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Fare forward, travellers | not escaping the past

Into different lives, or into any future;

You are not.the same people who left that station

Or who will arrive at any Terminus,

While the narrowing rails slide togther behind you ()

What we know of other people
ls only our memory of the moments

Duri:lf wich we knew them. Aund they have changed since
en,

To pretend that they and we are the same
Is a useful and convenient social convention

Which must sometimes be broken., We must also remember
That at every meeting we are meeting a stranger.

Woolt. V. : The Common Reader, London 1929 p. 189, (y)
Eliot, T. 8. : “The Dry Salvages” in Four Quartets. (v)
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