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both. These and other truths—as, for example, that for some 
purposes it is better not to be forty-four—the Major was 
learning. Was there any grain of comfort ? It lay in the fact 
that he was forty-four. A hypothetical, now impossible, yet 
subtly soothing Major of thirty routed Bob Broadley and 
carried all before him. In other words Duplay was driven 
back to the Last Ditch of Consolation. What we could have 
done is the latest-tried plaster for the wound of what we 
cannot do ; it would be wise to try it sometimes a little 
earlier.

From the orthodox sentimentalist he could claim no com­
passion. He had lost, not his heart’s love, but a very comfort­
able settlement ; he was wounded more in his vanity than in 
his affections ; he had wasted, not his life, only one of his few 
remaining effective summers. But the more lax, more base 
their views on what men generally are, may spare him one of 
those less bitter tears which they appropriate to the mis­
fortunes of others. If the tear as it falls meets a smile—why 
not ? Such encounters are hardly unexpected and may well 
prove agreeable.

There was another disconsolate person in the valley of the 
Blent—little Mr. Gainsborough, left alone in the big house 
with a note from his daughter commanding him to stay there 
and to say nothing to anybody. He was lonely and nervous 
with the servants ; the curios gave him small pleasure since 
he had not bought them, and, if he had, they would not have 
been cheap. For reasons before indicated, Blentmouth and 
the curiosity-shop there had become too dangerous. Besides, 
he had no money; Cecily had forgotten that detail in her 
hurried flight. A man cannot spend more than a portion of 
his waking hours in a library or over pedigrees. Gainsborough 
found himself regretting London and the little house. If we 
divide humanity into those who do things and those who have 
to get out of the way while they are being done (just as rea­
sonable a division as many adopted by statisticians) Gains­
borough belonged to the latter class ; like most of us, perhaps,


