arm. In another
moment he would have fallen over Jane's feet.

"Sit down, man," said the doctor, "and listen to
me. You gain nothing by dashing about in the darkm that way. I am going to prove my words. But
you must give me your calm attention. Now listenWe are confronted in this case by a psychological
problem, and one which very likely has not occurred
to you. I want you for a moment to picture the One
Man and the One Woman facing each other in the
garden of Eden, or in the moonlight— wherever it
was— if you like better. Now will you realise this ?

The effect upon a man of falling in love is to createm him a complete unconsciousness of self. On the
other hand, the effect upon a woman of being loved
and sought, and of responding to that love and seek-
mg, is an accession of intense seL consciousness. He,
longing to win and take, thinks of her only. She.'

I \n
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called upon to yield and give, has her mind turned at
once upon herself. Can she meet his need? Is she
all he thinks her? WiU she be able to content him
completely, not only now but in the long vista of
years to come? The more natural and unconscious
of self she had been before, the harder she would be
hit by this sudden, overwhelming attack of self-con-
sciousness."

The doctor glanced at Jane on the log six yards
away. She had lifted her clasped hands and was
nodding towards him, her face radiant with relief
and thankfulness.

He felt he was on the right tack. But the blind
face beside him clouded heavily, and the cloud deep-
ened as he proceeded.

" You see. my dear chap, I gathered from yourself
she was not of the type of feminine loveliness you
were known to admire. Might she not have feared
that her appearance would, after a while, have failed
to content you?"

^^

"No," replied Garth with absolute finality of tone.
"Such a suggestion is unworthy. Beside, had the
idea by any possibility entered h.;r mind, she would
only have had to question me on the point. My deci-
sion would have been final; my answer would have
fully reassured her."

"Love is blind," quoted the doctor quietly.

^^

"They lie who say so," cried Garth violently.
"Love is so far-seeing that it sees beneath the surface
and delights in beauties unseen by other eyes."
"Then you do not accept my theory?" asked the

doctor.

"Not as an explanation of my own trouble,"
answered Garth; "V-ause I know the greatness of
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her nature would have lifted her far above such a
consideration. But I do indeed agree as to the
complete oblivion to self of the man in love. How
else could we ever venture to suggest to a woman
that she should marry us? Ah, Brand, when one
thinks of it, —the intrusion into her privacy; the
asking the right to touch, even her hand, at will;—
it could not be done unless the love of her and the
thought of her had swept away all thoughts of self.

Looking back upon that time I remember how com-
pletely it was so with me. And when she said to me
in the church: 'How old are you?'— ah, I did not
tell you that last night — the revulsion of feeling
brought aboutbybeing turned at that moment in upon
myself was so great, that my joy seemed to shrivel
and die in horror at my own unworthiness."

Silence in the wood. The doctor felt he was play-
ing a losing game. He dared not look at the silent
figure opposite. At last he spoke.

"Dalmain, there are two possible solutions to
your problem. Do you think it was a case of Eve
holding back in virginal shyness, expecting Adam to
pursue?"

"Ah no," said Garth emphatically. "We had
gone far beyond all that. Nor could you suggest it,

did you know her. She is too honest, too absolutely
straight and true, to have deceived me. Besides,
had it been so, in all these lonely years, when she
found I made no sign, she would have sent me word
of what she really meant."

"Should you have gone to her then? " asked the
doctor.

"Yes," said Garth slowly." I should have gone
and I should have forgiven,— because she is my own.

fi
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But it could never have been the same. It would
have been unworthy of us both."

"Well," continued the doctor, "the other solution
remains. You have admitted that the One Woman
came somewhat short of the conventional standard
of beauty. Your love of loveliness was so well known.
Do you not think, during the long hours of that night— remember how new it was to her to be so wor-
shipped and wanted,— do you not think her courage
failed her? She feared she might come short of what
eventually you would need in the face and figure

always opposite you at your table; and, despite her
own great love and yours, she thought it wisest to
avoid future disillusion by rejecting present joy.

Her very love for you would have armed her to this

decision."

The silent figure opposite nodded, and waited with
clasped hands. Deryck was pleading her cause bet-
ter than she could have pleaded it herself.

Silence in the woods. All nature seemed to hush
and listen for the answer.

Then: — "No," said Carta's young voice unhesi-
tatingly. " In that case she would have told me her
fear, and I should have reassured her immediately.
Your suggestion is unworthy of my beloved."

The wind sighed in the trees. A cloud passed before
the sun. The two who sat in darkness, shivered and
were silent.

Then the doctor spoke. "My dear boy," he said,

and a deep tenderness was in his voice; " I must main-
tain my unalterable belief that to the One Woman
you are still the One Man. In your blindness her
rightful place is by your side. Perhaps even now she
is yearning to be here. Will you tell me her name.

>ti<
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and give me leave to seek her out, hear from herself

her version of the story: and, if it be as I think, bring

her to you, to prove, in your afHiction, her love and

tenderness?"
" Never! " said Garth. " Never, while life shall last!

Can you not see that if when I had sight, and fame,

and all heart could desire, I could not win her love,

what she might feel for me now, in my helpless blind-

ness, could be but pity? And pity from her I could

never accept. If I was ' a mere boy' three years ago,

I am 'a mere blind man' now, an object for kind

commiseration. If indeed you are right, and she mis-

trusted my love and my fidelity, it is now out of my
power forever to prove her wrong and to prove my-

self faithful. But I will not allow the vision of my
beloved to be dimmed by these suggestions. For her

completion, she needed so much more than I could

give. She refused me because I was not fully worthy.

I prefer it should be so. Let us leave it at that."

"It leaves you to loneliness," said the doctor

sadly.
" I prefer loneliness," replied Garth's young voice,

" to disillusion. Hark! I hear the first gong. Brand.

Margery will be grieved if we keep her Sunday dishes

waiting."

He stood up and turned his sightless face towards

the view.

"Ah, how well I know it," he said. "When Miss

Gray and I sit up here, she tells me all she sees, and

I tell her what she does not see, but what I know is

there. She is keen on art, and on most of the things

I care about. I must ask for an arm, Brand, though

the path is wide and good. I cannot risk a tumble. I

have come one or two awful croppers, and I promised

li
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Miss Gray— The path is wide. Yes, we can walk
two abreast, three abreast if necessary. It is well we
had this good path niade. It used to be a steep

scramble."
" Three abreast," said the doctor. " So we could—

if necessary." He stepped back and raised Jane

from her seat, drawing her cold hand through his left

arm. " Now, my dear fellow, my right arm will suit

you best; then you can keep your stick in your right

hand."

And thus they started down through the wood, on
that lovely Sabbath mom of early summer; and the

doctor walked erect between those two severed hearts,

uniting, and yet dividing them.

Just once Garth paused and listened. " I seem to

hear another footstep," he said, "beside yotirs and
mine."

"The wood is full of footsteps," said the doctor,

"just as the heart la .ull of echoes. If you stand still

and listen, you can hear what you will in either."

" Then let us not stand still," said Garth, " for in old

days, if I was late for Itmch, Margery used to spank

me.
•»



CHAPTER XXVI
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HEARTS MEET IN SIGHTLESS LAND

"TT will be absolutely impossible, Miss Gray, for me
A ever to tell you what I think of this that you

have done for my sake."

Garth stood at the open library window. The

morning sunlight poured into the room. The air was

fragrant with the scent of flowers, resonant with the

songs of birds. As he stood there in the sunshine, a

new look of strength and hopefulness was apparent in

every line of his erect figure. He held out eager hands

towards Nurse Rosemary, but more as an expression

of the outgoing of his appreciation and gratitude

than with any expectation of responsive hands being

placed within them.
" And here was I, picturing you having a gay week-

end, and wondering where, and who your friends in

this neighbourhood could be. And all the while you

were sitting blindfold in the room over my head.

Ah, the goodness of it is beyond words! But did

you not feel somewhat of a deceiver. Miss Gray? "

She always felt that— poor Jane. So she readily

answered: "Yes. And yet I told you I was not

going far. And my friends in the neighbourhood

were Simpson and Margery, who aided and abetted.

And it was true to say I was going, for was I not going

into darkness? and it is a different world from the

land of light."

"Ah, how true that is! " cried Garth. "And how
883
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difficult to make people understand the loneliness
of it, and how they seem suddenly to arrive close to
one from another world; stooping from some distant
planet, with sympathetic voice and friendly touch;
and then away they go to another sphere, leaving one
to the immensity of solitude in Sightless Land."

"Yes," agreed Nurse Rosemary, "and you almost
dread the coming, because the going makes the dark-
ness darker, and the loneliness more lonely."

"Ah, so you experienced that? " said Garth. "Do
you know, now you have week-ended in Sightless
Land, I shall not feel it such a place of solitude. At
every turn I shaU be able to say: 'A dear and faithful
friend has been here.'"

He laughed a laugh of such almost boyish pleasure,
that all the mother in Jane's love rose up and de-
manded of her one supreme effort. She looked at the
slight figure in white flannels, leaning against the win-
dow frame, so manly, so beautiful still, and yet so
helpless and so needing the wealth of tenderness
which was hers to give. Then, standing facing him,
she opened her arms, as if the great preparedness of
that place of rest so close to him must, magnet-like,
draw him to her; and standing thus in the sunlight,'
Jane spoke.

Was she beautiful? Was she paintable? Would
a man grow weary of such a look turned on him, of
such arms held out? Alas! Too late! On that
point no lover shall ever be able to pass judgment.
That look is for one man alone. He only will ever
bring it to that loving face. And he cannot pronounce
upon its beauty in voice of rapturous content. He
cannot judge. He cannot see. He is blind!

"Mr. Dalmain, there are many smaller details; but
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before we talk of those I want to tell you the greatest
of all the lessons I learned in Sightless Land." Then,
conscious that her emotion was producing in her voice
a resonant depth which might remind him too vividl>
of notes in "The Rosary," she paused, and resumed in
the high, soft edition of her own voice which it had
become second nature to her to use as Nurse Rose-
mary: "Mr. Dalmain, it seems to me I learned to
understand how that which is loneliness unspeakable
to one might be Paradise of a very perfect kind for
two. I realised that there might be circumstances
in which the dark would become a very wonderful
meeting-place for souls. If I loved a man who lost

his sight, I should be glad to have mine in order to
be eyes for him when eyes were needed; just as, were
I rich and he poor, I should value my money simply
as a thing which might be useful to him. But I know
the daylight would often be a trial to me, because it

would be something he could not share; and when
evening came, I should long to say: 'Let us put out
the lights and shut away the moonlight and sit to-
gether in the sweet soft darkness, which is more
uniting than the light."

While Jane was speaking. Garth paled as he listened,

and his face grew strangely set. Then, as if under a
reaction of feeling, a boyish flush spread to the very
roots of his hair. He visibly shrank from the voice
which was saying these things to him. He fumbled
with his right hand for the orange cord which would
guide him to his chair.

" Nurse Rosemary," he said, and at the tone of his

voice Jane's outstretched arms dropped to her sides;
" it is kind of you to tell me all these beautiful thoughts
which came to you in the darkness. But I hope the

1^
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man who it happy enough to possess your love, or
who is going to be fortunate enough to win it, will
neither be so unhappy nor so unfortunate as to loce
his sight. It wiU be better for him to live with you
in the light, than to be called upon to prove the kind
way in which you would be willing to adapt yourself
to his darkness. How about opening our letters?"
He slipped his hand along the orange cord and walked
over to his chair.

Then, with a sense of unutterable dismay, Jane saw
what she had done. She had completely forgotten
Nurse Rosemary, using her only as a means of awak-
ening in Garth an understanding of how much her—
Jane's— love might mean to him in his blindness.
She had forgotten that, to Garth. Nurse Rosemary's
was the only personality which counted in this con-
versation; she, who had just given him su.h a proof
of her interest and devotion. And— O poor dear
Garth! O bold, brazen Nurse Rosemary i— he very
naturally concluded she was making love to him.
Jane felt herself between Scylla and Charybdis, and
she took a very prompt and characteristic plunge.

She came across to her place on the other side of the
small table and sat down. "I believe it was the
thought of him made me realise this," she said; "but
just now I and my young man have fallen out. He
does not even know I am here."
Garth unbent at once, and again that boyish height-

enmg of colour indicated his sense of shame at what
he had imagined.

'Ah. Miss Gray," he said eagerly, "you will not
thmk It impertment or intrusive on my part, but do
you know I have wondered sometimes whether there
was a happy man."
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Nurse Rosemary taughed. "Well, we can't call

him a happy man just now," she said, "so far as his

thoughts of me are concerned. My whole heart is

his, if he could only be brought to believe it. But a
misunderstanding has grown up between us, — my
fault entirely, — and he will not allow me to put it

right."

"What a fool!" cried Garth. "Are you and he

engaged?"

Nurse Rosemary hesitated. "Well— not exactly

engaged," she said, "though it practically amounts
to that. Neither of us would give a thought to

any one else."

Gan I knew there was a class of people whose pre-

liminary step to marriage was called "keeping com-
pany," a stage above the housemaid's "walking out,"

both expressions being exactly descriptive of the

circumstances of the case; for, — whereas pretty

Phyllis and her swain go walking out of an evening

in by-ways and between hedges, or along pavement"

and into the parks,— these keep each other company
in the parlours and arbours of their respective friends

and relations. Yet, somehow. Garth had never

thought of Nurse Rosemary as belonging to any other

class than his own. Perhaps this ass of a fellow, whom
he already cordially disliked, came of a lower stratum;

or perhaps the rules of her nursing guild forbade a
definite engagement, but allowed " an understanding."

Anyway the fact remained that the kind-hearted,

clever, delightful little lady, who had done so much
for him, had "a young man" of her own; and this

admitted fact lifted a weight from Garth's mind.

He had been so afraid lately of not being quite honest

with her and with himself. She had become so

^
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necessary to him, nay, so essential, and by her
skill and devotion had won so deep a place in his
gratitude. Their relation was of so intimate a nature,
their companionship so close and continuous; and
into this rather ideal state of things had heavily
trodden Dr. Rob the other day with a suggestion.
Garth, alone with him, had been explaining how
indispensable Miss Gray had become to his happiness
and comfort, and how much he dreaded a recall from
her matron.

"I fear they do not let them go on indefinitely at
one case; but perhaps Sir Deryck can arrange that
this should be an exception," said Garth.

"Oh, hang the matron, and blow Sir Deryck," said
Dr. Rob breezily. "If you want her as a perma-
nency, make sure of her. Marry her, my boy! I'll

warrant she'd have you! "

Thus trod Dr. Rob, with heavily nailed boots, upon
the bare toes of a delicate situation.

Garth tried to put the suggestion out of his mind
and failed. He began to notice thoughts and plans
of Nurse Rosemary's for his benefit, which so far
exceeded her professional duties that it seemed as if
there must be behind them the promptings of a more
tender interest. He put the thought away again
and again, calling Dr. Rob an old fool, and himself a
conceited ass. But again and again there came about
him, with Nurse Rosemary's presence, the subtile sur-
rounding atmosphere of a watchful love.

Then, one night, he faced and fought a great temp-
tation.

After all why should he not do as Dr. Rob suggested ?
Why not marry this charming, capable, devoted nurse,
and have her constantly about him in his blindness?
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She did not consider him "a mere boy." . . . What
had he to offer her? A beautiful home, every luxury,

abimdant wealth, a companionship she seemed to

find congenial. . . . But then the Tempter over-

reached himself, for he whispered: "And the voice

would be always Jane's. You have never seen the

nurse's face; you never will see it. You can go on
putting to the voice the face and form you adore.

You can marry the little nurse, and go on loving

Jane." . . . Then Garth cried out in horror: "Avaunt,
Satan! " and the battle was won.
But it troubled his mind lest by any chance her

peace of heart should be disturbed through him. So
it was with relief, and yet with an unreasonable

smouldering jealousy, that he heard of the young
man to whom she was devoted. And now it appeared
she was unhappy through her young man, just as he

was unhappy through— no, because of— Jane.

A sudden impulse came over him to do away forever

with the thought which in his own mind had lately

come between them, and to establish their intimacy

on an even closer and firmer basis, by being absolutely

frank with her on the matter.

"Miss Gray," he said, leaning towards her with
that delightful smile of boyish candour which many
women had found irresistible; "it is good of you to

have told me about yourself; and, although I confess

to feeling unreasonably jealous of the fortunate fellow

who possesses your whole heart, I am glad he exists,

because we all hmss something unless we have in our

lives the wonderful experience of the One Woman or

the One Man. And I want to tell you something,

dear sweet friend of mine, which closely touches you
and me; only, before I do so, put your hand in
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mine, that I may realise you in a closer intimacy
than heretofore. You, who have been in Sightless
Land, know how much a hand clasp means down
here."

Garth stretched his hand across the table, anu ms
whole attitude was tense with expectation.

"I cannot do that, Mr. Dalmain," said Nurse
Rosemary, in a voice which shook a Httle. "I have
burned my hands. Oh, not seriously. Do not look
so distressed. Just a lighted match. Yes; while I
was blind. Now tell me the thing which touches you
and me."

Garth withdrew his hand and clasped both around
his knee. He leaned back in his chair, his face turned
upwards. There was upon it an expression so pure,
the exaltation of a spirit so lifted above the tempta-
tions of the lower nature, that Jane's eyes filled with
tears as she looked at him. She realised what his love
for her, supplemented by the discipline of suffering,
had done for her lover.

He began to speak softly, not turning towards her.
"Tell me," he said, "is he— very much to you? "

Jane's eyes could not leave the dear face and figure
in the chair. Jane's emotion trembled in Nurse
Rosemary's voice.

•'He is all the world to me," she said.

"Does he love you as you deserve to be loved? "

Jane bent and laid her lips on the table where his
outstretched hand had rested. Then Nurse Rose-
mary answered: "He loved me far, far more than I
ever deserved."

"Why do you say 'loved'? Is not 'loves' the
truer tense?"

"Alas, no I " said Nurse Rosemary, brokenly; "for
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I fear I have lost his love by my own mistrust of it

and my own wrong-doing."

"Never!" said Garth. "'Love never faileth.' It

may for a time appear to be dead, even buried. But
the Easter mom soon dawns, and lo. Love ariseth!

Love grieved, is like a bird with wet wings. It cannot
fly; it cannot rise- It hops about upon the ground,
chirping anxiou */. But every flutter shakes away
more drops; every moment in the sunshine is drying
the tiny feathers; and very soon it soars to the tree

top, all the better for the bath, which seemed to have
robbed it of the power to rise."

"Ah, — if my beloved could but dry his wings,"
murmured Nurse Rosemary. " But I fear I did more
than wet them. I clipped them. Worse still,— I

broke them."

"Does he know you feel yourself so in the wrong?"
Garth asked the question very gently.

"No," replied Nurse Rosemary. "He will give me
no chance to explain, and no opportunity to tell him
how he wrongs himself and me by the view he now
takes of my conduct."

"Poor girl! " said Garth in tones of sjrmpathy and
comprehension. "My own experience has been such

a tragedy that I can feel for those whose course of

true love does not run smooth. But take my advice.

Miss Gray. Write him a full confession. Keep
nothing back. Tell him just how it all happened.

Any man who truly loves wovild believe, accept your
explanation, and be thankful. Only, I hope he would
not come tearing up here and take you awayfrom me !"

Jane smiled through a mist of tears.

" If he wanted me, Mr. Dalmain, I should have to go
to him," said Nurse Rosemary.
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How I dread the day," continued Garth, "when
you wiU come and say to me: 'I have to go.' And, do
you know, I have sometimes thought— you have
done so much for me and become so much to me—
I have sometimes thought— I can tell you frankly
now— It might have seemed as if there were a very
obvious way to try to keep you always. You are
so mmiensely worthy of all a man could offer, of all
the devotion a man could give. And because, to one
so worthy, I never could have offered less than the
best, I want to teU you that in my heart I hold shrined
forever one beloved face. AU others are graduaUy
fadmg. Now, in my blindness, I can hardly recall
clearly the many lovely faces I have painted and
admired. All are more or less blurred and indistinct.
But this one face grows clearer, thank God, as the
darkness deepens. It wiU be with me through life
I shall see it in death, the face of the woman I Urve.
You said loved' of your lover, hesitating to be sure
of his present state of heart. I can neither say '

love*
nor 'loved' of my belovdd. She never loved me.
But I love her with a love which makes it impossible
for me to have any 'best' to offer to another woman.
If I could bring myself, from unworthy motives and
selfish desires, to ask another to wed me, I should do
her an untold wrong. For her unseen face would be
nothing to me; always that one and only face would
be shming in my darkness. Her voice would be dear
only m so far as it reminded me of the voice of the
woman I love. Dear friend, if you ever pray for me,
pray that I may never be so base as to offer to any
woiMn such a husk as marriage with me would mean."

But— " said Nurse Rosemary. " She— she who
has made it a husk for others; she who ir :t have
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the finest of the wheat, the full com in the ear, her-
self?"

" She," said Garth, " has refused it. It was neither
fine enough nor full enough. It was not worthy.
O my God, little girl— f What it means, to appear
inadequate to the woman one loves!"
Garth dropped his face between his hands with a

groan.

Silence unbrokCi.: reigned in the library,

•iddenly Garth began to speak, low and quickly,
without lifting his head.

"Now," he said, "now I feel it, just as I told
Brand, and never so clearly before, excepting once,
when I was alone. Ah, Miss Gray! Don't move!
Don't stir! But look all round the room and tell me
whether you see anything. Look at the window.
Look at the door. Lean forward and look behind the
screen. I cannot believe we are alone. I will not
believe it. I am being deceived in my blindness.
And yet— I am no/ deceived. I am conscious of the
presence of the woman I love. Her eyes are fixed
upon me in pity, sorrow, and compassion. Her grief
at my woe is so great that it almost enfolds me, as I
had dreamed her love would do. ... O my God!
She is so near— and it is so terrible, because I do not
wish her near. I would sooner a thousand miles were
between us— and I am certain there are not many
yards! ... Is it psychic? or is it actual? or am
I going mad? . . . Miss Gray! You would not lie

to me. No persuasion or bribery or confounded
chicanery could induce you to deceive me on this
point. Look around, for God's sake, and tell me!
Are we alone? And if not, who is in iJte r'oom besides
you and me?"

1
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Jane had been sitting with her arms folded upon
the table, her yearning eyes fixed upon Garth's bowed
head. When he wished her a thousand miles away
she buried her face upon them. She was so near him
that had Garth stretched out his right hand again,
it would have touched the heavy coils of her soft hair.
But Garth did not raise his head, and Jane still sat
with her face buried.

There was silence in the library for a few moments
after Garth's question and appeal. Then Jane lifted
her face.

"There is no one m the room, Mr. Dalmain," said
Nurse Rosemary, "but you— and me,"
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CHAPTER XXVn

THE BYES Garth TRUSTED

"OO you enjoy motoring, Miss Gray? "

O They had beea out in the motor together for the
first time, and were now having tea together in the
library, also for the first time; and, for the first time.
Nurse Rosemary was pouring out for her patient.
This was only Monday afternoon, and already her
week-end experience had won for her many new
privileges.

"Yes, I like it, Mr. Dalmain; particularly in this
beautiful air."

"Have you had a case before in a house where they
kept a motor?

"

Nurse Rosemary hesitated. "Yes, I have stayed
in houses where they had motors, and I have been in
Dr. Brand's. He met me at Charing Cross once with
his electric brougham."

" Ah, I know," said Garth. " Very neat. On your
way to a case, or returning from a case ?

"

Nurse Rosemary smiled, then bit her lip. "To a
case," she replied quite gravely. " I was on my way
to his house to talk it over and receive instructions."

" It must be splendid working under such a fellow
as Brand," said Garth; "and yet I am certain most of
the best things you do are quite your own idea. For
instance, he did not suggest your week-end plan,
did he? I thought not. Ah, the difference it has
made I Now tell me. When we were motoring we
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never slo^d up suddenly to pass anything, or tooted
to make something move out of the way, without your
having already told me what we were going to pass
or what was in the road a little way ahead. It was:
•We shall be passing a hay cart at the next bend;
there will be just room, but we shall have to slow up';
or. 'An old red cow is in the very middle of the road
a little way on. I think she will move if we hoot.'
Then, when the sudden slow down and swerve came,
or the toot toot of the horn, I knew all about it and
was not taken unawares. Did you know how trying
It is in blmdness to be speeding along and suddenly
alter pace without having any idea why, or swerve
to one side and not know what one has just been
avoiding ? This afternoon our spin was pure pleasure,
because not once did you let these things happen. I
knew all that was taking place, as soon as I should
have known it had I had my sight."

Jane pressed her hand over her bosom. Ah, how
able she was always to fill her boy's life with pure
pleasure. How little of the needless suffering of the
blind should ever be his if she won the right to be
beside him always.

"Well, Mr. Dalmain," said Nurse Rosemary, "I
motored to the station with Sir Deryck yesterday
afternoon, and I noticed all you describe. I have
never before felt nervous in a motor, but I realised
yesterday how largely that is owing to the fact that
all the time one keeps an unconscious look-out;
measuring distances, judging speed, and knowing
what each turn of the handle means. So when we
go out you must let me be eyes to you in this."

^^

"How good you are!" said Garth, gratefully.
"And did you see Sir Deryck oflE?

"
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"No. I did not see Sir Deryck at all. But he
said good-bye, and I felt the kind, strong grip of his
hand as he left me in the car. And I sat there and
heard his train start and rush away into the distance."
"Was it not hard to you to let him come and go

and not to see his face?
"

Jane smiled. " Yes, it was hard," said Nurse Rose-
mary; "but I wished to experience that hardness."

"It gives one an awful blank feeling, doesn't it?

"

said Garth.

"Yes. It almost makes one wish the friend had
not come."

"Ah— " There was a depth of contented com-
prehension in Garth's sigh; and the brave heart, which
had refused to lift the bandage to the very last, felt

more than recompensed.
" Next time I reach the Gulf of Partings in Sightless

Land," continued Garth, "I shall say: 'A dear friend
has stood here for my sake.'

"

"Oh, and one's meals," said Nurse Rosemary,
laughing. "Are they not grotesquely trying?"

"Yes, of course; I had forgotten you would under-
stand all that now. I never could explain to you
before why I must have my meals alone. You know
the hunt and chase? "

"Yes," said Nurse Rosemary, "and it usually re-

solves itself into 'gone away,' and turns up afterwards
unexpectedly! But, Mr. Dalmain, I have thought out
several ways of helping so much in that and mak-
ing it all quite easy. If you will consent to have
your meals with me at a small table, you will see how
smoothly all will work. And later on, if I am still

here, when you begin to have visitors, you must let

me sit at your left, and all my little ways of help-

m
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ing would be so unobtrusive, that no one would
notice."

"Oh, thanks," said Garth. "I am immensely
grateful. I have often been reminded of a silly game
we used to play at Overdene. at dessert, when we were
a specially gay party. Do you know the old Duchess
of Meldrum? Or anyway, you may have heard of
her? Ah yes, of course. Sir Deryck knows her.
She <»lled him in once to her macaw. She did not
mention the macaw on the telephone, and Sir Deryck,
thinking he was wanted for the duchess, threw up
an important engagement and went immediately.
Luckily she was at her town house. She would have
sent just the same had she been at Overdene. I
wish you knew Overdene. The duchess gives per-
fectly delightful 'best parties,' in which all the people
who really enjoy meeting one another find themselves
together, and are well fed and well housed and well
mounted, and do exactly as they like; while the dear
old duchess tramps in and out, with her queer beasts
and birds, shedding a kindly and exciting influence
wherever she goes. Last time I was there she used
to let out six Egjrptian jerboas in the drawing-room
every evening after dinner, awfully jolly little beggars,
like miniature kangaroos. They used to go skipping
about on their hind legs, frightening some of the
women into fits by hiding under their gowns, and
making young footmen drop trays of coflfee cups.
The last importation is a toucan, — a South American
bird, with a beak like a banana, and a voice like an old
sheep in despair. But Tommy, the scarlet macaw,
remains prime favourite, and I must say he is clever
and knows more than you would think.

" Well, at Overdene we used to play a silly game at
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dessert with muscatels. We each put five raisins at

intervals round our plates, then we shut our eyes and
made jabs at them with forks. Whoever succeeded

first in spiking and eating all five was the winner.

The duchess never would play. She enjoyed being

umpire, and screaming at the people who peeped.

Miss Champion and I— she is the duchess's niece,

you know — always played fair, and we nearly

always made a dead heat of it."

" Yes," said Nurse Rosemary, " I know that game.

I thought of it at once when I had my blindfold meals."

"Ah," cried Garth, "had I known, I would not

have let you do it!"

" I knew that," said Nurse Rosemary. "That was
why I week-ended."

Garth passed his cup to be refilled, and leaned for«

ward confidentially.

" Now," he said, " I can venture to tell you one of

my minor trials. I am always so awfully afraid of

there being a jly in things. Ever since I was a small

boy I have had such a horror of inadvertently eating

flies. When I was about six, I heard a lady visitor

say to my mother: 'Oh, one has to swallow a fly

about once a year! I have just swallowed mine, on
the way here!' This terrible idea of an annual fly

took possession of my small mind. I used to be
thankful when it happened, and I got it over. I

remember quickly finishing a bit of bread in which

I had seen signs of legs and wings, feeling it was an
easy way of taking it and I should thus be exempt
for twelve glad months; but I had to run up and down
the terrace with clenched hands while I swallowed it.

And when I discovered the fallacy of the annual fly,

I was just as particulF r in my dread of an accidental

il
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one. I don't believe I ever sat down to sardines on
toast at a restaurant without looking under the toast
for my bugbear, though as I lifted it I felt rather like
the old woman who always looks under the bed for a
burglar. Ah, but since the accident this foolishly
small thing has made me suffer ! I cannot say :

' Simp-
son, are you sure there is not a fly in this soup?'
Simpson would say: 'No-sir; no fly-sir,' and would
cough behind his hand, and I could never ask him
again."

Nurse Rosemary leaned forward and placed his cup
where he could reach it easily, just touching his right
hand with the edge of the saucer. "Have all your
meals with me," she said, in a tone of such complete
understanding, that it was almost a caress; "and I
can promise there shall never be any flies in anything.
Could you not trust my eyes for this?

"

^

And Garth replied, with a happy, grateful smile:
"I could trust your kind and faithful eyes for any-
thing. Ah! and that reminds me: I want to intrust
to them a task I could confide to no one else. Is it
twilight yet. Miss Gray, or is an hour of daylight left
to us?"

Nurse Rosemary glanced out of the window and
looked at her watch. "We ordered tea early," she said,
"because we came in from our drive quite hungry.'
It is not five o'clock yet, and a radiant afternoon.
The sun sets at half past seven."

" Then the light is good," said Garth. " Have you
finished tea? The sun will be shining in at the west
window of the studio. You know my studio at the
top of the house? You fetched the studies of Lady
Brand from there. I dare say you noticed stacks of
canvases in the comei-s. Some are unused; some
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contain mere sketches or studies; some are finished
pictures. Miss Gray, among the latter are two which
I am most anxious to identify and to destroy. I made
Simpson guide me up the other day and leave me
there alone. And I tried to find them by touch; but
I could not be sure, and I soon grew hopelessly con-
fused amongst all the canvases. I did not wish to
ask Simpson's help, because the subjects are— well,
somewhat unusual, and if he found out I had de-
stroyed them it might set him wondering and talking,
and one hates to awaken curiosity in a servant. I could
not fall back on Sir Deryck because he would have
recognised the portraits. The principal figure is

known to him. When I painted those pictures I
never dreamed of any eye but my own seeing them.
So you, my dear and trusted secretary, are the one
person to whom I can turn. WiU you do what I ask?
And will you do it now?

"

Nurse Rosemary pushed back her chair. "Why of
course, Mr. Dalmain. I am here to do anything and
everything you may desire; and to do it when you
desire it."

Garth took a key from his waistcoat pocket, and
laid it on the table. "There is the studio latch-key.
I think the canvases I want are in the comer furthest
from the door, behind a yellow Japanese screen.
They are large— five feet by three and a half. If
they are too cumbersome for you to bring down, lay
them face to face, and ring for Simpson. But do not
leave him alone with them."

Nurse Rosemary picked up the key, rose, and went
over to the piano, which she opened. Then she tight-
ened the purple cord, which guided Garth from his
chair to the instrument.

t|
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" Sit and play/' she said, " while I am upstairs, doing

your commission. But just tell me one thing. You
know how greatly your work interests me. When I

find the pictures, is it your wish that I give them a

mere cursory glance, just sufficient for identification;

or may I look at them, in the beautiful studio light?

You can trust me to do whichever you desire."

The artist in Garth could not resist the wish to

have his work seen and appreciated. " You may look

at them of course, if you wish," he said. "They are

quite the best work I ever did, though I painted them
wLoUy from memory. That is— I mean, that used

to be— a knack of mine. And they are in no sense

imaginary. I painted exactly what I saw— at least,

so far as the female face and figure are concerned.

And they make the pictures. The others are mere

accessories."

He stood up, and went to the piano. His fingers

began to stray softly amongst the harmonies of the

"Veni."

Nurse Rosemary moved towards the door. " How
shall I know them? " she asked, and waited.

The chords of the "Veni" hushed to a murmur.

Garth's voice from the piano came clear and distinct,

but blending with the harmonies as if he were reciting

to music.
" A woman and a man . . . alone, in a garden—

but the surroundings are only indicated. She is in

evening dress; soft, black, and trailing; with lace at

her breast. It is called: *The Wife."*

"Yes?"
"The same woman; the same scene; but without

the man, this time. No need to paint the man; for

now— visible or invisible— to her, he is always
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there. In her arms she holds"— the low murmur
of chords ceased; there was perfect <»lcuce in the room— " a little child. It is caller :

' The Moth :'"

The " Veni" burst forth in .11 unrestraiii d upbear-
ing of confident petition:

"Keep far our foes; give peace at fume"— a&d the
door closed behind Nurse Rosemary.

4'
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IN THE STUDIO

JANE mounted to the studio; unlocked the door;
and, entering, closed it after her.

The evening sun shone through a western window,
imparting an added richness to the silk screens and
hangings; the mauve wistaria of a Japanese embroid-
ery; or the golden dragon of China on a deep purple
ground, wound up in its own interminable tail, and
showing rampant claws in unexpected places.

Several times already Jane had been into Garth's
studio, but always to fetch something for which he
waited eagerly below; and she had never felt free to
linger. Margery had a duplicate key; for she herself

went up every day to open the windows, dust ten-
derly all special treasures; and keep it exactly as its

owner had liked it kept, when his quick eyes could
look around it. But this key was always on Margery's
bunch; and Jane did not like to ask admission, and
risk a possible refusal.

Now, however, she could take her own time; and
she seated herself in one of the low and very deep
wicker lounge-chairs, comfortably upholstered; so
exactly fitting her proportions, and supporting arms,
knees, and head, just rightly, that it seemed as if all

other chairs would in future appear inadequate, owing
to the absolute perfection of this one. Ah, to be just

that to her beloved! To so fully meet his need,

at every point, that her presence should be to him
304
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always a source of strength, and rest, and conso*

lation.

She looked around the room. It was so like Garth;
every detail perfect; every shade of colour enhancing
another, and being enhanced by it. The arrange-

ments for regulating the light, both from roof and
windows; the easels of all kinds and sizes; clean bare-

ness,where space,and freedomfromdust, were required;
the luxurious comfort round the fireplace, and in nooks
and comers; all were so perfect. And the plain

brown wall-paper, of that beautiful quiet shade which
has in it no red, and no yellow; a clear nut-brown.
On an easel near the further window stood an un«
finished painting; palette and brushes beside it, just

as Garth had left them when he went out on that
morning, nearly three months ago; and, vaulting over
a gate to protect a little animal from unnecessary
pain, was plunged himself into such utter loss and
anguish.

Jane rose, and took stock of all his quaint treasures

on the mantel-piece. Especially her mind was held

and fascinated by a stout little bear in brass, sitting

solidly yet jauntily on its haunches, its front paws
clasping a brazen pole; its head turned sideways;

its small, beady, eyes, looking straight before it. The
chain, from its neck to the pole denoted captivity and
possible fierceness. Jane had no doubt its head
would lift, and its body prove a receptacle for matches;
but she felt equally certain that, should she lift its

head and look, no matches would be within it. This
little bear was unmistakably Early Victorian; a friend

of childhood's days; and would not be put to common
uses. She lifted the head. The body was empty.
She replaced it gently on the mantel-piece, and realised

i
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that she was deliberately postponing an ordeal which
must be faced.

Deryck had told her of Garth's pictures of the One
Woman. Garth, himself, had now told her even more.
But the time had come when she must see them for
herself. It was useless to postpone the moment.
She looked towards the yellow screen.
Then she walked over to the western window, and

threw it wide open. The sun was dipping gently
towards the purple hills. The deep blue of the sky
began to pale, as a hint of lovely rose crept into it.

Jane looked heavenward and, thrusting her hands
deeply into her pockets, spoke aloud. " Before God "
she said,— "in case I am never able to say or think
it again, I will say it now— / believe I was right. I
considered Garth's future happiness, and I considered
my own. I decided as I did for both our sakes, at
temble cost to present joy. But, before God, I
believed I was right; and— / believe it sHU:*
Jane never s«ud it again.
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CHAPTER XXIX

JANE LOOKS INTO LOVE's MIRROR

BEHIND the yellow screen, Jane found a great con-
fusion of canvases, and unmistakable evidence of

the blind hands which had groped about in a vain
search, and then made fruitless endeavours to sort and
rearrange. Very tenderly, Jane picked up each canva^
from the fallen heap; turning it the right way up, and
standing it with its face to the wall. Beautiful work,
was there ; some of it finished ; some, incomplete. One
ar two faces she knew, looked out at her in their

pictured loveliness. But the canvases she sought
were not there.

She straightened herself, and looked around. In a
further comer, partly concealed by a Cairo screen,

stood another pile. Jane went to them.
Almost immediately she found the two she wanted;

larger than the rest, and distinguishable at a glance

by the soft black gown of the central figure.

Without giving them more than a passing look, she
carried them over to the western window, and placed
them in a good light. Then she drew up the chair in

which she had been sitting; took the little brass bear
in her left hand, as a talisman to help her through
what lay before her; turned the second picture with
its face to the easel; and sat down to the quiet con-
templation of the first.

The noble figure of a woman, nobly painted, was the
first impression which leapt from eye to brain. Yes.

307
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nobility came first, in stately pose, in uplifted brow,
in breadth of dignity. Then— as you marked the
grandly massive figure, too well-proportioned to be
cumbersome, but large and full, and amply developed;
the length of limb; the firmly planted feet; the large

capable hands, — you realised the second impression
conveyed by the picture, to be strength;— strength

to do ; strength to be ; strength to continue. Then you
looked into the face. And there you were confronted
with a great surprise. The third thought expressed
by the picture was Love— love, of the highest, holiest,

most ideal, kind
;

yet, withal, of the most tenderly
human order ; and you found it in that face.

It was a large face, well proportioned to the figure.

It had no pretensions whatever to ordinary beauty.
The features were good; there was not an ugly line

about them; and yet, each one just missed the beauti-

ful ; and the general effect was of a good-looking plain-

ness ; unadorned, unconcealed, and unashamed. But
the longer you looked, the more desirable grew the
face; the less you noticed its negations ; the more you
admired its honesty, its purity, its immense strength

of purpose ; its noble simplicity. You took in all these

outward details; you looked away for a moment, to
consider them

;
you looked back to verify them ; and

then the miracle happened. Into the face had stolen

the "light that never was on sea or land." It shone
from the quiet grey eyes, — as, over the head of the
man who knelt before her, they looked out of the

picture— with an expression of the sublime surrender
of a woman's whole soul to an emotion which, though
it sways and masters her, yet gives her the power to

be more truly herself than ever before. The startled

joy in them/ the marvel at a mystery not yet under-
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stood ; the passionate tenderness ; and yet the almost

divine compassion for the unrestrained violence of

feeling, which had flung the man to his knees, and

driven him to the haven of her breast ; the yearning to

soothe, and give, and content;—all thesewere blended

into a look of such exquisite sweetness, that it brought

tears to the eyes of the beholder.

The woman was seated on a broad marble parapet.

She looked straight before her. Her knees came well

forward, and the long curve of the train of her black

gown, filled the foreground on the right. On the left,

slightly to one side of her, knelt a man, a tall slight

figure in evening dress, his arms thrown forward

around her waist ; his face completely hidden in the

soft lace at her bosom ; only the back of his sleek dark

head, visible. And yet the whole figure denoted a

passion of tense emotion. She had gathered him to

her with what you knew must have been an exquisite

gesture, combining the utter self-surrender of the

woman, with the tender throb of maternal solic-

itude ; and now her hands were clasped behind

his head, holding him closely to her. Not a word

was being spoken. The hidden face was obviously

silent; and her firm lips above his dark head,

were folded in a line of calm self-control; though

about them hovered the dawning of a smile of bliss

ineffable.

A crimson rambler rose climbing some woodwork

faintly indicated on the left, and hanging in a glowing

mass from the top left-hand comer, supplied the only

vivid colour in the picture.

But, from taking in these minor details, the eye

returned to that calm tender face, alight with love
;
to

those strong capable baoids. now learning for the first

i
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time to put forth the protective passion of a woman's
tenderness

; and the mind whispered the only possible
name for that picture: The Wife.

Jane gazed at it long, in silence. Had Garth's little

bear been anything less solid than Early Victorian
brass, it must have bent and broken under the strong
pressure of those clenched hands.

She could not doubt, for a moment, that she looked
upon herself; but, oh, merciful heavens! how unlike
the reflected self of her own mirror! Once or twice
as she looked, her mind refused to work, and she
simply gazed blankly at the minor details of the
picture. But then again, the expression of the grey
eyes drew her, recalling so vividly every feeling she
had experienced when that dear head had come so
unexpectedly to its resting-place upon her bosom.
"It is true," she whispered; and again: "Yes; it is

true. I cannot deny it. It is as I felt ; it must be as
I looked."

And then, suddenly, she fell upon her knees before
the picture. "Oh, my God! Is that as I looked ? And
the next thing that happened was my boy lifting his
shining eyes and gazing at me in the moonlight. Is
this what he saw ? Did / look so? And did the woman
who looked so; and who, looking so, pressed his head
down again upon her breast, refuse next day to marry
him, on the grounds of his youth, and her superiority?
... Oh, Garth, Garth! ... God, help him to
understand! . . . help him to forgive me!"

In the work-room just below, Maggie the housemaid
was singing as she sewed. The sound floated through
the open window, each syllable distinct in the clear
Scotch voice, and reached Jane where she knelt. Her
mind, stunned to blankness by its pain, took eager
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hold upon the words of Maggie's hymn. And they

were these.

" O Love, that will not let me go,

I rest my weary soul in Thee;

I give Thee back the life I owe,

That in Thine oce.ia depths its flow

May richer, fuller be.

"O Light, that foUowest all my way,

I yield my flick'ring torch to Thee;

My heart restores its borrowed ray.

That in Thy sunshine's blaze its day

May brighter, fairer be."

Jane took the second picture, and placed it in front

of the first.

The same woman, seated as before; but the man was

not there; and in her arms, its tiny dark head pillowed

against the fulness of her breast, lay a little child.

The woman did not look over that small head, but bent

above it, and gazed into the baby face.

The crimson rambler had grown right across the

picture, and formed a glowing arch above mother

and child. A majesty of tenderness was in the large

figure of the mother. The face, as regarded contour

and features, was no less plain; but again it was trans-

figured, by the mother-love thereon depicted. You

knew"TheWife" had more than fulfilled her abundant

promise. The wife was there in fullest realisation

;

and, added to wifehood, the wonder of motherhood.

All mysteries were explained; all joys experienced;

and the smile on her calm lips, bespoke ineffable

content.

A rambler rose had burst above them, and fallen in

a shower of crimson petals upon mother and child.

The taby-fingers clasped tightly the soft lace at her

I
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bosom. A petal had fallen upon the tiny wrist. She
had lifted her hand to remove it; and, catching the
baby-eyes, so dark and shining, paused for a moment,
and smiled.

Jane, watching them, fell to desperate weeping.
The "mere boy" had understood her potential possi-
bilities of motherhood far better than she understood
them herself. Having had one glimpse of her as
"The Wife," his mind had leaped on, and seen her as
"The Mother." And again she was forced to say:
*' It is true— yes; it is true."

And then she recalled the old line of cruel reasoning:
" It was not the sort of frre one would have wanted
to see always in front of one at table." Was this the
sort of face— this, as Garth had painted it, after a
supposed year of marriage? Would any man weary
of it, or wish to turn away his eyes?

Jane took one more long look. Then she dropped
the little bear, and buried her face in her hands; while
a hot blush crept up to the very roots of her hair, and
tingled to her finger-tips.

Below, the fresh young voice was singing again.

" O Joy, that seekest me through pain,
I cannot close my heart to Thee;
I trace the rainbow through the rain.

And feel the promise is not vain
That morn shall tearless be."

After a while Jane whispered: "Oh, my dariing,
forgive me. I was altogether wrong. I will confess;
and, God helping me, I will explain; and, oh, my
darling, you will forgive me?"
Once more she lifted her head and looked at the

picture. A few stray petals of the crimson rambler
lay upon the ground; reminding her of those crushed
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roses, which, falling from her breast, lay scattered on
the terrace at Shenstone, emblem of the joyous hopes
and glory of love which her decision of that night, had
laid in the dust of disillusion. But crowning this
picture, in rich clusters of abundant bloom, grew the
rambler rose. And through the open window came
the final verse of Maggie's hymn.

"<") cross, that liftest up my head,
1 dare not ask to fly from Thee;
I lay in dust life's glory dead.
And from the ground there blossoms red
Life that shall endless be."

Jane went to the western window, and stood, with
her arms stretched above her, looking out upon the
radiance of the sunset. The sky blazed into gold and
crimson at the horizon; gradually as the eye lifted,

paling to primrose, flecked with rosy clouds; and, over-
head, deep blue— fathomless, boundless, blue.

Jane gazed at the golden battlements above the
purple hills, and repeated, half aloud: "And the city
was of pure gold;— and had no need of the sun,
neither of the moon to shine in it : for the glory of God
did lighten it. And there shall be no more death;
neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be
any more pain: for the former things are passed
away."

Ah, how much had passed away since she stood
at that western window, not an hour before. All life

seemed readjusted ; its outlook altered; its perspective
changed. Truly Garth had "gone behind his blind-
ness."

Jane raised her eyes to the blue ; and a smile of un-
speakable anticipation parted her lips. "Life, that

I
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•hall endless be," she murmured. Then, turning,

found the little bear, and restored him to his place

upon the mantel-piece
;
put back the chair ; closed the

western window ; and, picking up the two canvases,

left the studio, and made her way carefully down-



CHAPTER XXX

"the lady portraybd**

•* It has taken you long, Miss Gray. I nearly sent

1 Simpson up, to find out what had happened."
"I am glad you did not do that, Mr. Dalmain.

Simpson would have found me weeping on the studio

floor; and to ask his assistance under those circum-

stances, would have been more humbling than inquir-

ing after the fly in the soup!

"

Garth turned quickly in his chair. The artist-ear

had caught the tone which meant comprehension o:

his work.

"Weeping!" he said. "Why?"
"Because," answered Nurse Rosemary, "I have

been entranced. These pictures are so exquisite. They
stir one's deepest depths. And yet they are so pa-

thetic— ah, so pathetic; because you have made a
plain woman, beautiful."

Garth rose to his feet, and turned upon her a face

which would have blazed, had it not been sightless.

"A what?" he exclaimed.

"A plain woman," repeated Nurse Rosemary,
quietly. " Surely you realised your model to be that.

And therein lies the wonder of the pictures. You
have so beautified her by wifehood, and glorified her

by motherhood, that the longer one looks the more
one forgets her plainness; seeing her as loving and
loved; lovable, and therefore lovely. It is a triumph
of art."

til
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Garth sat down, his hands clasped before him.

"It is a triumph of truth," he said. "I painted

what I saw."

"You painted her soul," said Nurse Rosemary,

"and it illuminated her plain face."

" I saw her soul," said Garth, almost in a whisper

;

"and that vision was so radiant that it illumined my
dark life. The remembrance lightens my darkness,

even now."

A very tender silence fell in the library.

The twilight deepened.

Then Nurse Rosemary spoke, very low. " Mr. Dal-

main, I have a request to make of you. I want to

beg you not to destroy these pictures."

Garth lifted his head. "I must destroy them,

child," he said. " I cannot risk their being seen by
people who would recognise my— the— the lady

portrayed."

"At all events, there is one person who must see

them, before they are destroyed."

"And that is?" queried Garth.
"The ladyportrayed,"said Nurse Rosemary,bravely.

"How do you know she has not seen them?"

"Has she?" inquired Nurse Rosemary.

"No," said Garth, shortly: "and she never will."

"She must."

Something in the tone of quiet insistence, struck

Garth.

"Why?" he asked; and listenedwith interest forthe

answer.

"Because of all it would mean to a woman who
knows herself plain, to see herself thus beautified."

Garth sat very still for a few moments. Then:
•*A woman who— knows— herself— plain ? " he
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repeated, with interrogative amazement in his

voice.

"Yes," proceeded Nurse Rosemary, encouraged.

"Do you suppose, for a moment, that that lady's

mirror has ever shown her a reflection in any way
approaching what you have made her in these pic-

tures? When we stand before otir looking-glasses,

Mr. Dalmain, scowling anxiously at hats and bows,

and partings, we usually look our very worst ; and that

lady, at her very worst, wotild be of a most discourag-

ing plaiimess."

Garth sat perfectly silent.

"Depend upon it," continued Nurse Rosemary,

"she never sees herself as 'The Wife'—'The Mother.*

Is she a wife?"

Garth hesitated only the fraction of a second.

" Yes," he said, very quietly.

Jane's hands flew to her breast. Her heart must

be held down, or he would hear it throbbing.

Nurse Rosemary's voice had in it only a slight

tremor, when she spoke again.

" Is she a mother?"
" No," said Garth. "I painted what might have

been."

"If—?"
" If it had been," replied Garth, curtly.

Nurse Rosemary felt rebuked. "Dear Mr. Dal-

main," she said, humbly; "I realise how officious I

must seem to you, with all these questions, and sug-

gestions. But you must blame the hold these won-

derful paintings of yours have taken on my mind. Oh,

they are beautiful— beautiful!"

"Ah," said Garth, the keen pleasure of the artist

springing up once more. "Miss Gray, I have some-

M
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what forgotten them. Have you them here? That
is right. Put them up before you, and describe them
to me. Let me hear how they struck you, as pic-

tures."

Jane rose, and went to the window. She threw it

open; and as she breathed in the fresh air,breathed out
a passionate prayer that her nerve, her voice, her self-

control might not fail her, in this critical hour. She
herself had been convicted by Garth's pictures. Now
she must convince Garth, by her description of them.
He must be made to believe in the love he had
depicted.

Then Nurse Rosemary sat down; and, in the gentle,

unemotional voice, which was quite her own, described
to the eager ears of the blind artist, exactly what
Jane had seen in the studio.

It was perfectly done. It was mercilessly done.
All the desperate, hopeless, hunger for Jane, awoke in
Garth; the maddening knowledge that she had been
his, and yet not his; that, had he pressed for her
answer that evening, it could not have been a refusal;

that the cold calculations of later hours, had no place
in those moments of ecstasy. Yet— he lost her—
lost her! Why? Ah, why? Was there any possible

reason other than the one she gave?
Nurse Rosemary's quiet voice went on, regardless of

hiswrithings. But she was drawing to a close. "And
it is such a beautiful crimson rambler, Mr. Dalmain,"
she said. " I like the idea of its being small and in
bud, in the first picture ; and blooming in full glory,

in the second."

Garth pulled himself together and smiled. He must
not give way before this girl.

"Yes," he said; " I am glad you noticed that. And,
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look here. We will not destroy them at once. Now
they are found, there is no hurry. I am afraid I am
giving you a lot of trouble; but will you ask for some
large sheets of brown paper, and make a package, and
write upon it: 'Not to be opened,' and tell Margery
to put them back in the studio. Then, when I want
them, at any time, I shall have no difficulty in iden-
tifjdng them."

"I am so glad," said Nurse Rosemary. "Then
perhaps the plain lady—

"

" I cannot have her spoken of so," said Garth, hotly
" I do not know what she thought of herself— I doubt
if she ever gave a thought to self at all. I do not know
what you would have thought of her. I can only tell

you that, to me, hers is th^ one face which is visible in
my darkness. All the loveliness I have painted, all

the beauty I have admired, fades from my mental
vision, as wreaths of mist; flutters from memory's
sight, as autumn leaves. Her face alone abides;
calm, holy, tender, beautiful, — it is always before me.
And it pains me that one who has only seen her as my
hand depicted her, should speak of her as plain."

"Forgive me," said Nurse Rosemary, humbly. "I
did not mean to paL* ou, sir. And, to show you
what your pictures have done for me, may I tell you a
resolution I made in the studio? I cannot miss what
they depict—the sweetest joys of life—for want of the
courage to confess myself wrong; pocket my pride;
and be frank and humble. I am going to write a
full confession to my young man, as to my share of
the misunderstanding which has parted us. Do you
think he will understand? Do you think he will
forgive?"

Garth smiled. Hcutried to call up an image of t

II

t



320 The Rosary

pretty troubled face, framed in a fluffy setting of soft
fair hair. It harmonised so little with the voice; but
it undoubtedly was Nurse Rosemary Gray, as others
saw her.

•*He will be a brute if he doesn't, child," he said.
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DINNER that evening, the first at their small
round table, was a great success. Nurse Rose-

mary's plans all worked well; and Garth delighted in
arrangements which made him feel less helpless.

The strain of the afternoon brought its reaction of
merriment. A little judicious questioning drew forth
further stories of the duchess and her pets; and Miss
Champion's name came in with a frequency which
they both enjoyed.

It was a curious experience for Jane, to hear herself

described in Garth's vi --^ word-painting. Until that
fatal evening at Shens; -?, she had been remarkably
free from self-consciousn-js; and she had no idea that
she had a way of looking straight into people'w 'es

when she talked to them, and that that was wnat
muddled up "the silly little minds of women who say
they are afraid of her, and that she makes them ner-
vous! You see she looks right into their shallow
shuflaing little souls, full of conceited thoughts about
themselves, and nasty ill-natured thoughts about her;

and no wonder they grow panic-stricken, and flee; and
talk of her as 'that formidable Miss Champion.' I

neverfound her formidable; but, when I had the chance
of a real talk with her, I used to be thankful I had
nothing of which to be ashamed. Those clear eyes
touched bottom every time, as our kindred over the
water so expressively put it."

fl
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Neither had Jane any idea that she always talked
with a poker, if possible; building up the fire while
she built up her own argument; or attacking it vigor-
ously, while she demolished her opponent's; that she
stirred the fire with her toe, but her very smart boots
never seemed any the worse; that when pondering a
difficult problem, she usually stood holding her chin
in her right hand, until she had found the solution.
All these small characteristics Garth described with
vivid touch, and dwelt upon with a tenacity of remem-
brance, which astonished Jane, and revealed him, in
his relation to herself three years before, in a new light.

His love for her had been so suddenly disclosed, and
had at once had to be considered as a thing to be
either accepted or put away; so that when she decided
to put it away, it seemed not to have had time to
become in any sense part of her life. She had viewed
it; realised all it might have meant; and put it from
her.

But now she understood how different it had been
for Garth. During the week which preceded his de-
claration, he had realised, to the full, the meaning
of their growing intimacy; and, as his certainty in-

creased, he had more and more woven her into his
life; his vivid imagination causing her to appear as
his beloved from the first; loved and wanted, when as
yet they were merely acquaintances; kindred spirits;

friends.

To find herself thus shrined in his heart and memory,
was infinitelytouching to Jane; and seemed to promise,
with sweet certainty, that it would not be difficult

to come home there to abide, when once all barriers

between them were removed.

After dinner, Garth sat long at the piano, filling the

'#1I't
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room with harmony. Once or twice the theme of

** The Rosary " crept in, and Jane listened anxiously

for its development; but almost immediately it gave

way to something else. It seemed rather to hatmt

the other melodies, than to be actually there itself.

When Garth left the piano, and, guided by the

purple cord, reached his chair. Nurse Rosemary said

gently: "Mr. Dalmain, can you spare me for a few

days at the end of this week?"

"Oh, why?" said Garth. "To go where? And for

how long? Ah, I know I ought to say: 'Certainly!

Delighted!' after all your goodness to me. But I

really cannot ! You don't know what life was without

you, when you week-ended! That week-end seemed

months, even though Brand was here. It is your own

fault for making yourself so indispensable."

Nurse Rosemary smiled. "I daresay I shall no*

be away for long," she said. "That is, if you want

me, I can return. But, Mr. Dalmain, I intend to-

night, to write that letter of which I told you. I

shall post it to-morrow. I must follow it up almost

immediately. I must be with him when he receives

it, or soon afterwards. I think— I hope— he will

want me at once. This is Monday. May I go on

Thursday?"

Poor Garth looked blankly dismayed.

"Do nurses, as a rule, leave their patients, and rush

off to their young men in order to find out how they

have liked their letters? " he inquired, in mock protest.

"Not as a rule, sir," replied Nurse Rosemary,

demurely. "But this is an exceptional case."

"I shall wire to Brand."

"He will send you a more efficient and mors

dependable person."

}
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"Oh you wicked little thing!" cried Garth. "K
Miss Champion were here, she would shake youf
You know perfectly well that nobody could fill your
placel"

"It is good of you to say so, sir," replied Nurse
Rosemary, meekly. "And is Miss Champion much
addicted to shaking people?

"

"Don't call me, sir'! Yes; when people are tiresome
she often says she should like to shake them; and
one has a mental vision of how their teeth would
chatter. There is a certain little lady of our acquaint-
ance whom we alwajrs call ' Mrs. Do-and-don't. ' She
isn't in our set; but she calls upon it; and sometimes
it asks her to lunch, for fun. If you inquire whether
she likes a thing, she says: 'Well I do, and I don't.* If
you ask whether she is going to a certain function, she
says

:
' Well, I am, and I'm not. ' And if you send her

a note, imploringa straight answer to a direct question,
the answer comes back: 'Yes and no.' Miss Cham-
pion used to say she would like to take her up by the
scruff of her feather boa, and shake her, asking at in-
tervals: 'Shall I stop? ' so as to wring from Mrs. Do-
and-don't a definite affirmative, for once."

" Could Miss Champion carry out such a threat ? la
she a very massive person? "

"Well, she could, you know; but she wouldn't. She
is most awfully kind, even to little freaks she laughs
at. No, she isn't massive. That word does not de-
scribe her at all. But she is large, and very finely

developed. Do you know the Venus of Milo? Yes;
in the Louvre. I am glad you know Paris. Well,
just imagine the Venus of Milo in a tailor-made coat
and skirt, — and you have Miss Champion."
Nurse Rosemary laughed, hysterically. Either the
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Venus of MUo, or Miss Champion, or this combination
of both, proved too much for her.

"Little Dicky Brand summed up Mrs. Do-and-don't
rather well," pursued Garth. "She was calling at
Wimpole Street, on Lady Brand's ' at home ' day. And
Dicky stood talking to me, in his black velvets and
white waistcoat, a miniature edition of Sir Deryck.
He indicated Mrs. Do-and-don't on a distant lounge,
and remarked: 'Tfuxt lady never knows; she always
thinks. I asked her if her little girl might come to my
party, and she said: " I think so." Now if she had
asked me HI was coming to her party, I should have
said: "Thank you; I am." It is very trying when
people only think about important things, such as lit-

tle girls and parties; because their thinking never
amounts to much. It does not so much matter what
they think about other things— the weather, for in-

stance; because that all happens, whether they think
or not. Mummie asked that lady whether it was rain-
ing when she got here ; and she said :

" I think not. " I

can't imagine why Mummie always wants to know
what her friends think about the weather. I have
heard her ask seven ladies this afternoon whether it is

raining. Now if father or I wanted to know whether
it was raining we should just step over to the window,
and look out; and then come back and go on with
really interesting conversation. But Mummie asks
them whether it is raining, or whether they think it

has been raining, or is going to rain; and when they
have told her, she hurries awayand askssomebody else.

I asked the thinking lady in the feather thing, whether
she knew who the father and mother were, of the
young lady whom Cain married; and she said: "Well,
I do; and I don't. " I said* " If you do, perhaps you

i
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will ten me. And if you don't,perhaps you would like
to take my hand, and we will walk over together and
adc the Bishop— the one with the thin legs, and the
gold cross, talking to Mummie. " But she thought she
had to go, quite in a hurry. So I saw her off; and
then asked the Bishop alone. Bishops are most satis-
factory kind of people; because they are quite surt
about everything: and you feel safe in quoting them
to Nurse. Nurse told Marsdon that this one is in
"sheep's clothing," because he wears a gold cross.
I saw the cross; but I saw no sheep's clothing. I was
looking out for the kind of woolly thing our new
curate wears on his back in church. Should you call
that ''sheep's clothing"? I asked father,and he said:
•• No. Bunny-skin." And mother seemed as shocked
as if father and I had spoken in church, instead of just
as we came out. And she said: " It is a B. A. hood.

'

Possibly she thinks " baa " is spelled with onlyone " a."
Anyway father and I felt it best to let the subject
drop.'"

""

Nurse Rosemary laughed. "How exactly like
Dicky," she said. " I could hear his grave Uttle voice,
and almost see him pull down his small waistcoat!"
"^^y. do you know the little chap?" asked Garth.
"Yes," replied Nurse Rosemary; "I have stayed

with them. Talking to Dicky is an education; and
Baby Blossom is a sweet romp. Here comes Simpson.
How quickly the evening has flown. Then may I be
off on Thursday?"
"I am helpless," said Garth. "I cannot say *na*

But suppose you do not come back?"
"Then you can wire to Dr. Brand."
"I believe you want to leave me," said Garth,

feproachfully



In Lighter Vein 337

"I do, and I don't!" laughed Nune Rosemary; and
fled from his outstretched hands.

When Jane had locked the letter-bag earlier that
evening, and handed it to Simpson, she had slipped

in two letters of her own. One was addressed to
Ceorgina, Duchess of Meldrum

Portland Plac§
the other, to

Sir Deryck Brand
Wimpole Street

Both were marked: Urgent. If absent, forward
immediately.

I
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CHAPTER XXXn

AN INTBRLUOB

T*UESDAY passed uneventfuUy, to aO outwaid
I seeming.

There was nothing to indicate to Garth that his
secretary had sat up writing most of the night; only
varying that employment by spending long momentsm sJent contemplation of his pictures, which had
found a temporary place of safety, on their way back
to the studio, in a deep cupboard in her room, of which
she had the key.

If Nurse Rosemary marked, with a pang of tender
compunction, the worn look on Garth's face, telling
how mental suflFering had chased away sleep; she made
no comment thereupon.
Thus Tuesday passed, in uneventful monotony.
Two telegrams had arrived for Nurse Gray in the

course of the morning. The first came while she was
readmg a Times leader aloud to Garth. Simpson
brought It m, saying: "A telegram for you, miss."

It was always a source of gratification to Simpson
afterwards, that, almost from the first, he had been
led, by what he called his "unAaided AintuMtion " to
drop the "nurse," and address Jane with the con-
ventional "miss." In time he almost convinced
himself that he had also discerned in her "a Honour-
able"; but this, Margery Graem firmly refused to
allow. She herself had had her "doots," and kept
them to herself; but all Mr. Simpson's surmisings had

328
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been freely expressed and reiterated in the house-
keeper's room; and never a word about any honour-
able had passed Mr. Simpson's Ups. Therefore Mrs
Graem berated him for being so ready to "go astray
and speak lies." But Maggie, the housemaid, had
always felt sure Mr. Simpson knew more than he
said. " Said more than he knew, you mean,"prompted
old Margery. " No." retorted Maggie. " I know what
I said; and I said what I meant." "You may have
said what you meant, but you did not mean what you
knew." insisted Margery; "and if anybody says
another word on the matter. / shall say grace and
dismiss the table," continued old Margery, exercising
the cloture, by virtue of her authority, in a way which
Sunpson and Maggie, who both wished for cheese,
afterwards described as "mean."
But this was long after the uneventful Tuesday,

when Simpson entered, with a salver; and. finding
Jane enveloped in the Times, said: "A telegram
for you, miss."

Nurse Rosemary took it; apologised for the inter-
ruption, and opened it. It was from the duchess,
and ran thus:

Most inconvenient, as you very well knaiv; but am
leaving Euston to-night. Will await further orders at
Aberdeen.

Nurse Rosemary smiled, and put the telegram into
her pocket. "No answer, thank you, Simpson."
"Not bad news. I hope?" asked Garth.
"No," replied Nurse Rosemary; "but it makes mv

departure on Thursday imperative. It is from aL
old aunt of mine, who is going to my 'young man's'
home. I must be with him before she is. or there wiU
be endless complications."

%
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"I don't believe he will ever let you go again, whet
once he gets you back." remarked Garth, moodily.
"You think not?" said Nurse Rosemary, with a

tender little smile, as she took up the paper, and
resumed her reading.

The second telegram arrived after luncheon. Garth
was at the piano, thundering Beethoven's "Funeral
March on the death of a hero." The room was being
rent asunder by mighty chords; and Simpson's smug
face and side-whiskers appearing noiselessly in the
doorway, were an insupportable anticlimax. Nurse
Rosemary laid her finger on her lips; advanced with
her firm noiseless tread, and took the telegram. She
returned to her seat and waited until the hero's obse-
quies were over, and the last roU of the drums had died
away. Then she opened the orange envelope. And
as she opened it, a strange thing happened. Garth
began to play "The Rosary." The string of pearis
dropped in liquid sound from his fingers; and Nurse
Rosemary read her telegram. It was from the doctor,
and said: Special license easily obtained. Flower and
I will come whenever you wish. Wire again.
"The Rosary" drew to a soft melancholy close.
"What shall I play next?" asked Garth, suddenly.
"Veni, Creator Spiritus," said Nurse Rosemary;

and bowed her head in prayer.

..I
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"something is going to happen!"

WEDNESDAY dawned; an ideal First of May.
Garth was in the garden before breakfast.

Jane heard him singing, as he passed beneath her
window:

" It is not mine to sing the stately grace,
The great soul beaming in my lady's face."

She leaned out.

He was walking below in the freshest of white
flannels; his step so light and elastic; his every move-
ment so lithe and graceful; the only sign of his blind-
ness the Malacca cane he held in his hand, with which
he occasionally touched the grass border, or the wall
of the house. She could only see the top of his dark
head. It might have been on the terrace at Shenstone,
three years before. She longed to call from the win-
dow: "Darling— my Darling! Good morning! God
bless you to-day."

Ah what would to-day bring forth;— the day when
her full confession, and explanation, and plea for
pardon, would reach him? He was such a boy in
many ways; so light-hearted, loving, artistic, poetic,

irrepressible; ever young, in spite of his great affliction.

But where his manhood was concerned; his love; his

right of choice and of decision; of maintaining a fairly-

formed opinion, and setting aside the less competent
judgment of others; she knew him rigid, inflexible.

!
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His very pain seemed to cool him, from the molf^t,
lover, to the bar of steel.

°^**°

As Jane knelt at her window that morning she had

orafhol ?
^^^^*^^^°' t° t»ke the night mail south;or at home forever m the heaven of Garth's loveAnd down below he passed again, still singiag:

" But mine it is to follow in her train-
Do her behests in pleasure or in pain'
Burn at her altar love's sweet frankincense.And worship her in distant reverence."

"Ah, belov&il" whispered Jane, "not 'distant'If you want her. and caU her, it will be to the dosest

^ou";::?:^'"^'^^"- ^^--^^stancebetren

^^^ *?f
°' ^ *^^ *^"°"' ^^y >« ^hich inspired

from th"? '°'^"'T'
°'^^' *° *^^ ^-^ q-te -partfrom their inspired context, and bearing a totally dif-ferent meaning from that which they primarily bearthe^ words came to Jane: " For He iJ our peace Whohath made both one, and hath broken do^ th;rd!die wall of partition between us . . thaTne mT^ht

re«>ncileboth
. bythecross." "Ah dearS^

andLt?r • " ^^^ "°^^ ^°"^^ ^^^ this for Jewand Gentile, may not my boy's heavy cross, so bravely

atW / ?' """^ ^"^ ^°^ ^'^ So sha^l we comeat last, mdeed, to ' kiss the cross.'
"

The breakfast gong boomed through the house

tZST"T r^" ""' considered'them "Wtocratic. He always gave full measure.
Nuwe Rosemary went down to breakfast.

m^ ^r '^' '^'°"^'' ^^^ ^^^"^h ^ndow, hum-

tte was m his gayest most inconsequent mood. He
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had pioked a golden rosebud in the conservatory and
wore it in his buttonhole. He carried a yellow rose
in his hand.

"Good morning, Miss Rosemary," he said. "What
a May Day! Simpson and I were up with the lark;
weren't we, Simpson? Poor Simpson felt like a sort
of 'Queen of the May,' when my electric bell trilled in
his room, at 5 a.m. But I couldn't stay in bed. I
woke with my something-is-going-to-happen feeling;
and when I was a little chap and woke with that,
Margery used to say: 'Get up quickly then. Master
Garth, and it will happen all the sooner.' You ask
her if she didn't, Simpson. Miss Gray, did you ever
learn; 'If you're waking call me early, call me early,
mother dear'? I always hated that young woman!
I should think, in her excited state, she would have
been waking Icng before her poor mother, who must
have beenworn to a perfect rag,making all the hussy's
May Queen-clothes, over night."
Simpson had waited to guide him to his place at

the table. Then he removed the covers, and left the
room.

As soon as he had closed the door behind him,
Garth leaned forward, and with unerring accuracy
laid the opening rose upon Nurse Rosemary's plate.

" Roses for Rosemary," he said. "Wear it, if you
are sure the young man would not object. I have
been thinking about him and the aunt. I wish you
could ask them both here, instead of going away on
Thursday. We would have the 'maddest merriest
time!' I would play with the aunt, while you had
it out with the young man. And I could easily keep
the aunt away from nooks and comers, because my
hearing is sharper than any aunt's eyes could be; and

H
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if you gave a gentle cough, I would promptly clutch
hold of auntie, and insist upon being guided in the
opposite direction. And I would take her out in
the motor; and you and the young man could have
the gig. And then when all was satisfactorily settled,

we could pack them off home, and be by ourselves
again. Ah, Miss Gray, do send for them, instead of
leaving me on Thursday."

" Mr. Dalmain," said Nurse Rosemary, reprovingly,
as she leaned forward and touched his right hand
with the rim of his saucer; "this May day morning
has gone to your head. I shall send for Margery.
She may have known the symptoms, of old."

"It is not that," said Garth. He leaned forward
and spoke confidentially. "Something is going to
happen to-day, little Rosemary. Whenever I feel

like this, something happens. The first time it

occurred, about twenty-five years ago, there was a
rocking-horse in the hall, when I ran downstairs I

I have never forgotten my first ride on that rocking-
horse. The fearful joy when he went backward;
the awful plunge when he went forward; and the
proud moment when it was possible to cease clinging
to the leather pommel. I neariy killed the cousin
who pulled out his tail. I thrashed him, then and
there, with the tail; which was such a silly thing to
do; because, though it damaged the cousin, it also
spoiled the tail. The next time— ah, but I am
boring you!

"

"Not at all," said Nurse Rosemary, politely;
"but I want you to have some breakfast; and the
letters will be here in a few minutes."
He looked so brown and radiant, this dear delight-

ful boy, with his gold-brown tie, and yellow rose.
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She was conscious of her pallor, and oppressive
earnestness, as she said: "The letters will be here."

"Oh, bother the letters'" cried Garth. "Let's
have a holiday from letters on May Day! You
shall ' e Queen of the May; and Margery shall be the
old mother. I wi'l be Robin, with the breaking heart,
leaning on the bridge beneath the hazel-tree; and
Smipson can be the 'bolder lad.' And we will all
go and 'gather knots of flowers, and buds, and
garlands gay.'"

^

"Mr. Dalmain," said Nurse Rosemary, laughingm spite of herself; "you really must be sensible, or
I shall go and consult Margery. I have never seen
you in such a mood."

" You have never seen me, on a day when something
was gomg to happen," said Garth; and Nurse Rose-
mary made no further attempt to repress him.

After breakfast, he went to the piano, and played
two-steps, and rag-time music, so infectiously, that
Simpson literally tripped as he cleared the table;
and Nurse Rosemary sitting pale and preoccupied,'
with a pUe of letters before her, had hard work to keep
her feet still.

*^

Simpson had two-stepped to the door with the
cloth, and closed it after him. Nurse Rosemary's
remarks about the postbag, and the letters, had
remained unanswered. "Shine little glowworm glim-
mer" was pealing gaily through the room, like
silver bells, — when the door opened, and old Mar-
gery appeared; in a black satin apron, and a blue
pnnt sunbonnet. She came straight to the piano,
and laid her hand gently on Garth's arm.

"Master Garthie," she said, "on this lovely May
morning, wiUyou teke old Margeryup into the woods?"
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Garth's hands dropped from the keys. "Ot
course I will, Margie," he said. "And, I say Margie,
something is going to happen."

"I know it, laddie," said the old woman, tenderly;

and the expression with which she looked into the
blind face, filled Jane's eyes with tears. "I woke
with it too. Master Garthie; and now we will go
into the woods, and listen to the earth, and trees,

and flowers, and they will tell us whether it is for

joy, or for sorrow. Come, my own laddie."

Garth rose, as in a dream. Even in his blindness
he looked so young, and so beautiful, that Jane's
watching heart stood still.

At the window he paused. "Where is that secre-

tary person?" he said, vaguely. "She kept trying
to shut me up."

"I know she did, laddie," said old Margery, curt-

8e3dng apologetically towards Jane. "You see she
does not know the *something-is-going-to-happen-

to-day' awakening."

"Ah, doesn't she?" thought Jane, as they disap-

peared through the window. "But as my Garth
has gone off his dear head, and been taken away by
his nurse, the thing that is going to happen, can't

happen just yet." And Jane sat down to the piano,

and very softly ran through the accompaniment of

"The Rosary.** Then,—after shading her eyes on the
terrace, and making sure that a tall white figure

leaning on a short dark one, had almost reached the
top of the hill, — still more softly, she sang it.

Afterwards she went for a tramp on the moors, and
steadied r nerve by the rapid swing of her walk, and
the deep inbreathing of that glorious air. Once or
twice she took a telegram from her pocket, stood still
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and read it; then tramped on, to the wonder of the
words: "Special license easily obtained." Ah, the
license might be easy to obtain; but how about his

forgiveness? That must be obtained first. If there
were only this darling boy to deal with, in his white
flannels and yellow roses, with a May Day madness
in his veins, the license might come at once ; and all he
could wish should happen without delay. But this is

a passing phase of Garth. What she has to deal with
is the white-faced man,who calmly said :

" I accept the
cross," and walked down the village church leaving

her— for all these years. Loving her, as he loved her;

and yet leaving her, without word or sign, for three

long years. To him, was the confession; his would
be the decision; and, somehow, it did not surprise her,

when she came down to luncheon, a little late, to find

him seated at the table.

"Miss Gray," he said gravely, as he heard her enter;

"'I must apologise for my behaviour this morning.

I was what they call up here ' fey. ' Margery under-
stands the mood; and together she and I have listened

to kind Mother Earth, laying our hands on her sym-
pathetic softness, and she has told us her secrets.

Then I lay down under the fir trees and slept; and
awakened calm and sane, and ready for what to-day
must bring. For it will bring something. That is no
delusion. It is a day of great things. That much,
Margery knows, too.

" Perhaps," suggested Nurse Rosemary, tentatively,

"there may be news of interest in your letters."

"Ah," said Garth, "I forgot. We have not even
opened this morning's letters. Let us take time for

them immediately after lunch. Are there many?"
"Quite a pile," said Nurse Rosemary.

il:
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"Good. We will work soberly through them.**

Half an hour later Garth was seated in his chair

calm and expectant; his face turned towards his

secretary. He had handled his letters, and amongst

them he had found one sealed; and the seal was a

plumed helmet, with visor closed. Nurse Rosemary

saw him pale, as his fingers touched it. He made no

remark; but, as before, slipped it beneath the rest,

that it might come up for reading, last of all.

When the others were finished, and Nurse Rosemary

took up this letter, the room was very still. They

were quite alone. Bees hummed in the garden. The

scent of flowers stole in at the window. But no one

disturbed their solitude.

Nurse Rosemary took up the envelope.

"Mr. Dalmain, here is a letter, sealed with scarlet

wax. The seal is a helmet with visor
—

"

" I know," said Garth. "You need not describe it

further. Kindly open it."

Nurse Rosemary opened it. "It is a very long

letter, Mr. Dalmain."

"Indeed? Will you please read it to me, Miss

Gray."

A tense moment of silence followed. Nurse Rose-

mary lifted the letter; but her voice sudderly refused

to respond to her will. Garth waited without further

word.

Then Nurse Rosemary said: "Indeed, sir, it seems

a most private letter. I find it difficult to read it to

you."

Garth heard the distress in her voice, and turned

to her kindly.

"Never mind, my dear child. It in no way con-

cerns you. It is a private letter to me; but my only
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means of hearing it, is through your eyes, and from
your lips. Besides, the lady whose seal is a plumed
helmet, can have nothing of a very private nature to
say to me."

"Ah, but she has," said Nurse Rosemary, brokenly.
Garth considered this in silence.

Then: "Turn over the page," he said, "and tell me
the signature."

"There are many pages," said Nurse Rosemary.
"Turn over the pages then," said Garth, sternly.

" Do not keep me waiting. How is that letter signed ?"
" Your wife," whispered Nurse Rosemary.
There was a petrifjring quality about the silence

which followed. It seemed as if those two words,
whispered into Garth's darkness, had turned him to
stone.

At last he stretched out his hand. "Will you give
me that letter, if you please. Miss Gray? Thank you.
I wish to be alone for a quarter of an hour. I shall be
glad if you will be good enough to sit in the dining-

room, and stop any one from coming into this room. I

must be undisturbed. At the end of that time kindly
return."

He spoke soquietlythat Jane's heart sankwithin her.
Some display of agitation would have been reassuring.

This was the man who, bowing his dark head towards
the crucifixion window, said: "I accept the cross."

This was the man, whose footsteps never once faltered

as he strode down the aisle, and left her. This was the
man, who had had the strength, ever since, to treat

that episode between her and himself, as completely
closed; no word of entreaty; no sign of remembrance;
no hint of reproach. And this was the man to whom
she had signed herself: 'Your wife."

\\
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In her whole life. Jane had never known fear. Sht
knew it now.

As she silently rose and left him, she stole one look
at his face. He was sitting perfectly still; the letter

in his hand. He had not turned his head toward her
as he took it. His profile might have been a beautiful

carving in white ivory. There was not the faintest

tinge of colour in his face; just that ivory pallor,

against the ebony lines of his straight brows, and
smooth dark hair.

Jane softly left the room, closing the door behind
her.

Then followed the longest fifteen minutes she had
ever known. She realised what a tremendous con-
flict was in progress in that quiet room. Garth was
arriving at his decision without having heard any of
her arguments. By the strange fatality of his own
insistence, he had heard only two words of her letter,

and those the crucial words; the two words to which
the whole letter carefully led up. They must have
revealed to him instantly, what the character of the
letter would be; and what was the attitude of mind
towards himself, of the woman who wrote them.

Jane paced the dining-room in desperation, remem-
bering the hours of thought which had gone to the
compiling of sentences, cautiously preparing his mind
to the revelation of the signature.

Suddenly, in the midst of her mental perturbation,
there came to her the remembrance of a conversation
between Nurse Rosemary and Garth over the pictures.

The former had said :" Is she a wife ? " And Garth had
answered: "Yes." Jane had instantly understood
what that answer revealed and implied. Because
Garth had so felt her his, during those wonderful
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moments on the terrace at Shenstone, that he could
look up into her face and say: "My wife"— not as an
interrogation, but as an absolute statement of fact, —
he still held her this, as indissolubly as if priest, and
book, and ring, had gone to the welding of their

union. To him, the union of souls came before all

else; and if that had taken place, all that might follow

was but the outward indorsement of an accomplished
fact. Owing to her fear, mistrust, and deception,

nothing had followed. Their lives had been sundered;
they had gone different ways. He regarded himself

as being no more to her than any other man of her

acquaintance. During these years he had believed,

that her part in that evening's wedding of souls, had
existed in his imagination, only; and had no binding

effect upon her. But his, remained. Because those

words were true to him then, he had said them; and,
because he had said them, he would consider her his

wife, through life, — and after. It was the intuitive

understanding of this, which had emboldened Jane so

to sign her letter. But how would he reconcile that

signature, with the view of her conduct which he had
all along taken, without ever having the slightest

conception that there could be any other?

Then Jane remembered, with comfort, the irresist-

ible appeal made by Truth to the soul of the artist;

truth of line; truth of colour; truth of values; and, in

the realm of sound, truth of tone, of harmony, of

rendering, of conception. And when Nurse Rosemary
had said of his painting of "The Wife": "It is a
triumph of art" ; Garth had replied :

" It is a triumph of

truth." And Jane's own verdict on the look he had
seen and depicted was: " It is true— yes, it is true!"
Will he not realise now the truth of that signature;

I



34a The Roeary

and, if he realises it, will he not be glad in his loneli-

ness, that his wife should come to him; unless the

confessions and admissions of the letter cause him to

put her away as wholly unworthy?

Suddenly Jane understood the immense advantage

of the fact that he would hear every word of the rest

of her letter, knowing the conclusion, which she herself

could not possibly have put first. She saw a Higher

Hand in this arrangement; and said, as she watched

the minutes slowly pass: "He hath broken down the

middle wall of partition between us"; and a sense of

calm assurance descended, and garrisoned her soul

with peace.

The quarter of an hour was over.

Jane crossed the hall with firm, though noiseless

step; stood a moment on the threshold relegating her-

self completely to the background; then opened the

door; and Nurse Rosemary re-entered the library.



CHAPTER XXXIV

'LOVB NBVBR PAILBTH •»

GARTH was standing at the open w^n-low, vh-'u

Nurse Rosemaiy re-entered the library; ana '•«

did not turn, immediately.

She looked anxiously for the letter nd sav. i Iciiu

ready on her side of the table. It bore signs o ' lu . m

z

been much crumpled; looking almost as a Icitcr arght
appear which had been crushed into a ball; ilun^i into

the waste-paper basket; and afterwards reiiu vctl.

It had however been carefully smoothed out; and lay

ready to her hand.

When Garth turned from the window and passed to
his chair, his face bore the signs of a great struggle.

He looked as one who, sightless, has yet been making
frantic efforts to see. The ivory pallor was gone.

His face wa;: flushed; and his thick hair, which grew
in beautiful curves low upon his forehead and temples,

and was usually carefully brushed back in short-

cropped neatness, was now ruffled and disordered.

But his voice was completely \mder control, as he

turned towards his secretary.

"My dear Miss Gray," he said, "we have a difficult

task before us. I have received a letter, which it is

essential I should hear. I am obliged to ask you to

read it to me, because there is absolutely no one else

to whom I can prefer such a request. I cannot but
know that it will be a difficult and painful task for you,

feeling yourself an intermediary between two woxmded

343
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and sundered hearts. May I make it easier, my dear

little girl, by assuring you that I know of no one in

this world from whose lips I could listen to the con-

tents of that letter with less pain; and, failing my
own, there are no eyes beneath which I could less

grudgingly let it pass, there is no mind I could so

unquestioningly trust, to judge kindly, both of myself

and of the writer; and to forget faithfully, all which

was not intended to come within the knowledge of a
third person."

"Thank you, Mr. Dalmain," said Nurse Rose-

mary.

Garth leaned back in his chair, shielding his face

with his hand.

"Now, if you please," he said. And, very clearly

and quietly, Nurse Rosemary began to read.

"Dear Garth, As you will not let me come to you,

so that I could say, between you and me alone, that

which must be said; I am compelled to write it. It is

your own fault, Dal; and we both pay the penalty.

For how can I write to you freely when I know, that

as you listen, it will seem to you, of every word I am
writing, that I am dragging a third person into that

which ought to be, most sacredly, between you and
me alone. And yet, I must write freely; and I must
make you fully understand; because the whole of your

future life and mine, will depend upon your reply to

this letter. I must write as if you were able to hold

the letter in your own hands, and read it to yourself.

Therefore, if you cannot completely trust your secre-

tary, with the private history of your heart and mine;

bid her give it you back without turning this first

page; and let me come myself. Garth, and tell you all

the rest."
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"That is the bottom of the page," said Nurse

Rosemary; and waited.

Garth did not remove his hand. " I do completely

trust; and she must not come," he said.

Nurse Rosemary turned the page, and went on
reading.

"I want you to remember, Garth, that every word

I write, is the simple unvarnished truth. If you look

back over your remembrance of me, you will admit

that I am not naturally an untruthfxil person,

nor did I ever take easily to prevarication. But

Garth, I told you one lie; and that fatal exception

proves the rule of perfect truthfulness, which has

always otherwise held, between you and me; and,

please God, always will hold. The confession herein

contained, concerns that one lie; and I need not ask

you to realise how humbling it is to my pride to have

to force the hearing of a confession upon the man who
has already refused to admit me to a visit of friend-

ship. You will remember that I am not naturally

humble; and have a considerable amount of proper

pride; and, perhaps, by the greatness of the effort I

have had to make, you will be able to gauge the great-

ness ofmy love. God help you to do so— my darling;

my belovdd; my poor desolate boy!"

Nurse Rosemary stopped abruptly; for, at this

sudden mention of love, and at these words of unex-

pected tenderness from Jane, Garth had risen to his

feet, and taken two steps towards the window; as if

to escape from something too immense to be faced.

But, in a moment he recovered himself, and sat down
again, completely hiding his face with his hand.

Nurse Rosemary resumed the reading of the letter.

*'Ah, what a wrong I have done, both to you, and to



346 The Rosary

l!

I

myself I Dear, you remember the evening on the ter-

race at Shenstone, when you asked me to be— when
you called me— when I was— your wifef Garth, I

leave this last sentence as it stands, with its two
attempts to reach the truth. I will not cross them
out, but leave them to be read to you; for, you see

Garth, I finally arrived ! I was your wife. I did not
understand it then. I was intensely surprised; un-
believably inexperienced in matters of feeling; and
bewildered by the flood of sensation which swept me
off my feet and almost engulfed me. But even then
I knew that my soul arose and proclaimed you mate
and master. And when you held me, and your dear
head lay upon my heart, I knew, for the first time,

the meaning of the word ecstasy; and I could have
asked no kinder gift of heaven, than to prolong those

moments into hours."

Nurse Rosemary's quiet voice broke, suddenly; and
the reading ceased.

Garth was leaning forward, his head buried in his

hands, A dry sob rose in his throat, just at the very
moment when Nurse Rosemary's voice gave way.
Garth recovered first. Without lifting his head,

with a gesture of protective affection and S3rmpathy,

he Stretched his hand across the table.

" Poor little girl," he said, " I am so sorry. It is

rough on you. If only it had come when Brand was
here! I am afraid you must go on; but try to read
without realising. Leave the realising to me."
And Nurse Rosemary read on.

" When you lifted your head in the moonlight and
gazed long and earnestly at me— Ah, those dear
eyes!— your look suddenly made me self-conscious.

There swept over me a sense of my own exceeding
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plainness, and of how little there was in what those

dear eyes «!aw, to provide reason for that adoring

look. Overwhelmed with a shy shame I pressed your

head back to the place where the eyes would be hidden;

and I realise now what a different construction you
must have put upon that action. Garth, I assure

you, that when you lifted your head the second time,

and said: 'My wife,' it was the first suggestion to my
mind that this wonderful thing which was happening

meant— marriage. I know it must seem almost

incredible, and more like a child of eighteen, than a

woman of thirty. But you must remember, all my
dealings with men up to that hour, had been hand-

shakes, heartiest comradeship, and an occasional clap

on the shoulder given and received. And don't forget,

dear King of my heart, that, until one short week
before, you had been amongst the boys who called me
•good old Jane,' and addressed me in intimate con-

versation as 'my dear fellow'! Don't forget that I

had always looked upon you as years younger than

myself; and though a strangely sweet tie had grown

up between us, since the evening of the concert at

Overdene, I had never realised it as love. Well—
you will remember how I asked for twelve hours to

consider my answer; and you yielded, immediately;

(you were so perfect, all the time. Garth) and left me,

when I asked to be alone; left me, with a gesture I

have never forgotten. It was a revelation of the way
in which the love of a man Fuch as you, exalts the

woman upon whom it is outpoured. The hem of that

gown has been a sacred thing to me, ever since. It

is always with me, though I never wear it. — A
detailed account of the hours which followed, I shall

hope to give you some day, my dearest. I cannot

U\
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write it. Let me hurl on to paper, in all its crude
ugliness, the miserable fact which parted us; turning
our dawning joy to disillusion and sadness. Garth—
it was this. I did not believe your love would stand
the test of my plainness. I knew what a worshipper
of beauty you were; how you must have it, in one form
or another, always around you. I got out my diary in
which I had recorled verbatim our conversation about
the ugly preacher, whose face became illumined into
beauty, by the inspired glory within. And you added
that you never thought him ugly again; but he would
alwa3rs be plain. And you said it was not the sort
of face one would want to have always before one at
meals; but that you were not called upon to undergo
that discipline, which would be sheer martyrdom to
you.

I was so interested, at the time; and so amused
at the unconscious way in which you stood and ex-
plained this, to quite the plainest woman of your
acquaintance; that I recorded it very fully in my
journal. — Alas! On that important night, I read
the words, over and over, until they took morbid hold
upon my brain. Then—such is the self-consciousness

awakened in a woman by the fact that she is loved
and sought— I turned on all the lights around my
mirror, and critically and carefully examined the face
you would have to see every day behind your coffee-

pot at breakfast, for years and years, if I said 'Yes,'
on the morrow. Darling, I did not see myself through
your eyes, as, thank God, I have done since. And
/ did not trust your love to stand the test. It seemed
to me, I was saving both of us from future disappoint-
ment and misery, by bravely putting away present
joy, in order to avoid certain disenchantment. My
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belovdd, it will seem to you so coolly calculating, and
so mean; so unworthy of the great love you were even
then lavishing upon me. But remember, for years,

your remarkable personal grace and beauty had been
a source of pleasure to me; and I had pictured you
wedded to Pauline Lister, for instance, in her dazzling
whiteness, and soft radiant youth. So my morbid
self-consciousness said: 'What! This young Apollo,
tied to my ponderous plainness; growing handsomer
every year, while I grow older and plainer?' Ah,
darling! It sounds so unworthy, now we know what
our love is. But it sounded sensible and right that
night; and at last, with a bosom that ached, and arms
that hung heavy at the thought of being emptied of
all that joy, I made up my mind to say 'no.' Ah,
believe me, I had no idea what it already meant to
you. I thought you would pass on at once to another
fancy; and transfer your love to one more able to
meet your needs, at every point. Honestly, Garth,
I thought I should be the only one left desolate.—
Then came the question: how to refuse you. I knew
if I gave the true reason, you would argue it away,
and prove me wrong, with glowing words, before
which I should perforce 3rield. So— as I really

meant not to let you run the risk, and not to run it

myself— I lied to you, my belovdd. To you, whom
my whole being acclaimed King of my heart, Master
of my will; supreme to me, in love and life, — to you
I said: 'I cannot marry a mere boy.' Ah, darling!

I do not excuse it. I do not defend it, I merely
confess it; trusting to your generosity to admit, that
no other answer would have sent you away. Ah,
your poor Jane, left desolate! If you could have seen
her in the little church, calling you back; retracting

m
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and promising; listening for your returning footsteps,
in an agony of longing. But my Garth is not made
of the stuff which stands waiting on the door-mat of
a woman's indecision.

"The lonely year which followed so broke my nerve,
that Deryck Brand told me I was going all to pieces,
and ordered me abroad. I went, as you know; and in
other, and more vigorous, surroundings, there came to
me a saner view of life. In Egypt last March, on the
summit of the Great P3rramid, I made up my mind
that I could live without you no longer. I did not
see myself wrong; but I yearned so for your love, and
to pour mine upon you, my beloved, that I concluded
it was worth the risk. I made up my mind to take the
next boat home, and send for you. Then— oh, my
own boy— I heard. I wrote to you; and you would
not let me come.

"Now I know perfectly well, that you might say:
'She did not trust me when I had my sight. Now
that I cannot see, she is no longer afraid.' Garth,
you might say that; but it would not be true. I have
had ample proof lately that I was wrong, and ought
to have trusted you all through. What it is, I will
tell you later. All I can say now is:— that, if your
dear shining eyes could see, they would see, now, a
woman who is, trustfully and unquestioningly, all

your own. If she is doubtful of her face and figure,
she says quite simply: ' Theypleased him; and they are
just his. I have no further right to criticise them.
If he wants them, they are not mine, but his.' Dar-
ling, I cannot tell you now, how I have arrived at this
assurance. But I have had proofs beyond words,
of your faithfulness and love.

"The question, therefore, simply resolves itself into
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this: Can you forgive me? If you can forgive me. I

can come to you at once. If this thing is past for-

giveness, I must make up my mind to stay away.
But, oh, my own Dear,— the bosom on which once
you laid your head, waits for you with the longing
ache of lonely years. If you need it, do not thrust
it from you.

"Write me one word by your own hand :
' Forgiven.*

It is all I ask. When it reaches me, I will come to
you at once. Do not dictate a letter to your secretary.

I could not bear it. Just write— if you can tnily

write it— 'Forgiven'; and send it to

Your Wife.

The room was very still, as Nurse Rosemary finished

reading: and, la3dng down the letter, silently waited.

She wondered for a moment whether she could get

herself a glass of water, without disturbing him; but
decided to do without it.

At last Garth lifted his head.

"She has asked me to do a thing impossible," he
said; and a slow smile illumined his drawn face.

Jane clasped her hands upon her breast.

"Can you not write 'forgiven'? asked Nurse Rose-
mary, brokenly.

"No," said Garth. "I cannot. Little girl, give

me a sheet of paper, and a pencil."

Nurse Rosemary placed them close to his hand.
Garth took up the pencil. He groped for the paper;

felt the edges with his left hand; found the centre

with his fingers; and, in large firm letters, wrote one
word.

"Is that legible?" he asked, passing it across to

Nurse Rosemary.

*
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"Quite legible," she said; for she answered before

it was blotted by her tears.

Instead of "forgiven," Garth had written: "Loved."
"Can you post it at once?" Garth asked, in a low

eager voice. "And she will come— oh, my God,
she will come t If we catch to-night's mail, she may be
here the day after to-morrow!"

Nurse Rosemary took up the letter; and, by an
almost superhuman effort, spoke steadily.

"Mr. Dalmain," she said; "there is a postcript to

this letter. It says: 'Write to The Palace Hotel,

Aberdeen.'"

Garth sprang up, his whole &ce and figure alive

with excitement.

"In Aberdeen?" he cried. "Jane, in Aberdeen!
Oh, my God ! If she gets this paper to-morrow morn-
ing, she may be here any time in the day. Jane I

Jane! Dear little Rc^emary, do you hear? Jane will

come to-morrow! Didn't I tell you something was
going to happen? You and Simpson were too British

to understand; but Margery knew; and the woods
told us it was Joy coming through Pain. Could that

be posted at once, Miss Gray?"
The May-Day mood was upon him again. His face

shone. His figure was electric with expectation. Nurse
Rosemary sat at the table watching him; her fhin in

her hands. A tender smile dawned on her lips, out

of keeping with her supposed face and figure; so full

was it of the glorious expectation of a mature and per-

fect love.

"I will go to the post office myself, Mr. Dalmain,"
she said. "I shall be glad of the walk; and I can be
back by tea-time."

At the post office she did not post the word in Garth's
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handwriting. That lay hidde^ in her bosom. But
she sent off two telegrams. The first to

The Duchess of Meldrum,

Palace Hotel, Aberdeen.

"Come here by $.$o train without fail this evening.**

The second to

Sir Deryck Brand,

Wimpole Street, London,

**AU is nght," '

iM
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KI7R8E ROSEMARY HAS HBR RBWAKO

DALMAIN," said Nurse Rosemary, with
patient insistence, " I really do want you to sit

down, and give your mind to the tea-table. How can
you remember where each thing is placed, if you
keep jumping up, and moving your chair into differ-

ent positions? And last time you pounded the table
to attract my attention, which was already anxiously
fixed upon you, you nearly knocked over your own tea,

and sent floods of mine into the saucer. If you cannot
behave better, I shall ask Margery for a pinafore, and
sit you up on a high chair!"

Garth stretched his legs in front of him, and his

arms over his head; and lay back in his chair, laughing
joyously.

"Then I shotild have to say: ' Please, Nurse, may I

get down?' What a cheeky little thing you are
becoming! And you used to be qvdte oppressively
polite. I suppose you would answer: 'If you say
your grace nicely, Master Garth, you may.' Do you
know the story of 'T.»mmy, you should say Your
Grace'?"

" You have told it to me twice in the last forty-eight

hours," said Nurse Rosemary, patiently.

"Oh, what a pity! I felt so like telling it now. If

you had really been the sort of sympathetic person
Sir Deryck described, you would have said: 'No; and
I should so love to hear it

!
'
"
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**No; and I should so love to hear it!" said Nune
Rosemary.

"Too latel That sort of thing, to have any value

should be spontaneous. It need not be true; but it

must be spontaneous. But, talking of a high chair, —
when you say those chaffy things in a voice like

Jane's, and just as Jane would have said them— oh,

my wigl— Do you know, that is the duchess's only
original little swear. All the rest are quotations.

And when she says: *My wig!' we all try not to look

at it. It is usually slightly awry. The toucan tweaks
it. He is so very loving, dear bird!"

"Now hand me the buttered toast," said Nurse
Rosemary; "and don't tell me any more naughty
stories about the duchess. No! "That is the thin

bread-and-butter. I told you you would lose your
bearings. The toast is in a warm plate on your right.

Now let us make believe I am Miss Champion, and
hand it to me, as nicely as you will be handing it to

her, this time to-morrow."
" It is easy to make believe you are Jane, with that

voice," said Garth; "and yet — I don't know. I

have never really associated you with her. One little

sentence of old Rob's made all the difference to me.
He said you had fluffy floss-silk sort of hair. No one
could ever imagine Jane with fluffy floss-silk sort of

hair! Aiid I believ^ that one sentence saved the

situation. Otherwi.-e, your voice would have driven

me mad, those first days. As it was, I used to wonder
sometimes if I could possibly bear it. You understand

why, now; don't you? And yet, in a way, it is not

like hers. Hers is deeper; and she often speaks with

a delicious kind of drawl, and uses heaps of slang; and
you are such a very proper little person; and possess

f
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1.

what the primers call 'perfectly correct diction.*
What fun it would be to hear you and Jane talk
together! And yet— I don't know. I should be on
thorns, all the time."

"Why?"
"I should be so awfully afraid lest you should not

like one another. You see, you have really, in a way,
been more to me than any one else in the world; and
she— well, she is my world," said Garth, simply.
"And I should be so afraid lest she should not fully
appreciate you; and you should not quite understand
her. She has a sort of way of standing and looking
people up and down, and women hate it; especially
pretty fluflfy little women. They feel she spots all the
things that come off."

"Nothing of mine comes off," murmured Nurse
Rosemary, "excepting my patient, when he will not
stay on his chair."

"Once," continued Garth, with the gleeful enjoy-
ment in his voice which always presaged a story in
which Jane figured; "there was a fearfully silly little
woman staying at Overdene, when a lot of us were
there. We never could make out why she was in-
cluded in one of the duchess's 'best parties,' except
that the dear duchess vastly enjoyed taking her off,
and telling stories about her; and we could not appre-
ciate the cleverness of the impersonation, unless we
had seen the original. She was rather pretty, in a
fussy, curiing-tongs, wax-doll sort of way; but she
never could let her appearance alone, or allow people
to forget it. Almost every sentence she spoke, drew
attention to it. We got very sick of it, and asked
Jane to make her shut up. But Jane said :' It doesn't
hurt you, boys; and it pleases her. Let her be.' Jane
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was always extra nice to people, if she suspected they
were asked down in order to make sport for the duchess
afterwards. Jane hated that sort of thing. She
couldn't say much to her aunt; but we had to be ver.y
careful how we egged the duchess on, if Jane was
within hearing. Well— one evening, after tea, a
little group of us were waiting around the fire in the
lower hall, to talk to Jane. It was Christmas time.
The logs looked so jolly on the hearth. The red
velvet curtains were drawn right across, covering the
terrace door and the windows on either side. Tommy
sat on his perch, in the centre of the group, keeping
a keen look-out for cigarette ends. Outside, the
worid was deep in snow; and that wonderful silence
reigned; making the talk and laughter within all the
more gay by contrast— you know, that penetrating
silence; when trees, and fields, and paths, are covered
a foot thick in soft sparkling whiteness. I always
look forward, just as eageriy, each winter to the first

sight— ah, I forgot! . . . Fancy never seeing snow
again! . . . Never mind. It is something to remem-
ber having seen it; and I shall hear the wonderful
snow-silence more cleariy than ever. Perhaps before
other people pull up the blinds, I shall be able to say:
'There's been a fall of snow in the night.' What was
I telling you? Yes, I remember. About little Mrs.
Fussy. Well— all the women had gone up to dress
for dinner; excepting Jane, who never needed more
than half an hour; and Fussy, who was being sprightly,
in a laboured way; and fancied herself the centre of
attraction which kept us congregated in the hall.

As a matter of fact, we were waiting to tell Jane some
private news we had just heard about a young chap
in the guards, who was in fearful hot water for ragging.

*'

i
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His colonel was an old friend of Jane's, and we thought
she could put in a word, and improve matters for
Billy. So Mrs. Fussy was very much 'de trop,' and
didn't know it. Jane was sitting with her back to
all of us, her feet on the fender, and her skirt turned
up over her knees. Oh, there was another one,
underneath; a handsome silk thing, with rows of little
frills, — which you wo- Id think should have gone on
outside. But Jane's best things are never paraded;
always hidden. I don't mean clothes, now; but her
splendid self. Well— little Fussy was 'chatting'—
she never talked— about herself and her conquests;
quite unconscious that we aU wished her at Jericho.
Jane went on reading the evening paper; but she felt
the atmosphere growing restive. Presently— ah, but
I must not tell you the rest. I have just remem-
bered. Jane made us promise never to repeat it.

She thought it detrimental to the other woman. But
we just had time for our confab; and Jane caught the
evening post with the letter which got Billy off scot-
free; and yet came down punctually to dinner, better
dressed than any of them. We felt it rather hard
luck to have to promise; because we had each counted
on being the first to tell the story to the duchess.
But, you know, you always have to do as Tane savs."
"Why?"

^

"Oh, I don't know! I can't explain why. If you
knew her, you would not need to ask. Cake. Miss
Gray?"

"Thank you. Right, this time."
"There! That is exactly as Jane would have said:

* Right, this time. ' Is it not strange that after having
for weeks thought your voice so like hers, to-morrow
I shall be thinking her voice.so like yours?"
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"Oh no, you will not," said Nurse Rosemary,
"When she is with you, you will have no thoughts for

other people."

"Indeed, but I shall!" cried Garth. "And, dear
little Rosemary, I shall miss you, horribly. No one—
not even she— can take your place. And, do you
know," he leaned forwaid, and a troubled look clouded
the gladness of his face; " I am beginning to feel an-

xious about it. She has not seen me since the acci-

dent. I am afraid it will give her a shock. Do you
think she will find me much changed?"
Jane looked at the sightless face, turned so anxiously

toward her. She remembered that morning in his

room, when he thought himself alone with Dr. Rob;
and, leaving the shelter of the wJl, sat up to speak,

and she saw his face for the first time. She remem-
bered turning to the fireplace, so that Dr. Rob should
not see the tears raining down her cheeks. She looked
again at Garth— now growing conscious for the first

time, of his disfigurement; and then, only for her sake
— and an almost overwhelming tenderness gripped

her heart. She glanced at the clock. She could not

hold out much longer.

"Is it very bad?" said Garth; and his voice shook.

"I cannot answer for another woman," replied

Nurse Rosemary; "but I should think your face, just

as it is, will always be her joy."

Garth flushed; pleased and relieved, but slightly

surprised. There was a quality in Nurse Rosemary's
voice, for which he could not altogether account.

" But then, she will not be accustomed to my blind

ways," he continued. "I am afraid I shall seem so

helpless and so blundering. She has not been in

Sightless Land, as you and I have been. She does not

f
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know aU our plans of cords, and notches, and things.
Ah, little Rosemary! Promise not to leave me to-mor-
row. I want Her— only God, knows how I want
her; but I begin to be half afraid. It will be so won-
derful, for the great essentials; but, for the little

every-day happenings, which are so magnified by the
darkness, oh, my kind unseen guide, how I shall need
you. At first I thought it lucky you had settled to
go, just when she is coming; but now, just because she
is coming, I cannot let you go. Having her, will be
wonderful beyond words; but it will not be the same
as having you."

Nurse Rosemary was receiving her reward, and she
appeared to find it rather overwhelming.
As soon as she could speak, she said, gently: "Don't

excite yourself over it, Mr. Dalmain. Believe me,
when yo.i have been with her for five minutes, you
will find it just the same as having me. And how do
you know she has not also been in Sightless Land?
A nurse would do that sort of thing, because she was
very keen on her profession, and on making a success
of her case. The woman who loves you, would do
it for love of you."

" It would be like her," said Garth; and leaned back,
a look of deep contentment gathering on his face.
"Oh, Jane! Jane! She is coming! She is coming!"
Nurse Rosemary looked at the clock.

"Yes; she is coming," she said; and though her
voice was steady, her hands trembled. "And, as it
is our last evening together under quite the same cir-
cumstances as during all these weeks, will you agree
to a plan of mine? I must go upstairs now, and do
some packing, and make a few arrangements. But will
you dress early? I will do the same; and if you
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cotild be down in the library by half past six. we might
have some music before dinner."

"Why certainly," said Garth. "It makes no dif-
ference to me at what time I dress; and I am always
ready for music. But, I say: I wish you were not
packing, Miss Gray."

"I rm not exactly packing up," replied Nurse
Rosemary. " I am packing things away."

" It is all the same, if it means leaving. But you
have promised not to go until she comes?"

"I will not go— until she comes."
"And you will tell her all the things she ought to

know?"
"She -hall know all / know, which could add to

your comfort."

"And you will not leave me, until I am really—
well, getting on all right?"

"I will never leave you, while you need me," said
Nurse Rosemary. And again Garth detected that
peculiar quality in her voice. He rose, and came
towards where he heard her to be standing.
"Do you know, you are no end of a brick," he said,

with emotion. Then he held out both hands towards
her. "Put your hands in mine just for once, little
Rosemary. I want to try to thank you."
There was a moment of hesitation. Two strong

capable hands— strong and capable, though, just
then, they trembled— neariy went home to his; but
were withdrawn just in time. Jane's hour was not
yet. :i his was Nurse Rosemary's moment of triumph
and success. It should not be taken from her.

"This evening," she said, softly; "after the music,
we will— shake hands. Now be careful, sir. You
are stranded. Wait. Here is the garden-cord, just
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to your left. Take a little air on the terrace ; and sing
again the lovely song I heard under my window this
morning. And now that you know what it is that is
•going to happen,' this exquisite May-Day evening
will fill you with tender expectation. Good-bye, sir— for an hour."

"What has come to little Rosemary?" mused
Garth, as he felt for his cane, in its comer by the
window. "We could not have gone on indefinitely
quite as we have been, since she came in from the
post office."

He walked on; a troubled look clouding his face
Suddenly it lifted, and he stood still, and laughed
"Duffer!" he said. "Oh, what a conceited duffer!
She IS thinking of her 'young man.' She is going to
him to-morrow; and her mind is full of him; just as
mine is full of Jane. Dear, good, clever, little Rose-
mary! I hope he is worthy of her. No; that, he can-
not be. I hope he knows he is >w/ worthy of her. That
is more to the point. I hope he will receive her as
she expects. Somehow, I hate letting her go to him.
Oh, hang the fellowl— as Tommy would say."

uMk



CHAPTER XXXVI

THB REVELATION OP THE ROSART

SIMPSON was crossing the hall just before half past
six o clock. He had left his master in the library.

He heard a rustle just above him; and, looking up.
saw a tall figure descending the wide oak staircase
Simpson stood transfixed. The soft black evening-

gown, with its trailing folds, and old lace at the bosom,
did not impress him so much as the quiet look of
certainty and power on the calm face above them.

"Simpson," said Jane, "my aunt, the Duchess of
Meldrum, and her maid.and her footman, and a rather
large quantity of luggage, will be arriving from Aber-
deen, at about half past seven. Mrs. Graem knows
about preparing rooms; and I have given James orders
for meeting the train with the brougham, and the
luggage-cart. The duchess dislikes motors. When
Her Grace arrives, you can show her into the libraryWe will dine in the dining-room at a quarter past
eight. Meanwhile. Mr. Dalmain and myself are par-
ticularly engaged just now, and must not be disturbed
on any account, untU the duchess's arrival. You
quite understand?"

"Yes, miss— m'lady," stammered Simpson. He
had been boot-boy in a ducal household early in his
career; and he considered duchesses' nieces to be
people before whom one should bow down.
Jane smiled. "

' Miss ' is quite suflicient, Simpson,"
she said; and swept towards the library.

1
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Garth heard her enter, and close the door; and his
quick ear caught the rustle of a train.

" Hullo, Miss Gray," he said. " Packed your uni-
form?"

'• Yes," said Jane. " I told you I was packing."
She came slowly across the room, and stood on the

hearth-rug looking down at him. He was in full

evening-dress, just as at Shenstone on that memorable
night; and, as he sat well back in his deep arm-chair,
one knee crossed over the other, she saw the crimsm
line of his favourite silk socks.

Jane stood looking down upon him. Her hour had
come at last. But even now she must, for his sake,
be careful and patient.

"I did not hear the song," she said.

"No," replied Garth. "At first, I forgot. And
when I remembered, I had been thinking of other
things, and somehow — ah. Miss Gray! I cannot sing
to-night. My soul is dumb with longing."

"I know," said Jane, gently; "and I am going to
sing to you."

A faint look of surprise crossed Garth's face. "Do
you sing? " he asked. " Then why have you not sune
before?"

"When I arrived," said Jane, "Dr. Rob asked me
whether I played. I saiu: 'A little.' Thereupon he
concluded I sang a little, too; and he forbade me,
most peremptorily, either to play a little, or sing a
little, to you. He said he did not want you driven
altogether mad."

Garth burst out laughing.

"How like old Robbie," he said. "And, in spite
of his injunctions, are you going to take the risk, and
' sing a little,' to me. to-night?"
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"No." said Jane. "I take no risks. I am going
- sing you one song. Here is the purple cord, at

v..ur right hand. There is nothing between you and
the piano

;
and you are facing towards it. If you want

to stop me— you can come. '

She walked to the instrument, and sat down.
Over the top of the grand-piano, she could see him,

leaning back in his chair; a slightly amused smile
playing about his lips. He was evidently still enjoy-
ing the humour of Dr. Rob's prohibition.
The Rosary has but one opening chord. She struck

it; her eyes upon his face. She saw him sit up, in-
stan::y; a look of surprise, expectation, bewilderment,
gathering there.

Then she began to sing. The deep rich voice, low
and vibrant, as the softest tone of 'cello, thrilled into
the startled silence.

"The hours I spent with thee, dear heart,
Are as a string of pearls to me;
I count them over, every one apart,

My rosary; my rosary.

Each hour a pearl— "

Jace got no further.

Garth had risen. He spoke no word; but he was
coming blindly over to the piano. She turned on the
music-stool, her arms held out to receive him. Now
he had found the woodwork. His hand crashed down
upon the bass. Now he had found her. He was on
his knees, his arms around her. Hers enveloped him— yeam:ng, tender, hungry with the repressed longing
of all those hard weeks.

He lifted his sightless face to hers, for one moment.
•' You ? " he said. " You? You — all the time ? '

'

Then he hid his face in the soft lace at her breast.



366 The Rosaiy

"Oh, my boy, my darling!" said Jane, tenderly;
holding the dear head close. "Yes; I, all the time;
all the time near him, in his loneliness and pain.
Could I have stopped away? But, oh. Garth! What
it is, at last to hold you, and touch you, and feel you
here! . . . Yes, it is I. Oh, my belovdd, are you not
quite sure? Who else could hold you thus? . . .

Take care, my darling! Come over to the couch,
just here; and sit beside me."
Garth rose, and raised her, without loosing her; and

she guided herself and him to a safer seat close by.
But there again he flung himself upon his knees, and
held her; his arras around her waist; his face hidden
in the shelter of her bosom.

"Ah, darling, darling," said Jane softly, and her
hands stole up behind his head, with a touch of un-
speakable protective tenderness; "it has been so sweet
to wait upon my boy; and help him in his darkness;
and shield him from unnecessary pain; and be always
there, to meet his every need. But I could not come— myself— until he knew; and understood; and had
forgiven— no, not 'forgiven'; understood, and yet
still loved. For he does now understand? And he
does forgive? ... Oh, Garth! ... Oh hush, my
darling! . . . You frighten me ! . . . No, I will never
leave you; never, never! ... Oh, can't you under-
stand, my beloved? . . . Then I must tell you more
plainly. Darling, — do be still, and listen. Just for
a few days we must be— as we have been; only my
boy will know it is I who am near him. Aunt 'Gina
is coming this evening. She will be here in half an
hour. Then, as soon as possible, we will get a special
license; and ws will be married, Garth; and then—

"

Jane paused: and the man who knelt beside her, held
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his breath to listen— "and then," continued Jane in
a low tender voice, which gathered in depth of sacr i
mystery, yet did not falter— "then it will be my
highest joy, to be always with my husband, night
and day."

A long sweet silence. The tempest of emotion in
her arms, was hushed to rest. The eternal voice of
perfect love had whispered: "Peace, be still"; and
there was a great calm.

At last Garth lifted his head. "Always? Always
together?" he said. "Ah, that will be 'perpetual
light!'"

^

When Simpson, pale with importance, flung open
the library door, and announced: "Her Grace, the
Duchess of Meldrum." Jane was seated at the p'iano,
playing soft dreamy chords; and a slim young man.
in evening dress, advanced with eager hospitality to
greet his guest.

The duchess either did not see. or chose to ignore
the guiding cord. She took his outstretched hand
warmly in both her own.
"Goodness gracious, my dear Dal! How you sur-

prise me! I expected to find you blind! And here
you are, striding about, just your old handsome self!"
"Dear Duchess." said Garth, and stooping, kissed

the kind old hands still holding his; " I cannot see you,
I am sorry to say; but I don't feel very blind to-night.
My darkness has been lightened, by a joy beyond
expression."

"Oh ho! So that's the way the land lies! Now
which are you going to marry? The nurse, — who, I
gather, is a most respectable young person, and highly
recommended; or that hussy. Jane; who, without the



368 The Rosary

lit ;.

smallest compunction, orders her poor aunt from one

end of the kingdom to the other, to suit her own
convenience?"

Jane came over from the piano, and slipped her

hand through her lover's arm.

"Dear Aunt 'Gina," she said; "you know you

loved coming; because you enjoy a mystery, and like

being a dear old 'Deus-ex-machina,' at the right

moment. And he is going to marry them both;

because they both love him far too dearly ever to

leave him again; and he seems to think he cannot do

without either." i

The duchess looked at the two radiant faces; one

sightless; the other, with glaJ proud eyes for both;

and her own filled with tears.

"Hoity-toity!" she said. "Are we in Salt Lake

City? Well, we always thought one girl would not

do for Dal; he would need the combined perfections

of several; and he appears to think he has found them.

God bless you both, you absurdly happy people; and

I will bless you, too ; but not until I have dined. Now,
ring for that very nervous person, with side-whiskers;

and tell him I want my maid, and my room, and I

want to know where they have put my Toucan. I

had to bring him, Jane. He is so loving, dear bird!

I knew you would think him in the way; but I really

could not leave him behind."

ill :
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CHAPTER XXXVII

**1K THE PACE OP THIS CONGREGATION**

rE society paragraphs would have described it as
" a very quiet wedding," when Garth and Jane, a

few days later, were pronounced "man and wife to-

gether," in the little Episcopal church among the hills.

Perhaps, to those who were present, it stands out

rather as an unusual wedding, than as a quiet one.

To Garth and Jane the essential thing was to be

married, and left to themselves, with as little delay

as possible. They could not be induced to pay any
attention to details as to the manner in which this

desired end was to be attained. Jane left it entirely

to the doctor, in one practical though casual sentence

:

"Just make sure it is valid, Dicky; and send us in the

bills."

The duchess, being a true conservative, early began

mentioning veils, orange-blossom, and white satin;

but Jane said: "My dear Aunt! Fancy me— in

orange-blossom! I should look like a Christmas pan-

tomime. And I never wear veils, even in motors; and
white satin is a form of clothing I have always had the

wisdom to avoid."

"Then in what do you intend to be married, un-

natural girl?" inquired the duchess.
" In whatever I happen to put on, that morning,"

replied Jane, knotting the silk of a soft crimson cord

she was knitting; and glancing out of the window,
t^ where Garth sat smoking, on the terrace.
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"Have you a time-table?" inquired her Grace of
Meldrum, with dangerous calmness. " And can you
send me to the station this afternoon?"
"We can always send to the station, at a moment's

notice," said Jane, working in a golden strand, and
considering the effect. "But where are you going,
dear Aunt 'Gina? You know Deryck and Flower
arrive this evening."

" I am washing my hands of you, and going South,"
said the duchess, wrathfuUy.

"Don't do that, dear," said Jane, placidly. "You
have washed your hands of me so often; and, like

the blood of King Duncan of Scotland, I am upon
them still. 'All the perfumes of Arabia will not
sweeten this little hand.'" Then, raising her voice:
" Garth, if you want to walk, just give a call. I am
here, talking over my trousseau with Aunt 'Gina."

" What is a trousseau ? " came back in Garth's happy
voice.

"A thing you get into to be married," said Jane.
"Then let's get into it quickly," shouted Garth, with

enthusiasm.

" Dear Aunt,"said Jane, " let us make a compromise.
I have some quite nice clothes upstairs, including Red-
fern tailor-mades, and several uniforms. Let your
maid look through them, and whatever you select,

and she puts out in readiness on my wedding morning,
I promise to wear."

This resulted in Jane appearing at the church in a
long blue cloth coat and skirt, handsomelyembroidered
with gold, and suiting her large figure to perfection;

a deep yellow vest of brocaded silk; and old lace

ruffles at neck and wrists.

Garth was as anxious aboujjjis wedding garments.
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as Jane had been indifferent over hers; but he had so

often been in requisition as best-man at town weddings,

that Simpson had no difficulty in turning him out

in the acme of correct bridal attire. And very

handsome he looked, as he stood waiting at the chancel

steps; not watching for his bride; but obviously listen-

ing for her; for, as Jane came up the church on Deryck's

arm. Garth slightly turned his head and smiled.

The duchess— resplendent in purple satin and

ermine, with white plumes in her bonnet, and many

jewelled chains depending from her, which rattled and

tinkled, in the silence of the church, every time she

nioved— was in a front pew on the left, ready to give

her niece away.

In a corresponding seat, on the opposite side, as

near as possible to the bridegroom, sat Margery Graem,

in black silk, with a small quilted satin bonnet, and a

white lawn kerchief folded over the faithful old heart

which had beaten in tenderness for Garth since his

babyhood. She turned her head anxiously, every

time the duchess jingled; but otherwise kept her eyes

fixed on the marriage service, in a large-print prayer

book in her lap. Margery was not used to the Epis-

copal service, and she had her "doots" as to whether

it could possibly be gone through correctly, by all

parties concerned. In fact this anxiety of old Mar-

gery's increased so painfully when the ceremony

actually commenced, that it took audible form; and

she repeated all the answers of the bridal pair, in an

impressive whisper, after them.

Dr. Rob, being the only available bachelor, did duty

as best-man; Jane having stipulated that he should

not be intrusted with the ring; her previous observa-

tions leading her to conclude that he would most
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probably slip it unconsciously on to his finger, and
then search through all his own pockets and all Garth's,
and begin taking up the church matting, before it

occurred to him to look at his hand. Jane would not
have minded the diversion, but she did object to any
delay. So the ring went to church in Garth's waist-
coat pocket, where it had lived since Jane brought it

out from Aberdeen; and, without any fumbling or
hesitation, was quietly laid byhim upon the open book.

Dr. Rob had charge of the fees for clerk, verger,
bell-ringers, and every person, connected with the
church, who could possibly have a tip pressed upon
them. Garth was generous in his gladness, and
eager to do all things in a manner worthy of the great
gift made fully his that day. So Dr. Rob was well
provided with the wherewithal; and this he jingled
in his pockets as soon as the exhortation commenced,
and his interest in the proceedings resulted in his fatal
habit of unconsciousness of his own actions. Thus he
and the duchess kept up a tinkling duet, each hearing
the other, and not their own sounds. So the duchess
glared at Dr. Rob; and Dr. Rob frowned at the duchess;
and old Margery looked tearfully at both.
Deryck Brand, the tallest man in the church, his

fine figure showing to advantage in the long frock
coat with silk facings, which Lady Brand had pro-
nounced indispensable to the occasion, retired to a
seat beside his wife, just behind old Margery, as soon
as he had conducted Jane to Garth's side. As Jane
removed her hand from his arm, she turned and smiled
at him; and a long look passed between them. All
the memories, all the comprehension, all the trust and
affection of years, seemed to concentrate in that look;
and Lady Brand's eyes dropped to her dainty white
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and gold prayer-book. She had neverknown jealousy

;

the doctor had never given her any possible reason

for acquiring that cruel knowledge. His Flower

bloomed for him; and her fragrance alone made his

continual joy. All other lovely women were mere

botanical specimens, to be examined and classified.

But Flower had never quite understood the depth of

the friendship between her husband and Jane, founded

on the associations and aspirations of childhood and

early youth, and a certain similarity of character

which would not have wedded well, but which worked

out into a comradeship, providing a source of strength

for both. Of late. Flower had earnestly tried to share,

even while failing to comprehend, it.

Perhaps she, in her pale primrose gown, with daffo-

dils at her waist, and sunbeams in her golden hair,

was the most truly bridal figure in the church. As

the doctor turned from the bride, and sought his

place beside her in the pew, he looked at the sweet

face, bent so demurely over the prayer-book, and

thought he had never seen his wife look more entranc-

ingly lovely. Unconsciously his hand strayed to the

white rosebud she had fastened in his coat as they

strolled round the conservatory together that morning.

Flower, glancing up, surprised his look, '"'.e did not

think it right to smile in church; but a d ite wave

of colour swept over her face, and her cheek leaned as

near the doctor's shoulder, as the size of her hat would

allow. Flower felt quite certain that was a look the

doctor had never given Jane.

The service commenced. The short-sighted clergy-

man, very nervous, and rather overwhelmed by the

unusual facts of a special license, a blind bridegroom,

and the reported presence of a duchess, began reading
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very fast, in an undertone, which old Margery could
not follow, though her finger, imprisoned in unwonted
kid, humed along the lines. Then conscious of his
nustake, he slowed down, and became too impressive;
making long nerve-straining pauses, filled in by the
tmkling of the duchess, and the chinking in Dr. Rob's
trousers-pockets.

Thus they arrived at the demand upon the congre-
gation, if they could show any just cause why these
two persons might not lawfully be joined together,
now to speak— and the pause here was so long, and
so overpowering, that old Margery said "nay"; and
then gave a nervous sob. The bridegroom turned
and smiled in the direction of the voice; and the
doctor, leaning forward, laid his hand on the trembling
shoulder, and whispered: "Steady, old friend. It is
all right."

There was no pause whatever after the solemn
charge to the couple; so if Garth and Jane had any
secrets to disclose, they had perforce to keep them
for after discussion.

Then Jane found her right hand firmly clasped in
Garth's; and no inadequacy of the Church's mouth-
piece could destroythe exquisite beautyof the Church's
words, in which Garth was asked if he would take her
to be his own.
To this, Garth, and old Margery, said they would;

with considerable display of emotion.
Then the all-comprehensive question was put to

Jane; the Church seeming to remind her gently, that
she took him in his blindness, with all which that
might entail.

Jane said: " I will "; and the deep, tender voice, was
the voice of " The Rosary."
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When the words were uttered, Garth lifted the hand
he held, and reverently kissed it.

This was not in the rubric, and proved disconcerting

to the clergyman. He threw up his head suddenly,
and inquired: "Who giveth this woman to be married
to this man?" And as, for the moment, there was no
response, he repeated the question wildly, gazing into

distant comers of the church.

Then the duchess, who up to that time had been
feeling a little bored, realised that her moment had
come, and rejoiced. She sailed out of her pew, and
advanced to the chancel step.

"My dear good man," she said; "/ give my niece

away; having come north at considerable inconven-
ience for that express purpose. Now, go on. What
do we do next?"

Dr. Rob broke into an uncontrollable chuckle. The
duchess lifted her lorgnette, and surveyed him.
Margery searched her prayer-book in vain for the

duchess's response. It did not appear to be there.

Flower looked in distressed appeal at tue doctor.

But the doctor was studjring, with grave intentness,

a stencilled pattern on the chancel roof; and paid no
attention to Flower's nudge.

The only people completely unconscious of anything
unusual in the order of proceedings, appeared to be
the bride and bridegroom. They were taking each
other "in the sight of God, and in the face of this

congregation." They were altogether absorbed in

each other, standing together in the sight of God; and
the deportment of "this congregation," was a matter
they scarcely noticed. " People always behave gro-

tesquely at weddings," Jane had said to Garth, before-

hand i "and ours will be no exception to the general
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rule. But we can close our eyes, and stand together
in Sightless Land; and Deryck will take care it is
valid."

^^

"Not in Sightless Und, my belovdd," said Garth;
"but in the Land where they need no candle neither
light of the sun. However, and wherever, I take you
as my wife, I shall be standing on the summit of God's
heaven."

So they stood; and in their calmness the church
hushed to silence. The service proceeded; and the
minister, who had not known how to keep them from
clasping hands when ^he rubric did not require it,
found no difficulty in inducing them to do so again.
So they took each other— these two, who were so

deeply each other's already— solemnly, reverently,
tenderly, in the sight of God, they took each other,
according to God's holy ordinance; and the wedding
ring, type of that eternal love which has neither
beginning nor ending, passed from Garth's pocket,
over the Holy Book, on to Jane's finger.

When it was over, she took his arm; and leaning
upon it, so that he could feel she leaned, guided him
to the vestry.

Afterwards, in the brougham, for those few precious
minutes, when husband and wife find themselves
alone for the first time, Garth turned to Jane with an
eager naturalness, which thrilled her heart as no
studied speech could have done. He did not say:
"My wife." That unique moment had been theirs,'
three years before.

"Dearest," he said, "how soon will they all go?
How soon shall we be quite alone ? Oh, why couldn't
they drive to the station from the church?"

,

Jane looked at her watch. "Because we must

im
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lunch them, dear," she said. "Think how good they
have all been. And we could not start our married
life by being inhospitable. It is just one o'clock; and
we ordered luncheon at half past. Their train leaves
the station at half past four. In three hours, Garth,
we shall be alone."

"Shall I be able to behave nicely for three hours?"
exclaimed Garth, boyishly.

"You must," said Jane, "or I shall fetch Nurse
Rosemary."

"Oh hush!" he said. "All that is too precious,
to-day, for chaflf. Jane " — he turned suddenly, and
laid his hand on hers— "Jane I Do you understand
that you are now— actually— my wife?"

Jane took his hand, and held it against her heart,
just where she so often had pressed her own, when she
feared he would hear it throbbing.
"My darling," she said, "I do not understand it.

But I know— ah, thank Godl— I know it to be
true."
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the terrace— silvery, white,MOONLIGHT on
serene.

Garth and Jane had stepped out into the brightness;
and, finding the night so warm and still, and the
nightingales filling the woods and hills with soft-
throated music, they moved their usual fireside chairs
close to the parapet, and sat there in restful comfort,
listening to the sweet sounds of the quiet night.
The solitude was so perfect; the restfulness so com-

plete. Garth had removed the cushion seat from his
chair, and placed it on the gravel; and sat at his wife's
feet leaning against her knees. She stroked his hair
and brow softly, as they talked; and every now and
then he put up his hand, drew hers to his lips, and
kissed the ring he had never seen.

Long tender silences fell between them. Now that
they were at last alone, thoughts too deep, joys too
sacred for words, trembled about them; and silence
seemed to express more than speech. Only, Garth
could not bear Jane to be for a moment out of reach
of his hand. What to another would have been: "I
cannot let her out of my sight," was, to him, "

I cannot
let her be beyond my touch." And Jane fully under-
stood this; and let him feel her every moment within
reach. And the bliss of this, was hers, as well as his;
for sometimes it had seemed to her as if the hunger
in her heart, caused by those long weeks of waiting,
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7^*^'''uTu''^f ^°' ^' *"** y** "b« d««d noteven touch hr hand, would never be appeased.
Sweet, St et sweet -thrill," sang a nightingale

Oh. darlmg." said Jane, "that reminds me: there
18 something I do so want you to sing to me. I don'tknow what it is; but I think you will remember. Itwas on that Monday evening, after I had seen the
pictures, and Nurse Rosemary had described them to
you. Both our poor hearts were on the rack; and Iwent up early in order to begin my letter of confession;
but you told Simpson not to corne for you until eleven.
While I was writing in the room above, I could hear
you playing in the library. You played many things

A
^^'^-^^^^^^ ^e had done together, long ago.And then a theme I had never heard crept in. and

caught my ear at once, because it was quite new tome and so marvellously sweet. I put down my pen
and listened. You played it several times, with slight
variations, as if trying to iccaU it. And then, to my
joy, you began to sing. I crossed the room; softly
opened my window, and leaned out. I could hear
some of the words; but not all. Two lines, however
reached me distinctly, with such penetrating, tender
sadness that I laid my head against the window-
frame, feelmg as if I could write no more, and wait
no longer, but must go straight to you at once."
Garth drew down the dear hand which had held

the pen that night; turned it over, and softly kissed
the palm.

"^

"What were they, Jane?" he said.

" • Lead us, O Christ, when aU is gone.
Safe home at last.'

And oh. my darling, the pathos of those words;
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'when all is gone 'I Whoever wrote that music, had
been through sufifenng such as ours. Then came a
theme of such inspiring hopefulness and joy, that I

arose, armed with fresh courage; took up my pen,

and went on with my letter. Again two lines had
reached me:

" • Where Thou, Eternal Light of Light,

Art Lord of AIL'

What is it, Garth? And whose ? And where did you
hear it? And will you sing it to me now, darling?

I have a sudden wish that jrou should sing it, here and
now; and I can't wait!"

Garth sat up, and laughed— a s'-'ort happy laugh,

in which all sorts of emotions were jtungled.

"Jane! I like to hear you say you can't wait. It

isn't like you; because you are so strong and patient.

AnJ 3ret it is so deliciously like you, if you feel it, to

say it. I found the words in the Anthem-book at

Worcester Cathedral, this time last year, at even-song.

I copied them into my pocket-book, during the reading

of the tirst lesson, I am ashamed to say; but it was all

about what Balak said unto Balaam, and Balaam said

unto Balak,— so I hope I may be forgiven! They
seemed to me some of the most beautiful words I had
ever read; and, fortunately, I committed them to

memory. Of course I will sing them to you, if you
wish, here and now. But I am afraid the a<r will

sound ratner poor without the accompaniment. How-
ever, not for worlds would I move from here, at this

moment.

"

So sitting up, in the moonlight, with his back to

Jane, his face uplifted, and his hands clasped around
one knee. Garth sang. Much practice had added
greatly to the sweetness and flexibility of his voice;
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and he rendered perfectly the exquisite melody to
which the words were set.

Jane listened with an overflowing heart.

••The radiant mom hath passed away.
And spent too soon her golden store;
The shadows of departing day

Creep on once more.

"Our life is but a fading dawn,
Its glorious noon, how quickly postl
Lead us, O Christ, when all is gone.

Safe home at last.

••Where saints are clothed in spotless <

And evening shadows never fall;

Where Thou, Eternal Light of Light,
Art Lord of AIL"

rhite,

The triumphaiit worship of the last line rang out
into the night, and died away. Garth loosed his
hands, and leaned back, mth a sigh of vast content,
against his w-r3's kuees.

"Beautiful!" she said. "Beautiful! Garthie— per-
haps it is because you sang it; and to-night;— but it

seems to me the most beautiful thing I ever heard.
Ah, and how appropriate for us; on this day, of all

days."

"Oh, I don't know," said Garth, stretching his

legs in front of him, and crossing his feet the on" over
the other. " I certainly feel ' Safe home at last' - not
because 'all is gone'; but because I have all, in having
you, Jane."

Jane bent, and laid her cheek upon his head. "My
own boy," she said, "you have all I have to give

—

all, all. But, darling, in those dark days which are
past, all seemed gone, for us both. 'Lead us, O
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Christ*— It was He who led us safely through the
darkness, and has brought us to this. And Garth,
I love to know that He is Lord of All— Lord of our
joy; Lord of our love; Lord of our lives— our wedded
lives, my husband. We could not be so safely, so
blissfully, each other's, were we not one, in Him. Is
this true for you also. Garth?"
Garth felt for her left hand, drew it down, and laid

his cheek against it; then gently twisted the wedding-
ring, that he might kiss it all round.

"Yes, my wife," he said. "I thank God, that I
can say in all things: 'Thou, Eternal Light of Light
art Lord of AH.'"

^^

A long sweet silence. Then Jane said, suddenly:
" Oh. but the music, Garthie ! That exquisite setting.
Whose is it? And where did you hear it

?

"

Garth laughed again; a laugh of half-shy pleasure.
"I am glad you like it, Jane." he said, "because I

must plead guilty to the fact that it is my own. You
see, I knew no music for it; the Anthem-book gave the
words only. And on that awful night, when little
Rosemary had mercUessly rubbed it in, about 'the
lady portrayed'; and what her love must have been,
and would have been, and could have been; and had
made me ^e^ 'The Wife' again, and 'The— ' the other
picture; I felt so bruised, and sore, and lonely. And
then those words came to my mind :

' Lead us,O Christ,
when all is gone, safe home at last.' All seemed gone,'
indeed; and there seemed no home to hope for, in this
world." He raised himself a little, and then leaned
back again; so that his head rested against her bosom.
"Safe home at last," he said, and stayed quite still for
a moment, in utter content. Then remembered what
he was telling her, and went on eagerly.
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"So those words came back to me; and to get away
from despairing thoughts, I began reciting them, to
an accompaniment of chords.

*' The radiant mom hath passed away.
And spent too soon her golden storef
The shadows of departing day '

And then— suddenly, Jane— I saiv it, pictured in
sound! Just as I used to see a sunset, in light and
shadow, and then transfer it to my canvas in shade
and colour, — so I heard a sunset in harmony, and I
felt the same kind of tingle in my fingers as I used to
feel when inspiration came, and I could catch up my
brushes and palette. So I played the sunset. And
then I got the theme for life fading, and what one feels
when the glorious noon is suddenly plunged into
darkness; and then the prayer. And then, I heard
a vision of heaven, where evening shadows never fall.
Ai.a after that came the end; just certainty, and wor-
ship, and peace. You see the eventual theme, worked
out of all this. It was like making studies for a
picture.^ That was why you heard it over and over.
I wasn't trying to remember. I was gathering it
into final form. I am awfully glad you like it, Jane;
because if I show you how the harmonies go, perhaps
you could write it down. And it would mean such a
lot to me, if you thought it worth singing. I could
play the accompaniment— Hullo! Is it beginning
to rain? I felt a drop on my cheek, and another on
my hand."

No answer. Then he felt ihe heave, with which
Jane caught her breath; and realised that she was
weeping.

In a moment he was on his knees in front of her.
"Jane! Why, what is the matter. Sweet? What on
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earth—? Haye I said an3rthing to trouble you?
Jane, what is it? O God, why can't I see her!"

Jane mr'*«red her emotion; controlling her voice,

with an ii . ense effort. Then drew him down beside
her.

"Hush, darling, hush! It is only a great joy— a
wonderful surprise. Lean against me again, and I

will try to tell you. Do you know that you 'lave

composed some of the most beautiful music in the
world? Do you know, my own boy, that not only
your proud and happy wife, but all women who can
sing, will want to sing your music? Garthie, do
you realise what it means? The creative faculty is

80 strong in you, that when one outlet was denied it,

it burst forth through another. When you had your
sight, you created by the hand and eye. Now, you
will create by the hand and ear. The power is the
same. It merely works through another channel.

But oh, think what it means! Think! The world
lies before you once more!"

Garth laughed, and put up his hand to the dear
face, still wet with thankful tears.

"Oh, bother the world!" he said. "I don't want
the world. I only want my wife."

Jane put her arms around him. Ah, what a boy
he was in some ways! How ftill of light-hearted,

irrepressible, essentia youth. Just then she felt so
much older than he; but how little that mattered.

The better could she wrap him round with the great-

ness of her tenderness; shield him from every jar or
disillusion; and help him to make the most of his

great gifts.

"I know, darling," she said. "And you have her.

She is just all yours, ^ut think of the wonderful
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awaken in us all kT "^ ^^"^""^ ^^^ "^ed to

....curL^iXr^rr^L^?*--

"

vFartn raised his hpaH «« t« ;* __ «
Jane?" he said

^^ it really as good as that.

faintest idea it wL yourf. 1^^:''^yJl%:t Itmost beautiful thing I ever heard "' ' *^^

I am glad," said Garth, simply. " Anrf ««,. 1 .>
talk of something el,^ Oh T co t .5 °°^' ^^* ®

Jane smiled: and it was the smile of "The Wife"-

s« i^'h^^t'S:--" '^""" ''
'° -• « ^°-

"Very grey and calm, and restfuMooldne. Andso home-like, Garthie."
"v»uij;. ana

;;

Are there lights in the windows? "

The ^L.i'v^^i^^'sjr "f
'" "'' "="•

pedesta. Ump, nnde. aeH^T^, rhSX^Ls ^^'
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pretty from here, shedding a warm glow over the

interior. Then, I can see one candle in the dining-

room. I think Simpson is putting away silver."

"Any others, Jane?

"

'

' Yes, darling. There is a light in the Oriel chamber.

I can see Margery moving to and fro. She seems to

be arranging my things, and giving final touches.

There is also a light in your room, next door. At

,

now she has gone through. I see ^r standing and

looking round to make sure all is right. Dear faithful

old heart! Garth, how sweet it is to be at home
to-day; served and tended by those who really love

us."

"I am so glad you feel that," said Garth. "I

half feared you might regret not having an ordinary

honeymoon— And yet, no! I wasn't really afraid

of that, or of anything. Just, together at last, was

all we wanted. Wasn't it, my wife?"

"All"

A clock in the house struck nine.

"Dear old clock," said Garth, softly. "I used to

hear it strike nine, when I was a little chap in my
crib, trjdng to keep awake until my mother rustled

past, and went into her room. The door between her

room and mine used to stand ajar, and I could see her

candle appear in a long streak upon my ceiling. When
I saw that streak, I fell asleep immediately. It was

such a comfort to know she was there; and would not

go down again. Jane, do you like the Oriel chamber ?
"

" Yes, dear. It is a lovely room; and very sacred

because it was hers. Do you know, Aunt Georgina

insis+'^d upon seeing it, Garth; and said it ought to be

whiv .ed and papered. But I would not hear of that;

because the beautiful old ceiling is hand-painted, and
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80 are the walls; and I was certain you had loved those
pamtmgs, as a little boy; and would remember them
now.

"Ah yes," said Garth, eagerly. "A French artist
stayed here, and did them. Water and rushes, and
the most lovely flamingoes

; those on the walls standing
with their feet in the water; and those on the ceiling
flying with wmgs outspread, into a pale green sky,
all over white billowy clouds. Jane. I believe I could
walk round that room, blindfold— no! I mean as
I am now; and point out the exact spot where e'ach
flamingo stands."

"You shall," said Jane, tenderly. These slip,
when he talked, momentarily forgetting his blindness
always wrung her heart. "By degrees you must tellme all the thmgs you specially did and loved, as a
httleboy. I like to know them. Had you always
that room, next door to your mother's?"
"Ever since I can remember." said Garth. "And

the door betweenwas always open. Aftermymother's

tZh r'P^ '^ ^°^^'^- ^"* t^^ «ight before my
birthday. I used to open it; and when I woke early
and saw it ajar, I would spring up. and go quickly in;
and It seemed as if her dear presence was there to
greet me. just on that one morning. But I had to
go quickly, and immediately I wakened; just as you

on the fleeting clouds; or to see the gossamer webson the gorse, outlined in diamonds, by the sparkling
summer dew. But. somehow, Margery found out
about It; and the third year there was a sheet of writ-
mg-paper finnly stuck to the pin-cushion by a large
black-headed pm, saying, in Margery's careful calit
taphy; Many happy returns of the day, Mast^
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Garthie.' It was very touching, because it was meant
to be so comforting and tactful. But it destroyed
the illusion! Since then the door has been kept
closed."

Another long sweet silence. Two nightingales, in

distant trees, sang alternately; answering one another
in liquid streams of melody.
Again Garth turned the wedding-ring; then spoke,

with his lips against it.

" You said Margery had ' gone through. ' Is it open
to-night?" he asked.

Jane clasped both hands behind his head,— strong,
capable hands, though now they trembled a little—
and pressed his face against her, as she had done on
the terrace at Shenstone, three years before.

"Yes, my own boy," she said; "'t is."

"Jane ! Oh, Jane— " He released himself from the
pressure of those restraining hands, and lifted his

adoring face to hers.

Then, suddenly, Jane broke down. "Ah, darling,"
she said, "take me away from this horrible white
moonlight! I cannot bear it. It reminds me of

Shenstone. It reminds me of the wrong I did you.
It seems a separating thing between you and me—
this cruel brightness which you cannot share."

Her tears feU on his upturned face.

Then Garth sprang to his feet. The sense of man-
hood and mastery; the right of control, the joy of

possession, arose within him. Even in his blindness,

he was the stronger. Even in his helplessness, — for

the great essentials, Jane must lean on him. He
raised her gently, put his arms about her, and stood
there, glorified by his great love.

"Hush, sweetest wife," he said. "Neither light
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nor darkness can separate between you and me. This

?tm «w°°. /^i*^°* **^' y°" ^'°°^ °»«: but in the
still, sweet darkness you will feel more completely myown. because it will hold nothing we cannot shareCome with me to the library, and we will send away
the lamps, and close the curtains; and you shall sit

wonH^T "'" *^^ P^°' ^^^^^ y°" ^t. on that

^most frightened my brave Jane. But she will notbe fnghtened now, because she is so my own: and Imay say what I like; and do what I will; and she mustnot threaten me with Nurse Rosemary; because it isjane I want- Jane. Jane; just only Jane! Come in,
beloved; and I. who see as clearly in the dark as inthe ight. will sit and play 'The Rosary' for you-
ajid then ' Veni Creator Spiritus'; and I will sing you'the verse which has been the secret source of ^ce,a^d the sustaining power of my whole inner life,through the long, hard years, apart."
"Now." whispered Jane. "Now. as we go."
So Garth drew her hand through his arm; and, asthey walked, sang softly:

"Enable with perpetual light,
The dulness of our blinded sight;
Anoint and cheer our soil6d face'
With the abundance of Thy grace.
Keep far our foes

; give peace at home;
Where Thou art Guide, no iU can come."

Thus. leaning on her husband; yet guiding him. asshe leaned; Jane passed to the perfect happiness ofher wedded home.
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