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Dedication


To Caitlin, A budding author, With her heart in the heavens and her feet on earth, she will inspire her own generation and beyond.
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Chapter One


The doctor stood, his hand on the doorknob, looking back into his wife’s room.


There was nothing in it that looked remotely like London or town life and work. Delicate green and white met his eyes, a mossy carpet and masses of spring flowers. It was cool, soft, noiseless and fragrant.


Standing in the doorway, the doctor could hear the agitated clang of the street door bell. He heard Mr. Stoddart, his assistant, crossing the hall, opening and closing the door and his subdued and sympathetic voice saying, ‘This way, please.’ There were heavy, depressed footsteps or anxious hurried ones, according to the mental state of their owner. As Mr. Stoddart shut the library door it meant another patient added to the number of people already listlessly turning the pages of well-thumbed magazines.


In days gone by the waiting room used to be the doctor’s dining room but that was before he had married his pretty wife. She had put her foot down while they were engaged.


As they walked together one day, in her sunny rose garden, the doctor had tried to explain the arrangements made for patients who came to his consulting rooms in Wimpole Street. ‘But, Deryck,’ she had exclaimed in dismay, waving her hands at him, full of freshly gathered roses, ‘I couldn’t possibly sit down and eat with you in a dining-room where your horrible patients have sat waiting for hours. They would be leaving behind all their germs and nasty, infectious diseases!’


The doctor caught the little hands, roses and all, and held them against his breast, looking down into her eyes and laughing.


‘Flower,’ he said, ‘my lovely, fragrant Flower! Am I being foolish to try and put you into a busy London life? Wouldn’t it be better to leave you in your lovely rose garden? But I’m afraid it is too late, now.’ His voice, always deep, thrilled to a deeper level, full of tenderness and a strong passion. ‘I can’t leave my work in Wimpole Street and I can’t live without you.’ He let go her hands and framed her upturned face in his strong, brown fingers. ‘What have you done to me, Flower? I was always self-sufficient and now I can’t live without you, my lovely Flower.’ His eyes glowed down into her face and she looked up sweetly at him.


Her lovely eyes looked wide and appealing over the roses. The doctor laughed. It is so easy for a man to laugh before marriage.


‘All right, Flower,’ he said, ‘we will rearrange the house altogether. You can have the dining-room and the drawing-room, in fact all the first floor and I and my freaks will have the ground floor - cut off completely. You will need only to pass through the hall as you go in and out of the house. So, if they drop their poor minds about, you won’t come across them. Now, choose me a buttonhole and then let’s go down to the stream. I don’t like a rose garden when half the windows from the house over look it.


‘But, Deryck,’ she said, ‘they do leave all their nasty, infectious germs....’


The doctor’s hands fell to his sides.


‘My dear child,’ he said, and his voice was its usual, even tone. ‘Haven’t I told you that I don’t deal with infections? No-one is going to come in with measles or scarlet fever. I’m called a psychiatrist. I deal with people’s minds when they are in trouble.’


‘Oh, well, they leave their morbid thoughts behind. That’s dreadful. It’s worse. I couldn’t eat in a room where diseased minds have sat for hours, brooding. It would give me creeps. Oh, Deryck, I’ve just remembered, you know that stupid article you gave me to read the other day explaining some ghost stories, how mental impressions could be left on walls or furniture when a mind was highly strung or unbalanced. I forget who wrote it. Oh, you did, how clever of you. No, I certainly did not mean stupid, I meant interesting. See how well I remembered when you thought I was too interested in counting the stitches on the socks I was knitting for you, you ungrateful man. But Deryck, dear, you were right about the thoughts of people sticking onto the furniture. Oh, Deryck, we would be surrounded by them, surrounded.’


That was seven years ago and sometimes now it seemed to Dr. Brand that parts of the house were absolutely distinct in themselves, separated but together and controlled only by his over-worked brain.


His wife’s apartments were on the first floor and his life was with her there into which his professional interests never intruded. That certainly represented the heart of things and the man’s whole heart rested and centred there.


The floor above was given to the nursery and there, already two pairs of little feet pattered ceaselessly and childish voices shouted happily. There was a little flower-faced girl who peeped down at him through the balustrade and a small boy who gazed earnestly with dark, steadfast eyes reproducing his own intent professional manner. He was quite ignorant of the kitchens in the basement, as a healthy man should be he often reflected with a smile. Then on the ground floor, between the life below and the life above, dwelt the brain, as though the house had a human anatomy, his brain - generating the needful supplies to keep the whole establishment going.
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