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THE LIFTED VEIL
to tadde our own; and yrbm we're driven to see tiie
futaty of t!»t ojurse WB give tip trying to do anything."
"And yet my M*ole object is not to think of myself

at all. If I could onfy forget myself—"

V "i^?**"*
"*''* as wen try to forget the ground, or a

bird the air. Oneself is the most interesting of all sub-
jecte-and one of the most Intimate. We can get awaybom everything but that; and since we can't get away
from It, isn't it wise to make the best and the most of
It I

He was sony that just at this minute Endsleigh Jar-
rott's good-natured red face could be seen peeping round
her shoulder, with the question as to whether Mrs
Gildersleeve had heard what had happened to his big
machme when driven by a dnmken chauflEeur Bain-
bndge listened to part of this adventure in the hope of
recapturing his companion, but as the minutes went by
without any such result he found himself forced back
again on the society of Miss Galloway. With a pang he
recorded the fact that his feeling at the change was like
that of a man who returns to the humdrum of home after
a strange and exciting journey.
During the rest of dinner he talked little. He went so

far as to drag in Reggie Pole, so as to keep Mary GaUoway
engaged while he should be free to follow his ovra thoughts
He wanted to register his impressicais of the last ten or
fifteen minutes, to engrave them on his memory as
ancient historians cut their inscriptions on rock.
Without making the admission in so many words he

felt this meeting to be one of the three or four notable
events m his experience. It was to nothing said or done
that this conviction was due, but to causes over and above
his power of analysis. With no one else whom he had


