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THE LIFTED VEIL
thing (rf the sort before. I'd never been in love witt any
one—not teaUy. It didn't matter to me then that theman was some one I had no right to love—that he was
another woman's husband. Nothing would have mattered
to me, not if it was to be death the next moment. He
tossed me; we kissed each other. It was-it was like aJnamage-* marriage far more real than my real mar-
nage. ... It was two years figo."

"And since then—?"

"That's what I want to talk to you about. You see,
It was this way. For the first year we lived in a kind of
heaven. The secrecy and the deceit didn't matter to«thw of us. We often talked about that side of it, and
SMd how strange it was that there should be people in the
world who'd condemn us. It didn't seem wrong to us-
it seemed right—and natural."

'

" iTiat kind of Ue is often told by sin, but it can't keen
It up."

*^

She drew a sharp, audible breath, but controUed heiself
sufficiently to say: "It didn't keep it up with u»-what-
ever it was. I think it was he who felt it first."
"The man ctften does."
"I remember that it was toward the end of the first

year that I began to see—or rather to feel—that he hadn't
his own mner support, as at first. When he came to seeme he vras often grave and depressed. He began to be
worried, too, for fear his wife should find out."

"Didn't he want her to find out—and set hiii free?"
"No; neither of us wanted that. I don't kno v why,

exactly, but we preferred the situation as it was If I
couldn't hold him in that way I would rather have let
him go.

"And couldn't you hold him?"
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