
THE LIFTED VEIL
which WM either txptrieact or aomiw that he mold
have made soma atupid p^ if the mt^ject hadn't bete
one he had long ago thooc^t out. "By Uving," he
answered, mcdianically, as he helped hinuelf to some,
thing, while scarcely taldng his eyes from hen. "I don't
Icnow that there is any other way."
"I don't think you understand me—"
"Oh yes, I do. But people don't start out to do good as

they might to take singing-lessons or do parlor tricks.
You can't say I'll do good from ten to twelve on Tuesday
and from two to four on Friday. Fundamentally, it isn't
a question of how we act, but of what we aw."

"Yes, that's like what you said before—"
"Before? When?" he asked, quickly.

She recovered herself without much display cf coafu-
sion. "I've heard you preach—not often—but a few
times. You said something like it then."
"Did I? Very likely. I feel rather strongly that it's

something we should all understand—and tb^ veiy few
of us do."

The inclination of her head reminded him of nothing
so much as that of a lily on its stalk. "And yet it seems
to me that if you pushed that theory far enough you'd
ptrt an end to all the good work that's being dome in the
way of social service

—

"

He laus^ed. "Social service, as it's called, doesn't
often amount to much—at least a large part of it. It's
restless and mechanical and not thorough. I'm afraid
it's no more than a fad of the day that will go out of
fashion like other fads. I've nothing against it, further
than that, in the majority of cases, it ranks with the
attempt to grow plants by electric Ugbt instead of in the
sundiine."
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