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poem or a murder on the high seas—and it seems to be con
sidered that it is touch and go which way the thing turns out. 
Are there then any episodes left ? Does not everything be
come an enterprise of great pith and moment, with results that 
will probably, some day or other, be found to admit of mathe
matical demonstration ? Happily the human race, in practice 
if not in theory, declines the conclusion. We know that we 
are free, and there's an end of it, said Dr. Johnson. Well, at 
least we can still think that we are doing what we like—and 
that’s the beginning of most things.

That temporary inferiority of Bob Broadley’s, on which 
Cecily had touched so feelingly, was soon redressed, and after 
the wedding Harry had a talk with the bride. It was not 
unnatural that she should blush a little when he spoke to her 
—a passing tribute to the thought of what might have been. 
Harry greeted it with a laugh.

“ I suppose we’d better be straightforward about this ? ” he 
said. “Mingham’s so near Blent, you see. Were both very 
glad, aren’t we, Mrs. Broadley ? ”

“ I imagine so,” said Janie. “ You show no signs of pining 
anyhow.”

“ And as to our behaviour—there’s not a father in the 
kingdom who wouldn’t think us right.”

“ I was the worst—because I think I was in love with Bob 
all the time.”

“ I was just as bad—because I thought you were too,” said 
Harry.

“ How could we do it then ? ” she asked.
“ That’s the odd thing. It didn’t seem at all out of the 

way at the time,” he pondered.
“ You’d do it again now, if the case arose, but I shouldn’t 

That’s the difference,” said she.
Harry considered this remark for a moment with an impar

tial air. “ Well, perhaps I should,” he admitted at last, “ but 
you needn’t tell that to Cecily. Content yourself with discuss
ing it with Mina or Mr. Neeld.”


