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MRS. DALLOWAY

Mgrs. DarLoway said she would buy the flowers
herself.

For Lucy had her work cut out for her. - The
doors would be taken off their hinges; Rumpel-
mayer’s men were coming. And then, thought
Clarissa Dalloway, what a morning—fresh as if
issued to children on a beach.

What a lark!  What a plunge!  For so it had
always seemed to her, when, with a little squeak
of the hinges, which she could hear now, she had
burst open the French windows and plunged at
Bourton into the open air. How fresh, how
calm, stiller than this of course, the air was in
the early morning; like the flap of a wave; the
kiss of a wave; chill and sharp and yet (for a
girl of eighteen as she then was) solemn, feeling
as she did, standing there at the open window,
that something awful was about to happen ; look-
ing at the flowers, at the trees with the smoke
winding off them and the rooks rising, falling;
standing and looking until Peter Walsh said,
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of miseries sitting Oft €97 4 It with, she felt
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positive, by Acts of Parliament ’for that vc}x;y
reason: they love life. In people’s eyes, 10 the
swing, tramp, and trudge; in the bellow and the
uproar; the carriages, motor cars, omnibuses,
vans, sandwich men shuffling and swinging;
brass bands: barrel organs; in the triumph and
the jingle and the strange high singing of some
acroplane overhead was what she loved; life;
London; this moment of June.

For it was the middle of June. The War was
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ponies, tapping of cri
R;nelagh and all the r‘;l::fofb?rts;
:;ct :jnesh of the grey-blue morn’in
g ay wore on, would unwind
own on their lawns and pit 1: them, anq set
ponies, whose forefeet just sI: g bouncy
s th‘ey IR A :mk the groung and
laughmg girls in their trans gr e g
cve.n now, after dancing aHP B g
their absurd woolly dogs formght, were taking
now, .at this hour, discreet o]cai i
lsylllootmg out in their motor cars d;) o ik
ystery; and the shopk i ol
their wind | Shopkeepers were fidgeting i
e ovs]rsd with their paste and diamofdlsn
T Sy;t? sea-green brooches in cighteenth_’
it r};cct; ings to tempt Americans (but one
Elifabieds on:j:se, not buy things rashly for
Py ,aa:]nd ;?:ﬁffloj Iovfng it as she did with
: passion, bein i
;}n:;e Igr people were courtiers onccginp:i;teotlicr;::
o eorges, she,. too, was going that very night
ho indle and illuminate; to give her party. Buf
thc:v s'tra.nge, on entering the Park, the silence;
= kmllsr, the hum; tl_xe slow-swimming happy
hc s; the p?uched birds waddling; and who
zould be coming _a]ong with his back against the
Government buildings, most appropriately, carry-
ing a despatch box stamped with the Royal Arms,

Wrapped iy o
; t
§ 21r, which, LT:-‘

ho but Hugh
‘j—the admirab]e Hugh!

g Good-mornin
extrava antly,

rather B Where are you off to!

said Mrs.

ther as children. /
’ «w] love walking 10 London, e
Dalloway « Really it's better than walking

a ;

__ unfortunately — t©

the country-
came to s€€ pictures;

They had just come up

see doctors. Other people
go to the operd; take their daughters out; the

Whitbreads came «io see doctors »  Times
without number Clarissa had visited Evelyn

Whitbread in a nursing home. Was Evelyn ill
again ? Evelyn was 2 good deal out of sorts,
said Hugh, intimating by a kind of pout or swell

of his very well-covered, manly, extremely hand-
some, perfectly upholstcred body (he was almost
too well dressed always, but presumably had to
be, with his little job at Court) that his wife had
some internal ailment, nothing serious, which, as
an old friend, Clarissa Dalloway would quite
understand without requiring him to specify.
Ah yes, she did of course; what a nuisance; and
flet very sisterly and oddly conscious at the same
time ?f her hat, Not the right hat for the earl
;ﬂof';mg, was that it 7 For Hugh always mad);
€r g
eel, as he bustled on, raising his hat rather
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a little late he might be after ¢
Palace to which he had to
—she always felt a [jtt]e
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having known him always,
a good sort in his own way
nearly driven mad by him, a
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P:)plg- - they came back in
?ames’s Park on a fine mon_a;n] s
But Peter—however beautiu

: hat. He

e o B St
would put on his spectacles, 1 i Ad that
he would look. It was the state of the wo o :
interested him; Wagner, Pope’s poetry, people’s
characters eternally, and the defects of her own
soul. How he scolded her! How they argued!
She would marry a Prime Minister and stand at
the top of a staircase; the perfect hostess he
called her (she had cried over it in her bedroom),
she had the makings of the perfect hostess, he said.
So she would still find herself arguing in St,
James’s Park, still making out that she had been
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% E’ e but the manners and breeding of
1 nghs!’l gentleman, that was only her der
Peter at his worst; and he could be intolerable;
ht? could be impossible; but adorable to walk
with on a morning like this.
(June had drawn out every leaf on the trecs
The mothers of Pimlico, gave suck to their
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n waves of that
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illiantly, ©
ts Jeaves hotly brilliantly,
1dtisvine:vitalit}r w’hich Clarissa loved. To dance,
i dored all that.)
to ride, she had adore P i o

For they might be parte
years, she and Peter; she never wrote a letter and

his were dry sticks; but suddenly it would come
over her, If he were with me now what would he
say 7—some days, some sights bringing him back
to her calmly, without the old bitterness; which
perhaps was the reward of having cared for
people; “ they came back in the middle of St.
James's Park on a fine morning—indeed they did.
But Peter—however beautiful the day might be,
ar:id the trees and the grass, and the little girl in
pink—Peter never saw a thing of all that. He
‘L’V:I‘gd %J;ilt 0111 his spectacles, if she told him to;
interz:ted ifm ‘Igrwas the statc,e of the world that
characters eter’nall}fag::g’ tI;OPC s poetry, people’s
) e defects of her own
soul. ' How he scolded her! How th

She would marry a Prime Minj ey argued!
the top of a staircase: th S e pane
called her (she had crie;i Ot e _Pc_rfect hostess he
she had the makings of the e fl Aok bedroo:n),
So she would stil] ﬁndp}fr ect hostes_s, he said.,
James's Park il makin erself arguing in St
g out that she had been



;ile; Z ;nl;itt bie between people living together da
n the same house; which Rich 3
gave .her, and she him, (Where was he :;r_d
morning for instance? Some committee shlj
never asked what.) But with Peter every,thin
had .to be shared; everything gone into. And 5
was 1ntolerable, and when it came to that scene i
th.e little garden by the fountain, she had to break
with him or they would have been destroyed, both
of them ruined, she was convinced; thoug’h she
had borne about with her for years like an arrow
sticking in her heart the grief, the anguish; and
then the horror of the moment when some one
told her at a concert that he had married a woman
met on the boat going to Indial Never should
she forget all that! Cold, heartless, a prude, he
called her. Never could she understand how he
cared. But those Indian women did presumably
—silly, pretty, flimsy nincompoops. And she
wasted her pity. For he was quite happy, he
assured her—perfectly happy, though he had
never done a thing that they talked of; his whole
life had been a failure. It made her angry still.
She had reached the Park gates. She stood
looking at 'the omnibuses in

for a moment,

Piccadilly.

out to sed

out, far t it was Very very

being 0uf . tha
always had e fe:‘]::ng one day. Not that she
e

liv . e
dangerouts h out of the ordl
1 clever, or muc :
;};OUSZ;:C}‘;:Z got th:'ough life on the ft}alw tw:gz
OW dulei iels gave them
ledge Fraulein Danie ¥,/ ?
Ziull{cil 0:':rot tghink. She knew nothings no lan

guage, no history; she searcely res & Eooktn:r‘:s’,

‘s in bed; and yet to her 1
cxcept memot : it 4 would
absolutely absorbing; all this; an If
not say of Peter, she would not say of herself,
I am this, [ am that. :

Her only gift was knowing people almost by
instinct, she thought, walking on. If you put
her in a room with some one, up went her back
like a cat’s; or she purred. Devonshire House,
Bath House, the house with the china cockatoo,
she had seen them all lit up once; and remem-
bered Sylvia, Fred, Sally Seton—such hosts of
people:,; and dancing all night; and the waggons
f}llzdi’l:rgkpasgio market; and driving home across

. Ohe remembered once throwing a
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shilling into the Serpentine.

membered; what she loved w
in front of her; the fat lady i
matter then, she asked hersel
Bond Street, did it matter
ev.itably cease Clomplﬁtely; all this muygt g0 on
without her; did she resent it; or did i not
become consoling to believe that death endeg
absolutely?- but that somehow in the streets of
London, on the ebb and flow of things, here,
there, she survived, Peter survived, lived in each
other, she being part, she was positive, of the
trees at home; of the house there, ugly, rambling
all to bits and pieces as it was; part of people
she had never met; being laid out like a mjst
between the people she knew best, who lifted her
on their branches as she had seeh the trees lift
the mist, but it spread ever so far, her life, her-
self.  But what was she dreaming as she looked
into Hatchards’ shop window? What was she
trying to recover? What image of the dawn in
the country, as she read in the book spread open:

as this, here, now
n the cab, pyy i’
f, walking towards
that she myg in-

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun
Thou thy worldly task hast done.

This late age of the world’s experience had bred
in them all, all men and women, a well of tears.
Tears and sorrows; courage and endurance; 2

But EVEry one re.
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and stoical bca;:;;fa most, Lady

tI quight he a
P"rf: 15, of the “’."ma?l: bazaar- lities;
examp el Openl“gt v ot gnts and Fo e
chrlf‘;rieg\;ere Jorrocks 7 Mrs. Asquith s
: .

) veria, all
there Wcredsg'?Game Shooting in Ngeries
Memoirs an

Ever so i take to
spread Opc;'at seemed exactly right to
but none

. me. Nothing

Evelyn Whitbread in hcr::crs;::% ll:ld make that
that would SCFVQ? to am little woman look, as
indescribably dfled_‘up flt 2 moment cordial;
Clarissa came in, Just orf the usual inter-
before they scttled down -];rents How much
minable taék_tof :}Z:‘;’;;P;; shOUI('i look pleased

it—

:lslcs}:za::;e in, Clarissa thought and turned and
walked back towards Bond Street, annoyed, .be—
cause it was silly to have other reasons for doing
things. Much rather would she have been one
of those people like Richard who did things for
themselves, whereas, she thought, waiting to cross,
half the time she did things not simply, not for
themselves; but to make people think this or
that; perfect idiocy she knew (and npw the
policeman held up his hand) for no one was ever
{;rr alisfecond taken in.  Oh if she could have had
€ Over againl she thought, stepping on to

the pavement, coulq have looked even differently |
2. CLARIT™, '
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&
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She would have been, i
3 n, th
like Lady Bexborough '11;1 : {%rSt e, ik
leath rough, with a skin of crumpleq
i er and beautiful eyes. She would have been
ike Lady Bexborough, slow and stately- ;
e 5 3 : y; rather
g¢; Interested in politics like a man; with 5
;:ountry house.; very dignified, very sincere,
nstead of ‘.Vhlch she had a narrow pea-stick
ﬁiguz,'e; a ridiculous little face, beaked like 2
bird s- That she held herself well was true; and
h_ad nice hands and feet; and dressed well, con-
sidering that she spent little. But often now this
bf)dy she wore (she stopped to look at a Dutch
plctL}re), this body, with all its capacities, seemed
nothing—nothing at all. She had the oddest
sense of being herself invisible; unseen; un-

known; there being no more marrying, no more

having of children now, but only this astonishing
and rather solemn progress with the rest of them,
up Bond Street, this being Mors. Dalloway; not
even Clarissa any more; this being Mrs. Richard

Dalloway.

Bond Street fascinated her; Bond Street early
in the pornfng in the season; its flags flying;
its shops; no splash; no glitter; one roll of
tweed in the shop where her father had bought

his suits for fifty years; a few pearls; salmon on

an iceblock.

“« That is all,” she said, looking at the fish-
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.. ¢ That is all,” she rﬁFc: glove shop
monger $- ent at the window © A i
il mk:)cr?ore the War, YOU Cm]le William use€
e nd her old U2 s and her

fect gloves: her shoe¢
s dp 5 sebed one morning

say 4 ]ﬁ .
i H had tUI'HEd on hi He had said, “q

v ZI f the War

4 ; . ;
o g“d os h Gloves and shoes; she l;la
I e but her own daughter, her

glmr,:)st’a straw for either of them.
she thought, going on UP Bond
here they kept fowers for her
Elizabeth really cared
The whole house this

a passion for
Elizabeth, cared

Not a straw,
Street to a shop W
when she gave 2 party.

for her dog most of all. '
b Still, better poor Grizzle

morning smelt of tar.

than Miss Kilman; better distemper and tar and

all the rest of it than sitting mewed in a stuffy bed-
room with a prayer book!  Better anything, she
was inclined to say. But it might be only a phase,
as Richard said, such as all girls go through. It
might be falling in love. But why with Miss
Kilman? who had been badly treated of course;
one must make allowances for that, and Richard
said she was very able, had a really historical mind.
Anyhow they were inseparable, and Elizabeth
hhcr o;vn daughter, went to Communion; and hov:r
b
ot care a bit, it being her
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experience that the religious ecstas;)'r made peop, |
callous (so did causes); dulled their feelings, for |
Miss Kilman would do anything for the Russians, '
starved herself for the Austrians, but in Private |
inflicted positive torture, so insensitive was she, |
dressed in a green mackintosh coat. Year in year
out she wore that coat; she perspired; she wy |
never in the room five minutes without making [
you feel her superiority, your inferiority; how
poor she was; how rich you were; how she lived
in a slum without a cushion or a bed or a rugor |
whatever it might be, all her soul rusted with
that grievance sticking in it, her dismissal from
school during the War—poor embittered ur-
fortunate creature! For it was not her one hated
but the idea of her, which undoubtedly hai
gathered in to itself a great deal that was not
Miss Kilman; had become one of those spectres
with which one battles in the night; one of those
spectres who stand astride us and suck up half
our life-blood, dominators and tyrants; for no
doubt with another throw of the dice, had tht
black been uppermost and not the white, sht
would have loved Miss Kilman! But not in this
world.. . No.

. 1t rasped her, though, to have stirring 2bov
in her this brutal monster| to hear twigs cracking
and feel hooves planted down in the depths of

in, an

i i 11, >

K bC;ngde‘ll?;htful rock, qulvcrt,) o

dl:zzgltherc were a monster gru tle ngt
as if the whole panoply of con

ove! this hatred!

| she cried out to herself,

g doors of Mulberry’s

making her
bend as if in
at the roots,
were nothing but self |
Nonsense, honsense :
pushing through the swin
the florists. :
She advanced, light, tall, very upright, to be
greeted at once by button-faced Miss Pym,
whose hands were always bright red, as if they
had been stood in cold water with the flowers.
There were flowers: delphiniums, sweet peas,
b_unches of lilac; and carnations, masses of carna-
tions. ‘There were roses;
¥es—so0 she breathed in th o
smell as she stood talking t

there were irises.

ilac with S and roses 4ng to side
her eyes half clggeq s‘::::g:lng tufts of
€ 1n, after
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the street uproar, the delicious scent, the ..
y € ey.

quisite coolness. And then, opening he
r e}.es, |

how fresh like frilled linen clean from g | d
aun

laid in wicker trays the roses looked: and dar
; ark |

and prim the red carnations, ho!ding their h
up; and all the sweet peas spreading in ‘iajs
it

bowls, tinged violet, snow white, pale—as jf ;
—as it |

were th i irls i
e evening and girls in muslin frocks came

ou i
t to pick sweet peas and roses after the superb |

summer’s day, with its almost blue-black sky, it
)

delphini i i
phiniums, its carnations, its arum lilies was

over; i
; and it was the moment between six and |

]S;;:z_n_ wilen ejvery f.]OWer-—roses, carnations, Irises,
o ﬁ? ows; white, violet, red, deep orang;
S :—1}1( OWer seems to burn by itself, softly, purely
the misty beds; and how she loved the gre
w_hltc moths spinning in and out, over the cherr):
ple,A over the evening primroses! ’ :
i tonjciras;}z; Sl?egan to go with Miss Pym from
j2 hcrself, St ing, nonsense, nonsense, she said
il , more and more gently, as if this beauty,
i l;s;jcen;, this colour, and Miss Pym liking her,
51 ;nngd cS:;, were a wave which she let flow over
bl r;:]q.ount jtha't hatred, that monster
ne it all; and it lifted her up and up when
Es ba plstc;l] shot in the street outside!
ear, those mo " sai i
going to the window t(:()lgoicar::ld csziginMES f Yn:
4 g ack an
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full of 5
th her haﬂdsr:s of motor

// = 7 Wi
logenca”} A those

smiling 2P%
eas, 45 if thos€ motor ¢
)
Ears were all her fault.
b
1 rs.
Josion which made ) M
P ‘ he windoW

The violent €XP™™ otot
d Miss Pym 8° = which had

um an
Dalloway jump o from a motor car y
ment prcclsC]Y

J apologise cam
:IZaWnp to the side of the ?ave by
opposite Mulberry’s shop window- _;-155 -

; stopped and staréd, had just me

st importance

before a male
g to be

who, of course,
to see a face ©
against the dove-grey Up
hand drew the blind and t
seen except a square of dove grey.

Yet rumours were at once in C
the middle of Bond Street to Oxford Street on

one _sidc,. to Atkinson’s scent shop on the other,
passing invisibly, inaudibly, like a cloud, swift,
v?ll~lilfie upon hills, falling indeed with something
;aC:s ::W ;?zihs sudden sobriety and stillness upon
i a second before had been utterly dis-
derly. But now mystery had
e i sy ry had brushed them
A tilllgs,pit'};eyf had heard the voice of
; rit of relipi :
i . gion was abr
Bute:szob;niaged tight and her lips ga i(:,ad vf'vlth
i the Priny new whose face had been sp S
o ;ce of Wales’s, the Esie) een. Was
ers!  Whoge f; xueen’s, the Pri
ace was it?  Nobody me
Y Knew,

f the very greate
holstery,

here was nothin

irculation from
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o id}gl;ira{;n\?\sfa't:iussh ywth his roll of Jead Piping
“ The Proime’ I\a;I]in?u 1,b b, huToroust of course:
; ster’s kyar.
Septimus Warren Smith, who found himself
unable to pass, heard him, <
Septimus Warren Smith, aged about thirty
pale-faced, beak-nosed, wearing brown shoes and,
a shabby overcoat, with hazel eyes which had that
look of apprehension in them which makes com.
p]lcte strangers apprehensive too. The world has
raised its whip; where will it descend?
Everything had come to a standstill, The
throb of the motor engines sounded like a pulse
irregularly drumming through an entire body.
The sun became extraordinarily hot because the
motor car had stopped outside Mulberry’s shop
window; old ladies on the tops of omnibuses
spread their black parasols; here a green, here a
red parasol opened with a little pop. Mrs.
Dalloway, coming to the window with her arms
full of sweet peas, looked out with her little pink
face pursed in enquiry. Every one looked at the

motor car. Septimus looked.  Boys on bicycles

sprang off. = Trafficaccumulated. And there the
motor car stood, with drawn blinds, and upon
them a curious pattern like a tree, Septimus
thought, and this gradual drawing togthcr of
everything to one centre before his eyes, as if some

—
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d was
urface an
o The

st to th ,
ome almo terrified him-

" ﬂamcs’d and threal];e'negdt}:(;
lockin
o 'Waveﬂremes. It is 1 who am b o] e e
B i ht. Was he not being cc)l o
e tth ?lugat-' was he not Welgh:e i fo;
e b
zmdt fl)otl: the pavement, for a purpose:
rooted tQ
what purpose?
“Let us go omn,
little woman, with large

. an Italian girl. -
faceB‘u:l r]1'_,ucn:zia herself could not help looking at

the motor car and the tree pattern on the b]m_ds.
Was it the Queen in there—the Queen going

horror had ¢©

about to burst oy

d and quiVCl'e

' said his wife, 2

o llow pointed

eyes in a sa

shopping? ‘
The chauffeur, who had been opening some-

thing, turning something, shutting something, got
on to the box.

* Come on,” said Lucrezia.

But her husband, for they had been married
four, five years now, jumped, started, and said,
“ All right! ™ angrily, as if she had interrupted
him,

People must notice:; people must see. People,
she thought, looking at the crowd staring at the
motor car; the English people, ‘with their children
and their horses and their clothes, which she

T i
mired in a way; byt they were « people ** now,
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ol LIt o T
Edgar J. Watkiss, with his roll of Jegg . . |
round his arm, said audibly, humorously chlea f
“ The Proime Minister’s kyar.” 3
Septimus Warren S_mith, who found hirm{r;.
unable to pass, heard him. I
Septimus Warren Smith', aged about thiy, |
pale-faced, beak-nosed, wearing brown shoes anu, f
a shabby overcoat, with hazel eyes which hag tha |
look of apprehension in them which makes cop. i
plete strangers apprehensive too.  The world jy |
raised its whip; where will it descend? i
Everything had come to a standstill. Th,!
throb of the motor engines sounded like a pulg \‘
irregularly drumming through an entire bod, |
The sun became extraordinarily hot because the |
motor car had stopped outside Mulberry’s shp
window; old ladies on the tops of omnibuses
spread their black parasols; here a green, heres
red parasol opened with 2 little pop. Mm.
Dalloway, coming to the window with her arms
full of sweet peas, looked out with her little pink
face pursed in enquiry. ~Every onc looked at the
motor car. Septimus looked.  Boys on bicycls
sprang off.  Traffic accumulated. And therette |
motor car stood, with drawn blinds, and upo" |
them a curious pattern like a tres, Septimus
thought, and this gradual drawing togeth of
everything to one centre before his eyes, 3% if some

§
Urge.

Was it the Queen
iy . 3
Sho’[;‘f;:: gchauﬁ"cur, who had been opening somzt
thing, turning something, shutting something; &
on to the box. .
« Come on,” said Lucrezia. :
d been married

But her husband, for they ha :
four, five years now, jumped, started, and said,
« All right! " angrily, as if she had interrupted
him.
People must notice; people must see- People,
she thought, looking at the crowd staring at the
motor car; the English people, with their children
and‘their horses and their clothes, which she
admired in a way; but they were * people ™" now,
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because Septimus had said, * I will kil myself ", |

an awful thing to say. Suppose they had hear
him? She looked at the crowd. Help, help)
she wanted to cry out to. butchers’ boys ang

women. Help! . Only last autumn she and |

Septimus had stood on the Embankment Wrappeq |
in the same cloak and, Septimus reading a paper |

instead of talking, she had snatched it from hiy

and laughed in the old man’s face who saw the! |

But failure one conceals.
away into some park.

“ Now we will cross,” she said.

She had a right to his arm, though it was
without feeling. He would give her, who wa
so simple, so impulsive, only twenty-four, without
friends in England, who had left Italy for his
sake, a piece of bone,

The motor car with its blinds drawn and
air of inscrutable reserve proceeded towards Picci-
dilly, still gazed at, still ruffling the faces on both
sides of the street with the same dark breath of
vexixe.ration whether. for Queen, Prince, or Prime
Minister nobody knew. The face itself had been
seen only once by three people for a few seconds.
Even the sex was now in dispute. But there

Co.ulq be no doubt that greatness was seated
within; - greatness yag passing, hidden, down
Bond Street, removed only by a hand’s-breadth

She must take hip

anti-

wn to € 4
:fntci)me, when I.,ondcl)gng
1l those hurrying 2 :
e ing are bu

1 -
WCdHCS_daY m?r:d up in their
b Pﬂ"?:;ca few wedding rmgsfrr_mlvc1 R e
bones with 4 Qg 1
d stopping ; 5
dusrda?dt;he gI(')lluz facsli)n the motor car will th
caye ectil.

be known.

Mrs.

It is probably the Queen, tho’ughtith ot

Dalloway, coming out of Mulberry’'s W :
flowers; the Queen. And for a second she wor

a look of extreme dignity standing by the ﬂowe:r

shop in the sunlight while the car passed at a foot’s

pace, with its blinds drawn. The Queen going

tosome hospital; the Queen opening some bazaar,
thought Clarissa.

The crush was terrific for the t
Lords, Ascot,
wondered, for
British middle ¢]
of omnibuses w;

- ime of day.
Hurlingham, what was j¢? she
the street was blocked. The

asses sitting sideways on the tops
th parcels and umbrellas
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Clarissa was suspended on one side
Street; Sir John Buckhurst, the old Jud
other, with the car between them
laid down the law for years and

so 'slightly, sald or showed something to
policeman, who saluted and raised his arm ang

Jerked his head and moved the omnibus to the j

side and the car passed through.
silently it took its way.

Clarissa guessed; Clarissa knew of course; she

Slowly and very

had seen something white, magical, circular, in |

the footman’s hand, a disc inscribed with a name,

——ic Queen’s, the Prince of Wales’s, the Prime |
Minister’s —which, by force of its own lustre, |

burnt its way through (Clarissa saw the car dimin-
ishing, disappearing), to blaze among candelabras
glittering stars, breasts stiff with oak leaves, Hugh
Whitbread and all his colleagues, the gentlemen
of England, that night in Buckingham Palict
And Clarissa, too, gave a party. She stiffenfifi 2
little; so she would stand at the top of her stairs
The car had gone, but it had left 2 slight
ripple which flowed through glove shops and bt
shops ‘and tailors’ shops on both sides of Bjond
Street. ' For thirty seconds all heads were incline
the same way—to the window. Choosing # P
of gloves—should they be to the elbow or 22"

Of BI-OOk
' HAge on
(Sir John hag |

liked (
dressed woman) when the chauffeur, Ieani:gv:i];
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»—ladies stopped; when

. ale grey - : ened.
i, Jemon or P ﬁn;gshed somethlﬂg had hﬂ-PP A
the sentence Was RIS single instances that n
Something sO trifling 1P able of trans-
> 1 instrument, though €ap
mathematical InStEp Ch3 2. could register the
mitting shocks 10 f ln:;s)rather formidable and
vibration; yet in 1ts Tt A in all the
in its common appeal emotional; for 11n r; Ty
hat shops and tailors’ shops strangers 100 oo
each other and thought of the dead; of the flag;
of Empire. In a public house in a.back stree.t a
Colonial insulted the House of Windsor which
led to words, broken beer glasses, and a general
shindy, which echoed strangely across the way 1in
the ears of girls buying white underlinen threaded
with pure white ribbon for their weddings. For
the surface agitation of the passing car as it sunk
grazed something very profound.
Ghdmg’ across Piccadilly, the car turned down
S;. James’s Street.  Tall men, men of robust
Engsﬁu?a Wel-l-dre§sed men with their tail-coats
eir white slips and their hajr raked back
on their heads who, f :
£, » Ior reasons difficult to dis-
criminate, were standing in th !
Brooks's with their hands behind tpo con " C. OF
ands behind the tails of their




:}?c tllie.pavemcnt wished the d_ear boy well (it was
rince of Wales for certain) and would have
tos‘sed the price of a pot of beer—a bunch of roses
—Into St. James’s Street out of sheer light-hearted-
ness and contempt of poverty had she not seen
the constable’s €ye upon her, discouraging an old
Irishwoman’s loyalty. The sentries at St. James's
saluted; Queen Alexandra’s policeman approved.
A small crowd meanwhile had gathered at the
gates of Buckingham Palace. Listlessly, FE4 £nlle
fidently, poor people all of them, they Wal_“d;
looked at the Palace itself with the flag HY'_“g;
at Victoria, billowing on her mound, admired
her shelves of running water, her geraniums;
singled out from the motor cars in th? Mall 'ﬂ;St
this one, then that; béstowed emotion, vain'p

€

J rtsies;
‘h"Ught. ; f the equerries and de_cp 3 Ma
upon Kings; © £ 417 Tidses of Princess ry

and the Prince—ah!

of the Queen’s ol
they said, after

married to an Englishman,
the Prince! who took wonderfully, .
old King Edward, but was ever so much slimmer.

The Prince lived at St. James’s; b‘ut he might
come along in the morning to visit his mother.

So Sarah Bletchley said with her baby in her
arms, tipping her foot up and down as though
she were by her own fender i Pimlico, but
keeping her eyes on the Mall, while Emily Coates
I;ng}fd over the Palace windows and thought of

¢ housemaids, the innumeryp)e hou :

Umerable bed
¥anel €drooms
)’me;de:g Sentleman wi 4y Aberdee ]olr}ed
te My - CCUPation, g o tertier
0 wag 10 ley, who & 5 owd InCreaseqd
Caled w; S In
;f e but ¢, 5 Over e;he Alban
Poor “Mimenty b 'ed sug nly, i
" Waiting > ) this Fo1 0k e AP Pro
g to See he thlng\
e
" 80 page__

ST




h )
g 'S in hig .
5 ¢
| h 7 dom .0
lifte . > Past ¢ brop |
a 2g he
M Sout 2 g [, bt
ley 5 he rajq d g
Urned ingg 8
0 Al ang heg s
PProach »and Jet the CaB =
Presg close ¢ h nd stp d ers‘ i PimICL
€ar came : il
Suddep) S. Cotes look P Into the
hee sound aeroplane bore OMminougly iy,
§ €ars of the Crowd Cre it wag Coming oy |
t € trees, lettmg out white Smoke from o |
Wl}lc Curled and twisted actually Writing sone.|
thing| Making Jeyre S I the gky| Every o
lookeg u
Dro

FIRST PROOF

> Wherever it went,

they lie stilj; »the“_ th(g
ted and were rubbed out up man
sky, and the aeroplane shot farther awaf
again, jin 5 fres

h space of sky, began writing ’:
an K, 2 Y Perhaps?
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“ Glaxo,” said Mrs, Cotes in a stxjairx_g:d,ggvge-
: L v 0 ]
stricken vqicé,‘ gazing straight up, and herh‘t uyz
lying stiff and white in her arms, gazed straight p-

“Kreemo,” murmured Mrs, Bletchley, like a
.glecl)‘—wallger. With_his hat he

stréighg up.
. anding and
ito the | sky As they looked ‘the
oy e perfectly silent, ang 3 flight
ed the sky, first One gy]] ._[eadipg,

\ary silence
10T, in. this

“1¢ acroplane turned ang face
“xactly Where it liked,-swiftly,
-hat’s an g oo Vi

5 d and S‘Woopcd
« freely’:li ea

> sald } '
Ora dancer__ Mrs, gy

v

etchley;
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never be revealed, and yet certaisly o -
, )

a mission of ‘the” greatest " imertan A
suddenly, as a train comes’ out of g: o _ the,
aeroplane rushed out of ‘the clouds :nt}.el, the
sound boring into the ears of a]] néd z‘;’all}, the
Mall, in the Green Park,in Piécadilly q © In' gy
- Street, in Regent’s Park, an ba; ,.ngegent
curved behind and it dropped: dowi, asg it i
up and wrote one letter aftei"ranot}iéra__b A
word was it w"riting? £ 1t why
Lucrezia Warren' Sinith! sit’tihg ‘by her p
band’s side on % seat in' Regent’s”Park i o
Broad Walk; looked up, '+ ooy o 0 the]
* Look, look, Septimus| ” she ‘cried. " Fot
Dr. Holmes' had told- her' to’ make ‘hes husband
(m.'ho had 'nothin'g whatever: s"e"r‘iously the matter-
with him but was 2" Jittle out of sorts) take ai
Interest in things outside himself, -
‘ Sb, -thought Septimus,* IOO'king"up, they are
signalling to ‘me

i) - ‘Not indeed in actual words;
that is, he' could ot 1

d ‘thex

his eyes as he looked 2t |
guishing and melting in the |
*ky and bestowing upon him in their inexhaustibl |
Charlty and la“ghing‘ goodness one shape aftgr' }
‘ano'thc.:r of u“im‘aginable beauty and signalling %
their Intention tq provide him, 'for nothing, for |

the smoke words lan

- more
for- looking merely,. with beauty;
ever, down his cheeks.
beauty! . Tears ran dvertising toffee, 2
. they were a

[ toffes; .* Together they began to
nursemaid told Rezia. g
Spel‘l. It< : OR' s f’; .S'aid the nursemaicli, and
“Xavy. " close to
Septimus (tllearil he;ro fi;?: -]ikliaya l?nr;llow S
] ee ’ :
}‘tl)ljt:vi:;l a rfu}é’hness in her Yoice lfk.e a graSS&
hopper’s, which, rasped 'his sp.lne deliciously an
sent running up into his, brain waves of SOUI-ld
which, concussing, broke. . A -marvellous. dl.S-
covery indeed—that the human voice in certain
atmospheric conditions (for one must be scientific,
above -all scientific) can, quicken trees into life!
Happily Rezia put.her hand with a tremendous
weight on his knee so that he was weighted down,
transfixed, or- the . excitement. ‘of the elm trees
rising and falling, rising and falling with all their
teaves alight and.the colour thinning and thicken.

ing from blue to the green of a hollow wave, like
plumes on horses heads, feathers on ladies, so
Ilalroudly‘they rose and. fell,. so éuperbly would

ave sent him mad, Byt . ’
Sl ut he would not go mad.

t hiS Cyes; hC w 1
But they beckoned.; oud see ng mare,

leaves were alj
i alive; trees.
mi]ﬁ;:::‘ref: b And t_he leaves being connccjted by
of fibres with hig own body, there on the
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seat, fanned it 4 ! ol
stretched he,'tog ar?lidcfl:c’w:lrll ;t i
;parrows fluttering, rising; iy
Tountains were part of the : at] Jaggeq
tern s ‘the wkiva o - |
blgc, t:_)a.rred with black branche:’ .t;]; Whi,tef anq |
hatmeonies with prémeditation; the sy unds. e
- ‘them'were as ‘significantas t‘k;e SFSP;CGS potmen, |
) ; ounds. A ¢h:
crled. Rightly far away a hora soundedS Aﬁ thqd |
togf:‘tlger meant the birth' of a’ hew ’1"'elig.ion—~_takﬂn
eptimus,” “said ' Rezia. " He' "sfars. ‘
i 5 t x .
lently. - People must notice. P oA
“Iam going 'to wilk' to i i i |
- A f 4 i :
back,” she'said. R G
o I;‘lo'r.she‘ cbuld.sta'r_'xd' it nb-lbn"ger. - Dr. 'Holmes |
‘mig t'say there was ‘nothing 'thematter. * Far
rathe_r’ Wf)t}ld she that'he ‘were''dead! ' She coiild
not sit beside him when he stared so'and did not |
see her ‘ar_ld made :f;ver}ithing terrible; “sky and |
tree, children playing, dragging carts; blowing
whistles, falling’ downj* all ‘were ‘tertible, > 'And |
he would not'kill himself; anid she could tell no |
‘one. . S}eptimus ‘has been working too hard ’— |
that ‘was all she'could say to"her 'own mother.
To ' love makes one solitary, she thought. ' She
~could tell nobody, not even' Septimus now, and
looking back, she saw him sitting' in" his’shabby
overcoat alone, on the seat, hunched up, staring. |
And it was cowardly for'a man to say he would !

he branch ‘.

4 oni
‘and ‘falling in ; "The
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; 1as
t. Septimus had fought; he W

L bimsey R oot now.. She put on

el her new hat and he

brayes n {
' _ She-put:oh

her. lace Cf)ll,al" e i was happy ¥ 1
ever noticeds 2 without him.:
sl 14 make her happy ¥

Nothing cou 'selﬁsh. 'So, men are. For
Nothing! HellwasDr Holmes said  there Wwas
he was, BO% - ter with, him. | She spread her
nO&EH% ;ofc niler Looi;! Her wedding, ring

C L)

hand, he had grown so thin., [t was she who
*sffored—but she had nobody to tell.

Far -Was_Italy and the white houses a_nC_l_ thF
room, where her sisters sat making hats, and the
stréets crowded every evening with people walk-
ing, laughing out loud, not half alive like people
here, huddled up in Bath chairs, looking at a few
ugly flowers stuck in pots! ,

“ For you,should see the Milan gardens,” she
said aloud. But to whom?

There was nobody. . Her words faded. = So a
.rOCkCt fad¢§, Its sparks, having grazed their way
1;1;0 the n_lg};l,t, suniender to it, dark descends,

urs over the outlines of ho -
bleak. hill-sides sof uses;and. towers;
VR es. soften and fall in. But though
they are gone, the night is full of them - robbed of
colour, blank of wind ; " “hQ

s ' Windows, they exist more
ously, give out wh €. ponder-
» BIVE out what the frank daylicht faj
transmit—the troubl . daylight fails to
¢ trouble and suspense of; things

slipped——s
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conglomerated there in the darkness:
together.in the darkness: reft of thes':’l'
dawn brings when, washing the wallsel
grey, 'spotting each window-pane, liftip
from the fields, showing the r:ed-‘br

peacefully grazing, all is once more déc;:

hudd]ed
ef whic
White anq

e i ol we e Bt
. ) ell ‘that he was
mad!  Turning, the shelf fell ; down, down she
dropped. For he was gone; she thought—gone, |
as he threatened, to kill himself“to throw himself |
under a cart! " But no; there he was; still sitting
alone on the seat, in his shabby overcoat, his legs |
crossed, staring, talking aloud. ‘
Men''must not cut down’ trees:  There'is 2 |
God. ' (He noted 'such revelations .on"the backs |
of envelopes.) - Change the world.” -No one kills |
from hatred. ~Make it known (he wrote it down). f‘
He waited. © He listened. * A sparrow perched on |

g the miSt ;

the . . : ed ou
€ye; exists again. -' I am alone; T am q] ttc') ;
One|

she cried, by the fountain : |
(staring at the Indian and his crzssﬁgsen;; o
midnight, whcn all boundaries are lo,st tlfe c e |
re_verts to its ancient shape, as the Ro,rnans :: nt‘ry |
lying cloudy, when ‘they landed, and the hillszlg |
no names and rivers wound they krew ngt wh ; “'
—such was her darkness; when' suddenly, as i;re
shelf were shot forth and she stood on it, s,he sai(;l |

. .fsitting down by him,

ptimus, Septimus;

i gy Olgmes over and went 0, dra}W!éi:;
four or five e feshly and piercingly 17 A
A there 1s no crime and,’ joine ()ir
‘Words h'(‘m;rrow they sang in yoices ; proI.ong;
e S?n in "Grcek words, from, trees in .t :ia
?fllli.dlz:\jfrcofglife beyond a river where the dea

k..how there is no death. i3
wa]’i;:hl;e was his hand; there the dead. White

things . were assembling | behind the -railings
-opﬁosite. But. he dared not look. Evans was
behind the railings! /. . hutid

"« What are you saying? " said Rezia suddenly,

posite ,chirped Se

Interrupted .again! She  was always 1nter-

rupting. ‘

Away from people-—they
people, he said (jumping up), right away over
there, where there were chairs beneath a tree and
the long slope of the park dipped like a length of
green stuff with a ceiling cloth of blue and pink
smoke high above, and there was a rampart of far
irregular houses hazed - in smoke, the ' traffic
hummed in a circle, and on the right, dun-coloured

must get away from

. animals stretched long necks over the Zoo palings,

barki ; :
trzl_.c_mg’ howling. The_:re they sat down under a

“ Look,'_'_‘s_hq imélo;-ed him, ?Qintiﬁg at\::l
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little troop -of boys carrying’ cricket stumps,” and
one shuffled, spun round on his heel and shuffled,
as if he were acting a clown at the music hall. f

““ Look,” she implored him, for Dr. Holmes
hgd told her to make him notice real things, go
to a music hall, play cricket—that was the very
game, Dr. Holmes said, a nice out-of-door game,
the very game for her husband.

“ Look,” she repeated. "

Look the unseen bade him, the voice which
now communicated with him who was the greatest
of mankind, Septimus, lately taken from life to
death, the Lord who had come to renew society,
who lay like a coverlet, a snow blanket smitten
only by the sun for ever unwasted, suffering for
ever, the scapegoat, the eternal sufferer, but he
did not want it," he moaned, putting from’ him
with a wave of his hand that eternal suffering, thdt
eternal loneliness. :

“Took,” she repeated, for he must not talk
aloud to himself out of doors.

““ Oh' look,” she implored him. But ‘what
was there to look at? A ‘few sheep. That
was all. : e

The way to Regent’s Park Tube station—
could they tell her the way to che’ﬁt's Park Tube
station—Maisie Johnson wanted to know. -8he
was only up from Edinburgh two' days ago-

[

//-I;/IRS' D ALLOWA'Y

g
__over there! ” Rezt

«Not this W2y Jest she should-se€

- ide
waving her asies

PO
the first time, cOMe to takg upap
; denhall Streety ant : :
in Lea ’enPark ‘n the morning, this couple on the
Regent's - turn: - the young woman
chairs gave her quite 2 = . so that
sceming foreign, the man looking queers R o
should she be very old ‘she would: still relrr.mrr;l -
and make itjanglc again among her memories NOW
she had walked through ‘Regent’s Park on a fine
summer’s morning fifty years ago. For she was
only nineteen and had got her way at last, to come
to London: and now' how queer:it was, this
couple: she had asked the way of, and the girl
started and jerked her hand, and the man—he
s')eemed-awfully odd; quarrelling, perhaps; part-
tlg. for ever,” perhaps; something was up, she
tgc::,; ;gxd now all these people (for she returned
; road Walk), the stone basins, the prim
owers, the old men and . - P
the 3 men and women; invalids most of
em in Bath chairs—all seemed. af i o
5 quect. - And Maisie Johrison, . 5 Edinburgh;
that gently  trudein ¢ Johnson,. as' she joined
Kissed company-Es %1’ v aguely g‘azing,‘ breeze-
e : oS :
ing, Sparrow foun quirrels perching, and! preen=

Sl e atns fluttering for crumbs.
Ings, busy with-each dther, '
?
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the soft warm ajr washed over them and ey

to the fixed unsurprised gaze with whijch they |

ICCti.iYCd life something whimsical and mollified
Maisie Johnson positively felt she must cry o;,-g.
(fo.r that young man on the seat had given her
quite a turn. Something was up, she knew),
Horror! horror! she wanted to cry. /(She had
left her people; they had warned her what would
happen.) !
Why hadn’t she stayed at home? she cried
twisting the knob of the iron railing. ’
That girl, thought Mrs. Dempster (who saved
crusts for the squirrels and often ate her lunch in
Regent’s Park), don’t know. a thing yet; and
really it seemed to her better to be a little stout, a
little slack, a little moderate in one’s expectations,
Percy drank.  Well, better to have a son, thought
Mrs. Dempster.  She had had a hard time of it,
and couldn’t help smiling at a girl like that.
You'll get married, for you're pretty enough,
thought Mrs. Dempster. Get married, she

thought, and then you'll know. Obh, the cooks,

and so on. Every man has his ways. But

whether I'd have chosen quite like that if I could
have known—thought Mrs. Dempster—and could
not help wishing to whisper a word to Maisie
Johnson; to feel on the creased pouch of her
worn old face the kiss of pity. For it's been 2
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. Dempster too:
thought Mrs . figure; her>fect her
it? Roses’d Jumps beneath

h
.Ca” . All tl’fis bl
e eing, drinking
d, life had been

hard Jifes ;
she given c' .knobbe

(She drew

irt.
sklfR c);scs, she thoug

ht sardo
what with €

lly.
'dear. For reallys T
m he bad days and i hat was more; let

i t
and mating
s, 4an p
atter of roses h to
gt Carrie Dempster had, no; WIS
: man’s in Kentish

me tell yous : 76
Lo ﬂﬂ}’d, pity. Pity, for the
d of Maisie Johnson,

ds.

change. her .
'(f:[‘ow:i3r | But, she implore
Pity she aske

Joss of roses. b
standing by the hyacin e S AT

but that aeroplane!

stcrj:}I:vays longed to see foreign parts? ~ She 1l;lad
a nephew, a missionary. - It soared and shot.
She always went on the sea at Margafc, not c_)ut
o' sight of land, but she had no patience with
women who were afraid of water. It swept and
fell, Her stomach was in her mouth. Up
again. There’s a fine young feller aboard of it,
Mrs. Dempster wagered, and away and away it
went, fast and fading, away and away the aero-
plane shot; soaring over Greenwich and- all ‘the
masz’s; over the little island of grey churches, St.
g:]lclilss:r:-c:a;he rest till, on either side of London,
adventul::-oug t(;ut 4ol dark.browﬂ woods where

rushes hopping boldly, glancing
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M
i

once, twi nail apn
» “Wice, thrice, d tapped him
On

Nothing: ¢

nd more than

§ :’narryrs have died fo
ught, put this leather

an O, an F.
w What are they Jooking at? ». said Clarissa
the maid who-o;;cned her door-
cool as @ vault.

Dalloway t©
The hall of the house Was
hand to her €yeS and,

Mre. Dalloway'! raise
o, and she heard the

id shut the door 't
he felt like 2 nun who has

1d round her the familiar
to old devotions. The
ook whistled in the kitchen. 1She heard the click
of the typewriter. It was her life, and, bending
hall table, she bowed beneath

her head over the
the influence, felt blessed and purified, saying to
herself, as she took the pad with the telephone

message on it, how moments like this ar

: e buds
on the tree of l?fe, flowers of darkness they are
s;he t:ought (as if some lovely rose had blossomec,i
or her eyes only); not for a moment did she

s skirts, s
Jeft the world and feels fo
veils and ' the response




% |

. OUght’ :

she thought, i
her, trying to

X I(’ MI‘. Da”oway,' m

he would be | a'am, tOId'm

0 Unching out.” € to tc” you

the umbrel]a stand,

€ar no more. " aa; i

' said CL’:I[‘[ ;

the heat o’ the — Ssa
3

3 asking Richard to | 1

| . and shivers:
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e had stood shiver, 2s 2 plant

i i ar
wl?eﬁhfzels the shock of 2 passing ©

ivered.
d: so she shivere
o rmﬁl‘iosc lunch parties Wcrz
ily amusing, had not aske
1d separate her and

moment in
he river=

ont
Millicent Bruton,
said to be extraordinar

lgar jealousy could
}Il{%rhar?o v]l;ugt sh{: feared time itself, and read on
ichard.

if i dial cut in
’s face, as if it had been 2
e e il dwindling of life; how year

impassive stone, the _ . :
byPy)ear her share was sliced; how little the margin

that remained was capable any longer of stretching,
of absorbing, as in the youthful years, the colours,
salts; ‘tones of -existence, so that she filled the
room she entered, and felt often as she stood
hesitating one moment on 'the threshold of her
drawing -room, an exquisite ‘suspense, such as
might stay a diver before plunging while the sea
darkens and brightens. beneath him, and the .
waves which threaten to break, but only gcntly
split their surface, roll and conceal and encrust as
they just turn over the weeds with pearl.

She put the pad oh the hall table.

to go slowly upstairs,
bannisters,

this friend
her voice, had shye the door and

She began.
. with “her hand on the
as if she had left o party, where . now
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of this g
tter-of_fac .
'glOW of rose tJune mOrmng; | .

petals, for some, she
: Paused by the open stajy

Lvietiin - blinds e
) 'She thought’ feeI;-ng’

‘Put off their rich.
day .they must, disrobe, .
E:;hlm}r 1ind daid her feathered yellow hat on the
*/ 1 4 0e sheets were clean, tight i

broad white band from side togsidt:tretd]ed o
Znﬁ- harrower would her bed be !

alf burnt down and she had :

: d deep in B
Marbot’s Memoirs Sh e e
#73.She had read late t ni

]the retreat f{-om Moscow. For the Hjustg:: soof
ong that Richard insisted, after her Ulness, that
she must sleep undisturbed. = And really sh; pre-
ferred to read of the retreat from Moscow. He

aPFireL At mid:
She pierced the piis

Narrower

tion ©
e, contrac
through sorfl i et

She could

beauty; it was

i hich per-
thin central W -
i ghich broke up surd
an
1d contact of man
st = C(t:')ogether. For that she

She resented it, had a
as

It was SO

i m W
meated; something War

faces and Tipp

woman, or of women

imly perceive.
czls‘:)led?i]cl{eg up Heaven knows where, or,
s

he felt, sent by Nature (who 1s 1nv?r11;F’1Y Z“s:gé
ist sometimes ylelding to

yet she could not resis g Nt
charm of a woman, not a girl, of 2 WO

fessing, as to her they ofte-n did, s.ome scrapt-:,
some folly. +And whether it was pity, or their
beauty, or that she was older, or some accident—
like a faint scent, or a violin next door (so strange
is the power of sounds at certain moments), she
did undoubtedly then feel what men felt. = Only
for a moment; but it was enough. It was a
sudden revelation, a tinge like a blush which one
tried to check and then, as it spread, one yielded

&R' CLAH!{, L
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to its e€Xpansion, and rushed to the fart
and there quivered and felt the world co
swollen with some astonishing si
Pressure of rapture, which split
gushed and poured with ane
tion over the cracks and sores!
moment, she had seen an illumin
burning in a crocus:

Ime cloge,

its thin skip and

ation; 3 match

expressed. But the close withdrew; the hard
softened. It was over—the 'moment,
such moments (with women too) ther
(as she laid her hat down) the bed
Marbot and the candle half-burnt,
the floor creaked; the lit house was  suddenly
darkened, and if she raised her head she could just
hear the click of the handle released as gently as
possible by Richard, who slipped  upstairs in his
socks and then, as often as not, dropped his hot-
water bottle and swore! How she laughed!

But this. question of love (she thought, putting
her coat away), this falling in love with women.
Take Sally Seton;  her relation in' the old days

with Sally Seton. Had not that, after all, been
love? .

Againgt

and Barop

She sat on the floor—that was her first im-
pression of Sally—she sat on the floor with her
arms. round her: knees, smoking a cigarette.
Where could it have been?  The Mannings?

hCSt Verpg |
i ) |
gnificance, sop,

Xtraordinary glley;, |
Then, for that |

;' an 'inner Meaning almogt |

€ contrasted |

Lying awake, |

shocked ning : bea
But all thatI: V;:vas an cxuaord}l{"agr ge-eye
& Sa”i}: most admired, dark

kind she

dn't got it
. ince She ha’ t
that quality wh}cgf: sort of aban.donmeanc;uality
he always enVIET L 4 o anything; lish-
she could say anythl?g’ igners than in E“glls d
s 1 orel h b 00
much Commonel‘l = s said she had Freflc i
women. ~ Sally alway had been with
: ins—an ancestor ruby
in her veins ¢ off, left a
: —_had his head cu 3 ht
Antoinette: he came to stay
ring. Perhaps tha:t summer :ex ectedly without
e Wﬂ}‘:mg lnkgrltzn: nigPht after dinner,
in her pocket, .
ane:;‘zetﬁng poor Aunt Helena to such an extent
that she never forgave her. Thef'c had been sc’)me
awful quarrel at home. She literally hadn’t a
penny that night when she came to them—had
pawned a brooch to come down.  She had rushed
off ina passion. - They sat up till all hours of the
night talking. Sally it was who made her feel,
for the first time, how sheltered the life at Bourton_
was,  She knew nothing about sex—nothing

hcrsCIf;

as if
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fnb;:,ut‘:}?:f prob]cms. She h.ad once seen an o
ad dropped dead in a field—she py,
seen cows just after their calves were bora, Bad‘
Aunt Helena never liked discussion of anyth; ur‘
(when Sally gave her William Morris, it had ';8
be wrapped in brown paper). There they sao
hour after hour, talking in her bedroom at tht‘
top of the house, talking about life, how the|
were to reform the world.  They meant
found a society, o abolish private property, and
actually had a letter written, though not sent
out. The ideas Were.-SaHy’s, of course—but very
soon she was just as excited—read Plato in bed
* before breakfast; read Morris; read Shelley by
the hour. 3
Sally’s power was amazing, her gift, her per-
sonality. There was her way with flowers, for
instance. At Bourton they always had stiff littl
vases all the way down the table. Sally went out
picked hollyhocks, dahlias—all sorts of flowers
that had never been seen together —cut their

heads off, and made them swim on the top of

The effect was extraordinary—

water in bowls.
(Of course

_coming in to dinner in the sunset.
Aunt Helena thought it wicked to treat flowers
like that.) Then she forgot her sponge, and ran |
along the passage naked. That grim old house
maid, Ellen Atkins, went about grumbling—

letely reckless; did the most

she was comp ;
ﬁ;i):)iic, things out of bravado; blc'yclcd ro;n;d tl:le
parapet on the terrace; smoked cigars. Hodoy
she was—very absurd. But the charm was over-
powering, to her at least, so that she could remem-
ber standing in her bedroom at the top of the
house holding the hot-water can in her hands and
sayingaloud, “ She is beneath this roof. . . . She
is beneath this roof! ”

No, the words meant absolutely nothing to her
now.  She could not even get an echo of her old
e, Bt he <ol e g ol

‘ » and doing her hair in a kind of
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ecstasy (n
to her, as she took out
the dressing-table, began to do her . ir), with the
rooks flaunting up and down in the pink evening
light, and dressing, and going downstairs, and
feeling as she crossed the hall *“ if it were now to
die "twere now to be most happy . That was
her feeling—Othello’s feeling, and she felt it, she
d, as strongly as Shakespeare meant
because she was coming
hite frock ‘to meet Sally

was convince
Othello to feel it, all
“down to dinner In a2 W
Seton!

She was ‘wearing Pi
She seemed, anyhow, all light; glowing,
¢ ball ‘that has flown in,
ment to a ’bramble. But
hen one is in love (and
g in love?) as the com-
Aunt Helen

possib]e?
like some bird ‘or ai
attached itself for a mo
nothing' is so strange W
what was this except bein
te indifference of other people:

ple
“just wandered off after rdinner; Papa read the
i paper. Peter Walsh might have been there, and
Joseph Breitkopf certainly '

old Miss Cummings;
was, for he came every summer,
weeks and weeks, and prctende
_with her, but really played the piano
Brahms without any voice.

All this was only 2 backgroun
stood by the fireplace talking,

poor old man, for
d to read German
and’ sang

d for Sally. She
in that beauti

ow the old feeling began to come back
her hairpins, aid them on:

nk ‘gauze — was that -

" (up and down, up and down), she u

icked a flower;
whole world migh

The others’ disappeare (
Sally.  And ohe felt that she had been given & -

present, wrapped up, and told just to keep it, not
to look: at it—2 diamond, something infinitely

precious, wrapped up; and which, as they walked
ncovered, or

d upside down!

t have “turn¢ ;
lone with

d; there she was 2

the fadiancc burnt. through, the revelation, the
religious " feeling!—when old Joseph and Peter
faced them:

'I‘ Star-gazing? " said Peter.

t was like runni ; i
ol i thedackiissh o1 e
‘horrible | X was shocking; 1t was

Not for herself,

; . She fi
béing wiiled e em :llttr only how Sally was

; eated; she felt his
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hostility; his jealousy; his determination to break
into their companionship. = All this she saw 4

one sees a landscape in a flash of lightning—ap4 |

Sally (never had she admired her so much|)
gallantly taking her ‘way unvanquished. Sh.e.
laughed. She made old Joseph tell her the nameg
of the stars, which he liked doing very seriously
She stood there: she listened.  She heard th;
names of the stars.

*:Oh 'this horror! ' she 'said ‘to herself; a5

if she’ had' known: all along that 'something
would interrupt, would embitter her moment of
happiness.
./ Yet, after all, how much she owed to him later,
Alvways when she thought of him she thought of
their quarrels for some reason—because  she
wanted his good opinion so much, perhaps. ' She
owed him words: * sentimental "', *“ civiltsed ";
they started up every day of her life as if he
guarded her. A book was sentimental; an atti
tude to life sentimental. = ** Sentimental ’, perhaps
she was to be thinking of the past. What would
he think, she wondered, when he came back?

That she had grown older? Would he say
that, or would she see him thinking when he came
back, that she had grown older? It ‘was true
Since her illness she had turned almost white.

Laying her brooch on the table, she had 2

t (as she | o
gnﬁciﬁ“ pgnk face of the woman -WhoDa“OWay;
:ry night to give & partys of Clarissa
v -
e llion times.she had seen her

How many mi _
face, and always with the same 1m
traction! ~ She pursed her lips w . s
in the glass. [t wasto give her face point. 1hat

was her self—pointed; dartlike; definite. That
was her self when some' effort, some call on her
to be her self, drew the parts together, she alone
knew how different, how incompatible and com-
posed so for the world only into one centre, one
diamond, one woman who sat in her drawi'ng—
room al.nd made a meeting-point, a radiancy no
doubt in some dull lives, a refuge for the lonely

perccptible con-
hen she looked
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to come to, perhaps; she had helped you }
who were grateful to her; hac!; tri}c':d :f [;360;:11:1
same always, never showing a sign of all the oth ‘|
sides of her—faults, jealousies, Vvanities, o
cions, like this of Lady Bruton not asking her ¢
Tunch; which, she thought (combing her haio
finally), is utterly base! Now, where was he:
dress? ;
Her evening dresses hung in the cupboard
Clarissa, plunging her hand into the softncsS;
gently detached the green dress and carried it t,
the window. ' She had torn it. Some one had
trod on the skirt. ' She had felt it give at the
Embassy party at the top among the folds. By
artificial light the green shone, but lost its colour
now in the sun. She would mend it. Her maids
had too much to do..  She would wear it to-night,
She would take her silks, her scissors, her—what
was’ it’—her. thimble, of course, down into the
drawing-room, for she must also write, and se
that things generally were more or less in order.
Strange, she thought, pausing on the landing,
‘and assembling that diamond shape, that single
person, strange how a mistress' knows the very
moment, the very temper of her house!  Faint
sounds rose in spirals up the well of the stairs;
the swish of a mop; tapping; knocking; a loud-
ness when the front door opened; -a voice repeat-

Suspi_ |

room

drawing e
candlcstlcks

1d out, put ¢ o Bl middle,
s the clock.

would stand; they
tones which she could

would talk i Of all, her mistress

: en.
imitate, i and'gentlen:)f silver, of linen, of
tagt—1N15tress )
was loveliest

i their
hina, for the sun, the 'silver, doors off oo
cn - *
i c’s Rumpelmayer's ' men, gave he:r a ,f
e knife on the inlaid table, o

as she laid the paper- %3
2:;1e:hi1g achicved. Behold! Behold! she said,

speaking to’her old friends in .the baker’s shop,
where ‘she had . first seen service: at Caterham,
prying into the glass. She was Lady -Angela,
attending Princess Mary, when in came Irs.
Dalloway.)

“'Oh Lucy,” she said, * the silver does look
nice! "’

s {\nd how,” she said, turning the crystal
dolphin to stand straight, ** how did you enjoy
ttl;e play ]?.‘St mght? " “Oh, they had to go before
te:‘;!e,l'ldlh shff sald‘.‘ “ They had to be back at

she said. So they don’t know what
“That does seem hard

happened,” she said,

———
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luck,” s i
by aSkh; sa;:::lr (for‘ ‘hcr servants stayed
shame,” she sai)c'i ‘ That i Sec; i 4
-Cushion s m.;i dtakmg the old ba[dr-'lther a
e e i : Ic_ of the sofa and ‘Io-ok,'n j
ey, , and giving her a little §$:;1ng it |
“ Take it away! Give i b |
5 ; I Giveit to |
?Az?i{zzcnts! Take it awa)l:.’d{?.sf‘galk‘er it |
holding the c{zssf,‘.’PPed atithe drawing—rogned'
a little pink, C lon, and said, very shyl i
il , Couldn’t she help to ;;nt:;ming ".
But, said Mrs, Dall |
ii:hﬁands already, quitco;z; 5;"3 sl 5
ity gh of her own to ¢
“ But, thank |
e you, Lucy, oh, tha 1
went: ofzg;;ay 2 ?nfl thank you, th:ﬁkyouj L
.dress ‘over hg- (j:.;ung down on the sofa {unfl e |
A bt ees, her scissors, her lt'l ¥
gratitude to her s you, she went on’ sa iSl ¥y
e b ervants generally for hel )z;ng :
48 oy # ,dto be what she Wantedp i
i ed. Her servants liked he’r Eire
¥ i :dsIOF hers—where was the tf:a-P s
i g e to be 'threaded. . This g,
e c‘sr:, one of Sally Parker’s th‘:als ;
i r mac!e, alas, for Sall ,h d -
at ' Ealing, and if evcryIah 4
ave a

oment #
pave 2 7 por she g Y
hc t Wefe ncvc

Ealing- .
at rcal artlsf- ; her dresscs
€ atﬁeld;

m a
them 2

pissy 27
Clariss® * * 1 ings; b
wear the
had worll

of—the-WﬂY u could
atﬁdd; > I:i on hen § content, as
wing the ! moothly © its genti®
) reen folds together an
the belt. So on
overbalanc® and
hole world seem$
" more and more pondcr—
he body which lies
too, That is all.

Fear no more, says

very 11
Waves collects

and fall; and the ¥
« that is all
even the heart int
the beach says

the heart.

1o be saying

ously, until
in the sun on

Fear no more, s&y%
the heart, committing its burden to some sed,
llectively for all .sorrows, and re-

And the body
the wave break-
barking -and

which sighs co
riews, begins, collects, lets fall.

alone listens to the passing bee;
ing;  the dog barking, far away

barking.
“Heavens, the front -door bell! * exclaimed

Cla‘r‘if;;;, staying her needle. Roused, she listened
s r;. Il)lallowzt?r will sce me,” said the elderly
n the hall. “Oh yes, she will see me,” he
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re 1
Peated, putting Lucy aside very benevo]

and runnj .
e hnnmg upstairs ever so qQuickly. “y.
see,rm:c m;;tered as he ran upstairs. « s;s’ yes, |
2 ter five years in India, C]arisSc wil]
2 wil]

See me. "

“ Who can—what "
Rt can,’’ ask
(]thmkmg it was ¢::cutragectusaS il OAllom,
eleven o’clock on the morn;j
X : ning of the da
E:::ig a }?ar;y), hearing a step on the sta?r:hc g;s
"d a hand upon the door. Sh iy
her dress, like a virgi . eyl
i . Irgin  protecting chastj i
Isg;ctu;]g privacy. . Now the brass knobsslltiy, |
: w the door opened, and in came — for 5 sp %,
econd s.he could not remémber what he was callrllglc
1f‘;c‘:tsu]rpnsed she was to see him, so glad, so sh 5
h erly taken aback to have Peter Walsh corrf’ iy
er unexpectedly in the morning! (She h o
read his letter.) -
“.And how are PV sai
2 you: said Peter W.
1lzjosl.tnfrcly trembling;  taking both hel;' hazlcsi?r
th:ssmg bo-th. her hands.: She’s grown older he:
bough?, sitting down. I shan’t tell her anyt}:ing
gho?t it, -he thought, for she’s grown older,
; e’s. looking at me, he thought, a sudden cm-.
k.arrassmcnt coming over him, though he had
lss;:d llalcr hands. ' Putting - his hand into his
pocket, he took out a large pocket-kni
opened the blade. L

ently, |

to be intermpted “nl

would have © g°

4nd how Wad cvcryghmg,
Richard? Elizabcth. s
« And what's all this?
en-knife towards her green
He's very well dressed, t
he always criticises 7€
Here she is men
dress as usual, he thoug
2l the time I've been i

dress; playing about; going to

to the House and back and
growing more and more irri

agitated, for t
for some women as marria

ding her dress;
ht; here she’s been s
n India; mending her

arissds

e
e
a little out of th

ck suits oy erhap$

he said,
dress.

hought Clarissa; yet !

mending her
itting

parties; running
all that, he thought,
tated, more and more

here’s nothing in the world so bad

ge, he thought; and

politics; and having a Conservative husband, like
the admirable Richard. So it is, so it is, he
thought, shutting his knife with'a snap.

“ Richard is very well.
mittee,” said Clarissa.

Richard is at a Com-
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And she opened her scissors i N
mind. her jist' finishing: What Jhacni::ld’ did
her dress, for they had a party that nj ht[aim-ng "

* Which I shan’t ask you to,”” she sfid 2
dear Peter! " she said. ey

But it was delicious to hear
my dear Peter! Indeed, it was :}:rsjag lth s
—the silver, the chairs; all so delicious] e

Why wouldn’t she ask him to he
he asked. Oy

Now of course, thought Claris !
ing! l.perfectly enchantigng! Noij, }I“3 jei:(:ham‘
how impossible it was ever to make up m em'b ¥
—and why did I make up my mind~yn::md
max::l-y him? she wondered, that awful summer; b

But it's. so extraordinary that you sho;:ld
have come this morning! "’ she cried, putting h
han‘t:ls, one on top of another, down on her .4:1rescsr
‘ Do you remember,” she said, * how thc'
blinds used to flap at Bourton? "’
- “They did,” he said;  and he remembered
breakfasting ' alone, very awkwardly,  with her
father;' who ‘had died; and he had not written
to Clarissa.  But he had never got on well with
old Parry, that querulous, weak-kneed old man
Clarissa’s father, Justin Parry. |
“I often wish I’ i
P oy i) h I'd got on better with your

that moon: . !
him on the tcrrace,'m the 1:: f faid_ dodl
« Herbert has it now, S
o there now,’ she said. nidch id
Then, just as happens on 2 ter 2 o
when on¢ person begins
et as the

bored, and ¥

moonlight, ot 1
hamed that he 15 2 rea )
Zsther sits silent, very quiet, sadly looking at the

i his foot
moon, does not like to speak, moOVves 4

clears his throat, notices some iron scroll on 2
table leg, stirs 2 leaf, but says nothing—s0 Peter

Walsh did now. For why go back like this to

the past? he thought. Why make him think of

it again? Why make him suffer, when she had
?

tortured him so infernally? 'Why ==
/‘?’3/1/‘< z

£




d Autters away. uite simpl
she wiped her eyes. i e

." Yes,” said Peter, ¢ Yes, yes, ves,” he said,
as if she drew up to the surface something which
Positively hurt him as it

rose. - Stop! Stopl he
wanted to cry.  For he was not old; hj

hot over; not by any. means.
Past fifty.  Shall T tel] her,
He would like to make a cl

But she is too cold, he tho

s life 'was
He was only just
he thought, or not?
ean breast of it all.
ught;  sewing, with
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W

. d |
Dal;}’ ‘:rvc())fld think 'me 2 failure,
she

in the
thought; An
h;ad i doubt about

her SciSsOrS;
Clarissa. An.
Which [ am 1n

A ) : this—
Da“ow:y;s:: ZC failure, comParcd with all
that; he

- -knife, the
unted paper :
the inlaid table, the dl;::zticks, the ' chair - covers
dolphin and i lish tinted Prints—-he
1d valuable Engh :
e t the smugness of the whole
s Idet§S d’s doing, not Clarissa’s;
ir. h thought; Richard’s doing, :

o ied hi Here Lucy came into
save that she married him.  ( ert cy .
the room, carrying silver, more silver; but'charm-
ing, slender, graceful she looked, he Fhought, as
she stooped to put it down.) = And this has been
going on all the time! he thought; week after
weeky Clarissa’s life; while ' I—he thought; and
at once everything seemed to radiate from him;

journeys; rides; quarrels;  adventures;
parties; love affairs;

bridge
work; work; work! and
he took out his knife quite openly—his old horp-

handled knife which Clarissa could swear he had
had these thirty yearsl—and clenched  his fist
upon it,

What an extraordina
thought.

making o

ry-habit that was
ng with g knife,
frivolous;

s Clarissa

Alway,s
- €mpty-mindeq :

X, as he yg
g up h

ne feel, too,
A mere glly chatterbg
she thought, and, takip e I oy

€r necdle, sum-
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m;)ned, like 'a Queen whose guards have falley |
asleep and left' her unprotected (she had been‘
en |

quite taken aback by, this visit—it had upset h

so that any one can stroll in and have a ]ooker)

her where she lies with the brambles curving Q\:t
t

R o o R

her, summoned to her help the things i
the: things she liked; her Iimsband; gEliSil:bgtl:;\
her self, in short; which Peter hirdly knew noy |
all to come about her and beat off the enemy W,’;
* Well, and :what’s -happened to you?”. she |

said. . So before a battle begins; the horses pay|
|

the ground;- toss their heads; the light shines o |,

their flanks; their necks curve. . So Peter Walsh|
and Clarissa, sitting side by side on the blue sofy |
challenged each other.. His powers chafed and
tossed ' in- him. He  assembled from differen
quarters all sorts of things; praise; his careera
Oxford; his marriage, which she knew nothingj
whatever about; how he had loved; and altogether
done his job.

“ Millions of things!” he exclaimed, and
urged by the assembly of powers which were nov
charging this way and that and giving him th
feeling atvonce frightening and extremely exhilar

_ating of .being rushed through the air on the
shoulders of people he could no longer see, bt
raised his hands to his forehead.

Clarissa sat very upright; drew in her breath

' ip love with 2 gir
- g Dalloways; 11 :
doy 10 RO § deposited his garland: flartsss

in Ind1a. 1d of it.
could make what she wou That he at his 28¢

i ». ghe said. his
h lfinblo‘:jckc;hunder in his little boxaff—tle ‘E){y
: oumonster! And there’s no flesh on his neck;
gil:;ands are red; and he's six months old‘a_r tl,;]an
[ am! her eye flashed back to hferi but 1n I_;,r
heart she felt. All the same; he 1s 10 love. e

has-that, she felt; he is in Io{r.e. :
But ,thc indomitable egotism which for ever

rides down the hosts opposed to it, the rivcr‘which
even though, it admits, there
may be no goal for us whatever, still on, on; this
indomitable - egotism - charged  her cheeks with
colour; made her look very young; Very pink;
very bright-eyed as she sat with her dress upon
her knee, and her needle held to the end of green
silk, trembling a little.  He was in love!" Not
with her. - With some younger woman, of course.

“ And who is she? " she asked.

‘Now  this statue must be brought from its
height and set down between them.

says on, of, 0n;

L
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e A.marrlcd woman, unfortunately,’
e wife of a Major in the Indian Army.”
‘;‘\nd with ‘a  curious ironical sweetne
smiled as he placed her in this ridiculoy
before Clarissa.

.(‘A” the same, he is in love, thought Clarissa) |
. She has,” he continued, very rcasonabl. ‘
two small children; a boy and a girl; andy“

have come over to see my lawyers about the

divorce.” |

. Th.erc they are! he thought. Do what you |
like with them, Clarissa! There they are!l And
second by second it seemed to him that the wife
of the Major in the Indian Army (his Daisy) and |
her two small children became more and more |
lovely as Clarissa looked at them; as if he had |
set light to a grey pellet on a plate and there had
risen up a lovely tree in the brisk sea-salted air of |
their intimacy (for in some ways no one under-
stood him, felt with him, as Clarissa did)—their
exquisite intimacy.

She flattered him; she fooled him, thought
Clarissa; shaping the woman, the wife of the
Major in the Indian Army, with three strokes of
a knife. 'What a waste! ~ What a folly! All his
life long Peter had been fooled like that; first
getting sent down from Oxford; next marrying
the girl on the boat going out to India; now the

y he Said;i Wife Df a aj

85 he |
i
i d
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| efused
__thank Heaven she had ;cr ¥

or : ;
m!  Still, he was in loVve€s

; he was in love see
hat are you gon8 to do? '’ she as
and solicitors, Messts.
nd Grateley of Lincoln’s Inn, they wer:’i,
do it, he said- And he actually pare

¢

ocket-knife-

to marry

frieﬂd; her
“ But w

Oh the lawyers

him.
Hooper a

ing to
]gn?s ngails with his p 1

For Heaven's sake, leave your k‘m : ks
cried to herself in irrepresst!)lc lrntatlon;h']tl 2
his silly unconvcntiona:]ity, his weak‘nCSS; 115 a :
of the ghost of a notion what any one else Wa-
feeling that annoyed her, had always annoyed her;
and now at his age, how silly! :

I know dll that, Peter thought; I know what
I'm up against, he thought, running his finger
along the blade of his knife, Clarissa and Dalloway
and all the rest of them; but I'll show Clarissa—
and then to his utter surprise, suddenly thrown
by those uncontrollable forces thrown through
the air, he burst into tears; wept; wept without
the least shame, sitting on the sofa, the tears
running down his cheeks.

And Clarissa had leant forward, taken his hand,
»drawn him to her, kissed him,—actually had felt
his fa}ce on hers before she could down  the
brand.nshing of silver flashing plumes like pampas
Brass in a tropic gale in her breast, which, subsid-

fe alone! she

|
i




- Hill, she thought),

/ 2 hand in the dark for help.”'Lunching with
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ing, left her holding his hand, patting his knee
and, feeling as she sat back extraordinarily at he,
ease with him and light-hearted, all in 5 clap it
came over her, If I had married him, this gaiety
would have been mine all day!"

It was all’ over for her.
stretched and the bed narrow.

into the tower alone and left th
in the sun.

She had gone up

The door had shut, and there amon

the ‘dust of fallen plaster ‘and ‘'the litter'of birds’

nests how distant the view ha

d'looked, and the
sounds came thin and chil

1 (once when on Leith
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time in them and had run aways
1

The ‘sheet g |

em b]ackberrying :

and Richard, Richard] she |
| cried, as a sleeper in the night starts and stretches

Lady Bruton, it came back to her." ' He has left

me; I am alone for ever, she thought, folding her
hands upon her knee.

Peter Walsh had got-up and crossed to the

window and stood with his back to her, flicking a
bandanna handkerchief from side to side. - Mas-
terly and dry and desolate’ he looked, his thin
shoulder-blades lifting his coat slightly; blowing
his nose violently. " Take ‘me with you, Clarissa
thought impulsively, as if he were starting directly
upon some great voyage; and then next moment
it was as if the five acts of a play that had been
very exciting and moving were now over and she

73

. ife

lived a li
haj lived with Peter;
had i was time

Now 1
thers her things together,

her opera-glasses, and %Ztsmlsle
theatre into the street, s
went to Peter.

And it was awfu
she still had the power, -
e Gyt Sh he detested, rise
room, to make the moon, which he ]

at Bourton on the terrace in th? _Sumn:’f SIEY' i
“Tell me,”" he said, seizing aey: ; YD
shoulders. +“Are you ' happy, Clarissar 065-

Richard—"
\  The door opened. ’

“Here is my Elizabeth,” said Clarissa, emo-
tionally, histrionically, perhaps.

“How d'y do?” said Elizabeth = coming
forward,

The sound of Big Ben striking the half-hour
struck out between  them ‘with extraordina
Vigour, as if a young man, fresh from a bath, strong,
indifferent, inconsidcrate, were swinging dumb-
bells thig way and that, ;

Hullo, Elizabeth | » cried Peter, stuffing his
handkerchief into his pocket, goj ickl
Ying * Good 1 <<% going quickly to her,
00d-bye Clarissa without look'mg at.

nd it was now OVer:
io move, and, as 2 Wi)ma:
her cloak, her glovess
p to go out of the
from the sofa and

lly strange, he thougl_1t, l_'now
as she came tinkling,
came across the

|
= rr~.A.J--_—7—r“"_’M" —a
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her, leaving the room quickly, and running down.
stairs and opening the hall door.

¢ Peter! Peter! ” cried Clarissa, following hip
out on to the landing.
Remember my party to-night! ™ she cried, having

to raise her voice against the roar of the open air, |

and, overwhelmed by the traffic and the sound of
all the clocks, her voice crying * Remember m
party to-night! "’ sounded frail and thin and very
far away as Peter Walsh shut the door.

Remember my party, remember my party, |
said Peter Walsh as he stepped down the street, |

speaking to himself rhythmically, in time with

*“ My party to-night||

the flow of the sound, the direct downright sound
of Big Ben striking the half-hour. (The leaden‘
circles dissolved ih the air.)  Oh these parties, he I‘
thought; Clarissa’s parties. - Why does she give
these parties, he thought. Not that he blamed |
her or this effigy of a man in a tail-coat with 1
carnation in his button-hole coming towards him. |
Only one ‘person in the world could be as he
was, in love. And there he was, this fortunate
' man, himself, reflected in the plate-glass window

of a motor-car manufacturer in Victoria - Street

All India lay behind him; plains, mountains;
epidemics of cholera; a district twice as big

Ireland;  decisions he had come 'to alone—he

great motor-
les on how
for mechanics;
his district, had ordcr,ed
land, ‘but the coolies
all of which Clarissa knew

cted, looking at the 8
¢ doing—how many mi

cars capable (: For he had a turn

llons¢?
ny g2 ;
’}?:d {nvcnted a plough in

wheel-barrows from Eng
souldn’t use them;

. & whatever about. : ; s
md';l:gway she said ‘' Here 1s my Elizabeth!

annoved him. Why not ¢ Here’s E]lzabe.th ,
Z?;tply? yIt was insincere. + And Elizabeth didn’t
like it either.  (Still the last tremors of the great
booming voice shook the air round him; the half-
hour; still early; only half-past eleven 'still.)
For he understood young people; he liked them.
There was always something cold in Clarissa, he
thought.  She had always, even as a girl, a sort
of timidity, which in middle age becomes con-
:';m'o“a]it}’, and then it’s all up, it’s all up, he

ought, lookmg rather drearily into the glassy

depths
hoir l;e t by calling at that
Overcome with shame

CmOthnal told her everyth_a fQO]; cht; been
1n as

S a cloud ¢p 8 as usual, a5 usual

ondon osses the sup, 1

i and falls op il silence falls on

mind,
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e moment. But

Time flaps on the mast.. There we stop: - .+ honey, laden with th
we stand. - Rigid, the skeleton of }::kl;)i’t :ﬁl:rc . be;atW:;};m? \)gfhat moment? ~ And why h}a:d 1;2
upholds the human frame. “ Where there ni" : ‘;een 4 profound]}’ happy when the cloc Wt’
nothing,’’ Peter Walsh said.to' himself;’ fee}ins griking?  Then, 3s the sound of St. Margarehs
hollowed out, utterly empty within. . Clarissa rg nguished he thought, She has been ill, and the
fused me, he thought. | He stood there thinking cound expressed languor and suffering. It ‘was
¢ Clarissa refused me.” ' | per heart, he remembered; and the sudden loud-
Ah, said St. Margaret’s, like ‘a hostess who ness of the final stroke tolled for death that sur-

comes into her drawing-room on the very stroke prised in the midst of life, Clarissa falling where
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of the hour and finds her'guests theré already, | she stood, i her drawing-room. Nol! Nol! he
I.am not late. . No, it is precisely half-past eleven, cried.. She is not dead! I 'am not old, he
she says. = Yet, though she is perfectly right, her cied, and marched up Whitehall, -as if there
voice, being the voice of the hostess, is' reluctant rolled down to him, vigorous, unending, his
to inflict its individuality. Some grief for the future.

past holds it back; some concern for the prescnt. He 'was not old, or set, or dried in the least.

It is half-past eleven, she says, and the sound As for caring what they said of him—the Dallo-
of St. Margaret’s glides into the recesses of the | Ways, the Whitbreads, and their set, he cared not

heart and buries itself in ring after ring of sound, |  3straw—not a straw (though it was true he would

like something alive which wants to confide itself, have, some time or other, to see whether Richard
to disperse itself, to be, with a tremor of delight, | cwuldn’t help him to some job).  Striding, staring,

at rest—Ilike Clarissa herself, thought Peter Walsh, ‘, i; glared at the statue of the Duke of Cambridge.
coming down the stairs on the stroke of the houf | he had been sent down from Oxford—true. - He
in white. It is Clarissa herself, he thought, with Sﬁ]becn a Socialist, in some sense a failure—true

a deep emotion, and an extraordinarily cleat, Y"dt thlc hthe future of civilisation lies, he thought ir;
puzzling; recollection of her, as if this bell ha suChands of young men like that; of ot r’nen
come into' the room years ago, where they s of abas e was, thirty years ago; with their lov

at some moment of great intimacy, and /b3 theillstrlaict principles; getting books sent out tc
gone from one to the other and had left, like * all the way from London to a peak in thc:-,
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imalayas; reading science; reading phijl
050

The fu &
ture lies in the hands of young men l'k. 2
ke | i

that, he thought.
A patter like the patter on leaves in ,
Wooq

came from behi :
nd, and with it a y

rustling, r -

» Teguly

thudding sound, which as it
: ov -

ﬁ;};m‘r‘?ed his t'houg_hts, strict in stc:p,e :goarhl?[m

hall, without his doing. - Boys in unifor o

ing guns, marched with their eyes aheadm;' e

marche_d, their arms stiff,, and on' their ? ey

expression: like the letters of a legend z:;it:n
n

round the base of a statue praising duty, gratitud
’ & I

fidelity, love of England.

It is, thought Peter Walsh, beginning to k
sticp with them, a very fine training.  But tztp
did not look robust. = They were weedy for tﬁy
most part, boys of sixteen, who might, to-morro :
stand behind bowls of rice, cakes ’of- soap :;:
counters. Now they wore on them unmixed with
sensual pleasure or daily preoccupations the
solemnity of the wreath which they had fetched

from Finsbury Pavement to the empty tomb.

They-had taken their vow, The traffic respected

it; vans were stopped.

I can’t keep up with them, Peter Walsh
thought, as they marched up Whitehall, and sure
enough, on.they marched, past him, past every
one, in their steady way, as if one will worked legs

79
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. ith its varieties,
arm$ uniformlys i pavement of

id under a
d been Jaid u 1 into a stiff

d drugge
seathsee gCg)ne had to re-

monumen by discipline.
se Dy ne had to respect

nces
ts and W
ing corp

; might Jaugh; but ©

'spc!cxc t‘hought. There they 80
1&t!:’alsh, pausing at-the edge of the pave
oll the exalted :statues, Nel.son, Gor?on, ek
the black, the spcctacular images (?f i:ca et
ctood looking ahead of them, as 1 c);h ar

mde the same renunciation (Peter Wal

jad made it, t00, 3 great renunciation), trampled
tations, and achieved at

the same temp
e But the stare Peter Walsh

h a marble stare.
length & though he

did not want for himself in the least; :
He could respect it in

could respect it in others.
the troubles of the flesh

boys. They don’t know
yet, he thought, as the marching boys disappeared

in the direction of the Strand—all that I've been
through, he thought, crossing the road, and stand-
ing under Gordon’s statue, Gordon whom as a
boy he had worshipped; Gordon standing lonely
with one leg raised and his arms crossed,—poor

thought Peter
£ ment; and
Havelock,

iers

. Gordon, he thought.

And just because nobody. yet knew he was in
London, except Clarissa, and the earth, after the
voyage, still seemed an island to him, the strange-
ness of standing alone, alive, unknown, at half-
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What is it? .Wherc am I?  And why, after .|
does one do it? he thought, the di e e
all moonshine. And down, his mi i
ind went flg !

a.marsh, and three great emotions bowl datz{-
him; wunderstanding; a vast philanthr ; Ovt_f
finally, as if the result of the others LR
£ s " » An im
Prcss1ble, exquisite delight; as if inside his b ]
by another hand strings were pulled shu::u
moved, and he, having nothing to do v:rith it cr:'
stood at the opening of endless avenues d,oirvi
which if he chose he might wander. He ;md o
felt so young for years. }
He had escaped! was utterly free—as happeml
in the downfall of habit when the mind, like "
unguarded flame, bows and bends and seems abov
to blow from its holding. - I haven’t felt so youy
for years! thought Peter, escaping (only of cous
for an hour or so) from being precisely what
was, and feeling like a child who runs out?
doors, and sees, as he runs, his old nurse wavit
at the wrong window. But she's extraordinar
attractive, he thought, as, walking across Trafalg
Square in the direction of the Haymarket, camt]
young woman who, as she passed Gordon's staf¥,
seemed, Peter Walsh thought (susccptiblc 2 t’
was), to shed veil after veil, until she becamé ™
very woman he had always had in mind; o

past eleven in Trafalgar Square overcame h'j
1
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but stately; mertys but discreet;

chanting:

Straightening-himsclf and stealthily ﬁngering

his pockct—knife he started a.fter her to follow thtl;
woman, this excitement, which .secmed: even Wi
its back turned to shed on him 2 light whsc.h
connected  them, which singled him out', as if
the random uproar of the traffic had whispered
through hollowed hands his name, not Petclr, bl}t :
his private name: which he called himself in his
own thoughts. .~ You,” she said, only “ you’,
saying it with her white gloves and her shoulders.
Then the thin long cloak ‘which. the wind stirred
2 she walked past Dent’s shop in Cockspur
Street blew out with an enveloping kindness, a
mournful tenderness, as of arms that would open
and take the tired
But she’s not married; she's young; quite
young, thought Peter, the red carnation he had
seen ‘her wear as she came across Trafalgar Square
l1->:drnm§ a:ga}iln in .his eyes and making her lips
Was:a d]il n? e \;a:tcd at the kerbstone. There
e Clarggssat.yna tOL}tthI.‘. Shelwas not worldly,
wondered a; ého rich, like Clarissa. ' Was she, he
a lizard’s ,ﬂick o moved, respectable? Witty, with
i, nf:!tlgl]tongue, he th-ought (for one
s arting wit; not nolgy’;——;

81.
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- She moved; she crossed; he followed her,
To embarrass her was the last thing he wished,

Still if she stopped he would say *‘ Come and have
an ice,” he would say, and she would answer,

perfectly simply, “ Oh yes.”
But other people got between them ‘in  the

street, obstructing him, blotting “her out. He
pursued; she changed. There was colour in her
cheeks; mockery in her eyes; he was an adven-
turer, reckless, he thought, swift, daring, indeed
(landed as he  was last night from India) a
romantic buccaneer, careless of all these damned
proprieties, yellow dressing-gowns, pipes, fishing-
rods, in the [shop windows; “and respectability
and evening parties and spruce old men wearing

white slips beneath their waistcoats. He was a

buccaneer. On and on she went, across Picca-

dilly,

cloak, her gloves, her shoulders ‘combining with

the fringes and the laces and the feather boas in
the windows to make the spirit of finery and
whimsy which dwindled out of ‘the shops on to
the pavement, as the light of a lamp goes wavering
at night over hedges in the darkness.

Laughing and delightful,” she had crossed
Oxford Street and Great Portland Street and
turtied down one of the little ‘streets;, and now
and now, the great moment was approaching, for

and up Regent Street, ahead of him, her

mproprict}’-
I've had.

thought; Jooking up at t
And 1t wa

le geraniums.
Pl half made up;

of vague 1

WEH)

he swingin
s smashed to atoms—
as he knew very

this escapade with the girl;

kes up the better part of life,
making her up;

geting an exquisite amuse and somethin_g
But odd it was, and quite true; all this
one could never share—it smashed to atoms.

He turned; went up. the street, thinking to
find somewhere to sit, till it was time for Lincoln’s
Inn—for Messrs. Hooper and Grateley.  Where
should he go? No matter. Up the street, then,
towards Regent’s Park.  His boots on the pave-
ment sttuck out *‘ no matter »; for it was early,
still very early.
theﬂll):?seltogvas a splendid m(_)rning too. Like

a perfect heart, life struck straight

his fun, for it was
invented,
e ma
king oneself up;
ment,

well;
made up, as on
he thought—ma

more.

—A,,.hih

-
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througl? t}Ee streets. There was no fumbling—
no hesitation. Sweeping and swerving, accu-
rately, punctually, noiselessly, there, precisely at
the right instant, the motor-car stopped at the
door. The girl, silk-stockinged, feathered, evan-
escent, but not to him particularly attractive (for he
had had his fling), alighted. *Admirable butlers,
tawny chow dogs, halls laid in black and white
lozenges with white blinds- blowing, Peter saw
through the opened door and approved of. " A
splendid achievement in its own way, after alll
London: the season; civilisation. Coming as
he did from a respectable Anglo-Indian family
which for at least three generations had adminis-
tered the affairs of a’ continent (it’s strange, he
thought, what a sentiment I+ have-about that,
disliking India, and empire, and army as he did),
there were moments when civilisation, even of this
sort, seemed dear to him as a p'ersona] possession;
moments of pride in England; in butlers; chow
dogs; girls in their security. . Ridiculous enough,
still there it is, he thought. And the doctors and
men of business and capable’ women all going
about their = business, punctual, alert, robust,
seemed to him wholly admirable, good fellows, to
whom one would entrust one’s life, companions
in the art of living, who would see one through
What with one thing and another, the show Was

|

g bac

sa, perhapss for

re in the past than we do, he
mselves to placess and
always proud of l.ler
ce place, 2 very nice
with-the old man,

ht of childhood keeps comin

to me—the result of seeing Claris

their fathers

futher. ~ Bourton was a ni

lace, but I could never get on :
Ee th,ought. There was quite a scenc one night

—an argument about something or other, what,
he could not remember. Politics presumably.
Yes, he remembered Regent’s Park; the long
saight walk; the little house where one bought
Jir-balls to the left;  an absurd statue with an
inscription somewhere or other. He looked for
a empty seat. - He did not want to be bothered
(feeling a little drowsy as he did) by people asking
him the time. 'An elderly grey nurse, with a
baby asleep in its perambulator—that was the best
he could do for himself; sit down at the far end
of the seat by that nurse.
den?}i}cri;cqfcf-lookiﬁg girl, he thought, sud-
the room ang ering Elizabeth as she came into
Quite growl; stood by her mother. - Grown big;
-up, not exactly pretty; handsome
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rather; and she can’t be

‘I?t:;babl}: she doesn’t getmz:le \t::atl;: eé%htF oh:

o', here’s “my El,izabeth "—that sort of th?:ssa'

7 zrn 1;1(0t He.rcs Elizabeth " simply?—¢ ks
ake out, like most mothers, that thin o

what they’re not.  'She trusts to her ch::u-gs 4

much, he thought. - She overdoes it. Sk

© The rich benignant cigar smoke eddied coolly

down his throat; he puffed it out in in ri

which ‘breasted' the ;ﬁn bravely fojgzmni:z:c:gtr?
bl.uc, circular—1I shall try-and get a2 word alon;
with Elizabeth to-night, he thought—then began
to wobble into hour-glass shapes and taper away:
Odd shapes they take, he thought. ' Suddenly he
closed his eyes, raised his hand with an effort, and
threw away the heavy end of his cigar. = A great
brush swept smooth. across his mind, sweeping
across. it moving branches, children’s voices, the
shuffle of feet, arid people passing, and humming
traffic, rising and falling traffic. Down, down

he: san
sank, and was muffled over.

The grey n
Walsh, on: the hot

seat beside her, began snoring:
In her grey dress, moving her hands indefatigably
yet quietly, she seemed like the champion of the
rights of sleepers, like one of those spectr?

k into the plumes and feathers of sleep,

urse resumed her knitting as Peter |
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ise in twilight in woods made
litary traveller,.

which fon
hes. €

; brac;li‘;turber of ferns, and devastator
nts, looking up; suddenly sees,
¢ the end of the ride.
theist perhaps, he is taken
s of extraordinary exalta-
Nothing exists outside us except @ s'tate of
ks; a desire for solace, for relief, for
these miserable pigmies, these
feeble, these ugly, these craven men and women.
But if he can conceive of her, then in some sort
se exists, he thinks, and advancing down the
path with his eyes upon sky and branches he
rapidly endows them with womanhood;; ' sees With
amazement how grave they become; how majestic-
ally, as. the breeze stirs them, they dispense with
adark Autter of the leaves charity, comprchension,
absolution, and then, flinging themselves suddenly
aoft, confound the piety of their aspect with a
wild carouse.

_S“Ch are the visions which proffer great cornu-
copias fu.ll of fruit to the solitary traveller, or
murmur in his ear like sirens lolloping away on

the giant ﬁgUfe a
By conviction an 2

by surprise with moment
tions .

mind, he thin
something outside

-the green sea waves, or are dashed in his face like

chhesh of roses, or rise to the surface like pale
ces which fi
ik shermen flounder through floods to
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Such are the visions which ceaselessly float up,
pace beside, put their faces in front of, the actus]
thing; often overpowering the ‘solitary travelle
and taking away from him the' sense of the earth, |
the wish to return, and giving him for substitute
a general peace, as if (so he thinks as he'advances
down the forest ride) all'this fever of living were
simplicity itself; and myriads of things merged
in one thing; and this figure, made of sky and
branches as it is, had risen from' the troubled sea
(he is elderly, past fifty now) as a shape might be

.sucked up out of the waves to shower down from |

her magnificent hands' compassion, comprehen-
sion, absolution, oblivion. ' So, he thinks, may I
never go back to the lamplight; to the sitting-
room; never finish my book;" never knock out
my pipe; never ring for Mrs. Turner to clear
away; rather let me walk straight on to this great
figure, who will, with a toss of her head, mount
me on her streamers and let me blow 'to’ nothing-
ness with the rest.

Such are the visions.  The solitary traveller
is soon beyond the wood; and there, coming to
the door with shaded eyes, possibly'to look for
his return, with hands raised, with white apron
blowing, is an elderly woman ‘who' seems (50

powerful is this infirmity) to seek, over a desert,
a lost son; to search for a rider destroyed; to be |

m
wor
the ﬁg}l pattles of th e village street
glled 0 9 7 dvances dOWR A o men dig
slfary 172 en stand knitting 21 minous; the
ere the 1hg seems’ O -
h n, the evening ¢ fate, known to

in the g""_rdc :

i us
fipures otill; as if some aug

ited without fear, Wer
ete annihilation.
inary things, A

Indiorstzrzosv%nzztrisiﬁ witg its gcrat?lums,
th(:idt:rt)l-:,the outline of the landlad}:, bcx.ldmg to
::movc‘the cloth, 'becomes soft with hg}.lt, a:}
Jdorable emblem which only the recol.lectxon o
the coldness of human contacts forbids us to
embrace. ' She takes the marmalade; she shuts
itin the cupboard.

“ There is nothin’ more to-night, sir? ”

But to whom does the solitary traveller make
reply?

So the elderly nurse knitted over the sleep-
ing baby in Regent’s Park. So Peter Walsh:

snored.,

e about to sWeep

the cupboard;

He woke with extreme suddenness, saying to

| himself, * The death of the soul.”

stmtl}:'ord, Lord! ™ he said to himself out loud
s solur{g"and opening his eyes. * The death o;'
e scén The words attached . themselves to

¢ to some room, to some past he had
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been drcaming of. It became clearer;

the room, the past he had been dream;j
i It ‘Was at Bourton that summer,
nineties, when he was so passiohately
Clarissa. - There were a great many
laughing and talking,

tea.

the sene
ng of, :
early in the
in love with
i People thcre,
siting round a table afge,

(The room was bathed in yellow ligh
- t
full of cigarette smoke. s

) They were talking aboy,

a' man who had married his housemaid, .one of

name.

the neighbouring: squires, he had forgotten hjs |

He had married his housemaid, and she

had been brought to Bourton to. call—an awfy] | :

visit it had been.

her, and she never stopped talking. On and on
she went, on and on. Clarissa imitated her

Then somebody said—Sally ' Seton it was—did it
make any real difference to one’s feelings to know
that before they’d married she had had a baby!
(In those days,.in mixed company, it was a b:)ld
thing to say.) He could see Clarissa now, turning
bright pink; somehow contracting; and saying
“ Oh, I shall never be able to speak to her again!

Whereupon the whole party sitting round the | 1twasasif she said to Peter—it was all aimed at

tea-table seemed to wobble.
comfortable. o b e

He hadn’t blamed her for minding the HCS
since in those days a girl brought up as she was

It was very ur

She was-absurdly over-dressed, | : :
“Like a cockatoo,” Clarissa had: said, imitating | of gret daring. He used to. give her cigars,

s he ndHIIE
‘;ﬂ arrogant; unimagmatweé
hﬂd?r; “SThe death of the soul.’ s e ha

5 . . . nt as
Pm:‘:hat instinctively; ticketing the: mome

kne? nothingwt;h:

EY

peused t0 do—the death, of her soul.
- he

ed to. bow,

one wobbled; every one seerm . ‘
i\:’-sf)’oke, and then to stand up different. He.v
lsfﬂd sEe Sally. Seton, like a child who-has been
?:1 nischief, leaning forward; rather flushed, want-

il
§ e L M
g to- talk, but afraid.(~(She was Clarissa’s

atest. friend: at that time, alway‘s about the
place, totally unlike her, an attractive creature,
handsome, dark, with the reputation in those days

shich she smoked in her bedroom. - She- had:
dither been engaged to somebody or quarrelled:
yith her family—he forgot which. Old. Parry.
ddiked them both equally, which was a great
bond) Then Clarissa, still with an air-of being
ofiended with them all, got up, made some excuse,
d went off, alone.  As she opened the door, in
ame that great shaggy dog which ran after sheep.
She flung herself upon him, went into raptures
};Ln;; :lihkxtxew—“ I'know you thought me absurd
o Al woman just now; but see how extra-

narily sympathetic 1 am
Rob| "

3 see how 1 love my

v

i

" MRS. DALLOWAY [l A n91 2 M‘M}-
| r manneg; her 'timld} -

At rton

psihen |
ke )|

'
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They had always this queer
munilc:ixting without word:s.q Shcplc:‘:::v (gi iy
he'cnnc'ised her. Then she would do somel;;?ﬂ)l
quite obvious to defend-herself, like this fuss s
t}.lc dog—but it never took him in, and he Whl:hd
,h,l_s_ypi.ysgf_mz.kingherfed'it. Not that he sajg
anything, of course; just sat looking glum }
was the way their quarrels often began. i

She shut the door. At once he became ey
‘tremely depressed. It all seemed useless—goin
on being in love; going on quarrelling; goingr
on making it up. - He wandered off alone, among
outhouses, :stables, lookdd, at' the horses. \The
place was quite a humble one; the Parrys were
never very well off; but there were always grooms
and stable-boys about—Clarissa loved riding—

and ‘an' old coachman—what was his name?—an |

old nurse, old Moody, old Goody, some such
name they called her, whom ' one ‘'was taken to
visit in a little room with lots of photographs, lots
of bird-cages.)

It was an awful evening!
more gloomy, not-about' that only; about every-
thing.  And he couldn’t see her; couldn’t explain
to her; couldn’t have it out. There were always
people about—she’d ;go- on as if nothing had
happened. « That was the devilish part of her—
this coldness, this woodenness, something verf

He grew more and

- yindow—42 formida
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in - this
: :ch he had felt again t
in her, whic impenctrabilif}’- Yet

i r; an
mornini tzg{r;nl?et]oos:d her.  She had some quefr
hmmofnﬁddling on one’s NErves, turning ones [‘
Powi; 1o fiddle-strings, Y-
ncr\}f{c had goné into dinner I
some idiotic idea of making hims e
Miss Parry—Aunt Helena: J:xam.cd
Mr, Parry’s sister, who was supposed to presiac,
getested people being late. ~ There she sat in her
white' Cashmere shawl, with her head against .the
ble old lady, but kind to him,
some rare flower, and she !"‘/ 4

V};

_(She-wore_always —a~blac]¢[k/(

rather late; from
elf felty™ pld o

for he had found her
wis a great botanist.

tiwﬂsﬂiﬂg’boleu.ng_beGWeen_hcr_.shoulde«rs; y g
t stick.) };Z

if.nlu_‘-
y
e

k bodt”

[T~

ugrghﬁiﬁﬁ' in_thick _boots_with a grea
He sat down beside ‘her, and couldn’t speak. !ZL»/Z »
Everything seemed to race past him; he just sat “‘,i}? o v
there, eating. And then half-way through dinner o =

he made himself look across at Clarissa for the
fit time. ~ She was talking to a young man on
hu.:r right. - He had a sudden revelation. . ** She
vill marry that man,” he said to himself.. He
didn’t even know his name.
For of course it was that afternoon, that very
ﬂcf]ter.noon, that Dalloway had come over; and
2 . “ . ’
begfl::n;aggc}t}:ﬁn S‘i\rf;ckham s that was the
i ebody had brought him

s har JAm.[?-L,,

N




:::kf;:gxes;:f Richard—a fa; :
» SIHng on a deck-chair, and blurtin

Y name is Dal]oway! i Sally got hold g

always after that she 'called him M - ,

Dalloway! ? T

i e e

s ; marry Dalloway—y,,
bhndmg——overwhclmmg at the moment, There
was a' sort of—how could he put it —a sort of
ease in her manner to him; something materng].
gentle, differest. They were talkin g about politicsj
All through dinner he tried to hear what they
were saying.

Afterwards he could remember standing by
old Miss Parry’s chair in the drawing-room,
Clarissa came up, with her perfect manners, like
a real hostess, and wanted to introduce him to
some one—spoke as if they had never met before,

which enraged him. Yet even then he admired |

her for it.  He admired her courage; her socid
instinct; he admired her power of carrying things
through. She had the makings of a perfet
hostess, he told her. - Whereupon she winced al
over. But he meant her to feel it. He would

have done anything to hurt h7' He stood on

vzf‘af; Z‘ZM"‘? Kl«. W“V/ﬁ— D:A wufﬂ7

fused to be drawn 1n. So

his dig”i.ty- And he had a2 fccli.ng that tl:xeztv;:?;
sbe 'ef;,h?d' together ina consstrlcyb:f;m e

¥y ino—Dbehind his H
in—lfsghing a;; tsﬂlllgzz.%y's chair as though he h.:?g A
hcsml)d i ‘5} wood,’ Ne talked about wi
o / had he suffered so 1n-
il ten even to pre-

forgot
¢ must have -
: at last he woke up; he saw Mis

i ‘sturbed, rather indignant,

P;.m'y loomrzgn;:;}r::re;;zt;xed.’ ‘He almost crif.:d
i ll:; fl)le couldn’t attend because he was P1{1::
talking about fetchir s !
i?:ii?;riold ongthe water, and so on. g ’E}t]z
were going boating on the lake by moolrla g e
onc of Sally’s mad ideas. He could hear X
describing the moon. And they all went out.

He was left quite alone. : .
“Don’t you want to go with them? ” said

'lzﬁl/ln /)
Aunt Helena—poor old lady!—she had gucss.ed. Y cww]
And he turned round and there was Clarissa
again, - She had come back to fetch him. He
was overcome by her generosity—her goodness.
“Come along,” she said. * They’re waiting.”
He had never felt so happy in the whole of
hislifel Without a word they made it up. They
Walked down to the lake.. He had twenty minutes

He re

end to listens
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G g o v e o

G g floating, white, crimson), |
spirit, her adventurousness—there was SOme’th' %
about her that night ‘wild, intoxicating tcm;n
She made them all disembark and e ’] %
island—a wretched I i b

ittle hump in the middle ¢f

t}.le pond. - She startled a hen, or some he,
bird which flew up. She laughed. = She g,y
And all the time, he knew perfectly well, Da]lowgg ‘
was falling in love with her; she was falling ip
love with Dalloway; but it didn’t seem to Matter
He was above himself, exalted. Nothing mattcred:
They sat on the ground and talked—he 3
Clarissa.. They went in and out of each other’s
minds without any effort. -~ And then in a seconq
it was over. - He said to himself as they were
getting into the boat, * They suit each other,”
dully, without any resentment; but it was an
obvious thing. Dalloway suited Clarissa.

Dalloway rowed them in. He said nothing,
But somehow as they watched him start, jumping
on to his bicycle to ride twenty miles through
the woods, wobbling off down the drive, waving
his hand and disappearing, he obviously did fee,
instinctively, tremendously, strongly, all that; the
night; the romance; Clarissa.  Probably he
deserved to have her.

For himself, he was absurd. ' His demands

MRS, DALLOWAY ~

; bsurd.

issa (he could see it now) W:;Z jersriblc

pon il”glimpossible thipge. H§ b stil, per-
€ ted, 1 i

He #71e would have accepts Sally thought

s absurd. ;
him all that summer long ]etltffrs,
Iked of him; how she praised him,

Clarissa burst into tears! It was an extra-
v . mer—all Jetters, SCENES, tclcgrams';——
ng.m.ary Stu ]I;ourton early in the morning, han‘gmig
arrlvmg'l? the servants were up; appalling sére-a-
aboutwtilth old Mr. Parry: at breakfast; Aunt
i1

fil‘ . 1 him
. t kll‘ld; Sall cheplﬂg
Helena formidable bu Y P lastai i

of for talks in the vcgetable garden;

d with headaches. ;
: T“}rxle final scene, the terrible scene which he

wlieved had mattered more than anything i‘n the
shole of his life (it might be an exaggeration—
'ht still so it did seem now) happened at three
ocock in the afternoon of a very hot day. It
wsa trifle that led up to it—Sally at lunch saying
something about Dalloway, and calling him ** My
mme is Dalloway ”; whereupon Clarissa sud-
denly stiffened, coloured, in a way she had, and
rapped out sharply, * We've had enough of that
feeble joke.” Nobody noticed it except perhaps
Sally; but for him it was precisely as if she had
sid, “ I'm only amusing: myself with you; I’ve
an l\lnderstandi_ng with Richard Dalloway.” So
G

sccncsi-f he had been les
o, She wrote
jow they had ta
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; not slept for nj hts.  « .
1:g:j,‘oth .to be ﬁnl_shEd one way or the otEer ?’ th
O himself. : .He seénta note to her by Saally

thing Very img /
portant has ha 2
at the end of it. i
The fountain w,

shrubbery, far from the house; with shrubs ang

trees _'all round it. There she came, even befoe
the time, and they stood with the fountain be.
tween them, the spout (it was broken) dribbling
water incessantly.  How sights fix themselyes

upon the mind! = For example, the vivid green
moss.

She did ‘not move.  ““‘Tell me the truth, tel |
me the truth,” he kept on saying. He felt as if |

his forehead would burst, She ' seemed con-
tracted, petrified.  She did not move. * Tell me

the truth,” he repeated, when suddenly that old |
man Breitkopf popped his head in carrying the |
Times; stared at them; gaped; and went away. :
*“Tell me the |

They neither of them moved.
truth,” he repeated. - He felt that he was grinding
against something physically hard; she was un-
yielding.
the backbone,

It's no use. This is the end "—after he had

spoken for hours it seemed, with the tears running |

as in the middle of a little

She was like iron, like flint, rigid up |
And when she said, ““ It’s no use. |

RS. DALLOWAY 99

M

s—it was as if she had hit him

. k p
deibis e She turned, she left him, went

in the face.

away. g g . (981 das 06
1 ’ larissa!
« Clarissa! ' he cried. Clari

hing sharp-edged expanded in his chest and
But she never came back. It
He never

somet
purst asunder. .
was over. He went away that night.

saw her again.

It was awful, he cried, awful, awful!

Still, the sun was hot. Still, one got over
things. - Still, life had a way of adding 'day to
day. Still, he thought, yawning and beginning
to take notice—Regent’s Park had changed very
little since he was a boy, except for the squirrels
—still, presumably there were compensations—
when little Elise Mitchell, who had been picking
up pebbles to add to the pebble collection which
she and her brother were making on the nursery
mantelpiece, plumped her handful down on the
nurse’s knee and scudded off again full tilt into 2

ldy’s legs.  Peter Walsh laughed out,

. But Lucrezia Warre
€r

broad path,




hC StOOd he[

ived ol mapn o
> 4 Ing hats. Why sh 1

The child ran stra; b dls )1; ould she suffep
Rezia saw her sc:vold.qsdg cor:tfort:zl lt: 11{1111’56, 5
the nurse .w = b taxen fup: b
0 i ho put,down her .kmttmg, and thz

g man, gave her his watch to bl

open to. comfort: her—but why_should. she (;)‘:
%‘;}?S;d? Why not left in Milan? Why tortured?
Slightly waved by tears the broad path, the
nurse, the man,in grey, the perambulator, rose
and‘ fell before her eyes. To be rocked by this
malignant torturer was her lot.. But why? She
was like a bird sheltering under the thin hollow
of a leaf, who blinks at the sun ‘when theleaf
moves;  starts at the crack of a dry twig. She
was exposed; she was surrounded by the enor-
mous trees, vast clouds of an indifferent world,
exposed; tortured; and why should she suffer!
Why?
Syhe frowned; she stamped her foot.. She
must go back again to Septimus since it W&

i ir William
i them to be going t0 Sir W
Wi fore must go back and tell him, g0

there on the green chair under
the tree, talking to himself, or to thfat deai I;T;if;
Fyans, whom she had only seen onc.c or a_m ;
in the shop- He had seemed a nice quiet man;
2 great friend of Septimus’sy anc.I he had been
illed in the War. But such t'hmgs happen to
every One. Every one has friends who W‘ere
illed in the War.  Every one gives up something
when they marry. ~She had given up her home.
She had come to live here, in this awful city.  But
Septimus let himself think about horrible things,’
x she could too, if she tried. He had grown
sranger and stranger. He said people were
tlking behind the bedroom walls. ~ Mrs. Filmer
thought it odd. ~ He saw things too—he had seen
anold woman’s head in the middle of a fern. Yet
be could be happy when he chose. " They went
to Hampton  Court on top of a bus, and- they
were perfectly -happy. ~ All the little red ‘and
yellow ﬂower:? were out on the grass, like floating
lamps he said, and talked and chattered and
]":mghcd’ makting up stories. Suddenly he said
stzi)i‘;, web w;lll k-ill ourselves,” when they werc’
ook w}%i hy ; e river, an@ he looked at it with a
—a look as if something

a]mOS
Bradshaw. S.h'
back to him SItUNE
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fascinated him; and
; she felt he w. i
her and she caught him by the arrf ggng fr.o m
h]:]me he was perfectly quiet—-—perfectlyu:-e o
able. He would argue with her about k;?'on.
In

themselves; and explain how wicked people .
cl’c;

how he could see them makj
akin i
passed in the street. A5 s tie

meaning of the world, he said.

Then when they got back he could hard]
walk.  He lay on the sofa and made her hold h'y
ha'nd to prevent him from falling down, down hm
-CI.’ICd, into the flames! and saw faces Iaughiné a:
him, calling him horrible disgusting names, frop
the walls, and hands pointing round the s’creen.
Yet they were quite alone.  But he began to talk
aloud, answering people, arguing, laughing, cry-

ing, getting very excited and making her write |

things down. Perfect nonsense it was; about
death; about Miss Isabel Pole. She could stand
it no longer. She would go back. ’
She was close to him now, could see him
staring at the sky, muttering, clasping his hands
Yet Dr. Holmes said there was nothing the matter
with him.

he—gone, then, why, when she sat by him, did h¢
start, frown at her, move away, and point at her §
hand, take her hand, look at it terrified?

i He knew all their ¢} '
he said; he knew everything. ~ He kn::rg};;s’ ’
e |

What then had happened—why had |

ding ring?
ipped it
. she had slippe
d had grown s° t-hlinn her purse she tO
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off her wed

he thought, With

over, he

him. €
. marriage Was .
Thﬂrwith relief. The rope was (:u}tl,t =
o d: he was free, as it was decreed that n&
. e lord of men, should be free; al?nc
had thrown away her weddm-g
oined his

hated him, and had j
ptimus, Was alone, called forth
of men to hear the truth,
to learn the meaning, which now at last, after all
the toils of civilisation—Greeks, Romans, Shake-
Darwin, and now himself—was to be given
shole to. .+ . “To whom ?”" he asked aloud,
“To the Prime Minister,” the voices which
rustled above his head replied. The supreme
secret must be told to the Cabinet; first that
trees are alive; next there is no crime; next love,
unliversal love, he muttered, gasping, trembling,
punfully drawing out these profound truths which
needed, so deep were they, so difficult, an immensé
effort to speak out, but the world was entirely
Chalf:;ged t?y them for ever.
i c;-dc:::;; lox-re; he repeated, fur‘nbling for
3 pencil, when 2 Skye terri
his trousers and he Shirted.: er snuffed
' In an agony of fear.

ago
mou
Septimusy th_
(since his wife
fings since she
persecutors), he, Se
i advance of the mass

speare,
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It was turning into a man!

it
happen! ' It was horrible
become a man] :

He .could not wag,
At once th tiirnble Vi
At e dog trotted
nigiza:vcnl was dwm.ely merciful, inﬁnit:{‘;a}[’)‘&
o h. t spared 1'.um, pardoned his weakne,
what was the scientific explanation (fo .
must be scientific above all things)? © Wh e
he see through bodies, see into the iy

: future, wh
dogs will become men? It was the hea’t wai:n
(4

p-rf:suma,b]y, operating upon’' a brain made s
sitive by eons of evolution. ' Scientifically s callt-
ing the flesh was melted off the world. Hisplr)od-
was macerated until ‘only the nerve fibres werz
left. It was spread like a veil upon a rock.

He lay back in his chair, exhausted but up-
held. He lay resting, waiting, before he again
interpreted, with effort, with agony, to'mankind,
He lay very high, on the back of the world. " The
earth thrilled beneath him.  Red flowers grew
through his flesh; their stiff leaves rustled by his
head. Music began clanging against the rocks
up here. It was a motor horn “down 'in the

street, he ‘muttered; - but ‘up here it~ cannoned §

from rock to rock, ‘divided; met in shocks of
sound which rose in smooth columns (that music
should be visible was a discovery) and became an
anthem, an anthem twined round now by 2 ?hcp—
herd boy’s piping (That's an old man playing?

. )
Publlc hOLlSC hc quttcx ed
1 )

. he 4
whlstle by t .ll came bubb]lng
the boy stood stL igher, made
b d hlg er,
he climbe 4 eseath.

ptimus-
and roses hang
which grow on my

about him—the thick
bedroom wall, he

ses )
reiﬁ:}ded himself. < The music stopped. He hars1
;e;; pennys he reasoned it out, and has gone ©

the next public-house. : :
# But he himself remained high on his 'rock,

like a drowned sailor on a rock. I leant over th;
edge of the boat and fell down, he thought.
went under the sea.’ I have been dead, and yet
an now alive, but'let me rest still; he begged
(e was talking to himself again—it was awful,
awfull); and-as, before waking, the voices of
birds and the sound of wheels chime. and chatter
ina queer harmony, grow louder and louder and
the sleeper feels himself drawing to the shores of
life, so he felt himself drawing towards life, the
sun growing hotter, cries sounding louder, some-
thing tremendous about to-happen. 3
e oy
ety },\e S;ar.R e s'tramed', he Pushf:d;
Lon ; w Regent’s Park ‘before him.
g streamers of sunlight -fawned at his feet.



106 MRS. DALLOWAY

The trees waved, brandished.  We welco
world seemed to say; we accept; Wcme, h
Beauty_, the world seemed to say. ’And ¥ i
prove it (scicntiﬁcally) wherever he lool-:ec;1 i
houses, at the railings, at the antelopes stretatl-{thc
over the palings, beauty sprang instantl it
watc}} a leaf quivering in the rush of air}; Y
CquI?ltc joy. Upin the sky swallows swooas' :
swerving, flinging themselves in and out rpmg’
and 'round, yet always with perfect cont;ol oun'd
elastics held them; and the flies rising and falllz'ls :
and the sun spotting now this leaf, now thamg;
mockery, dazzling it with soft go]d, in pure t,olg
temper; and now and again some chime (it rfioﬁ
be a motor horn) tinkling divinely on the =
stalks—all of this, calm and reasonable as itgmISS
Elade outhof ordinary things, was the truth n‘::vs:
eau that :
cvcr;‘};’hm. was the truth now. Beauty was

;:cptimus, it is time,”’ said Rezia.

o 23 EV‘::LC! 'nmc " split %ts husk; poured its
Lo 1o m;, and from his lips fell like shells,
L harzgs hl:Ol'n a plalﬁle, without his making
: . , white, imperishable words, and flew
- attach th(-.:mselves to their places in an ode to
Time; an immortal ode to Time, He sang
Evans answered from behind the tree. = The dead

were in Thessaly, he sang,—among the orchids

There the
th d63 ]

|

- n his cheeks, an

ited tlll th

S

Y wa
ow

now Evans himse
God’s sake

1
don’t come !

« For
A man in gr¢Y Was

1t was Evans!

4 he was
Il the whole world,
and (as the dead man
raising his hand
Jossal figure who has lamented the
the desert alone with his
d to his forehead, furrows of despair
d now sees light on the desert’s
s and strikes the iron-black
fgure (and Septimus  half rose from his chair),
i with legions of men prostrate behind him he,
tie glant mourner, receives for one moment on

i changed: I _zjnu-st -tc
ied, raising his h

» the grey suit came nearer),

[ike some& co .
fute of man for ages 10

hands presse

elge which broaden

_ his face the whole glow—

.“ But [ am so unhappy, Septimus,” said Rezia
tying to make him sit down.

The millions lamented; for ages they had
:;;:‘w.ed. He would turn round, he would tell
- !‘;lf :hiiew]_moment:s, _only a few moments
mel;ﬁon_ relief, of this joy, of this astonishing

(1} The time S -
A ir y oeptimus,’”’ i
“ hat 15 thc tlmep ,,p S RCZla rcpeated.
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muit not-ice him, gHe was ]ookiigt!:tg ,th:e};s -y
I will tel] you the time,” said Septimus‘ v
slowly, very drowsily, smiling mystcriously., ?
€ sat smiling, the quarter struck—the Quarter s
twelve, : j

And that is being young, Peter Walsh thoug}
as he passed them. To pe having an awful scep,

summer morning? ‘The amusing thing aboy

coming back to England, after five years, was the
way it made, anyhow the first days, things stand
out as if one had never seen them before: overs
squabbling under a tree; the domestic family life
of the parks.  Never had he seen' London look
so enchanting—the softness of the distances; the
richness; ‘the greenness; - the civilisation, after
India. - ‘

This susceptibility - to impressions had been
his undoing -no doubt.  Stil] a¢ his age he had,
like a boy or a girl even, these alternations of
mood; good- days, bad' days, for no reason W.hﬂf'
ever, happiness from a pretty face, downright
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f a frump. - After India of

t.
n one me
ith every woma

with every evenithe

-y at the Sigll’t 4
o Il in'love f
e ¢ i freshness about them;

1 .
a . s ago surely;
Tt " . better than five year SO
rest df'essci the fashions had never ll?ee;ss'
o to bis c}{c long black -cloaks;-' the s imness;
eoming; ¢ he deliciousand appar-

..-and-then t .
h e bt st int.: woman
ﬂT ug:iver;al habit - of - paint. Everyblooming,
m}’rhe most respectable, had roses
il

. lips cut with a knife; “curls of Indian
s
;I's;mc sort had undoubtedly taken place: WI a}:
tid the young- people think abouF? Peter Wals

d himself. ! !
EchhOSC five years—1918 to 1923—had been,
kaspected, somehow very important. - People
mked different.  Newspapers- seemed different.
Now for instance  there was a man writing quite
wenly in one of the respectable ‘weeklies about
mter-closets. | That you  couldn’t have done ten
s ago—written quite openly about -water-
dosets in 5 respectable weekly. - And then this
ﬂkil}g out a stick of rouge, or a powder-puﬁ' and
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Cucumber.  The girl would stang still ang

€r nose in front of everyone. « And they

o .- - wer !
;ngagcd,. Just having a good time; no feeliem
urt on either side, As hard as nails she y, :
Betty Whatsername el

—; but a thoroy
She would make 2 very good wife atg Itlhgi:)r.;d so:‘
would marry when it suited her to marry, nTS '
some rich ‘man and live in large :hm;se :rry
Manchester, =
Who was it now who had done that? Py
Walsh asked himself, turning 'into the Broyg
’Wa]k,—married a rich man and lived in 4 lar,
house  near Manchester? Somebody' who by
written him a long, gushing letter quite lately
about * blue hydrangeas . It was seeing blue
hydrangeas that made her think of him and the
old days—Sally Seton, of coursel [t was Sally
Seton—the last person in the world one would
have expected to marry a rich man and live ins
large house near Manchester, the wild, the daring,
the romantic Sally!

But of all that ancient lot, Clarissa’s friends—
Whitbreads, Kindersleys, Cunninghams, Kinlock
Jones’s—Sally was probably the best. = She tried
to get hold of things by the right end. = She saw
through Hugh Whitbread anyhow—the admir
able Hugh—when Clarissa and the rest were it
his feet.

Powde

III
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= 1d hear her say-
s C(:u Coal merchants.

M

itbreads?
“ T‘?\;h:z?; the Whitbreads

o cctable tradespe0plc,
s

He
i detested for some reason

he s rance, she
Hogh' S0° but his own appea ;
qught of nothing o have been a Duke. He

ht t 1
Flid.d I:: -Z:%ain to marry one of ‘the Roya

And of course Hugh had the brlr.losz
the most natural, the most sublim
for the British aristocracy of ‘any hunlmn
res‘pmh had ever come Aacross. Even' Clarissa
bthn% ;wn that, = Oh, but he was such a-dearv,
]::unielﬁsh, gave up shooting t'o Please his 01::1l
nother—remembered his aunts birthdays, ‘an

woul
Pn'ncesses-

atraordinary,

son, :
Slly, to do her justice, saw through all that.

Ore of the things he remembered best was an
agument one Sunday morning at Bourton about
vomen's rights (that antediluvian topic), when
Silly suddenly lost her temper, flared up, and told
Hugh that he represented all 'that was most
detestable in British middle<class life. She told
him that she considered him responsible for the
state of * those poor girls in Piccadilly "—Hugh,

the perfect gentleman, poor Hugh!—never did a
man look more horrified !
§he said afterwards

™ the vegetable

She did it on purpose
(for they used to get together
garden and compare  notes).
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“He’s read nothing, - thought -noth;j

thmg,”. he could hgc;.r ht‘:rgsayingthlilr‘llg)thfftlt %
emphatic voice which ‘carried so much farv;
:chan she-knew..  The stable boys had moret]‘:‘t
1n t}}em than Hugh, she said. - He was a perf; »
Specimen of the public school type; she said. Ii;t
country -but England could have produced himQ
She was really spiteful, for some reason; haci

some grudge against -him. - Something had hap. §

pened=he forgot -what—in - the smoking-room
He had insulted her— kissed her? | Incredibe,
Nobody believed a word against Hugh of Course:
Who-icould? - Kissing  Sally, in the smoking-
room!: If it had been some Honourable Edit
or Lady Violet, perhaps; but not that ragamuffia
Sally; 'without a penny to her name, and a father
or a mother gambling at-Monte Carlo. . For of
all the people he had ever met . Hugh was the
greatest snob—the most obsequious—no, he
didn’t cringe exactly.. He: was too much. of a
prig for that. A first-rate valet was the obvious
comparison — somebody who ' walked behind
carrying suit cases;  could: be trusted to send
telegrams — indispensable to hostesses. | And
he’d found his job—married his Honourabl
Evelyn; got some little post at Court, looked

_after the King’s cellars, polished the Imperial

shoe-buckles, went about in knee-breeches and
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emorseless life is!

A little
. How T

ble
A ¢ Courthy ot s lady, the Honoura
}Oba h jed thlise rcabo,uts’ - he t.hought
s overlooking the

n, aﬂd thcy lived
in a house

¢ ompous house
f athihfmg 1chhcd there c_»nce 28
or ke all Hugh’s possessions, somet g
b uld possibly have—linen
You had to go
nd a great deal
s—Ilinen -

cupboards it

and look at them—you had to spe

i dmiring whatever it wa '
f time always 2 ; i
iupboards, pillow-cases, old oak furniture, pic

wres, which Hugh had picked up for an old song.
But Mrs. Hugh sometimes gave the sho'W aV_VaY'
She was one of those obscure mouse-like little
wmen who admire big men.  She was almost
rgligible. . ‘Then suddenly she would say some-
ting quite unexpected—something sharp.  She
had the relics of the grand manner perhaps. The
steam coal was a little too strong for her—it made
the atmosphere thick. . And so there they lived,
with their linen cupboards and their old masters
and their pillow-cases fringed with real lace at the
ate of five or ten thousand a year presumably,
while he, who was two years older than Hugh
adged for 2 job. ”
PutA}:i:ft-y_three he had to come and ask them to
Into some secretary’s office, to find him
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ZZIZ\]:alils(li'lcr s job teaching littI.c l?oys Latin, 4t the
. call of some mandarin in an office, so
.thmg that brought in five hundred a ye;r.me-
if he married- Daisy, even with his pension %y
could never do on less. Whitbread could,dthe‘y
o it
presumably; or Dalloway. He didn’t mind wi
he asked Dalloway. He was a thorough go:(;
sort; a bit limited; a bit thick in the head; yes;
but a thorough good sort. Whatever he tt;ok u,
he did in the same matter-of-fact sensible wayIT
without a touch of imagination, without a sparl;
of brilliancy, but with the inexplicable niceness
of his type. He ought to have been a country
gentleman—he was wasted on politics. - He was
at his best out of doors, with horses and dogs—
how good he was, fdr instance, when that great
shaggy dog of Clarissa’s got caught in a trap and
had its paw half torn off, and Clarissa turned faint
and Dalloway did the whole thing; bandaged,
made splints; told Clarissa not to be a fool. That
was what she liked him for perhaps—that was
what she needed. * Now, my dear, don't be 1
fool. Hold this—fetch that,” all the time talking
to the dog as if it were a human being.
But how could she swallow all that stuff about

How could she let him hold forth about
lemnly Richard
hat 90

poctry?
Shakespeate? Seriously and so
his hind legs and said 't

Dalloway got on
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: nnets
t to read Shakespeare S sonT
gt Uu%l;‘(e listening at keyholes (bCSIdCS
: e that he approve )
1 ife visit 2
The only
1t him with sugared almoqu
But Clarissa sucked it all 1n3
i so independent of

if she didn’t think him the
] mind she’'d ever met!

f the bonds between Sally and
rden where they used
with rose-bushes and

: do was to pe

most origina
That was one o
himself. There was 2 ga

1o walk, a walled-in place,
d remember Sally tear-

giant cauliflowers—he coul
ing off a rose, stopping to exclaim at the beauty

f the cabbage leaves in the moonlight—it was
atraordinary how vividly it all came back to him,
things he hadn’t thought of for years,—while she
implored him, half laughing of course, to carry
off Clarissa, to save her from the Hughs and the
Dalloways and all the other ** perfect gentlemen 1
who woulfl “stifle her soul " (she wrote reams
*;lirpo:tzy in thoic days), make a mere hostess of
y encourage her i
do Clarissa jistice. Wg}:idi::;?'t B'Ut v
i ity going to marry
of what she wanted. H : PCffC.CtIY PR
the surface, Bc'nca.th N e
, she was very shrewd—a
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that eiir:n L 1t.au’ purely’ feminine; with

; ordinary gift, that woman’s gift, of
making a world of her own wherever she happe’ned
to be. She came into a room;. she stood, as he
had often seen her, in a doorway with lots of people
round her. But it was Clarissa one remembered.
Not that she was striking; not beautiful at all;
there was nothing picturesque about her; she
never said anything specially clever; there she
was, however;. there she was.

No, no, no! He was not in love with her any
more! He only felt, after seeing her that morn-
ing, among her scissors and silks, making ready
for the party, unable to get away from the thought
of her: she kept coming back and back like a
sleeper jolting against him in 2 railway carriage;
which was not being in love, of course; it was
thinking of her, criticising her, 'starting again,
after thirty years, trying -to explain her. The
obvious thing to say of her was that she was
worldly; cared too much for rank and society.and
getting on in the world—which was true in 3
sense; she had admitted it to him. (You could
always get her to own up if you took the trouble;
she was honest.) What she would say was th{
she hated frumps, fogies, failures, - like humse

prcsumably; thought people had no right ©

——
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h their hands in their pocketss

wit 4
douch about be something; and. these

0 something;
st & jls, these Duchesses, these hoary old
reat SWEE in her drawing-room, un-

€S one me :
o he felt them to be from any

emote as .
:h:kﬁtl;lzt 1-m;a.ttc:red a straw, ‘stood for something
ml]gto her. Lady Bexborough held herself up-

right, she «aid once (so did Clarissa herself; she
sever lounged in any sense (_Jf t_he word; she Lo
gright as a dart, 2 little rigid in fact). She said
they had -4 kind of courage which the ol.dcr she
grew the more she respected. In all this there
ws 1 great deal of Dalloway, of course;-a great
dul of the public-spirited, British Empire, tariff-
form, governing-class spirit, ‘which had ‘grown
o her, as it tends to do. With twice his wits,
g had to see things through his eyes—one of
tbe tragedies of married- life. “With a mind of
htr‘ own, she must always be quoting Richard—
s if one couldn’t know to a tittle what Richard
;:;':ghfr}?y Fﬁﬂdil_lg the Morning Post of a morn-
W %or he::sia;1 part;es‘for example were all for him,
would have bz Ohhlnf (to do Richard justice he
She made her 2 appier left to farm in Norfolk).

rawing-room ‘a sort of ‘meeting-

lace: :
Place; she had a gentus for it. Over and over

Qin he had seen her ta

twi

Yot b ke 'some r
s hlm) turn h1m, wake h AW youths

im up; set him going.

= -
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nfinite humbers of dy peo

round her of cours ple Co"glomerated

€. Butodd
turned unexpecteq
P an artist someti People
: metlmes; Somet,
a

13 queer fish in that g
behind it all, was that network cf;‘n :;SP l_lere, Ang
cards, being kind to people; running ap, .
bu_nches of flowers, little presents: § about wiry
going to France—must have an‘
real drain on her strength—all that interm;j
traffic that women of her sort k : Pl
did it genuinely, f; L O kel
Y, from a natural instinct,
thog’idl}? enough, sne was. one of the mgy
ough-going sceptics he had ever met, anq
f:s;;};l)}; n(:h;:rv;as a theory he usefi to make yp
. -er, SO transparent In some ways,
so inscrutable in others), possibly she said to
h_ers?lf, As we are a doomed race, chained to ,
sinking ship (her favourite reading as a girl was
Huxley and Tyndall, and they were fond of these
nautical metaphors), as the whole thing is a bad
joke, let us, at any rate, do our part; mitigate
the sufferings of our fellow-prisoners (Huxley
again); decorate the dungeon with flowers and
air-cushions; be as decent as we possibly can,
Those ruffians, the Gods, shan’t have it all their
own way,—her notion being that the Gods, who
never lost a chance of hurting, thwarting and
spoiling human lives were seriously put out if; all

So-and-go Was
a1 I'—Cushioﬂ___‘a

- _ﬂ.ﬁ,,’,_;ﬁ
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ou ‘behaved like a lady. That phase

a's death—that horrible

ister killed by 2 falling
Jffair Josee gz:l';?swfr;:]t——all his carelessness)
gee €1 Jusri:r}’ eyes, girl too on the verge dt
st gifted of .them, Clarissa always
h to turn one bitter. Later she
¢ so positive perhaps; she thougl:it thc;l':
wash » Gods; no one Was to blame:; and SO S
fﬁr:d 1 atheist's religion of doing good for
£
dness.
meﬂ?ofciiée she enjoyed life immensely. - It
gas her nature o enjoy (though- goodness only
knows, she had her reserves; it ‘was a mere
detch, he often felt; that even he, after all these
years, could make of Clarissa). Anyhow there
aas no bitterness in her; none of that sense of
moral virtue which is so repulsive in good women.
She enjoyed practically everything. If you walk.ed
with her in Hyde Park now it was a bed of tulips,
now a child in a perambulator, now some absurd
liitle drama she made up on the spur of the
moment. (Very likely, she would have talked to
those lovers, if she had thought them unhappy.)
She had a sense of comedy that was really ex-
qnisitc, but she needed people, always people, to
bring it out, with the inevitable result that she
frittered her time away, lunching, dining, giving

¢ SaM% frer Sylvi
girectly after =¥
came

]ifﬂi the MO
gid, Was enoug
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these incessant parties of hers,
saying things she didn’t mean, -blunting the ¢
of her mind, losing her discrimi
she would st a¢ the head of
infinite pains with some old buffer Who might
useful to Dalloway—they knew the most appallip
bores in Europe—or in came Elizabeth and eve
one must: give ‘way to her. ! She was at a High
School, ‘at the inarticulate stage last time he vy
over, a round-eyed, pale-faced girl, with nothing of
her mother in her, a silent stolid creature; who togk
it all as a matter of course, let her'mother make 1
fuss of her, and then sajd * May I go now? " Jike
a child of four; going off, 'Clarissa explained,
with that mixture of amusement and pride which
Dalloway himself seemed to rouse in-her, to play
hockey. © And now Elizabeth was *“ out ", pre-
sumably;  thought him an old fogy, laughed at
her ‘mother’s friends.  Ah well, 'so be it. © The
compensation: of  growing old, Peter Walsh
thought; coming out of Regent’s Park, and hold-
ing his hat in hand, was simply this; ithat the
passions remain as strong as ever, but one has
gained—at  last!——the power’ which ~adds the
supreme flavour to existence,—the power of taking
hold of experience, of turning it round, slowly, in
the light.

A terrible confession it was (he put his hat on

the table taking

W 121
W, at thﬁ age Of ﬁftY‘threc one
put now,

more. « Life itself,

. of it, here, this
; helt cvswind;gggent’s, Park, was
n the 531 3 g A whole lifetime

5. Too much indeed. v Sl
o hort to bring out, now t Lot
gl Sh ower, the full flavour;  to-extr .
quired the tE Jeasure, every shade of meaning;
prery OUNCE oei so much more solid than t%lcy
stich b‘::: :; much less personal. - It was im-
M:il:l?: tl':at he should ' ever suffer agamtas
(hrissa had made him suf?‘er. For hourshla a
ine (pray God that one might say these things
vihout being overheard), for hours and days he
wwer thought of Daisy.

Could it be that he was in love with her then,
ruembering the misery, the torture, the extra-
afinary passion of those days? It was a different
ting altogether—a much pleasanter thing—the
mth being; of course, that now ske was in love
vith kim. And that perhaps was the reason why,
hen the ship actually sailed, he felt an: extra.

wdinary relief, wanted nothing so much as to be
done; wag

Igaiﬂ):
- CEIY nee
4 momcn

ded pcoplﬂ any

istanty DOV

A
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pretty; that's w
Peter Walsh thoi;thzn (:fs tt}:nen of fifty woulq
B » I they were honest,  *

ut then these astonishing acc
—bursting into tears thi i of emotiy
1s morning, what
that about? What could Clarissa h ay
of him? thought him a feol presumai:;; t:z:lgfht
. c ’

“gztf;fi;ftlirtnc.. It was _]e:alousy that was at t}::
: —jealousy which survives every othy
passion of mankind, Peter Walsh thought, holdiy
his p’ockct-k.nife at arm’s length. © She had beef
mecting Major Orde, Daisy said in her last letter,
said it on purpose he knew; said it to make hin;
jealous; he could see her wrinkling her forehe
as she wrote, wondering what she could sayt
hurt him; and yet it made no difference; he wa
furious! All this pother of coming to Englani
and seeing lawyers wasn’t to: marry her, butt
prevent her from marrying anybody -else. Tha
was what tortured him, that was what came 0%
him when he saw Clarissa so calm, so cold, ¢
intent on her dress or whatever it was; realising
what she might have spared him, what she bl

reduced him to—2a whimpering; snivelling o
he thought, shutting his pocket

ass.  Butwomen, ‘

knife, don’t know what passion 15- They don.

know the meaning of it to men. ~Clarissa WﬁSﬂ:
it on

There she would s

m take her hand, give it

cold as an icicle.

sofa by his side, let hi
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iss on the cheek—Here he was at the
oné

rossing:

a frail quivering
:-e bubbling up without direction,

or end, running weakly a.md
bsence of a]l human meaning

4 interrupted him;

into
’ ee um fah um s0
foo swee too eem 00—

¢ of no age or seX, the voice of an ancient
ng from the earth; which issued,
just opposite Regent's Park Tube station from 2
ull quivering shape, like a funnel, like a rusty
pump, like a wind-beaten tree for ever barren of
laves which lets the wind run up and down its
branches singing

ee um fah um so
foo swee too eem 00

the voic
spring spouti

and rocks and creaks and moans in the eternal
breeze, b
Through .all ages—when the pavement was
Elf:i% when it was swamp, through the age of
sunri:nd mammoth, through the age of silent
-—wit;)l:he ’Efattcred woman—for she wore a skirt
i Sid‘:' right h?nd. exposed, her left clutching
g - stood singing of love—love which h
<0 2 million years, sh e
s il of e UCHIpIE-
OI years ago, her lover, who
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—

?:jo nbe(;:n c.icad the‘se centuries, }}Ed walked, ¢,

€d, with her in May; but in the course of
ages, long as summer days, and flaming, she ,
membered; with nothing but red asters, he haz
gone; - death’s enormous sickle had SWept  thog,
tremendous hills, and: when at last she Jaid pe,
hoary and immensely aged head on the eart)
now become a mere cinder of ice, she imp]orcé
the Gods to lay by her side a bunch of purple
heather, there on her high burial place which the
last rays of the last sun caressed; for then the
pageant of the universe would be over.

As the ancient song bubbled up opposite
Regent's Park Tube station stil] the earth seemed
green and flowery; still, though it issued from g
rude a mouth, a mere hole in the earth, muddy
too, matted with root fibres and tangled grasses,
still the old bubbling burbling song, soaking
through the knotted roots -of ‘infinite ages, and
skeletons and treasure, streamed away in rivulets
over the pavement and all along the Marylebone
Road, ‘and' down towards Euston, - fertilising,
leaving a damp stain. :

Still remembering how once in some primevi
May she had walked with her lover, ‘this rusty
pump, this battered old woman with one hfmd
exposed for coppers the other clutching her side,
would still be there in ten million years, remen-

e clearly) 100
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. : : here
he had walked 1n May, W il
once $1° hom it did not matter

bering 20::
0

the sc:a et oh yes, 2

¢ Wa age of agCS

with wman who had loved her-

had blurred tl}f ;1;1'12’6‘;5
; right petalled 110
i Ma).rldzg’ }r:}sl:e}d); g:;.ndp she no longer
s jored him (as she did now
l}: in my -eyes with thy sweet
she no longer saw brown eyes,
" whiskers or sunburnt face but_on]y a loom-
,MaCkhw:g a shadow shape, to which, with tlllc
Efdfli?(l:: ,freshness of the very aged she still
witered * give me your hand and let me. press
tgently” (Peter Walsh couldn’t help giving tl'fc
wor old misery. a coin as-he stepped into  his
ud), “and if some one should see, what matter
tey? " she demanded; and her fist clutched at
ber side, and she smiled, pocketing her shilling,
ad all peering inquisitive eyes seemed. blotted
W, and the passing generations—the pavement
¥s crowded with bustling middle-class people—
vanished, like leaves, to be trodden under, to be

soaked ang steeped and made mould of by that
eterna] spring__

gere hoar a0= =
g%, when sh.im
¥

"
aes intently,

e um fah um go
foo swee too eem oo

“B 0or o
Wﬂlting to

]d Woman,’
Cross,

B ox 3
said Rezia Warren Smith,
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g)h Poor old wretcp |

u .

N one ip
3 €
it happened tq Pass, and saw gpe s,tandt'te
€ 1In the gutter? And wher .
at night?

e did she sleep

- gaily, the invincible threaq
nd up into the ajr like the smok
from a cottage chimney, °

Winding up clean b
- - - e
trees and ISsuing in a ty . %

ft of blue smok
the topmost leaves, ‘“And

see, what matter they? »

Since she was so unhappy,
now, Rezia had given mean
happened, almost felt somet
stop people in the street, if they looked good,
kind people, just to say to them “ [ am unhappy ;
and this old woman singing in the street “if
some one should see, what matter they?
her suddenly quite sure that everything was going
to be right. They were going to Sir William
Bradshaw; she thought his name sounded nice;
he would cure Septimus at once.  And then
there was a brewer’s cart, and the grey horses
had upright bristles of straw in their tai.ls; th_crc
were newspaper placards. It was a silly, gl]l)’
dream, being unhappy. .

So they crossed, Mr. and Mrs. Septimus

(o] among
if some one shoulq

for weeks and weeks

ings to things that
imes that she must

made
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and was there, after all, anything
them, anything to makcha.
Here is a young man Wldo
atest message in the world,

mith,
1, rr:ﬂ S g
Mdraw attention t0
wsser-b}’ suspect?

" in him the gre

nd. ' i 1 hc Ol’ld,

other people, and there was
thar? ili in the man’s walk,
o hesitating, trailing, 1n

i e natural for a clerk, who l}as not
but Wiha‘:}:enc\))zfest End on a weekday at this h?ur
than to keep looking at the sky, looking
fnr"r?ars;hat and the other, as if Portland Pla-cc
. room he had come into when the family
::crivtay, the chandeliers being hul-lg in holland
ks, and the caretaker, as she lets in lor}g shafts
¢ dusty light upon deserted, quger—lookmg arm-
tairs, lifting one corner of the long bhnds'v.,
aplains to the visitors what a wonderful -place it
i how wonderful, but at the same time, he

thinks, how strange.

To look at, he might have been a clerk, but
of the better sort; for he wore brown boots; his
hands were educated; so, too, his profile—his
wngular, big-nosed, intelligent, sensitive profile;
bt not his lips altogether, for they were loose;
d his eyes (as eyes tend to be), eyes merely
haze), large; so that he was, on the whole, a
border Case, neither one thing nor the other,

qre slowly
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Or continue rent;

his life; one ofttllilfs:p}?rltfljwnts Pubschs

men whose ¢ Ma'teducated, seif.eq,
education is g learnt £ 5

-borrowed from public libraries, r o boog

Ing after the dav’ » read in the even.

ay's work, on the ady;

known authors whom he has consult (;Cke) il

.As for the other experiences, the :oI'tay i
_whlch people go through alone, ;n their [l) ;Y oney
1n their offices, walking the fields and the —
of London, he had them: had left h £ s
boy, because of his mo;her- b e
down to tea for the fifti ,'A ety f_le T

tieth time with his hands

;:;Za;hescf :Oulz;-causs he coulc:i see no future forg

o had, and so, making a co_nﬁdant of his

er, gone to London leaving an absurd

note behind him, such as great men have written,

and the world has read later when the story of
their struggles has become famous.

London has swallowed up many millions of
young menz; thought nothing of fantastic Christian
names like Septimus with, which their parents
have thought to distinguish them. Lodging of
the Euston Road, there were experiences, again
experiences, such as change a face in two year
from a pink innocent oval to a face lean, cor
tracted, hostile.. But of all this what could the
most observant of friends have said except whit

treets ,]J

2
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when he opens t

i finds a n :
i e fowered from vanity,

fowered— ¢
iohas loneliness, courageé,

sion, '
which all muddled up (in

anti—44 7
idealism, pas

sual seeds, .

g} :hl:a Euston Road), made him sh'y, arll?
. made him anxious to improve himsel
ity Miss Isabel Pole,

i in love with
o W Shakespeare.
ecturing in the Waterloo Road upon e

/ ¢ like Keats? she asked;
epuir m a taste of Antony

i ive hi
fected how she might give ! . .
,I;d Cleopatra and the rest; lent hlm' books;
d lit in him such

srote him scraps of letters; and Hit. .
 fire as burns only once in a lifetime, without

beat, flickering a red gold flame infinitely ethereal
nd insubstantial over Miss Po]e;’ Antony and
Clespatra, and the Waterloo Road. ~He thought
her beautiful, believed her impeccably wise;
dreamed of her, wrote poems to her, which,
ignoring the subject, she corrected in red ink;
be saw her, one summer evening, walking in a
green dress in a square. ‘It has flowered,” the
gardener might have said, had he opened the
i‘:s;; tifit;i t}ile comedin, that ifs to saly', any night
e i ‘r]nejhiasn f"olunc'l him writing;; -fO'L.lnd
g p Wl‘!t,mg, fjound him ﬁ.mshmg

plece at three o’clock in the morning and

funnin
§ out to pace the streets, and visiting
I

|zin€ssy
4 room ©
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(Cil;urchfas, and fasting one day, drinking anothe,
.Vf.)l‘ll'lng Shakespeare, Darwin, The Histg ,
Crvilisation, and Bernard Shaw. 2
Something was up, Mr. Brewer knew; M
BI‘(?WCI‘, managing clerk at Sibleys and Arroy.
smiths, auctioneers, valuers, land and estate
agents; something was up, he thought, and, being
p?ternal with his young men, and thinking very
highly of Smith’s abilities, and prophesying that
he would, in ten or fifteen years, succeed to the
leather arm-chair in the inner room under the
skylight with the deed-boxes round him, ““if he
keeps his health,” said Mr. Brewer, and that was
the danger—he looked weakly; advised football
invited him to supper and was seeing his way to
consider recommending a rise of salary, when
something happened which threw out many of
Mr. Brewer’s calculations, took away his ablest
young fellows, and eventually, so prying and
insidious were the fingers of the European War,
smashed a plaster cast of Ceres, ploughed a hole
in the geranium beds, and utterly ruined the
cook’s nerves at Mr. Brewer’s establishment at
Muswell Hill.

Septimus was one of the first to voluntetr.
He went to France to save an England which
consisted almost entirely of Shakespeare’s plafs
and Miss Isabel Pole in a green dress walking It

//;
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i ches the change

pARE 'thfl x:::n he advised fOOF—

K ped manli-

. he develo _
he drew the attention,
y vans by name.

4 the affect q Jaying on a hearth-rug;
, case of two dogs P ¥ ling, snapping
: aper screw, snaring Ppits
one worryl.ng a pap and then, at the old dog's
ving 2 pinch, n_ow onc. blinking at el
ar; the other lying sor'nn d’ i ey

b .. . paw, turning and grow g §9°

fre, raising t}i l,m 4 to be together, share with
xemper::i}r"}ghz with each other, quarrel with
:zﬁ (o)thcr’. But when Evans (Rczia- who hafi
aly seen him once called him *a ‘quiet man -
sturdy red-haired man, undemonstran‘vc in .the
wmpany of women), when Evans was killed, just
iefore the Armistice, in Italy, Septimus, far from
sowing any emotion or recognising that there
wis the end of a friendship, congratulated himself
won feeling very little and very reasonably. The
War had taught him. It was sublime. He had
gone through the whole show, friendship, Euro-
pean War, death, had won promotion, was still
‘{“def thirty and was bound to survive. He was
nght there, The last shells missed him. He
watched them explode with indifference. ~When
E;Zc: ic::;z he was in Milan, billeted in the house
eper with a courtyard, flowers in tubs,

nesss
indee




1 td 1 g ats
1 [+ tab}es 1n the Opel‘l, daughtCIS Jllak.‘m b

became

and to Lucrezia, the younger daughter, he
him—

en e 1
gaged one evening when the panic was on

that he could not feel.
F it w. \Y
or now that it was all o €r, truce signed and
g

t:e dead buried, he had, especially in the even;
these sudden thunder-claps of fear. He co;ﬁ
not feel. As he opened the door of the room where

the Italian girls sat making hats, he could se
them; could hear them; they were rubbing

were turning buckram shapes this way and that;
the table was all strewn with feathers, spzng]es,,

silks, ribbons; scissors were rapping on the table;
but something failed him; T ej
_things; he could not feel. . Still, scissors rapping,
girls Jaughing, hats being made protected him;
he was assured of safety; he had a refuge. But
he could not sit there all night. There were
y morning. The

moments of waking in the earl

bed was falling; he was falling. Oh for the

scissors and the lamplight and the buckram
the

shapes! He asked Lucrezia to marry him,

younger of the two, the gay, the frivolous, With
those little artist’s fingers that she would hold up
and say “ It is all in them.”  Silk, feathers, what

not were alive to them.
« [¢ is the hat that matters most,’

’ she would

: MRS. pDALLOWAY
Every hat

d out together.
when they Wa”;eld (:ﬁamine; and the CIOQk
4 1d herself-

)

* passedy S o
Mpzdrcs’sand the way the Wom'an it
e ver-dressing she - stigmatises

: movements of the

Iﬂ .
Slng’ . . .
o ther with 1mpatlcnt iy
se of a painter who puts from hi1
posture; an

" like tho f
s laring 1m
she would

wir i
ires among coloured beads in saucers; they

pands,

e 0bvious WeH-mca]nt g e

; erously, but always critically, she |

ﬁ;:éj:na shop}—,girl who had turned {Icr little b.xt

of stuff gaHantIy, or praisc, wholly, with enthust-

utic and professional understanding, 2 French
in chinchilla,

iy descending from her carriage, !
‘
bes, pearls.

“ Beautiful |
Sptimus, that he might see.

she would murmur, nudging
But beauty was
(Rezia liked

fehind a pane of glass. Even taste
hings) had no relish to

iws, chocolates, sweet t
fi. He put down his cup on the little marble

wk. He looked at people outside; happy they
srfm?d, collecting in the middle of the street,
douting, laughing, squabbling over nothing.
But he could not taste, he could not feel. In the
::?hof’ among t.hc tables and the chattering
mul;r: fhfc appalling fear came over him—he
> fc;t eel. He COlllld reason; he could read,
putdow,]r example, ’c’Imt‘e easily (** Septimus, do

e your book," said Rezia, gently shuttin
"erna), he could add up his bill; hi b
tll; “his brain




haa ¥V u)

e

:;as perfect; it must be th
en—that he could not feel.

“ The Engli
. Sh 1 ”»
liked it, she g‘d are so silent,” Rezia saiq
< ’ aid.  She respected th s Bh

en, and wanted to see Lond ese English,
horses, and the tailor madon, a.nd e English
i : H € suits, and
g rrelmbf:r hearing how wonderful the sho S

P whohad lived in Soho,
3 1ght be possible, Septimus th
ing at England from the tll?ain viindzught’ i
came from Newhaven; it might be ov;"[?f ey
the world itself is without meani Epsgiue hut

At the off b

\ office they advanced him to a post of
c9n51derable responsibility. They were proud of
him; he had. won. Crosses. “ You have done
)];our duty; it is up to us " began M.

rewer; .and could not finish, so pleasurable was
his emotion. They took admirable lodgings off
the Tottenham Court Road.

Here he opened Shakespeare once more. That
boy’s business of the intoxication of language—
Antony and Cleopatm——had shrivelled utterly.
How Shakespeare loathed humanity—the putting
on of clothes, the getting of children, the sordidity
of the mouth and the belly!  This was now
revealed to Septimus; the message hidden in the

beauty of words.

generation  passes, un

e fault of the Worlq

The secret signal which one
to the next

der disguise,
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Dante th

F

e same.

There Rezia sat

same.
}ate'd) the o trimmed e
rimmed hats by
like a

jathing hatred, despair-

she t
mysterious;
hought.

» she would s2Ys
her cheeks

s friends;
She looked pale,
~ growneds under water he t

i : e
g The English are SO serious,
r arms round Septimus,

tf ;
1 Fi

he hour.

etween man and woman Was rf:-pulswe
The business of copulatlon was
d. But, Rezia said, she
arried five

1o Shakespeare:
fith to him before the €n
qust have children- They had been m

ycﬂl‘S.

They went t0 the Tower together; to the

Victoria and Albert Museum; stood in the crowd
w see the King open Parliament.  And there
were the shops—hat shops, dress shops, shops
vith leather bags in the window, where she would
sund staring.  But she must have a boy.

She must have a son like Septimus, she said.
But nobody could be like Septimus; SO gentle;
wserious; so clever. Could she not read Shake-
speare!  Was Shakespeare a difficult author?
she asked.

One cannot bring children into a world like
‘ck:l:a-se (t)hne cannot perpetuate suffering, or in-

e breed of these lustful animals, who




hav.e'no lasting emotions, but only whi

vanities, eddying them now this wa oy
He watched her sni ey

) Watcz ed her snip, shape, as one watches
bird hop, flit in the grass, without daring to mo i
a finger. For the truth is (let her ignore it) th::
human i:feings have neither kindness, nor fajt)
nor charity beyond what serves to increase th;
pleasure of the moment. They hunt in packs,
‘Their packs scour the desert and vanish screaming
into the wilderness. They desert the fallen,
They are plastered over with grimaces. There
was Brewer at the office, with his waxed mous-
tache, coral tie-pin, white slip, and pleasurable
emotions—all coldness and clamminess within,—
his geraniums ruined in the War—his cook’s
nerves destroyed; or Amelia What'shername,
handing round cups of tea punctually at five—a
leering, sneering obscene little harpy; and the
Toms and Berties in their starched shirt fronts
oozing thick drops of vice. They never saw hi.m
drawing pictures of them naked at their antics It
his notebook. In the street,” vans roared past

him; brutality blared out on placards; men were
women burnt alive; and once

lunatics being exercised or dis*
he populace (who
ambled and nodded and grinned
m Court Road, each ha

trapped in mines;
a maimed file of
layed for the diversion of t

- ‘laughed aloud),
past him, in the Tottenha
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triumphantly, inflicting his

cally, yet ;
zpologencﬂ And would he go mad? ;
hOPEICSSt vavoe- ‘antold him that . Filmer's
fo i baby.
xpecting 2
dﬁugh:)iri Z:il ;a}:/e no children! She. \;'afs rv:}z’
ErO‘;' she was very unhappy! She cried fo e
o tY,me since they were married. Far away
:ﬁtdl her sobbing; he heard it accurately, he
el y ‘ :
poticed it distinctly; be con'xparcd it to a piston
g. Buthe felt nothing. :
d he felt nothing; only
his silent,

She could not

thumpin _

His wife was crying, an
ach time she sobbed in this profound, t .
this hopeless way, he descended another step into

the pit.
At last, with a melodramatic gesture which he

ssumed mechanically and with complete con-
xiousness of its insincerity, he dropped his head
o his hands. Now he had surrendered; now
oher people must help him. People must be
sntfor, He gave in.
bedNOtshing could rouse him. Rezia put him to
Hofm eshc IS)ent for a doctor—Mrs, Filmer’s Dr.
Wasnot};i r. Holmes examined him. There
h wha:g Wha_tevcr the matter, said Dr. Holmes.
gOO,d manla relicfl What a kind man, what a
that heWez.lt tthwght Rﬁ_lia. When he felt like
¢ took da; Z}; xﬁs;lc Ha‘l L, said Dr. Holmes.
1s wife and played golf.
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Wh
Y not try twe tabloids of bro

a ola :
glass of water 5¢ bedtirnis mide djg

%,
TheSe ol d ed In

Bt

Only ﬂ'le

Other da 05,
Ys Visiting a pati >
patient, Sir Somel,
Ody SOm
e

thi 1
hmsgo 131 Bedford Square
m €r€ was no excuse; nothj

atter, except the sin fo, thing whatever the
had eondbrinid L e dr which human hature
feel. He had not cared W?th; thathe, did iy
that was worst; but all theen Evans‘was Killed,
their heads and shook their ﬁnot s s i i
sneered over the rail of the bec%r{?rs Zed e o
of the morning at the prostrat;nbth; 5314){ poun
re_a]ising its degradation; how he thy Wh]'Ch 1a.y
wife without loving her; had lied to herrn-a;rlcid in
her; outraged Miss Isabel Pole ané ;a:ced
pocked and marked with vice that’ women Shu(ﬁﬁ
dcrcf:l when they saw him in the street. The
verdict of human nature on such a wretch was
death.
Dr. Holmes came again. Large, fresh
.coloured, handsome, flicking his boots, looking
in the glass, he brushed it all aside—headaches,
sleeplessness, fears, dreams—mnerve symptoms and
nothing more, he said. If Dr. Holmes found
himself even half a pound below eleven stone
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a2
his wife for another plate of po:;

= d

5 be 555 i 1d learn to coo
b fast. (Rezia wou

a BEEAE S tinued, health is largely

fdE¢ he con
Porridg‘s’)in Bol:;; own control.  Throw yourse]f
ma:teride interests; take up some hobby.
Utid Shakespeare——/fntonj and Cleopaira;
Some hobby, said

re aside.
d he not owe his own excellent
an In

d as hard as any m
the fact that he could always switch
ts on to old furniture? And
omb, if he might say S0 Mrs.

‘Fhﬂt a Very pretty C )
th was wearing!
damned fool came again, Septimus

Did he indeed? said Dr.
Holmes, smiling agreeably. Really he had to
o that charming little lady, Mrs. Smith, a
fiendly push before he could get past her into

jer husband’s bedroom.
“So you're in 2 funk,” he said agreeably,
by his patient’s side. He had
d of killing himself to his wife,
wasn't she? Didn’t

to ©

[ Upcﬂ
;Shed Shakespead

Dr. Holmes, for di
health (and he worke

i patien

When the
ofused to sc€€ him.

siting down
wally talke
quite 2 girl, a foreigner,
that give her a very odd idea of English husbands?
Didn't one owe perhaps a duty to one’s wife?
Wouldn't it be better to do something instead of
lying in bed?  For he had had forty years’
aperience behind him; and Septimus could take




b
MRS,

r. H 4
olmes’s word for it—-—m
A X

Huma
N nature, in gh
P < Ort, was on |
- ElpS Wt}z1 !)rute, with blood-red nostrils hlthhat
on him. e
m.  Dr. Holmes came quite regu;:‘els
- ry

on the back of 3 postcard, human natyre :
you. Holmes is on you. Their lurc x4
Was to escape, without lettin H only chanc
g8 Holmes knoy.
to Italy — anywhere, anywhere, aw '
Dr. Holmes. i 2y from

But Rezia could not understand him. D¢
Holmes was such a kind man. He was so in:
terested in Septimus. He orily wanted to help
them, he said. He had four little children and
he had asked her to tea, she told Septimus.

So he was deserted. The whole world was
clamouring: Kill yourself, kill yourself, for our
sakes. But why should he kill himself for their
sakes? Food was pleasant; the sun hot; and
this killing oneself, how does one set about it,
with a table knife, uglily, with floods of blood,—
by sucking a gaspipe 7 He was too weak; he
could scarcely raise his hand. Besides, now that
he was quite alone, condemned, deserted, as toult
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/_;;out to die are alone, there was a Juxury
o lation full of sublimity; a freedom

Holmes

. 1 0
. it an 18
fin hed can never know.

i [hcf :(::?l‘ie' the brute with the red nostrils
hidwolﬂ But c:fen Holmes himself could not
had : ?hi.s Jast relic straying on the edge of t-hc
:oufid this outcast, who gazed back at the 1n-
;obri[;d regions, who lay, like a drowned sailor,
on the shore of the world. &

[t was at that moment (Rezia had def) the

at revelation took place. A voice spoke from

E:hind the screen. Evans was speaking. The

Jead were with him.
“ Evans, Evans! "’ he cried.
Mr. Smith was talking aloud to himself, Agnes

the servant girl cried to. Mrs. Filmer in the
ttchen. * Evans, Evans,” he had said as she
brought in the tray. She jumped, she did. She
scuttled downstairs.

And Rezia came in, with her flowers, and
wilked across the room, and put the flowers in a
wise, roses upon which the sun struck directly,
sgnalling from Evans. It went laughing, leaping
round the room.

She had had to buy the roses, Rezia said, from

1 poor man in the street. But they were almost
dead already. )/ 249 P &LHMW—‘[ TLolks

S there was a man outside; Evans pre-

appiq

—A -
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Sumably.
Y5 and the roses, which Rey;
12 saiq

half dead, had Bedy

of Gre picked by hin ; :
Pt ece : Communication is ?ln the felg,
nication is happiness ealth , i
“ What are ] £
. you sa in v
asked, Wlld wi y g Septlmu T
5 th 52”7 Rey
himself, terror, for he was talkingeztl;
She sent A

ne ]
Her husbaids ghess arilclinnmg for. Dr. Holmeg
scarcely knew her. » Was going mad, g,
“ You brute!  You brute! ™ e

seein S cried Septimys
o rfof::man nature, that is Dr. Holmes, Cnte;
in theNn(‘:c‘;tv:ha't,sb?” fhss .abom’” said Dr. Holmes
nonsense to ffimilt sV t-he Wgrld. wLili
give him some%hi: : Zour ‘e P oy wou{d
e : g to m'ake him sleep. Am.i if
FoNy rich people, said Dr. Holmes, looking
ironically round the room, by all means let them
go to Harley Street; if they had no confidence in
him, said Dr. Holmes, looking not quite so kind.
The leaden circles dissolved in the air. It
was precisely twelve o’clock; twelve by Big Ben;
whose stroke, the wind being favourable, was
wafted over the northern part of London; blent
with that of other clocks, mixed ina thin ethereal
way with the clouds and wisps of smoke weaving
their blue-pink fabric, and died up there among
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= o'clock struck as Clarissa

_twelve
42 l]]Sid er green dress on her bed, antd
palloway B walked down Harley Street.
aeren ST heir appointment.

the Watt the hour of t

Twelve[ rm}lzsezia thought, that was Sir Wilha'm
nga}?ai;'s house with the grey motor car 1n
Bradsh”
front Oflt.'
[ndeed 1t W2
low, powerful, grey W

g—Sir William Bradshaw’s r.notor
ith plain initials 1nter-
he panel, 28 if the pomps of heraldqy
incongruous, this man being the ghostly
ey he priest of science; and, as the motor
ke I,J s sober suavity, grey
ar was grey i i
fis, silver grey rugs were heapf.d in it, to keep
ber ladyship warm while she waited. For often
 William would travel sixty miles or more down
w0 the country to visit the rich, the afflicted,
+ho could afford the very large fee which Sir
Wiliam very properly charged for his advice.
Her dyship waited with the rugs about her
knces an hour or more, leaning back, thinking
umetimes of the patient, sometimes, excusably,
of the wall of gold, mounting minute by minute
while she waited; the wall of gold that was
m,‘"ting between them and all shifts and
anleties (she had borne them bravely; they
oidahad their struggles) until she felt wedged
alm ocean, where only spice winds blow;

ar
locked on t

so to match it
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[ oopected, admired, envied, with Scarcely anyy,:

left to wish f(_)r, though she regretted hey g
; large dn_mer—parties every Thursday nf’ll:.
to the profession; an occasional bazaar ki
to
oPcned; Royalty greeted; too litt]e time
with her husband, whose work grew and’ 4
a boy doing well at Eton; she woulg hav:g]ilc;ji
a daughter too; interests she had, however ;,
plc?nty; child welfare; the after- care of ’thc
epileptic, and photography, so that if there
a church building, or a church decaying, s,
bribed the sexton, got the key and took photg-
graphs, which were scarcely to be distinguished
from the work of professionals, while she waited,
Sir William himself was no longer youny
He had worked very hard; he had won his posi
tion by sheer ability (being the son of a shop
keeper); loved his profession; ‘made a fine figure-
head at ceremonies and spoke well—all of which
had by the time he was knighted given him:
heavy look, a weary look (the stream of patients
being so incessant, the responsibilities and prir
leges of his profession so onerous), which wear-
ness, together with his grey hairs, increased tht
extraordinary distinction of his presence and gaf"
him the reputation (of the utmost importance. in
dealing with nerve cases) not merely of lightning
skill, and almost infallible accuracy in diagnost

E
r
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tact; understanding of ;hc
i , oment they
ot of TP He could see the ﬁrst_mh ey
puman 50‘11_'l room (the Warren Smiths they et
aneittt 0 s certain directly he saw the masé
i ac
a case of extreme gravity. Itl—lwa'sca1 s
o lete brcakdown—-compiete physt G
of cOmSP preakdown, with every .symptom et
HEWOUCd stage, he ascertained in two or :
. 1 re
ﬂ'iiiites (writing answers to questions, murmu
mi

i a pink card). : ;
dlscfile;ii)i;:; hag Dr. Holmes beenattending him?

i ks.

ls;rxe:Z:iabed a little bromide? Said there was
nothing the matter? Ah Jres (those general
pactitioners! thought Sir William. It took half
his time to undo their blunders. Some were
imeparable).

“Youserved with great distinction in the War?”’

The patient repeated the word * war” in-
terrogatively. '

He was attaching meanings to words of a
symbolical kind. ~ A serious symptom.

“The War? ” the patient asked. © The Euro-
pean War—that little shindy of schoolboys with
E“Powder? Had he served  with distinction?

“rally forgot. . In the War itself he had failed,

) ;Ssaul:tt ;erved with the greatest distinction,’

e-‘fi“ie Vdocﬂi:or; “ he was promoted,”

% \ t.,i = : E

1 6JANY025
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He had c . .
ommitt _
bec';} condemned to dZ;it}fn appallin
I have—] haye »
crome—m__ b

g crim
by h € ang
Y human nature,

“He has do

Y ne nothi
Rezia assured the doctoor}'] mng V;I/'Iorig Whatever,”
wait, said Sir Willia h r. Smith woylq
oo i m, he would speak

m-lth In the next room. Her h bp e

seriously ill; Sir William said Hus and was very
happy and depressed D'ci iy
himself? - Did he threaten to ki

Oh i -
Sl ’ithe hdld’ _she cried> But he did not
ey , she _sald. Of course not. It was

rely a question of rest, said Sir William; of
rCSF, rest, rest; a long rest in bed. There wasa
delightful home down in the country where her
husband would be perfectly looked after. Away
from her? she asked. Unfortunately, yes; the
people we care for most are not good for us when
we are ill. But he was not mad, was he? Sir
William said he never spoke of * madness ” ; he
called it not having a sense of proportion. But
her husband did not like doctors. He would

S

g UL

Shortly and kindly Sir
he state of the case.
himself. There was

tion of law. He

4 lie in ped in 2 bcaufiful hou'sc irl:l .the
. The nurses Were admirable. Sir A% :Iham
an him once 2 week. 1f Mrs. W af-ren

more questions

i he had no
.+ was quite sure Sne - :
oith 22 2 hurried his patxents-—-thcy would

She had nothing more

o there.
ained to her t

[t was a ques

ask. )
s ned to Septimus; the most

§o they retur Sep -
d, the criminal who faced his

leed of mankin .
7 he victim exposed on the heights, the

ndees; t
; gtivc:, the drowned sailor, the poet of t'he
qamortal ode, the Lord who had gone from life

s Warren Smith, who sat
he skylight staring at 2
shotograph of Lady Bradshaw in Court dress,
ud muttering, messages, about beauty.

“We have had our little talk,” said Sir William.

“He says you are very, very ill,”” Rezia cried.

“We have been arranging that you should
g0 into a home,”" said Sir William.

“One of Holmes’s homes? "’ sneered Septimus.

The fellow made a distasteful impression.
For there was in Sir William, whose father had
ben 4 tradesman, a natural respect for breeding

1o death; to Septimu
n the arm-chair under t



148 MRS. DALLOWAY

and clothing, which shabbiness nettled; ..
’ gam’

more profoundly, there was in Sir tarom,
had never had ti}:ne for rcadin;ilrgzgham, why
bhried, against cultivated people who E:;lge?},f
his room and intimated that doctors; whoge ::]
fessxoh 1S a constant strain upon all the hig
faculties, are not educated men, o
i “ One of my homes, Mr. Warren Smith,” j,
said, ““ where we will teach you to rest.”

And there was just one thing more.

He was quite certain that when Mr. Warrg
Smith was well he was the last man in the worl{
to frighten his wife. . But he had talked of killing
himself.

“ We all have our moments of depression,
said Sir William.

Once you fall, Septimus repeated: to himsel;
human nature is on you. -Holmes and Bradsha
are on you. They scour the desert. They fy
screaming into the wilderness. The rack and
the thumbscrew  would be applied.| Humn
nature is remorseless. .

“ Impulses came upon him sometimes? " i
William asked, with his pencil on a pink card.

That was his own affair, said SCPtimus'.

““ Nobody lives for himself alone,” 5?’(1 b;f
William, glancing at the photograph of his W
in Court dress.

13
a brilliant career before you,
s Brewer's letter

“pnd 752 b was Mr.
¢ William. There'? e 30,
wid Sir “ An cxceptlonally brillian C.a(;md?

the table- e
# gut if he confessed? If _ e MM

i hen
they let him off then,
i » he stammered.

Wo

Il I___I_____..

But what was his crime? He could not

(But

remember it.
“Yes?" Sir

it was growing late.) :
Love, trees, there 1s no crime—w

William encouraged him.

hat was his

message? .
He could not remember it.

“1—] *" Septimus stammered.

“Try to think as little about yourself as
possible,” said Sir William kindly. Really, he
ws not fit to be about,

Was there anything else they wished to ask
bim? - Sir William would make all arrangements
(he murmured to Rezia). He would let her
know between five and 'six that evening.

"beave everything to ‘me,” he said, and
dismissed them.
Iifchc‘;ﬁ r]:evcr had Rezia felt such agony in her
i e ad asked for help and been deserted !
¢ had fajled them!" Sir Will;
; S1r William Bradshaw was
10t 2 nice map.

T
be upkeep ‘of ‘that motor car alone must

L élﬁ»})Au’
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cost him quite a lot, said Septimus, whe, they
got out into the street, :

She clung to his arm. They haq beey
deserted.

But what more did she want?

To his patients he gave three-
hour; and if in this exacting scie
to do with what, after all, we know
—the nervous system,

quarters of 4,
nce which by
nothing aboyt
the human brain—, doctor
loses his sense of proportion, as a doctor he fails,
Health we must have; and health is proportion:
so that when a man comes into your room an

says he is Christ (a common delusion), and has,

message, as they mostly have, and threatens, a5 §

they often do, to kill himself, you invoke pro-
portion; order rest in bed;

rest in solitude;
silence and rest; rest without friends, without
books, without messages; six months’ rest; untl

a man who went in weighing seven stone six
comes out weighing twelve,

Proportion, divine proportion, Sir William's
goddess, was acquired by Sir William walking
hospitals, catching salmon, begetting one son in
Harley Street by Lady Bradshaw, who caught
salmon herself and took photographs scarcely to
be distinguished from the work of professionals.
Worshipping proportion, Sir William not onlf
prospered himself but made England prosper

i - ere men,
g DRI is, if they Whe embroidered,
men (8 home
out of seven at J
lv did his colleague
that not on’y im, but the
, so that P es fear him, but ¢!
im, his SubOrE ients felt for him
: d relations of his PERy that these
friends an ‘tude for 1nsisting od
e keenest gratiti A tpanen, who prophesw
Prophetic Christs and t;e adgent of God, should
ghecnd (.)ft}‘{ﬂ World, or s ‘Nﬂham ordered; Sir
drink milk in bed, as Sir ) ience of these
Willam with his thirty years eXpere s e
:nds of cases, and his infallible instinc >
kmd5 Os this :sense- his sense of proportion.
madnes ] b
But lz'roportion has a sister, less smﬂmg,.mo}rle
formidable, a Goddess even now engaged—in t e%
heat and sands of India, the mud and swamp o
Africa, the purlieus of London, wherever in short
the climate or the devil tempts men to fall from
the true belief which is her own—is even now
ngaged in dashing down shrines, smashing idols,

ad setting up in their place her own stern
Countenance,

Conversion is her name and she-
feasts on the wills of the weakly, loving to im-
Press, to impose, adoring her own features stamped

™ the face of the Populace. At Hyde Park



Corner on 2 tub s
herself in white an
as brother]y love
ments; offers help,

' : SMiteg
of her way roughly the dissentient, bt ¥

; dissatigfig.
bestows her blessmg on those who, i

; lookj
ward, catch submxssivcly from her eyes thl;g]i;h[

of .their own. This lady too (Rezia Warrg,
Smith divined it) had her dwelling in Sir Williang
heart, though concealed, as she mostly is, unde
some plausible disguise; some venerable name,
love, duty, self sacrifice. How he would work—
how toil to raise funds, propagate reforms, initiate
institutions! But conversion, fastidious Goddes;
loves blood better than brick, and feasts mos
subtly on the human will. For example, Lady
Bradshaw.  Fifteen years ago she had gone under.
It was nothing you could put your finger on;
there had been no scene, no snap; only the slow
sinking, water-logged, of her will into his.. Sweel
was her smile, swift her submission; dinnerin
Harley Street, numbering eight or nine CO‘{fSC:j
feeding ten or fifteen guests of the pl‘ofﬁss“’:‘hc
classes, was smooth and urbane. Only 3 “
evening wore on a very slight dlflness, ﬁo;n :lc,
easiness perhaps, a nervous twitch, i
stumble and confusion indicated, what dl el
really painful to believe—that the poor lady

he stands Preaching.

¢ 2 sh
d walks pemtentially disg?i:j;

through  factorieg and py
but desires power: =

VRS. DALLOWAY <t

ago, she had caught s?lmon fr;ell};;
o kfnlgc to minister to the craving _W.hlc
pow, quiC ye rather oilily for dominion, for

‘s e
her husiizdcrampcd, squeezed, pared, prliEd
Wer,

frew back peeped through; so that .w1th(;)'ut
g ,reciscly what made the evening dis-
knowmiE Pand caused this pressure on the top of
Igre;:::;cic’(whic:h might well be imputed to the
(hr:fessional conversation, or the fatigut? of‘ =
Pcat doctor whose life, Lady Bradshaw said, “1s
E;t hisown but his patient’s ") disagreeable it was:
wthat guests, when the clock struck ten, breathed
n the air of Harley Street even with rapture;
stich relief, however, was denied to his patients.
There in the grey room, with the pictures on
lie wall, and the valuable furniture, under the
pound glass skylight they learnt the extent of
teir transgressions:  huddled up in arm-chairs,
they watched him go through, for their benefit,
tarious exercise with the arms, which he shot
?;:, bart?:gtht sharply 'back to his }.1ip, tc'> prove Gf
mast[:-,r fnh_was obstu}ate) tha.t Sir William was
o S own actions, which the patient was

suﬁ:ifted; others, inspired by Heaven . knOW;
n hlsln;:inpcrate madness, called  Sj, William
: € 2 damnable humbug; questioned,

More impiously, life itself,

Why  live?




him [in right
margin of line 16]

they demandeq, Sir Wil

' Was good, Certainly Lag
feathers hup :

154 MRS. DALLOwAy

liam replied
y Bradshaw in
g over the Mmantelpiece, 5,9 as

to us, they protested, life hag
bounty. He acquiesced. They
of proportion. And perhaps after
G?d? He shrugged his shoulders, 1, h

this living or not living is an affy;, of our S°0r§
But there they were mistaken, Sir Williag E
a friend in Surrey where they taugh, What §;
William frankly admitted was 3 difficult art-.:
sense of pProportion. ‘There were, moreoyer
family affection; honour; courage; andabrilliant'

career.  All of these had in Sir William a resolut;,

champion. If they failed, he had to support
police and the good of society, which, he remarke
very quietly, would take care, down in Surrey,
that these unsocial impulses, bred more tha

anything by the lack of good blood, were held it ||

control. And then stole out from her hiding-
place and mounted her throne that Goddes
whose lust is to override opposition, to stamp
indelibly in the sanctuaries of others the image of
herself. Naked, defenceless, the exhausted, tht
friendless received the impress of Sir William'
will. - He swooped; he devoured. He shu

| ing, the clocks o

MRS. DALLOWAY =

anity that endeared Sir William so greatly
and hum

: is victims. :
Neet thaeshe bad been deserted. J
i 4 ’and slicing, dividing and subdivid-
Shredding f Harley Street nibbled at the
2, counselled submission, upheld auth-
v and pointed out in chorus_ the supreme
R s of a sense of proportion, until the
advan:g;f time was so far diminished that.a
gillrzcrica] clock, suspended above a shop in
| Oxford Street, announced, genially and fr-aterna]ly,
4 if it were a pleasure to Messrs. ngby ar}d
Lowndes to give the information gratis, that it
was half-past one.
Looking up, it appeared that each letter of
their names stood for one of the hours; subcon-
' sdously one was grateful to Rigby and Lowndes
for giving one time ratified by Greenwich; and
this gratitude (so Hugh Whitbread ruminated,
dallying there in front of the shop window),
mturally took the form later of buying off Rigby
and Lowndes socks or shoes. So he ruminated.
It was his habit. He did not go deeply. He
l?mlshcd surfaces; the dead languages, the living,
!lfcm Constantinop]c, Paris, Rome; riding, shoot-
| g, tennis, once upon-a time.  The malicious

june d

people up. It was this combination of decisin | aserteq that he now kept guard at Buckin ham
' ¥ f *m?m Wanen CnLJ, tw/%qu
y/ ki Jruk freat o' $T) uy "

e
4 e falr 10 4

e ———e— i
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Palace, dressed ip silk stockin
over what nobody kne, B
eﬂic:e‘ntly. He had been afioat on th
English society ‘for' fifty-five years o
known Prime Ministers. :
understood to be deep.  An
he had not taken part in an

ments of the time or held important office one
or two humble reforms stood to hjs credit’- an
1mprov.ement in public shelters was one;’the
protection of owls in Norfolk another ; servant
girls had reason to be grateful to him; and i
name at the end of letters to the Times, asking
for funds, appealing to" the public to protect,
to preserve, to clear up litter, to abate smoke
and stamp out immorality in parks, commanded
respect.

A magnificent figure he cut too, pausing fora
moment (as the sound of the half hour died away)
to look critically, . magisterially, at socks and
shoes;  impeccable, substantial, as if he beheld
the world from a certain eminence, and dres{sed
to match; but realised the obligations which
size, wealth, health entail, and observed P‘_‘n;’
tiliously even when not absolutely necessary, ]1tt:‘
courtesies, old-fashioned ceremonies Wth'h %ﬁt‘;
a quality to his.manner, fomcthmg to m;o?ﬂ d’
something to remember him by, for he

gS and knee_brec

; Che
ut he did ¢ extr 3

)
€mely
ream of
He had

His affections Were
d if it were trye i
¥ of the great move.
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for example, with Lady Bfﬂ;lton;
el gnown these twenty years, Wit ouf
had' nhis outstretched hand a bunch ?
B king Miss Brush, Lady Brutfn s
g ther in South Africa, which,

after her bro ; ‘il
ason, Miss Brush, deficient thoug
e e r;r sttribute of female charm, sO

in eve
g was 10

id ¢ Thank you, he’s
ted that she said :
iﬂfth :z;n\:ell in South Africa,’ when,. for half
u(zzfen years, he had been doing badly in Ports-
1 bl

mouth.
* Lady Bruton herself p
way, Who arrived at the same moment.

n the doorstep.
{hcﬁrili;t (I;ruton preferred Richard Dal]oway.of
ouse. He was made of much finer material.
Bt she wouldn’t let them run down her poor
fer Hugh,  She could never forget his kindness
—he had been really remarkably kind—she forgot
precisely upon what occasion.. But he was—re-
mrkably kind.,  Anyhow, the difference between
one man and another does not amount to much.

inging
anation
geretaryy

referred Richard Dallo-
Indeed

$¢ had never seen the sense of cutting people up,
E.C]arissa Dalloway did—cutting them up and
king them together again; not at any rate
"hf“ one was sixty-two. She took Hugh’s car-
"tions with her angular grim smile, = There was

hody else coming, she said.  She had got them
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there on false
difficulty— pretences, to help her oy of 4
“ But let us eat first,”” she said.
fllnd so there began a soundless and exquis
E::istlerfa? sz fr?dthrough sv.ving doors of aprone:
ped maids, handmaidens not of necesgjy
but .adcpts in a mystery or grand decgpﬁo'n]
practised by hos.tesses in Mayfair from one-thim
to two, when, with a wave of the hand, the traffc
ceases, and there rises instead this profound il
sion in the first place about the food—how itjs
not paid for; and then that the table spreads
itself voluntarily with glass and silver, little mas
and saucers of red fruit; films of brown cream
mask turbot; in casseroles severed white chickens
swim; coloured, undomestic, the fire burns; and
with the wine and the coffee (not paid for) i
jocund visions before musing eyes; gently spect-
lative eyes; eyes to whom life appears mUS_iCﬂ],
mysterious; eyes now kindled to observe geniall
the beauty of the red . carnations which Lady
Bruton (whose movements were always ;%ngulaf)
had laid beside her plate, so that Hugh Whnbrgld;
feeling at peace with the entire univ.crsc af:{nﬂ
the same time completely sure of his standi
said, resting his fork,
« Wouldn't they look charm

g our
ing against g

lace? "’
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i “iarity intensely-
h resented this familiarity 151 : ma gfe

erbred fellow.

i und
sed the carnations, holding

: th much the same attitude
1h.cm I?:h ;r :E:H éc‘igil held the scroll in the
with :bthind her; she remained fixed, tranced.
“]'C]:?ch was she now, the General’s great—grandd-
fughter ? great-great grand—daugh-tcr ? -Rxc}}ar
Dilloway asked himself.  Sir Roderick, Sir Miles,
 Talbot—that was it. It was remarkable how
nthat family the likeness persisted in the women.
e should have been a general of dragoons her-
df And Richard would have served under her,
deerfully; he had the greatest respect for her;
b cherished these romantic views about well-set-
3 old women of pedigree, and would have liked,
nhis good-humoured way, to bring some young
hotl-heads of his acquaintance to lunch with her;
?;’5: ch like ht_“.rs could be bred of amiable
% l(n ing enthusiasts! He knew her country.
: knew her people. There was a vine, still
n::rng: which either Lovelace or Herrick—she
o o oty o sl 5
before ther the under.  Better wait to put
mak; question that bothered her (about
5 g an appea] to the wblizam i
™ and 50 on) bett, public; 'if so, in what
er wait until they have had

Lady Bruto
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their coﬁ"e:c, Lady Bruton thought, ind g 1.
the‘carnatxons down beside her pIat::. b
‘ How’s Clarissa? »

X she asked abp, tl
: Clarissa always said that Lady Brut}:myc-ﬁd
like her. Indeed, Lady Bruton had the repun:

tion of being more interested in politics
people; of talking like a man; of having hadan
ﬁnger in some notorious intrigue of the o;-,ightic.a
Whlch‘ was now 'beginning to be mentioneg iz
memfnrs. Certainly there was an alcove in he
dra.wmg-room, and a table in that alcove, and ,
photograph upon that table of Genera] Sjr Talbot
oore, now deceased, who had written there (one
evening in the eighties) in Lady Bruton’s presence,
with her cognisance, perhaps advice, a telegram
ordering the British troops to advance upon m
historical occasion. - She kept the pen and told
the story. Thus, when she said in her offhand
way ““ How’s Clarissa? ” husbands had difficulty
in persuading their wives and indeed, however
devoted, were secretly doubtful themselves, of her
interest in women who often got in their husbands’
way, prevented them from accepting posts abroad,
and had to be taken to the seaside in the middle
of the session to recover from influenza. Never-
theless - her inquiry, “ How’s Clarissa?” wis

known, as women know infallibly, to be a signl
from a well-wisher, from an almost silent com-

ALL
m D haps
es (half 2 dozen Pcr.t.gn
nose utteranc fied recognitl

ony ¥ ifetime) sign! at
on rse of 3 life deship which went bene

n
d united Lady Bruto
met, and appc:itre
nd even hostile, 1n @

minine comr?
Junch parties "

) i orning,
- tnCIarissa in tl_le. Pa{ktth;;cn::asscrolea

Thitbread, diving 1nto - i
o Hugh g elf ‘this little tribute, fo
e PaYnl:;“t‘Z London and he met eve.ry;
by C.O but greedy, one of . the grccdl;st
gl D;c:,evcr known, Milly Brush tho.ugd ;
o " d men with unflinching rectitude,
- Dbsez:cable of everlasting devotion to her
p W:i inpparticular, being- knobbed, scraped,
::;ulsar, and entirely without feminirlc ch.arm.
“Dyou know who’s in town? 7’ said ‘Lady

»

Jton suddenly bethinking ~her. “ Our old
friend, Peter Walsh.” :
They all smiled. Peter Walsh! ~ And Mr.

Dilloway was genuinely “glad, Milly Brush
thought; and Mr.  Whitbread ' thought only of
bis chicken.
Peter Walsh! ~ All three, Lady Bruton, Hugh
Whitbread, and Richard Dalloway, remembered
the sume thing—how passionately Peter had been. ‘
love; been rejected; .gone to Indiay ‘Come:a ' *+ | N

i Vi ~S

SETT T RH
N re
RINEURSS

7

!



is eyes;
‘ Interested her as
always Interested her, for wha : 'M

Saw

That p

Milly Brush once might almost have fallen i,
love with these silences; and Mr, Dal]oway was
always, so dcpendablc; such a gentleman too.
NOW, being forty, Lady Bruton had only to nod,
or turn her head a ljttle abruptly,; and Milly Brush
took the signal, however deeply she might be
sunk in. these reflections of a detached spirit, of
an uncorrupted soul whom lifé could- not bam-
boozle, because life had not offered her a trinket
of the slightest value; 'not a curl, smile, lip,’
cheek, nose; nothing whatever, Lady Bruto? had
only to nod, and Perkins was instructed to quicken

ffee.: ' ;
£ f‘h;"ec; Peter Walsh has come back,” said

‘ ing to them
dy Bruton: It was vaguely ﬂattermg :
. yHc had come back, battered; unsuccessful,

all.

MRS. DALLOWAY 163
- help him, they
: hores. But to
(o their scwsrinipOSSib]e; there was some flaw
rf cc.wd’hwrzcter. Hugh Whitbread said one
i his ;;ursc mention his name to So—and—.;o.
i h[~0k]cd lugubriously, consequicnnally, at the
e { the letters he would write to the }}cads
gt o t offices about ‘“my old friend,
n ?
;{GO:;;?SIEC" and so on. But it wouldn’t lead
eter Walsh,

is character. e
o“‘l'lshc] trouble with some woman,” said Lady

buton. They had all guessed that thar was at

the bottom of it. ‘
“However,” said Lady Bruton, anxious to

kave the subject, *‘ we shall hear the whole story

from Peter himself."" -
(The coffee was very slow in coming.) :
“The address?” murmured Hugh Whit-
brad; and there was at once a ripple in the grey
e of service which washed round Lady Bruton
dy in, day out, collecting, interccpting, envelop-
g her in a fine tissue which broke concussions,
nitgated interruptions, and spread round the
bse in- Brook Street a fine net where things
iged ang were picked out accurately, instantly,
" phaired Perkins, who had beey with Lady
fon these thirty years and now wrote down
t}"ldtiress; handed it to Mr. Whitb'rcad, who
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took out.his: pocket-book, raised his eyebrows
.shpped it in among documents of the h_’and
lmpo::tance, saying that he 'would get Eve]IghCSI
ask him to lunch. 15
(They were waiting to bring th :
Mr. Whitbread had finishedy - - s
: _ A : ichard always
kept. hn:nself in the pink of condition. = She was
gcttmg impatient; the whole of her being was set-
ting positively, undeniably, domineeringly brush.
ing aside all this unnecessary trifling . (Peter
Walsh and his affairs) upon that subject which
engaged her attention, and not merely her atten-
tion, but that fibre which was the ramrod of her
soul, that essential part of her without which
Millicent Bruton would not have been Millicent
Bruton; that project for emigrating young people
of both sexes born of respectable parents and
setting them up with a fair prospect of doing well
in Canada. She exaggerated. ~She had perhaps
Jost her sense of proportion. Emigration’ was
not to others the obvious remedy, the sublime
conception. - It was not to them (not' to Hugh,
or Richard, or even to devoted Miss Brush) the
liberator of the pent egotism, which a strong
martial woman, well nourished, well descended,
of direct impulses, downright feelings, and little

essence O
inevitably

half precious
le should

reted, becomes

g " ustrous half lookiog—glass,
gl carefully hidden in case¢ people sho
displayed. Emigration
] d to write. And one letter to the
Times, she used to say to Miss Boush, cost her
m,ore,than to organise an expedition to South
Africa (which she had done in tho war). Af':cer

battle beginning, tearing up, begin-

morning’s i
::aing again, she used to feel the futility of her own

wmanhood as she felt it on no other occasion,
i would turn gratefully to the thought of Hugh
Whitbread who possessed—no: one could doubt
i—the art of writing letters to the Times.

Abeing so differently constituted from herself,
with such a command of language; able to put
lings as editors liked them put; had passions
wich one could not  call simply greed. Lady
g:?::; ;ftte;t;uspendcd. judgement. upon men in
ki e mysterious accord in which they,

n, stood to the laws of the universe;



s];il;c ]]et Hugh eat hjs soufflé; askeq after pSQ

velyn;  waited until th gt

i 3 €y were smoking and
“ Milly,

would you fetch the pa ers? "
And Miss Brush went ou i

papers on the table;

fountain pen; his silve
done twenty years’ se
the cap.

t, came back, laiq
and Hugh produced his
r fountain pen, which had
rvice, he said, unscrewing
It was still in perfect order; he hq

shown it to the makers; there was no reason, they

said, why it should ever wear’ out; which was
somehow to Hugh’s credit, and to the credit of
the sentiments' which ' his pen expressed (s
Richard Dalloway felt) as Hugh began carefully
writing capital letters with rings round them in
the margin, and thus marvellously reduced Lady
Bruton’s tangles to sense, to grammar such as the
editor of the Témes, Lady Bruton felt, watching the
marvellous transformation, must respect. Hugh
was slow. Hugh was pertinacious. Richar'd
said one must take risks. Hugh proposed m?dl'
fications in deference to people’s feelings, which,
he said rather tartly when Richard laughed,
“had to be considered,” and read out “ho¥
therefore, we are of opinion that the times art

" 6
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-our - ever-

the  superfluous youth of our €V

i we owe to the
popummniéh;rd v:t}:t:f:ght all stuffing
but no harmuin; ity of co}lrse,l -a}i:i

¢ on  drafting /sentiments in. alp 5
Hogh %7 e highest nobility, brushing ¢
it Ordte'”:n his ‘waistcoat, and ssumming 1.}p
A aShth:; the progress they had made until,

Eowl]andhc read out ‘the draft of a letter which
N4 Y)

Jady Bruton,, felt ?ertain was athma:terplece-
Could her own meaning sound like f:ltil o c;,-
Hugh could  not guarantee that the red
vould put it in  but he would be meeting some-
body at luncheon. 10 .
Whereupon Lady Bruton, who scldo-m d.l-d a
griceful thing, stuffed all- Hugh’s:carnations into
the front of ‘her dress, and flinging her hands out
alled him “ My Prime Minister! ”, What. she
vould have done without them  both she .did
w0t know.,  They rose.. \And Richard Dalloway
olled off as usual to have a look at the General’s
portrait, because he meant, whenever he had a

moment of leisure, to write ‘a history of Lady
Bruton's family, :

npe
incrcasmg'" which R

pd -
o bunkuts

- And Millicent, Bruton was. very proud of her
ily. But they could wait, they could wait, she
g at the picture; ‘meaning that her

of military men, administrators, admirals,

S, lookiy
flmily,
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had bCCn men Of e
10n, wh :

and Richard’s first dut Who had done the;

T dy

1 y was to hiS co )
u

1t was a fine face, she said- Btry,

. 3y and al]
were ready for Richard down at A] dmi;:?e Paper,
ever the time came; 0D Whey,

thc Labour GO
Vernme
meant. *“ Ah; the news from Indial » nt sy

And then, as they stood in the }:a};;: :;:;i
yellow gloves from' the bowl on the mala hflg
tab.le and Hugh was offering Miss Brush ;:;
quite unnecessary courtesy some disc

: . arded ticket
or other compliment, which she loathed from the
depths ‘of her heart and blushed ' brick reg

R_ichard turned to Lady Bruton, with his hat i
his hand, and said,
“ We shall see you at our'party to-night?”
whereupon Lady Bruton 'resumed the magnifi-
cence which letter-writing had “shattered. She
might come; or she mightnot come. Clarissa had
wonderful energy. = Parties terrified Lady Bruton.
But then, she was getting old.  So she intimated,
standing at her doorway; handsome; very erect;
while her chow stretched behind her, and Miss
Brush disappeared into the background with her
‘hands full of papers. s
And Lady Bruton went ponderously, majestic
ally, up to her room, lay, one arm extended, on
the sofa. ~ She sighed, she snored, not that she
was asleep, only drowsy and heavy, drowsy and

e ————————————C—
. = -

1
ike a

: d and

st with' the bees ﬂ.gomg Arﬁ.::ys she
* ellow butterflies- .

shout wd ¢ h}:)se fields down 1n Devonshge,

pack to t Jaglie brooks on Patty, her

el jumpe
where Sh.e b tirger and Tom, her brothers.
v . there were the rats;
3

per father and mot-hcr on the cia::;
with the tea-things out, an
nder the trees; hollyhocks, the pampas grass;
peds of dahh_as, the ho %"es al::va ys up to some
ad they, 'littlt‘z w:::sk t;lrough S ANBET,
miSChind:t :;catl)l;nsgeen’ all bedraggled from some
:ga:c;;' What old nurse used to say about her
fmﬁ dear, she remembered—it was Wednesday
in Brook ,Street. Those kind good fellows,
Richard Dalloway, Hugh Whitbread, had gone
this hot day through the streets whose growl came
W to her lying on the sofa. Power was hers,
psition, income. - She had lived in the forefront
ofher time.  She had had good friends; known
the ablest men of her day. Murmuring London
fowed up to her, and her hand, lying on the sofa
back, curled upon some imaginary baton such as
ber grandfathers might have held, holding which
she seemed, drowsy and heavy, to be commanding
battalions marching to Canada, and those good
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fellows walking 'across London, that
theirs, that little bit of carpet, Mayfair,

And they went further and further, from };C
being attached to her by a thin thread (since th r’
had lunched with her) which would stretch apg
stretch, get thinner and thinner as they walkeg
-across London; as if one’s friends were attacheg
to one’s body, after lunching with them, by a th
thread, which (as she dozed there) became hazy
with the sound of bells, striking the hour or ring-
ing to service, as a single spider’s thread is blotted
with 'rain-drops, and, burdened, sags down, %
she slept. _ ‘

And Richard Dalloway and Hugh Whitbread
hesitated at the corner of Conduit Street at the
very moment that Millicent Bruton, lying on the
sofa, let the thread snap; snored. Contray
~winds buffeted at the street corner. . They looked
in at a shop window; they did not wish to buyor
to. talk ‘but to part, only with contrary winds
buffeting the street corner, with some sort of
lapse in the tides of the body, two forces mecting
in a swirl, morning and afternoon, they pause.d-
Some newspaper placard went up in  the aih
gallantly, like a kite at first, then paused, swooped,
fluttered; 'and a lady’s veil hung. Yellow awr
ings trembled.  The speed of the morning traffc
slackened; and single carts rattled carelessly do#!

tcrritory i

-2
—

Ik, of which Rich
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1n Norfo win
ets. : warm
ylfempty ¢ walf thinking 2 soft the | Waters;
palloway a:he petals; confused kers;! who
plew ba Owel'ing .graSSGS- Hi;ym g aWa,Y the
rufﬂcd,:hid beneath hedges' € fs ;Ecn bladess
jad prtc curtains ©

orning tOh partcd : f cow Parsley to7see s

: o
oved g g glObe:ifast, the blazing summert

sky; the blue, the st¢2 =

sky. looking at a silver two-
Aware that he was : :gtth“ gh Whitbread

led Jacobean mug, and tA&E ' g
f;nm(:rid{ondcsccndingly with airs of c.onnms;eu;f
sip 2 Spanish necklace which + he:thought

sking the price of in case Evelyn mlght l?kc it—
¢l Richard was torpid; could not think eramove,
Life had thrown up this wreckage;" shop wmdoyvs
full of coloured paste, and one stood sfax:k. with
the lethargy of the old, stiff with the ngl‘dlt)'r of
the old, looking in.  Evelyn Whitbread might
lie to buy this Spanish necklace—so she might.
Yawn he must. 'Hugh was going into-the shop. -

“ Right you are! ” said Richard, following.
Goodness knows he didn’t want to go buying
necklaces with Hugh. ‘But there are tides in the
:’:IY-S ha{\lf.cl)c)rningd meets afternoon. _Bor'ne like ’a
3’°ﬁt-granci1)f;;?, cepadcf:p ﬂoods.; Lady B‘ruton s
Paigns in NOrthe;\ P his ‘memoir and ‘his ‘cam-
merica were whelmed and sunk.



172 MRS, DALLOWAY
And Millicent Bruton too,

ilcltlard didn't care 5 straw
migration; about th whether h,
r ccditn:

ut it i
P in or not,. i ace hung Stretch,
betwecn Hughs admirable ﬁngcrs Let h'Cd
- I

give it to a girl, if he must buy jewels

She went unde

what b3ca
at letter, Ry

The neckl

any girl in the street For th —any gir]
St 2 : : € worth]

this life did strike Richard pretty forcibl*y‘_:jigcss‘ of

necklac'es for Evelyn. If he'd had a boyu{:gﬁ

have said, Work, work. But he had his Elizabeth.

he adored his Elizabeth.

« I-.shoyld- like to see Mr. Dubonnet,” said
H}Jgh in his curt worldly way. . It appeared that
this Dubonnet had the measurements of Ms,
Whitbread’s neck, or, more strangely still, knew
her views upon Spanish jewellery and the extent
of her possessions in that line (which Hugh could
not remember). ' ‘All of which seemed to Richard
Dalloway awfully odd.' For he never gave
Clarissa presents, except a bracelet two or three
years ago, which had not been a success. She
never wore it. It pained him to remember that
she. never wore it. And as a single spider’s
thread after wavering here and there attaches itself
to the point of a leaf, so Richard’s mind, recover:
ing from its lethargy, set now on his wife, Clarissé,
whom Peter Walsh had loved so passionately? and
Richard had had a sudden vision of her there at

MRS, DALLOWAY s

of himself and Clarissa; of thc.ir life
. and he drew the tray of old jewels
mgn:thcr;1 . and taking up first this brooch then
xovmc.ls !"’H ow much is that? " he asked, but
that rlr;lg»h s own taste. He wanted to open the
i door and come in holding out
C bing; & present for Clarissa.  Only e
jut Hugh was on his legs again. He -was un-
celably pompous. * Really, after deafing e
fr thirty-five years he was not going to be P}Jt e
by a mere boy who did not know his business.
for Dubonnet, it seemed, was out, and Hugh
sould not buy anything until Mr. Dubonnet
tose to be in; at which the youth flushed and
howed his correct little bow. It was all perfectly
omect. And yet Richard couldn’t have “said
lat to save his lifel  'Why these people stood
tat damned insolence he could not’ conceive.
Hugh was becoming an intolerable ass. * Richard
Dilloway could not stand more than an hour of
hissociety. And, flicking his bowler hat by way
of farewell, Richard turned at 'the corner of
E;':d:i't Stlreet eager, yes, very eager, to tralvel
pider’s thread of attachment between him-

sef ::nd Clarissa; he would go straight to her,
0 Westminster,

¥ acheon’s

:vut l;e wanted to come in holding something.
s’ Yes, flowers, since he did not trust

.
——r F—-ﬂ‘:-qL
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1s taste in gold; a
orchids, to cgelebratenzv};tn;ber il ﬂow_crs) rosey
AR e A fejl? reckoning things
o 5 ng about her
y spoke of Peter Walsh at luncheon; Wi
never spoke of it; not for years had :h’ s
of it; which, he thought, grasping hi:yrsgoken
?vh1te roses together (a vast bunch in tissue Ca i
is the greatest mistake in the world. Th[:a E;?c,
com.es when it can’t be said; one’s too shy to
say it, he thought, pocketing his sixpence or two
of change, setting off with his great bunch held
against his body to Westminster to say straight
out in so many words (whatever she might think
of him), holding out his flowers, “1 love you"
Why not? Really it was a miracle thinking of
the war, and thousands of poor. chaps, with al
their lives before them, shovelled together, already
half forgotten; it was a miracle. Here he W
walking across London. to say to Clarissa in %
many words that he loved her. Which one ncv;?t
does say, he thought. Partly one’s lazy; part]
one's shy. And Clarissa—it Wwas difficult ©
think of her; except in Starts, as at lunches?
hole ]lft-
when he saw her qu

ite distinctly; their W
He stoppcd at the

: bein
crossing; 2 ted— ¢

and undebauched,
tinacious an

simple by nature, - %
had tramped and shot; being P 7
é Pavi’ng championé the down-tr°

dogged, h
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d his instincts in the House of
being preservcd in his simplicity yet
me grown rather speechless, rather
ted that it was 2 miracle; that he
d Clarissa; 2 miracle—his life
he thought; hesitating to
05 his blood boil to see little
dldren of five or six crossing Piccadilly alone.
The police ought o have stopped the traffic at
llusions about the London

ae, He had no i

Indeed, he was co
and these costermongers, not
and

/
i followe
Commons;
i the same ti
ifi—he repea
Jould have marrie
jd been @ miracle,
But it did make

ulice. llecting evidence of
lkir malpractices
lowed to stand their barrows in the streets;

pmsfitutes, good Lord, the fault wasn’t in them,
i in young: men either, but in our detestable
::lc ds-yster?damd so forth 5 all' of which he con-
dippcr, 3:;,1 be seen considering, grey, dogged,
'Elihis,wife th, as he walked across the Park to

i at he loved her.
u:;ehie would say it in so many words, when
5 nev:-o tthe room. Because it is a thousand
g the OG say what one feels, he thought,
i Green Park and observing with
il -4 ;n .ﬂ.le shade of the trees whole
ding i thei:u;(:hes, were sprawling; children
o0 o] whi%;‘ suc}kmg x.'mlk; paper bags
Mople eciad) b could easily be picked up
y one of those fat gentlemen
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in livery; | for he Was of opinion that
e

and every Square, during th Ty pay
should be open to childrei (thz ;:_:zlsm r mont::‘s
flushed and faded, lighting up the of the Parg
of Westminster and their crawling E:gr Mothey,
yellow lamp were moved beneath) i

could be done for female vagrants Ii‘ke t;lt Via
Creature, stretched on her Lo

elbow :
flung herself on the earth, ri (as if she hag

d of all tieg, ¢,
curiously, to speculate boldly, » 10.Obsery,

to consid
whys and the wherefores, impudent, loose-li;pt:z
humorous), he did not know. Bearing his fiope
like a weapon, Richard Dallow.

- Y approached her,
intent he passed her; still there was time for

spark between them—she laughed at the sight of
him, he smiled good-humouredly, considering the
problem of the female vagrant; not that they
would ever speak. But he would tell Claris
that he loved her, in so many words. " He
once upon a time, been jealous of Peter Walsh;
jealous of him and Clarissa. - But she had oft
said to him that she had been right not to mar
Peter Walsh;  which, i knowing ' Clarissa, W‘z
obviously true;  she wanted support. Not the
she was weak; but she wanted support. i
As for Buckingham Palace (like an old P;m,(
donna facing the audience all’in white) yoU

]
§ X o £ b sdered, N7
deny it a certain dignity, he consld.c ]
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. . . 0
does, after all, stand to. millions
1€ wh 0€>, 2

ting at the gate tO
d
) mbOL absur
ivg sou)i f0% RISV % Vo C°u111d
ot - at the
ough 1€ lséetter, o thoug_ht'> lookml%‘3 ]
jave 4o¢ Queen Victoria (th’rfl by
pemorial FO her horn spcctaclcs driving t R _g
emember 10 D¢ it mound,  its billowing
bodirh fm he Tiked being ruled by the

erliness; . et
Swtllndant <;f Horsa; he liked continuitys
s

e sense of handing on the tradltlc‘)nsdof tlllc g);s;.
[twas a great age in which to have 11Vf: . 1;{ =
bis own life ‘was a miracle;, let k.nm make no
nistake about ity here he was, in the ane»
of life, walking -to his house in V\Testrmfxster
t tell Clarissa that he loved her.. Happiness
s hs, %
It is this, he said, as he entered Dean’s Yard.
Big Ben was beginning to strike, first the warning,

msical; - then the! hour,  irrevocable. . Lunch
Pirties waste. the -entire afternoon, he
#pproaching his door.

The sound,,

thought, |

drawing-room, where she sa
 Writing-table,
Perfectly - trye that
tnderson to he
Pirpose;

t, ever so annoyed, at
worried ; annoyed. It was
/she had not | asked Ellie
T party;; but she had done jt on
oW Mrs.: Marsham wrote ““ she had

M "'l

of Big Ben flooded Clarissa's.

'n

1 6INLI25




I 78 l ,I 4 i
to]d E]llc IIelldC! son Shc uou}d

1€ S0 much Wanted to come v Clarissg\
But ‘Why should she ]
London to her part
Marsham interfere?

c::.)setcd all this time with Dora Kilm
thing more hauseating she could o

: not i
Prayer at this hour with that wom g

an.
sound of the bel] flooded the room ::lt: t?“’
its

melancholy wave; which rec
it_self together to fall once mo:ies;h::ihia;hmd
distractingly, something fumbling, somefhairdj
scratching at the door.  Who at this ho.i-g;
T-hree, good 'Heavens! Three already! Fo;
with overpowering directness ‘and 'dignity the
clock struck three; and she heard nothing else;
but the door handle slipped round and in camé
Richard] 'What a surprise! "In came Richard,
holding out flowers. 'She had failed him, once
at Constantinople; and Lady Bruton, whose lunch
parties were said to be extraordinarily amusing,
had not asked her. He was holding out flowers
—roses, red and white roses. (But he could not
bring himself to say he loved her; not in so many
words.) - ‘

But how lovely, she said, taking his ﬂowet‘f;
she understood; she understood without his
s.pcziking; his Clarissa.. She put them in vascs

4 invite al] the dyj|
! w
les? Why should ?\T;[]::

And there wag Elizabct]{

P ke S nals
" MRs. DALLOWAY L

-.ce. . How lovely they looked!
o 0 ma;l:;P:::: ¢ amusing, she asked? Had
sh‘gid' asked after her? Peter Walsh was
Ladf Br;;:: .Marsham had written, Must she
1 ol . s
z;k}‘glliﬂ Henderson? That woman Kilman wa

irs.

upsia But let v
pard ty. . All the chairs were

.[[ 111;00‘1:;11.50 \e?\rr?hf;.tyhad they been -doing?

e [ efor the party; no, he had not forgotten,
Oh'ltwa? Peter Walsh was back.  Oh yes;
i }fa(;qh'ad him. And he was going to get 2
jtvorcac', and he was in love Wit}.l some woman
athere. And he hadn’t changed in the slightest.
There she was, mending her dress.l L {

“ Thinking of Bourton,” she said.

«Hugh was at lunch,” said Richard. - She had
st him too! Well, he was getting absolutely
wglerable.  Buying Evelyn necklaces; fatter
lan evers an intolerable ass.

“And it came over me * [ might have married
m',” she said, thinking of Peter sitting there
nhis little bow-tie; with that knife, opening it,
duting it. . ¢ Just as he always was, you know."

They were talking: about him at lunch, said
Kihard, - (This is happiness. ' But he could not
tl her he loved her.. Happiness is' this, he

: et
s sit down for five minutes, said

h,
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i . 5
hought.) They had been writing a letter to t) He s !
e noment a
j e ondered what?

H:I;;l fs;sl\g:];;;im Bruton.  That was about :‘iooddfi(:‘lrg-a and she W

u ¥ » ¢

] s

bunched together; now of their own a,ccorrS(; ﬁi.fivo;}lcniaﬂsan he said; ©F perhaps it was
a solitude;

starting apart.

i e
Kilman arrives just as we've done lunch,”
tl

Albaniﬂﬂs-” hantranL! le:
: .. dignity in PEOP €5
4ad there 18 2 ignity If; and that

she said. * Elizabeth turns ink.”" The
themselves up. I suppose thc;/)' re praying?i' s qn between hUSband and w1ff: % EF 7
Lord!  He didn’t like it; but these things ge st respechy thought ey watchmg_ h”_n
pass over if you let them. o the doors for one would: not part with ’lt
« In a mackintosh with an umbrella,” said alf, OF ke it, 2gainst his will, from onc's
yshand, without losing one’s independcnce, Bk
after all, pricclcss.

;clf-rcspcct-something,
He returned with 2 pt
« An hour's complete res

4l And he went.

How like him!  He would go on saying * An
kur's complete Test after luncheon 1 to the end
{ tme, because a doctor had ordered it once.
lms like him to take what doctors said literally;

licity, which no

jt of his adorable, divine simp
wehad to the same extent; which made him go

“‘!d? the thing while she and Peter frittered
L:ﬂ:ﬂnmc away bickering. He was already half-
&Yx the.House of Commons, to his Armenians,

banians, having settled her on the sofa,

Clarissa.
He had not said “ 1 Jove you " but he held

her hand. Happiness is this, is this, he thought.

« But why should I ask all the dull women in
London to my parties? 1 said Clarissa. And if
Mrs. Marsham gave 2 party, did she invite her

ests?

« Poor Ellie
was a very odd thing
about her parties.

But Richard had

wever—Ww.

Jlow and 2 quilt.
t after Juncheon,

3] hc

said Richard—it

Henderson,”
sa minded

how much Claris

no notion of the Jook of 2

hat ‘was he going to say?
ut these parties he would

room. ~ Ho
he wish' she had

If she worried abo
et her give them- Did s

not ' 1
But he must g0

married Peter?
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lookm_g at’ his roses. And people would
Clarissa Dalloway is spoilt.””  She cared Sy,
more for her roses than for the Armen'mch
Hunted out of existence, maimed, frozcnmam
victims of cruelty and injustice (she had }; %
Richard say so over and over i iy
; again)—no, 4
could' feel nothing for the Albanians, or )WE
they the Armenians? but she loved ,her mm
(didn’t that help the 'Armenians?)—the o:;f
flowers she could bear to see cut. But Richarﬁ
was already at the House of Commons; at hi
Committee, having settled all her difficulties
But no; alas, that was not true.  He did not see
the reasons against asking Ellie Henderson.  She
would do it, of course, as he'wished it. Since he
had brought the pillows, she would lie down. ,
But-—but—why did " she suddenly feel, for no
reason that she could discover, desperately un-
happy? ' As a person who has 'dropped som
grain of pearl or diamond into the grass and parts
the tall blades very carefully, this way and that,
and searches here and there vainly, and at last
spies it there at the roots, so she went through
one thing and another; no, it' was ‘not ‘Sally Seton
saying that Richard would never be in'the Cabinet
because he had a second-class brain (it came back
to her); ‘no, she did not mind’ that; nor was it
to' do with Elizabeth either and Doris Kilman;

{pos® wcffcc]i;; td &

st P had s21% pedroom
P ehing tha ¢ own, 11 4 said
sa;mm: depressi®? hat RiChar.d haThcrc
z}:ing off hcr_:lﬂ » " what had he said -
had“ddcd gt e parties! "}“hat e very
gere his rfscs.oth of them critu_:tsed h?f e
Hi .Partlesu- 1 at her very un:]ust]y, or
unfzilfg” g was it! That Was ge!fend porself?

ing. to
e howkwaiv iz}vl;atg ?t”fas, she felt perfectly
C or Peter at any rateé
oyed imposing herself;
cople about her; great
Well, Peter

jght t Richard merely thought 1t
o ike' excitement when she knew
It was childish, ‘he
: g. What

thought,
- that she ¢€nJ

i was bad for her heart. 1t
thought. + And both were quite Wron
e liked was simply life.

« That's what I-do it for,’
aloud, to life.

Since she!was lying ‘on t
exempt, the presence of this thing which she felt to

besoobvious became physically existent; withrobes
offuum_i from the street, sunny, with hot breath,
whispering, blowing out the blinds. . -But suppose

' she said, speaking

he sofa, cloistered,

/ﬁfﬁh.*
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Peter said to her, *“ Yes, yes, but e
what’s the sense of you; i)ar’ties? ”Y'Ea)llllr S}}Dlartles"‘
Say was (and nobody could be expected t o
stand): They’re an offering; which ‘:Under_
horribly vague. But who was Peter tq mO;:nded
lthat life was all plain sailing? o
ove, always in love with the wron
What’s your love? she might say to }im‘?mfn?
she knew his answer; how it is the most ind
portant thing in the world and no woman ¢
understood it. Very well. But could any m

; an
understand what she meant either? about life?

She could. not imagine Peter or Richard takine
the trouble to give a party for no reason whatewﬁ

But to go deeper, beneath what people saig

(and these judgements, how superficial, how frag-
mentary they are!) in her own mind now, what
did it mean to her, this thing she called life?
Oh, it was very queer. Here was So-and-so in
South Kensington; some one up in Bayswater;
and somebody else, say, in Mayfair. And she

felt quite continuously a sense of their existence;

and she felt what a waste; and she felt what a

pity; and she felt if only they could be brought

together; so she did it. ~And it was an offering;
to combine, to create; but to whom?
An offering for the sake of offering, perhaps.

Anyhow, it was her gift. Nothing else had she of

—Peter always iy |

possib]Y [

PR
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/ ce: could not think, Write,
gt 50 éhe muddled Armenians
et hated discomfort;

f nonsense: 2an
and

" ¢hat one day should follow
i Thursday, Friday, Saturday;
the morning; S€€ the
t Hugh Whitbread;
. Wa , er; then these roses;
iirf?:r Pte}fat, how unbelievable
!---th';lt it must end; and no one 1n th.e
dﬁ W‘:;rld would know how she had loved 1t
o : tewrealls
i hoWé:::rzp?;:? Elizabeth knew thaff her
mtﬁ\: was resting. - She came inyery quietly.
¢ stood perfectly stil. Was it that some
Mongol had been wrecked on the Cf)ast of P-Jorfolk
s Mrs. Hilbery said), had mixed with the
Dilovay ladies, perhaps a hundred yeaEs _ago?
fir the Dalloways, in general, were fair=haired;
lieeyed; Elizabeth, on the contrary, was dark;
b Chinese eyes in a pale face; an Oriental
msery; was gentle, considerate, still. ' As a
dild, she had had a perfect sense of humour; but
uw at seventeen, why, Clarissa could not in the
it understand, she had become very serious;

_ Wednesdays 1 7%
rother’ chould wake up 11
Ik in the parks MeE
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sheathed ' in glossy green,. like a hyacinth, ;
buds just tinted, a hyacinth which has had n’o s M
She stood quite still and looked at her moghl:::
but the door was: ajar, and outside the door wa;
Miss Kilman, as Clarissa knew; Miss Kilman j,
her mackintosh, listening to whatever they said,
Yes, Miss Kilman stood on the landing, ang
wore a mackintosh;. but had her reasons.  Firs
it was cheap; second, she was over forty; aud,
did not, after-all,/dress to please..  She was poor,
moreover;  degradingly ' poor. Otherwise she
would not be taking jobs from people like the
Dalloways; from rich* people; who liked to be
kind.. Mr. Dalloway, to do him justice, had been
kind. But Mrs. Dalloway had not. She' had
n:merely condescending. She came from the
£ all classes—the rich; witha
They - had 'expensive
lots  of

bee
most worthlessi o
smattering  of culture.
things everywhere; ‘pictures, carpets;
servants:  She considered that she had a perfect
right to anything that - the Dalloways did for
hert
She had been: cheated. | Yes, the word. was
no- exaggeration, for surely 2 girl has-a right to
some kind. of happiness? And she had never
been: happy, what with being so’clumsy and so0
poor: And' then, just as. she might have had2
chance: at: Miss: Dolby’s school, the war camé

" iews 2
ol bo ¢ was trué that th
the name K
put her brother
t because she wo
Germans were all villains—

hen the only

;ehlman in A€
had- been
uld

d her ou

friends, W
had been spent

be?) daysd frer all, she could read history- She
) o :ake whatever she could get- r.
b 4 t;ad come across her working for the
D’.”O:ay He had allowed ' her (and that was
o S'enerous of “him) to teach his daughter
r?all)’ g Ali he 4id a little Extension lecturing
1::;03 ;n, Then Our Lord had come'to her (and
jere she always bowed her head). She had seen
th light three years and two months ago. Now
4¢ did not envy women like' Clarissa Dalloway;
she pitied them. : s
She pitied and despised them from the bottom
o her heart, as she stood on the soft carpet, look-
g at the old engraving of a little girl with a
mf, With all this luxury going on, what hope
ws there for a better state of t%ings? 'Inste:}zd
i lying on a sofa—* My mother is resting,”
Elizabeth had said—she should have been’in a

klnc s tend that’ the
had German

of her life

in Ger-
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factory; behind a counter;
all the other fine ladjes!

Bitter and burning, Miss Kil
Into a church. two years three months ag,

Mrs, DalloWa}, and

man had tl!rne;i

had heard the Rey, Edward Whittake, Prea?::f
the boys sing; had seen the solemn lights dCSCtnd_:

and whether it was the music, or the voices (sh,
bcrsel'lf when alone in the evening found comfyy
1n a violin; but the sound was eXCruciating; she
had no ear), the hot and turbulent feelings which
boiled and surged in her had been assuaged s
she sat there, and she had wept  copiously, and
gone to call on Mr. Whittaker at his private
house in Kensington. It was the hand of God,
he said. The Lord had shown her the way. So
now, whenever the hot and painful feelings boiled
within her, this hatred of Mrs. Dalloway, this
grudge against the world, she thought of God.
She thought of Mr. Whittaker. Rage was
succeeded by calm. A sweet savour filled her
veins, her lips parted, and, standing formidable
upon the landing in her mackintosh, she looked
with steady and sinister serenity at Mrs, Dalloway,
who came out with her daughter.

Elizabeth said she had forgotten her gloves
That was because Miss Kilman and her mother
hated each other. She could not bear to see them
together. She ran upstairs to find her gloves.

5
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did not hate Mrs. Dalloway.

55 Kilman 24

Bt Nil:: II::-gc gooscberry—clolo?rid 22: uier
ming . her small pin . "

gl:rissa, dbseiving. . f freshness and fashion,

. o body, her aie ot &¥ I You who
deet felt, Fool! Simpleton® 1 -y

i {jman .
s Ki ither sorrow nor pleasure;

e i 1 rose in
:a‘c trifled your life away! And there
1ve

' her: to

. astering desire to overcome ¥ o

el overmaslef s}%c could have felled her 1t
unmask her. - h b dv:

Id have eased her. But it was not the body;
":o:as the soul and its mockery that she wished
i
wsubdue; make feel her mastery. If onl)f ‘she
«uld make her weep; could ruin her; humiliate
kr; bring her to her knees crying, You e
ight! But this was God’s will, not Miss Kil-
mn's. It was to be a religious victory. So she
gred; so she glowered.

Chrissa was really shocked. This was a
(hristian—this woman! “This woman had taken
her daughter from her! She in touch with in-
VIISIIJIE presences!  Heavy, ugly, commonplace,
:f“]lll;l:t kindness or grace, she know the meaning

¢

You are taking' Elizabeth to' the Stores? ”’
I, Pal]oway said.

.Mlsfi Kilman sajd she was,’

% Kilman wag not go;

& She h golg to
ad always earne

They stood there.
make herself agree-
d her living. " Her
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knowledge of modern history was 'thorough |,
the extreme. She did out of her meagre .incop,
set.aside so much for causes she believed ;.
whereas this woman did nothing, believed mi
thing; brought .up her daughter—but here Was
.Elizabeth, rather out of breath, the beautify] girl.
So they were going to the Stores. Odd it
was, as /Miss Kilman stood there (and stand she
did, with the power and taciturnity of some pre-
historic monster armoured for primeval warfare),
how, second by second, the idea of her diminished,
how hatred (which was for ideas, not people)
crumbled; how she lost her malignity, her size,
became second by second merely Miss Kilman,
in a mackintosh, whom Heaven knows Clarisss
would have liked to help.

At this dwindling of the monster, Clarissa
laughed. . Saying good-bye, she laughed.

Off they went together, Miss Kilman and
Elizabeth, downstairs.

With a sudden impulse, with a violent anguish,
for this woman was taking her daughter from her,
Clarissa leant over the bannisters and cried out,
“ Remember the party!  Remember our party
to-night! "

But Elizabeth had already opened the front

door; ‘there was a wvan passing;  she did not
answer.
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- ionl thought Cl-arissa, gm:ﬁ
wi 80 ling all -ov

draving 00 | ey are! - Eor
OWMiss Kilman was not.be 01’16
d her—the ddea. T%)e C:::m
d, she thOUght’. s.eemg es-
domineering; hypocntlcal, i u-
. infinitely (cruel and unscrup .
i usr’nac:]‘:intcosh coat, on the landing;
d'“? 2 Had she ever tried to convert
e and religion Did she not wish everybody
ny one herself? lves?. -~ And she -watched out
wrel n thimsc:c‘iliz-dy opposite climbing up-
ke wl;fto b climb, upstairs| if shewants- tos
;Z] :e; stop;- then let her, as Clarissa ha_d—of?cg-
wen her, gain her bedroom, ‘part her curtains, }::n
diappear again into the background. So'me ow
e respected that—that -old woman looking out
d the window, quite unconscious that-she was
being watched. - There was something solemn in
i—but love and religion would destroy that,
vhatever it was, the privacy of ‘the soul.. The
olious Kilman would destroy it.  Yet /it was a
ight that- made her want to cry.

Love deﬁtroycd too. Everything that was.
\\.:is;“':;y‘;hln% ;hat was true -went. Take Peter
i e abo\,te:, :vas a man, charmmg, clever,

rything. If you wanted to.

Jest thing$

; hot;
;IuIﬂS.Y jcalo

-
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know about Pope, say, or Addison, or Just to wls
nonsense, what people were like, what things
meant, Peter knew better than any one. Ity
Peter who had helped her; Peter who had ley
her books.! But look 'at-the women he loved—
vulgar, trivial, commonplace. ' Think of Peterin
love—he came to see her after all these year,
and what did he talk about? * Himself. Horrible
passion! she thought. Degrading passion! she
thought, thinking of Kilman and her Elizabet
walking to'the Army and Navy Stores.

Big Ben struck the half-hour.

How extraordinary it was, strange, yes touch-
ing to see the old lady (they had been neighbours
ever so many years) move away from the windo®,
as if she were attached to that string, that sourfd-
Gigantic as it was, it had something to dO.vnth
her. Down, down, into the midst of ordinaf
things the finger fell making the moment so]emrl;
She was forced, so- Clarissa imagined, by t'haa
sound, to move, to go—but where?  Clans®
tried to-follow her as she turned and disappfﬂ“‘a
and could ‘still just see her white cap mc_’vm}%w
the back of the bedroom.#wShe wassil
moving about at the other end of the 007
creeds and prayers and mack'intoshcsl-1 ¢
thought Clarissa, that’s the miracle, t}::Jms
mystery; that old lady, she meant, ¥

FIRST PROOF
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: est of drawers to dressing=
g e Eo?ogxllf-gzz;lfi‘ce her. . And the supreme
table. S ¢ h Kilman might say she had solved,
i e lved, but Clarissa
o Peter might say he had solved, but & :
didn't believe either of them had the ghost o
an idea of solving, was simply this: here was one
oom;  thete ‘another. | Did religion  solve that,
or Jove? Aesf ey
Love—but here the other clock,  the. clock
which always struck two minutes after Big Ben,
ame shuffling in’ with its lap full-of odds and
ends, which it dumped down as if Big Ben were
all very well with his majesty laying down .the
law, 50 solemn, 5o just, but she must remember
Al soits of little things besides—Mrs. Marsham,
Sl gt gt
in o’ the wake of (;h:t‘gsi? {pping agd d.a nging
Bt like  bar of gold on th o S-tmkc vich, lay
i esea. ' Mrs, Marsham,

1e ‘Henders
on,; ‘glasses . for ice
s,
tphone now 4t once, She must

Volub]y,
“’ming in o

tel

troublously, the late clock sounded
v 3

g Ben,jwith its lap

of -thj

g LY :
»
1
G‘“ 1925




to mutter ** ¢ is the flesh 2

It was the flesh that she must ¢
Da]loway had insulted her,
But she had not triumphed; she had not Mastereq
the flesh. Ugly, clumsy, Clarissa Dalloway by
laughed at her for being ‘that: ang had' reyiveg
the fleshly desires, for she minded looking as she
did beside Clarissa.  Nor could she-talk as he
did!" But why wish” to resemble her? - Why?
She despised Mrs. Dalloway from the bottom of
her“heart. She ‘was not - “sérious. *'She was not
good. * Her life was a tissue of vanity and deceit,
Yet Doris Kilman had been overcome. S‘he had,
as a matter of fact, very nearly burst into tears

ontro],
That she expected,

Clarisg,

when Clarissa Dalloway laughed at her. “Itis”

the flesh, it is the flesh,” she muttered (it betlhrzg
her habit to talk aloud) trying to subd{\]n::1 -
turbulent and painful feeling as she walk; c:uld
Victoria Street. ~ She prayed to God.  She

not help being ugly; she could not aff(l)rd :)e;’i}j
retty clothes. Clarissa Dzlloway: had aungsomc'
gut she would' concentrate her x:inng u;;,ti)
i i d reached the
th else until she ha .
Atmagny rate she had got Ehzabet'h.
d ‘think of something “else;

Jlar-box.
But she
she would
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gink of Russia; until she reached the pillar-
w}.{aw nice it must be, she said, in the country,
snggling, as Mr. Whittaker had told hz.:r, with
fat violent grudge against the world whlc'h l.lad
wned her, sneered at her, cast her off, bcgmmng
;:ith this indignity—the infliction of her unloy-
#le body which people could not bear to see.
Do her hair as she might, her forehead remained
Jean egg, bald, white. No clothes suited her.
S might buy anything. And for a woman, of
aurse, that meant never meeting the opposite

apt for Elizabeth, her food was all that she
bed for; her comforts;  her dinner, her tea;

hot-water bottle a¢ night. But one must
ight, vanquish; haye faith
littaker had saiq she was there for 4 purpose,
"10 one knew the agony! He said, pointing

» that God kpew. But why

fhed ;
ut, ed | wn_tobacco depart-
€ Army ang Navy Stores while she was

i) Tt s
t
tering ¢ herself what Mr. Whittaker
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had said about knowled 3
: g€ comj
suffering and the flesh. Tl'ample 0nntghcthrough
What department did she Wwant? s

interrupted her. Elizahﬂh
* Petticoats,” she said abru :
) ptl

straight on to the lift. A Salkeg

Up they went. Elizabeth
way and that; guided her in her :
if she had been a great child, an una;wlr)iitll:;ta‘: las
ship. There were the petticoats, brown 4 e::.
ous, striped, frivolous, solid, flimsy; and s};c ;
in her abstraction, portentously,
serving thought her mad.

Elizabeth rather wondered, as they dig ,
the parcel, what Miss Kilman was thinkjy,
They must have their tea, said Miss Kilm,
rousing, collecting herself. They had their to,

Elizabeth rather wondered whether Mig
Kilman could be hungry. It was her way of
eating, eating with intensity, then looking, agin
and again, at a plate of sugared cakes on the tabl
next them; then, when a lady and a child
down and the child took the cake, could M
Kilman really mind it?  Yes, Miss Kilman di
mind it. She had wanted that cake—the pink
one. The pleasure of eating was almost the ol
pure pleasure left her, and then to be baff:
even in that!

guided hEr (hij

C]msc!
and the gif

¢ A like iolted BY
ghereds sf;ﬂ waif such mctaphors)_s Joon . frer
(she was an Shc WOHld Say Stavlng L h hcr
wery pcbblca st e fire-place wit

the 1c55°"'k her , she called it, on 2
ba of booKS,

s

. the lesson was OVE
Tuesday morning, after oo After all,
lked too about the - <h

And she ta 4 not think the Englis
: coplc who did no Th o

fere JETL2 were books. er
. uly right. There ) e
nvariably There were other points of view

eetings. 2 i

;fm Eliszcth like to come with h_cr to listen to
oand sof (a most extraordinary looking old man)};

Then Miss Kilman took her to some churc
in Kensington and they had tea with 2 cl.el'ng'
man. She had lent her books. Law, medicine,
politics, all professions are open to women of
your generation, said Miss Kilman. But fqr
herself, her career was absolutely ruined.. Was it

her fault? Good gracious, no, said Elizabeth.

And her mother would come calling to say
that a hamper had come from Bourton and would
Miss Kilman like some flowers? To Miss
Kilman she was always very, very nice, but Miss
Kilman squashed the flowers all in a bunch, and
hadn’t any small talk, and what interested Miss
Kilman bored her mother, and Miss Kilman and




hade one
{
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she were terrible together; and Miss Kilma,
swelled and looked very plain. But they Miss
Kilman was frightfully clever. Elizabeth 1y
never thought about the poor. They lived wig,
- everything they wanted,—her mother had brea.
fast in bed every day; Lucy carried it up; and
she liked old women because they were Duchesses,
and being descended from some Lord, By
"Miss Kilman said (one of those Tuesday morning;
when the lesson was over), “ My grandfather kept
an oil and colour shop in Kensington ", Mis
Kilman was—quite—different—from—any—one she
krew: '

Miss Kilman took another cup of tea, Eliza-
beth, with her oriental bearing, her inscrutable
mystery, sat perfectly upright; no, she did not
want anything more. She looked for her gloves
—her white gloves. They were under the tabl.
Ah, but she must not go! Miss Kilman coull
not let her go! this youth, that was so beautiful

this girl, whom she genuinely loved! Her large ‘

hand opened and shut on the table.

But perhaps ‘it was a little flat somehow,
Elizabeth felt. And really she would like to go
But said Miss Kilman, * T've not quite finished

yet .

Of course, then, Elizabeth would wait. But
it was rather stuffy in here.

to
ngElizabeth suppos®

ed her to g(;.{ilman waldl;

ocola te

e 5 ies. Elizabeth said.
cd"‘;;c did not rnu(:hdhfl}c:3 rPa;;t;u t,h, lightly pro-
ue Kilmar;)_op‘?::d swallowed down_thc last
ngctcd l:,:‘rtl(ie“::,hocolatc eclair, ti?cn wiped _her
?nch:rss .nd washed the tea round in her cup. X

gShc’ was about to split asunder, she felt. The
agony was so terrific. If she could grasp herl
ifshe could clasp her, if she could make her hers
asolutely and forever and then die; that was
al she wanted.. But to sit here, unable to think
o anything to say; to see Elizabeth turning
gainst her; to be felt repulsive even by her—
twas too much; she could not stand it. The
tick fingers curled inwards,
“Lnever go to parties,”’

| said Miss Kil
It 0 keep Elizabeth fro People

m going,

LY} I,m
New it wag idiOtic,
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But it was all those people passing:;;?-_h
parcels who despised her, who made heF sa‘m.tt
However, she was Doris Kilman, She hadyhlc;
degre‘e. She was a woman who had made her
way in the world. Her knowledge of modem
history was more than respectable.

“1 don’t pity myself,” she said. “I pity "—
she meant to say ‘‘ your mother ” but no, she
could not, to Elizabeth. ‘1 pity other people
meh more.” 3

Like some dumb creature who' has been
brought up to a gate for an unknown purpes,
and stands there longing to gallop away, Elizabeth
Dalloway sat silent. Was-Miss Kilman going to
say anything more ? .

“ Don’t quite forget me," said Doris Kilman;
and her voice quivered. Right away to the end
of the field the dumb creature galloped in terror

The great hand opened and’ shut. "

Elizabeth turned her head. The waitress camé
One had to pay at the desk, _E]iza‘beth s:;ltlit, ﬂt';e
went off, drawing out, so Miss Kzlm;zmea; i
very entrails in her body, strctcl‘nng tﬁ i
e room, and then, with a fin

r head very politely, she
Miss Kilman satat t’
striken once, twice,

She had gone

crossed th
bowing he

She had gone.  *
table among the eclafrs,
by shocks of suffering:

went. |
t at the mﬂrt,’ ¥
thricé
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. : d gone.
Diloway had triumphed. Ehzabzg hﬁi hfi ;
Jauy, yausly had gone. ey
Gshesat. She got up, b]undcred. off areng
ilitfle tables, rocking slightly from side to. side,
sl somebody came after her with her petticoat,
of she lost her way, and was hemmed in by
miks specially “prepared “for taking to India;
pecially prep g
ut got among the accouchement sets, and baby
inen; through all the commodities of the world,
p:ri.shable and permanent, hams, drugs, flowers,
smionery, variously smelling, now sweet, .now
ar she lurched; saw herself thus lurching with
bt akew, very red in the face, full length in
mct“ﬂg-gllss; and ‘at last came out into the
Th ; '
»nntoef }tlower of Westmmster Cathedral rose in
e, the habitation of God :
the trafh od. ' In the midst
rame, there was th et
Redly she get off with “rmbitation, of God.
0, the Abbey, e T L0 that other
Ltent before heg ,fw ere, raising her hands
;ﬂvm. into shelter to 3-‘c ® She sat beside, those
;m ippers 0; the vaf-iously assorted
of social rank, almost

o t, now divested
. e 1 :
bey, ¥ raised . their hands before thei
e
Moved them y

5 instant]y
nd women,
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N?w she was deserted; now r;_‘*“\
shippers came in from th Joined. . New yy,
strollers, and sti € street to replace ()
] Stll], as people gaZCd 4
sh.uﬂ"led past the tomb of the Unk round ag
still she barred her eyes with he ﬁnown Warriy,
in this double dark r fingers and trigg
. . ness, for the light in the Abper
was bodiless, to aspire above the vaniti d
desires, the commodities, to rid herselljt}n;;;hthtf
hatred and of love. Her hands twitched. S:g
scemefi to struggle. Yet to others God wa
accessible and the path to Him smooth. M
F]‘etcher, retired, of the Treasury, Mrs. Gorhan,
widow of the famous K.C., approached Hin
simply, and having done their praying, leant back
enjoyed the music (the organ pealed sweetly), and
saw Miss Kilman at the end of the row, praying,
praying, and, being still on the threshold of their
underworld, thought of her sympathctically a1
“soul haunting the same territory; a soul cut o
of immaterial substance; not'a woman, a soul.
But Mr. Fletcher had to go. He had to ps
her, and being himself neat as a new pin, coulld
not help being 2 little distressed by the poor lady’
disorder; her hair down; her parcel on the ﬁo':-
She did not at oncé let him pass: 'But, asbh;
stood gazing about him, at the Whl:je :;rsum
grey window parcs, s accu;" l;latlbbey),
(for he was extremely proud of ©¢

at there
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and pow
55 robpstness, !
e };er knees from
had impresse€
Dalloway (she could not get the thought of
:{rs;mt of her mind that afternoon), the Rev.
er .
Fdward Whittaker, and Ehzabeth.too.
And Elizabeth waited in Victoria Street for an
be out of doors.

It was 50 nice to
haps she need not go home just
to be out in the air.  So she

mnibus. And already, even
« she stood there, in her very well cut clothes, it
ms beginning. . - - People were beginning to
wmpare her to poplar trees, early dawn, hyacinths,
hwms, running water, and garden lilies; and it
nade her life a burden to her, for she so much
lphrefm-ed being left alone to do what she liked in
mzl Ct])lun}tlry, but they would compare her to lilies,

she had to go to parties, and London was so
dl:wycomparcd with being alone in the country
Wltllliher father and the dogs.
\'ms,us]e‘s SW‘OOPC(%, settled, were off—garish cara-
'hichg istentng with red and yellow varnish. But
; should she get on to? Sh ]
g, ! e had no.pre-
> course, she would
. She inclined o o PUSh her
Msion ghe 0 be passtve. It was ex-

needed, but her
eyes were fine,

omnibus.
e thought per
yt, It was s0 nice
yould get on to 2n 0
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hinese, oriental, and, as her
mot;

such nice b sop
she was jhoulders ahd hOIding hersc(lzf{ said, iy
always Chal’ming to Took at 50 strajghy

1n the eveni
1n . and ;
g especially, when she W;s " lately
€]
rested,

for she nev .
Wille el v::y SZ;TCd excited, she looked s
AR ely, very serene .
she be thinking? Ever ! _What could
her, and she was reall ya:rl; r;l fell in love wiy
was beginning. Her m};thertoﬂls’ﬂrcd, For it
compliments begining. That she did no < -
o B e
; arissa, but perhaps it was as wel
W'lth all those puppies and guinea pigs about having
distemper, and it gave her a charm. And now
there was this odd friendship with Miss Kilman.
Well, thought Clarissa about three o’clock in the
morning, reading Baron Marbot for she could
not sleep, it proves she has a heart.

Suddenly Elizabeth stepped forward and most
compctentiy boarded the omnibus, in front of
everybody. - She took a seat on top. Theim
petuous creature —a pirate — starte.d forward,
sprang away; she had to hold the rail to steady
herself, for a pirate it was, reckless, ur_ascrupulous,
bearing /down ruthlessly, circumventing dang®
boldly snatching 2 passenger, of ignoring
squeezing cel like and arrogant “i“
1 rushing insolently all s

ously,
a passenger
between, and the

And did Elizabeth give

— FI ]l.
4 e ho loved her

Miss Kilman W
to whom she had been a fawn
moon in 2 glade? She was:
The fresh air was so de-

n 0 stuffy in the Army and

It had been £
And now it was like riding, to be

itehall; and to each movement of
cautiful body in the fawn-
loured coat responded freely like 2 rider', ke
ihé ﬁgure-head of a ship, for the breeze slightly
fisarrayed her; the heat gave her cheeks the pallor
if white painted wood; and her fine eyes, having
meyes to meet, gazed ahead, blank, bright, with
the staring incredible innocence of sculpture.

[t was always talking about her own sufferings
dat made Miss Kilman so difficult. And was
de fight? If it was being on committees and
ging up hours and hours every day (she hardly
wer saw hi{n in London) that helped the poor,
her fathfer dl(.i that, goodness knows,—if that was
whaf Miss Kilman meant about being a Christian;
but it was 50 difficult to say. Oh, she would like
bgoalittle farther. Another penny was it to
UeStand?  Here was anothe
wold r penny then. She

g g0 up the Strand.

hel hkfd people who were ill. And eve
Trofession i open to th i
e women of your genera-

- to poor

Navy Stores-
nshing Up Wh
e omnibus the b
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tion, said Miss Kilman

doctor. She mj

often ill, Shelg:i: :: 2 farmer. Aningl e
and have people ungcr h‘;Wﬂ oy ousand acr
Ses. them in their cos r. Sh.c would go ang

ges. This w

House. One might be a ve ZS -
and that, strangely enough th;l}:gﬁof\)a isza;(ni]lcr__
had her share in it, was almost entirely d i
Sor'ncrset House. It looked so sp]eidi;c .
serious, that great grey building. And she ]’ik:;
the feeling of people working. She liked those
churches, like shapes of grey paper, breasting the
stream of the Strand. It was quite different here
from Westminster, she thought, getting off at
Chancery Lane. It was so serious; it was %
busy. In short, she would like to have a pro-
fession. She would become a doctor, a farmer,
possibly go into Parliament if she found it
necessary, all because of the Strand.

The feet of those people busy about " their
activities, hands putting stone to stone, minds
eternally occupied not with trivial chatterings
(comparing women to poplars-—which was ratf'ltl:
exciting, of course, but very silly), but f"'l.t §
thoughts of ships, of business, of law, of adfmr:;lsc
tration, and with it all so stately (she i mh re
Temple), gay (there was the rivc'r), I:jm:sr ngn:,
was the Church), made her quite d€

So she might be 5
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ght say, tO become either

or hefrmother m1

hatev
'ﬁumer or 2 doctor. But she was, of course
i
azy.
g bout

er to say nothing a
¢ was the sort of thing

at did sometimes happen, when one was alone
~buildings without architects’ names, crowds of
pople coming back from the city having more
wwer than single clergymen in Kensington, than
ay of the books Miss Kilman had lent her, to
simulate what lay slumbrous, clumsy, and shy
u the mind’s sandy floor to break surface, as a
tild suddenly strétches its arms; it was just
fh‘t’ pethaps, a sigh, a stretch of the arms, an
mpulse, a revelation, which has its effects for
:ﬂ" and then down again it went to the sandy -
%r. She must go home. She must dress for

d‘-ﬂ‘ ner Bu W ;-—W W
. t i
? hat was the time: hel’c as 3

She looked up Fleet Street.

And it was much bett
i, It seemed so silly. I

She walked just

alite
on: i:cr::fatt-owards St. Paul’s, shyly, like some
iting on’ tiptoe, explori
o:“:c by night with 2 candle,p Ceige, loct the
er shoyld suddenly fling w

%r and a5k
Wang

on edge lest the
ide his bedroom
nor did she dare
mpting bye-streets,
house open doors

ask her business
€T off int ;
0 queer alleys, te
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Ors, or lead straj
ht ¢
Dalloways came dowgn thCOS:::mia;der' For ¢,
a

a pi :
Ploneer, a stray, ventyr: ily; sh

e trusting, -
: ;
Y Ways, her mother felt
s she o

tre y i i 3
mel 1mmature, like a .child still attach, ‘
5 Ched to

dO S, to Old sllppers; a perfect baby d
y ANa thy
TE Wag

was charming,

the Dallowaygfam}igl;tt;l;i:;; f‘Course, o
Abbesses, principals, head z:ils?tr;e(;f Pu:l.ic seniic
1n the republic of women—withoutsli’ing]gbtlﬁr %
any of them, they were that, She penctrat::im'
1¥ttle farther in the direction of St. Paul's, Sh:
liked - the geniality, sisterhood, motherhood
brotherhood of this uproar. It seemed to he:
good. The noise was tremehdous; and sud
denly there were trumpets (the unemployed)
blaring, rattling about in the uproar; militay
music; as if people were marching; yet had thy
been dying—had some woman breathed her last
and whoever was watching, opening the window
of the room where she had just brought off tha
act of supreme dignity, looked down on Flccdl
Street, that uproar, that military music woul
have come triumphing up to him, consolah

indifferent. 1',
[t was not conscious. There Was no rccto‘iﬂq

ne fortune, or fate, and fo.r tha :he

d with watching for

Cwu

tion in it of o
reason even to those daze
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MR
the
of consciousness on the faces of
vers

4 shi ! '
i consC;h:;és' in people might wound, their
g de, but this voice, pouring cnd'—
’mtimc C‘Orro ar’ out, would take whatever 1t
n ’this van; this life; this
me" . " would wrap them all about anc'i carry
n the rough stream of a glacier the
¢ holds 2 splinter of bone, a blue petal, some

hem on.
i trees, and rolls t
aBut i’t was Jater than she thought. Her

saher would not like her.to be wandering off
e like -this. She turned back down the

Strand. ' g5
A puff of wind (in spite of the heat, there was
gitea wind) blew 2 thin black veil over the sun
odoverthe Strand.  The faces faded; the omni-
ues suddenly lost their glow. ~ For although the
duds were of mountainous white, so that one
wld fancy hacking hard chips off with a hatchet,
Wb broad golden slopes, lawns of celestial
Jlasure gardens on their flanks, and had all the
Yparance of settled habitations assembled for
ih;:';il;n;eosi IEods above the world, ‘therc was
,mmhngd i l::nt among them. Signs were
) , as if to fulfil some scheme

imnged 4] . .
Wl og l:e:?% ﬂOW' a summit dwindled, now a



e petently, Elizabet
mounted the " Westminster omnibug,_c h Dalloway

Going and comin , beckoni irhalline:
the light ‘and shadowg which norf,ni;%tauﬂl;g:vzﬁ
tg}::yé tr:::;i the bgnanas‘bright yellow, now made

grey, now made the omnibuses bright
ycllqw, seemed to Septimus Warren Smith lying
on the sofa in the sitting-room; watching the
watery pold glow and fade with the astonishing
scﬁsibility of some live creature on the roses, on
the wall-paper, Outside the trees dragged thei
leaves like nets through the depths of the air; the
sound of water was in the room and through the

waves came the voices of birds singing. E““f
power poured its treasures on his head, ‘and s
hand lay there on the back of the sofa, as he _hid
seen his hand lie when he was bathing, floati®g
on the top of the waves, while far away on shor
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king and barking far away.

bar .
be hmordmjigssays the heart in the body; fear no
f 10 OFS

w;ic was not afraid. At every moment Nature

igified by some laughing hint like that gold spot
it d the wall—there, there, there—
shich went roun e b
ier determination to show, b)f b-randlshmg i
umes, shaking her tresses, flinging her mantle
itis way and that, beautifully, always beaut:_fully,
ud standing close up to breathe through _‘helr
idlowed hands Shakespeare’s words, her meaning.
Rezia, sitting at the table twisting a hat in her
lands, watched him; saw him smiling. So he
ws happy, But she could not bear to see him
miling. It was not marriage; it was not being
me's husband to look strange like that, always
0 be starting, laughing, sitting hour after hour
slent, or clutching her and telling her to write,
The table drawer was full of those writings; about
wr; bout Shakespeare;, about great discoveries:,

h““f there is no death. Lately he had become
eicited suddenly for no reason (and both Dr.

) t William Bradshaw said excite-
en(t1 was the. worst thing for him), and waved his
ands and cried out that he knew the truth! He

knew eve +
. rything] T o
.k‘“fd, Evang, Ead cahat man, his friend who was

Holmes and S;

. me, he said. He was i
g behind the sCreen, S sing-

- She wrote it down just



as he spoke it '
- Some thi
others sheer nonsen RS Yo very beauti
in . . Se. And hc W ! ||
ping in the middle, chang; . e always g
to add 1€, changing his mind, %
i _ sqmcthmg; hcaring N 1 Wantiy
istening with his hand up. omething new,
iut she heard nothing.
nd once they fi :
y found th :
room reading one of th B Whp, S
Tk €se papers in fits
g_tcr. It was a dreadful pity. For th 5
Septimus cry out about human o
st : cruelty—and how
y tear each other to pieces. T
said, they t D M peRes, oo il
: 5 y tear to pieces. “‘ Holmes is on us"
e would say, and he would invent stories abo
Holmes; Holmes eati i 1
: . eating porridge; Holmes read-
ing Shakespeare — making himself roar with
laughter or rage, for Dr. Holmes seemed to stand
for something horrible to him. * Human nature it
he called him. Then there were the visions
He was drowned, he used to say, and lying on
cliff with the gulls screaming over him. He
would look over the edge of the sofa down into
Or he was hearing music. Really i
some man Crying i
* he used to ¢, and
which
all, to see a ™
s brave
til sud

the sea.
was only a barrel organ or
But “ Lovely!’
down his cheeks,
dful thing of
had fought, who w2
d lie listening up

the street.
the tears would run
to her the most drea
like Septimus, who
crying. And he woul

/M}:{S- DALLOWAY
falling down,
uld Cl'Ys!that he WaSShc h ook
€.

But there Was nothing-
dream,

oViVI .
in the room:

d tell bim and so quict
as frightcned too.

It was & of
him at last, but

She sighed

it was S

They ¥
e woul
metimes she W
5 she sat sewing-

Her sjgh was ten .
«nd outside 2 wood in the evening.
ot down her scissors; now sht.: turnc:d to {:ake
wmething from the table. A little stir, 2 little
dinkling, 2 little tapping built up someth[.ng on
e table there, where she sat. Th;ough his eye-
lshes he could see her blurred outline; her little
back body; her face and hands; her turning
novements at the table, as she took up a reel, or
Joked (she was apt to lose things) for her silk.
$he was making a hat for Mrs. Filmer’s married
taughter, whose name was—he had forgotten her

name,
“ What is the name of Mors. Filmer's m‘arricd

daughter? " he asked.
" Mrs. Peters,” said Rezia. She was afraid
it was too small, she said, holding it before her.
l?ﬁ:sh Peters was a big woman; but she did not
" ;r. It was only because Mrs. Filmer had
- ggod to th«?m. ¢« She gave me grapes this

ning,” she said—that Rezia wanted to do

der and enchanting, like the
Now she
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4 v——\__x\_ﬁ_‘____
;c;rgethmg to show that they were grateful, g
. ;Omc into the room the other evcnir; :
oun Mrs. Peters, who thought they werg .
playing the gramophone. i

“ Was it true? ” he asked. She was plavi
'_che gramc_)phone? Yes; she had told hin?l:mgr
it at the time; she had found Mrs. Peters phyi
the gramophone. K%

He began, very cautiously, to open his eyes, t
see whether a gramophone was really there. Bu
real things—real things were too exciting. He
must be cautious. He would not go mad. "Finl
he looked at the fashion papers on the lower shelf
then, gradually at the gramophone with the green
trumpet. Nothing could be more exact. And
so, gathering courage, he looked at the sideboart
the plate of bananas; the engraving of Quetn
Victoria and the Prince Consort; at the mal}tﬂl‘
piece, with the jar of roses. None of these things
moved. All were still; all were real. )

« ghe is a woman with 2 spiteful tongue
said Rezia.

« What does Mr.

asked. S
o LEd . 3 ember:
« Ah,” said Rezia, trying to r}cian‘lt e

Peters dof » Septim# |

terible mark on it.

ht Mrs. Filmer had said t ol

thoug
for some company-

: she said.

« Just now he 18 in

1" She said that with her Itali}f:.n
' is
t, She said that herself. He shaded
- that he might see only a little of her face
s s0 that |

zca fime, first the chin, then the nose, then the
forchead, in case it were deformed, or had some
But no, there she was,
perfectly natural, sewing, with the pursed lips Fhat
women have, the set, the melancholy expression,
yhen sewing. . But there was nothing terrible
about it, he assured himself, looking 2 second

/
“ Ust now

 time, 2 third time at her face, her hands, for what

was frightening or disgusting in her as she sat
there in broad daylight; sewing? Mrs. Peters
had a spiteful tongue. Mr. Peters was in Hull.
Why then rage and prophesy? Why fly scourged
and outcast! . ' Why be made to tremble and sob
by the clouds? Why seek truths and deliver
rfnessages when Rezia sat sticking pins into the
tont of her dress, and Mr. Peters was in Hull?

Mi i
thrr:a.c:les, revelations, agonies, loneliness
ough the sea, down, ;

: : falling
-, own into the flames, all
4 urnt out, for he had a sense, as he watc:hed

£2ia trimmin
g the straw ha
coverlet of flowers t for Mrs. Peters, of
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He took it
: ut of her
an organ grinder’s mohkey?snﬁz; o s
~ OW 1t rejoiced her that! N
€y laughed Ijke this together.

Privately like married
was that if Mrs, F; o

" she said, pinning
Never had she felt

4 rose to one side

in her life! $0 happy!  Neye

. But that was still more ridiculous, Seli"timus
sa1d - Now the ‘poor woman looked like 5 pig at
: a-f’axr. ' (Nobody ever made her laugh as Septimy;
did.) - ; 4
. What had she got in-her work-box. She had
ribbons and beads, tassels, artificial flowers. She
tumbled them out on the table. He began putting
odd ‘colours together—for though he had no
fingers, could not even do up a parcel, he had 2
wonderful eye, and often he was right, sometimes
absurd, of course, but sometimes wonderfully
right. ,
“ She shall have a beautiful hat!’ he nllllf
i this and that, Rezia kneeling
mure'd, Fakmg P his shoulder. Now It
by his side, Jooking over his shou el
was finished—that is to say the design; She very
stitch it together. But she must be very,
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to keep it just aS he had

areful, e said,

sewed, he thought,

3o she sewe d like a kettle on the hob;
o always - busy, hejr stro;xgr
s 5 Fie

jule pointed fingers pinching and E::lkll’f’g e

wedle flashing straight. The sun mig .

1 out, on the tassels, on the ""_"'II'P”'Per i uf
::,u]d wait, he thought, stretching out his e:-:tf
looking at his ringed sock at the end 'of the so a%
ke would wait in this warm place, this pOCk(’:t o
¢l air, which one comes on at the edgein a
sood sometimes in the evening, when, because of
2fll in ®he ground, or some arrangement of the
trees (one must be scientific above all, scientific),
warmth lingers, and the air buffets the cheek like
the wing of a bird. :

“There. it -is,”” said Rezia, twirling Mrs.
Peters’ hat on the tips of her fingers. *‘ That'll
do for the moment. Later . . .” her sentence
bubbled away drip, drip, drip, like a contented
&p left running.

.lt was wonderful. - Never had he done any-
thing which made him feel so proud. It was so
teal, it was so substantial, Mrs. Peters’ hat.

;Just look at it,” he said.
i EE T ke b by o
imself then, he had

pade it 4. When she

e made 3 :
bubbling, MUrmuring,
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laugheq
Alg €d thep, They had bee 1

ways she would like th "
He tolq her to o
i But 1

k ”
Tunning over ¢ t O
side and op that, . They, sh ;
* for there was a t o s
+ Sir William Brads
No! j
evening paper.
What ‘always happened, then happened—
‘what happened every night of their lives, The
small girl sucked her thumb at the door; Rezs

went down on her knees; Rez

1a cooed And kissed;
Rezia got a bag of sweets out of the table drawe,
For so it always happened. - First one thing, tha

another. So she built it up, first one thing and
- another.  Dancing, skipping, round and roui
the room they went. . He took the paper. - Surg
was all out, he read. There was a heat waw,
Rezia repeated: Surrey was all out. Thc;cz
a heat wave, making it part of the gallréc Zoﬂth y
playing with Mrs. Filmer's grandchild,

: ime, #
them laughing, chattering at the same time, 4§

i of
their game. He was very tired. He }\;:S :yﬁl
happy. He would sleep. He shut

B he
u othi nds of
i thmg: the sou o
t dlrectly he saw n 7 ot
ame became fainter and stranger an
g
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he cries O people se€ ing and not finding,
ies of le seeki
l'lk;‘ :s::gs farther and farther away. They
and P y
.! i ee?
oy ': ed up in terror hat did he s
H ted in terror. 'W
Th ;laitc rof bananas on the sideboard. Nobody
¢

there (Rezia had taken the child to its mother.
g

it ' for-
It was bedtime). That was it: to '::da;xc:n;[ o
wer. That was the doom pronoun i
when he came into the room anc.l saw t em- et
ant buckram shapes with their scissors; to

er.
ﬂ‘”;f":::s alone with the sideboard a:nd the
bananas. He was alone, exposed on thls. bleak
eminence, stretched out—but not on.a.hﬂ]-top;
not on a crag; on Mrs, Filmer's sitting-room
sofa, As for the visions, the faces, the voices of
the dead, where were they? There was a screen
in front of him, with black bulrushes and blue
swallows. Where he had once seen mountains,

where he had seen faces, where he had seen
beauty, there was a screen.
“Evans! " he cried.
A mouse had
Those were the

There was no answer.
squeaked, or a curtain rustled.

voices of the dead. The screen,
the coal-scuttle, the sidebo

im then face the
sideboard |, |

ché\ttcring_

ard remained him. Let

scuttle and the
into the room

screen, the coal-
- but Rezia burst
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d him,
. Some letter had 1 she had ofte? told 2.
come, FE ) her think, $ i w him
were changed. Mrs. Filmer w‘:;rl)ébod}’s plans huncmdmag:wk, cat first eve'nlng she ;ahe hac;,
to go to Brightom afier all. not be gy, o{a,’young : an

o Mrs. Williams kT‘OW,T :slt-le ::Sl m)Rti“Ee e 'thfzo‘fN: young hawks

t}_xought it very, very annoying, when shz cael}llz T mvery gentle. She
sight of the hat and thought . . . perhaps A al?:';)'zr drunk, only sufferin i

shc.z . + . might just make a little. . P H:; v;:'s terrible war, but even 50, Wh.cn she cax:ne in,

voice died out in contented melody. : Lel ol put it all a¥a- Anything, anything 1n

f‘ Ah, damn!" she cried (it was a joke of | the whole world, any iittle bother with her Wo.rk,

theirs, her swearing), the needle had broken, | anything that struck her to say she would tell hu.n,

"+ Hat, child, Brighton, needle. She built it up; § and he anderstood at once. Her own family

/kwq / the-house,the frail-card house. even were not the same. Being olfier than she
W ) i She wanted him to say whether by moving | was and being so clever—how serious he was,
")_M,L{’ if . the rose she had improved the hat. She saton | wanting her to read Shakespeare before she could
W]g }WW‘] the end of the sofa. even read a child’s story in English!—being so

- They were perfectly happy now, she said, | much more experienced, he could help her. ~ ‘And Iy, L,,,_
suddenly, putting the hat down. For she could she could say anything to him. 7/[‘,1 o Coteld f‘/ -
say anything to him now. She could say what- But this hat now. And then; (it was getting
ever came into her head. That was almost the § late) Sir William Bradshaw.. ,
first thing she had felt about him, that night in ~ She held her hands to her head, waiting fo
the café when he had come in with his Engl'lsh him to say did he like the hat or not, and as she
friends. He had come in, rather. shyly; looke - therf:’ waiting, looking down, he could feel her
round him, and his hat had fallen when }l:c k:rn;lge ::gd’ b bh:d’ f'a“ing from branch to branch
it up. That she could remember. She kn¢ rl always alighting, quite rightly; he coul &

ish- foll, 4
. f the large Engllf | tollow her mind, as sh s
was English, though not oné © s i Voaea podsd thie c: l:e sat there in one of thoge

2 a
her sister admired, for e Was i¢h his sh : to her natural] :
menh had 2 beautiful fresh colour; fin'd Wltlittlc a]'m;}('l say '{“Ything, at once she smiledyl?nd’ 1f‘he
E}lt . his bright eyes, his ¥2Y of sitting ? 'Bhting with all its » like a bird
1g nose,

claws firm upon the bough
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MR

B > DALLOw,y

ut - he Temembereq g
People we are most fond :
when we are e oh
taught tq rest, |
Separated,

“

; 'hat right

! edemand |
You talked of klu. e l:
(Mcrcifuliy, she c0mg Yourself,

(1} -
| It is because
saild Rezia,

anything to Septimus) Pld now g
So he was in their
Bradshaw were on him | Power!  Holmes 54

The  brute w;
: ) with the
red nostrils was snuffing into every secret place

Must ! it could say!  Where were his papers?
the things he had written? :

She brought him his papers, the things he
had written, things she had written for him. She
tumbled them out on to the sofa. They looked.
at them together. Diagrams, designs, little men
and women brandishing sticks for arms, with
wings—were they?—on their backs; circles
traced round shillings and sixpences—the suns
and stars; zigzagging precipices with mount'jxin-
eers ascending roped together, exactly like kmyes
and forks; sea pieces with little faces laughing
out of what might perhaps be waves—-tl:e mfaP
of the world. Burn them! he cried. Now fof

5. DALLOWAY e

MR
w the dead sing behind rhododen-
0

s writngs> h conversations with

1me;
: Od::st%, ;};ns, Evans—his messag;.s
d: do,not cut down (rees; tell t €
fom the dea. ' Universal love: the meaning
\ Mlmstcr. X
pae 1d. Burn them! he cried.

g :V lgrczi;. Jaid her bands on them. Sorflc T\Z:
B]:)cautiful, she thought. S}}e wou.ld tie ; o
vrqf she had no envelope) with a piece of s d

) %01‘n if they took him, she said, she woul

0 ;iih him. They could not separate them

<t their wills, she said. '

1ga;tllxl.:ﬁtl'mg the edges straight, sl}c did up 'the
pers, and tied the parcel almo.st wnthc'mt loPklﬂg,
et fingers were so clever, sitting beside him, he
thought, as if all her petals were about her. She
ws 2 flowering tree; and through her branches
loked out the face of a lawgiver, who had
rached a sanctuary where she feared - no one ;
nt Holmes; not Bradshaw, a miracle, a triumph,
the last and greatest. Staggering he saw’ her
mount the appalling staircase, laden with Holmes
d Bradshaw, men who' never weighed less than
deven stone six, who sent their wives to court,
men who made ten thousand a year and talked
o proportion ; who differed in their verdicts
(forlHolmcs said one thing, Bradshaw another),
¥t judges they were; who mixed the vision and

hakespe
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the sideboard; saw nothing clear, yet ruled, il
inflicted. *“ Must *” they said. Over them she
triumphed.

““'There! ”” she said.” The papers were tieq
up. No one should get at them. She woulq
put them away. ‘

And, she said, nothing should separate them,
She sat down beside him and called him by the
name of that hawk or crow which being malicious
and a great destroyer of crops was precisely like
him." No one could separate them, she said.

Then she got up to go into the bedroom to |
pack their things, but hearing voices downstairs |
and thinking that Dr. Holmes had perhaps called,
ran-down to prevent him/ [V’m”’“‘) g

Septimus could hear her talking to Holmes
on the staircase. ] :

“ My dear lady, I have come as a friend,"
Holmes was saying. :

- “No. I will not allow you to see my hus-
band,” she said. '

He could see her, like a little hen, with her
wings spread barring his passage. ~But Holme |
persevered. : o

“ My dear lady, allow me . . .” Holmes Sa‘fi’
putting her aside (Holmes was a powerfully putlt
man). | : i
Holmes was coming upstairs. Holmes woul




- 3

yurst open the door. folmes would sa

:In a funk, eh_’" Holmes would get hi%. But
no; not Holmesi not Bradshaw. Getting up
rsther unsteadily,hopping indeed from

‘| zot to foot, he considered Mrs ilmer's

| gice clean bread k nife with 'Bread' carved
o the handlec Ah, but one mustn't spoil
tnat. The g&s fi2e? But it was +70 late now.
golmesS Was aollng, Razors he might have got
¢ Rezis, Who Always did that sort of ’
£hing, had packed them. There remained only
the window, the large Bloomsbury lodging

nouse window, the tiresome, the troublesome,
¢nd rather melodramatic business of opeining
e window and throwin himself out., It was
meir idea of tragedy, not his or Rezia's

sr she was with him). Holmes and Bradshaw

e that sort of thing. (He sat on the sill)
t he would wait till the very last moment.
iid not want to die. Life was good;the sun
it, Only human beings--what did they want

? one? Coming down the stair case opposite

o 01d man stopped and stared at him., Holmes

ps at the door. "I'llgive it you:" he

wied, and flung himself vigorously,

volently, down on to lrs Filmer's area

rilings. i
wwry suc unaerstood. Dr. Holmes and Mrs.

Filmer collided with each other. Mrs. Filmer
flapped her apron and made her hide her eyes in
the bedroom. There was a great deal of running
up and down stairs. Dr. Holmes came in—
white as a sheet, shaking all over, with a glass
in his hand. She must be brave and drink
something, he said (What was it? Something
sweet), for her husband was horribly mangled,
P

|




a we

» she said.

II . . n, With h‘r
and, uld see her, I{ke a little he o
el :no his passag®
ings spread barring p .
Vl v s
2 Holmc ‘]t

ersevcred- allow me - ° werfu”)’ b

« My dear .ladyz, pisipt ld
atting her aside (H o

Lo tairs-

an)- [mes WS coming UPs*

Holm
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e

purst open tue door. ~ Holmes woéld say, “Ina
fank, eh? ”  Hlolmes would ge"t him. But no;
not Holmes: not Bradshaw! There rcnyfink{
the window, the large-Bloomsbury lodging“hou.:
window, tde tiresome, t}/ld ‘troublesome;, g.r'{d rather
melodramatic business’ of opering the window
and getting -out cn $6 the sill. #{t »as their idea
of tragedy, not, his' or Rezia’s (foh/she was with
him); Holmes ’)16 Bradshaw always insisted upon
scenes like thié. As for him: 5;' (he had -raised

-~ himself .on /to the sill noy—could see Mré.

Filmer’s pdts were down below) life was pleasnt,
the air gOoler after the héat; he had no wish to
die. But look at the/old man in thé house
oppokite, staring at/him! - Human ature—

H ¢ was Holmes. /He flung himse)f/:igorously
lently down on fo Mrs. Filmer’s area railings.

“The coward!” cried Dr. Holmes, bursting
the door open. Rezia ran to the window, she
$aw; she understood. Dr. Holmes and Mrs.
Filmer collided with each other. Mrs. Filmer

» ﬂaPPCd her apron and made her hide her eyes in

the bedroom, There was a great deal of running

P and down stairs. Dr. Holmes came in—
White a5 a sheet, shaking all over, with a glass
'n his hand. She must be brave and drink
Something, he said (What was it? Something
Sweet), for her husband was horribly mangled,
P



young woman.
A sudden impul

Who could have foretc:ld it?
blame (he told

S€, NO one was in. the

least
Mrs. Filmer), i

: . And why ¢
devil he did it, Dr. Holmes could |

not conceive,
It seemed to her as she drank

Fhat she was opening long windows, stepping ot
Into some garden. But where? The clock was
‘striking—one, two, three: how sensible the sou
was; compared with all this thumping and
whispering; like Septimus himself. She w
falling asleep. But the clock went on striking,
four, five, six and Mrs. Filmer waving her apran
(they wouldn’t bring the body in here, would
they 7) seemed part of that garden; or a fag

the sweet syf

She had once seen a flag slowly rippling out fron:

a mast when she stayed with her aunt at Venice
Men killed in battle were thus saluted, al:i
Septimus had been through the War, Of he
emories, most were happy.
" She put on her hat, and ran through EO;:
fields—where could it have been?—on t: :hO'jpS,
er
hill, somewhere near the sea, for ;c-l;;re \;Jn S
gulls, butterflies; they sat on 2 chift. e
too, there they sat, and, half dn:ammg‘:1 risd
h : through the bedroom door, Tl
er

s. DALLOWAY
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s
m
wh&spc::g:: iit;rc:;llid to her, hollow:ln g ;};st;:) :t:
:jcl::ds s}:ell and murmuring to her lai ey
: ine flowers OVET SOM
qrewn she felt, like flying T he poor
: » aid, smiling at the p

g 1 dead, - 816 500 ith her honest
ld woman who guarded her wit i e
E ht-blue eyes fixed on the door. (They wouldn
b%ing him in here, would they?) But blz=. Flzla.!:lei
pooh-poohed. Oh no, oh no! They were ¢ EP
ing him away now. Ought she not to be .tO !
Married people ought to be together, Mrs. Fxl_mer
thought. But they must do as the doctor- said.

“Let her sleep,” said Dr. Holmes, feeling her
pulse. She saw the outline of his body standing
over her.  So that was Dr. Holmes.

One of the triumphs of civilisation, Peter
Walsh thought. It i1s one of the triumphs of
avilisation, as the light high bell of the ambulance
sounded.  Swiftly, cleanly the ambulance sped
to the hospital, having picked up
bumanely, some poor devil;
the head, struck down by dise
Pel'haps a minute or SO 12

. 80 at one of these
tT0§1§:ng3, as might happen to oneself,
“villsation. It struck h; i

7 im coming bac
East—the c .

| ficiency, the organisation
mulnal spinit of London.

instantly,
some one hit on

ase, knocked over

That was
k from the

, the com-
Every cart ¢

Q0
s own accord drew asi

r carriagc
de to let the ambulance
" i g
L
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pass. Perhaps it was morbid: or was it not
towtlchmg rather, the respect which they show:d
this a.mbulancc with its victim inside—busy men
%lurrymg home yet instantly bethinking them a5
{t pa?sed of some wife; or presumably how easly
it might have been them there, stretched ona
shelf with a doctor and a nurse. . . Ah, bu
thinking became morbid, sentimental, directly
one began conjuring up doctors, dead bodies ;
a little glow of pleasure, a sort of lust too over
the visual impression warned one not to go on
with that sort of thing any more—fatal to arh
fatal to friendship. True. And yet thought
Peter Walsh, as the ambulance turned the corner
though the light high bell could be heard down
the next street and still farther as it crossed th.C
Tottenham Court Road, chiming constant ©

V. i 1 ‘V C y ont mi}'
1 ivi € Of ]OnellnCSS‘ mn Pl'l Al
15 the_ pn lleg H i ; on':

chooses. One might We ‘
g C;I':ehad been his undoing—this susi;CgP‘;
bility—in Anglo-Indian -societ.y; not weep
the right time, of laughm‘g either.
in me, he thought standing by

saw.

i 1d now dissolve in tears: j
which < of some sort probably, 'ﬂﬂ
knows. DBeauty ' X

g t
cight of the day, which beginni’® W;ﬁ ot
:'visig to Clariss2 had exhauste

d him wtt
1 i one
its intensitys and the drip; drip, ©
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lar where they

pother down into that cel
;{:Zrd,a deep, dark, no one would ever knou:i.
Purtly for that reason, its secrecy, complete an
iviolable, he had found life like an ‘u.nknown
garden, full of turns and corners, surprising yes;
really it took one’s breath away, these moments ;
there coming to him by the pillar-box opposite
the British Museum one of them, 2 moment, in
which things came together; this ambulance; and
life and death. It was as if he were sucked up to
some very high roof by that rush of emotion and
the rest of him, like 2 white shell-sprinkled beach,
K 1 b i ndong in Anglo
Clarissa 3 S.usceptlbﬂ‘tY'
with him So;:;‘;ergcoag on ftop @t an omnibus
Gty moned no‘:, inar(;ssa s.uperﬁma.lly at least,
o i sl agrinee Sh. ons iy i
&od company, spottin ose days and such
Pople. from ch g queer little scenes, names
€ top of a bu £ )
txplore Landon mall i s, for they used to
rmg. back bags full of

treasureg from

hz;ioj theory in those
163, always theori ‘
o Lneories, as youn
Sfisfacrs PN the feeling thcg p}fogle .
not knowing neq ly A
For how could geaillend

every day; then
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little one kr'lew people. But she said, sitting op
the bus golng up Shaftesbury Avenue, she felt
herself everywhere; not *

* here, here, here »
she tapped the back of t

7 and
he seat;

but everywhere,
She waved her hand, going up Shaftesbury

Avenue.  She was all that, So that to know her,
Or any one, one must seek out the people who
completed them; even the places. Odd affinities
she had with people she had never spoken to,
some woman in the street, some man behind 2
counter—even trees, or barns, It ended in a
transcendental theory which, with her horror of
death, allowed her to believe, or say .that she
believed (for all her scepticisz.n), that since our
apparitions, the part of us which appears, areezf1
momentary compared with the other, the uns i
part of us, which spreads wide, the unsegntmltghiS
survive, be recovered somehowfv attache' olaccs.
person or that, or even haunting certain p
aps—perhaps. ] P
Per}lloikin}; back over that long fri::;s:];pthis
almost thirty years her theory ®OUET T
t. Brief, broken, often painit Ao
extent. ; as kol Ve what with }?15 a 4
actual mcetm_g : rning for instancé
and interruptions (this mo] e,d colt, handsom®
Elizabeth, like a long-leg8 Ji to Clarisst
s beginning to ta
dumb, just as he was 5¢§

they agreed, how
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hem on his life wa

t .
¢ effect of o
LThhere was a mystery abou

ral
s e ““C‘)“ffoif t{“b:: (;gften as not; yet
g b0 Bl laces, it would
n shsence, in the most unlikely p i
1&”‘ 5“;“; open, shed its scent, let yt?fu 1 Of’i;
w(;:':rlool: about you, get the w.hole1 et:e et
md;nderstanding, after years of 1y1ngh.os. A i
die had come to himj; on boarc;id s; tq:tj},lings o
Himalayas; suggested by t%lc odde hings [o0
%lly Seton, generous, enthusxastlc goose! thoug :
of him when she saw blue hydrangcas). She ha

You were given
n—the actual

| bfuenced him more than any person he had ever

known. And always in this way coming bcf?re him
without his wishing it, cool, lady-like, critical; or
wishing, romantic, recalling some field or Epglislg,
barvest, He saw her most often in the country, not
inLondon, One scene after another at Bourton.

He had reached his hotel.
bl with its mounds of re
s spike-leaved, withered-looking plants.
}“,5 key off the hook. T
M some letters,

He crossed the
ddish chairs and sofas,
He got
he young lady handed

e He went upstairs—he saw
Ost often at Bourton, in the late summer,

re for a

* 3 people did in those

t ;I;e }Qill there she would

week, or fortnight
days. First on top

stand, hands clapped
oOwWing out, pointing,

air, her cloak bt




- VALLow,y
o
Iying to them g, Saw the

r
In a wopd Severy beneggy

y ey makin the ;
effective with her ﬁngirs- kettle bol]_qvm i
: ¥ 1n-

a cottage, who came to

g0. They walke :
She was ybored grivailrga ysc‘iisltiilledOtht:rs iy
€xcept that dog, They’ tram zd
roads. She would break off to ; .
ot ki get her bearings,
pilot him _back. across country; and all the tip,
;}ilscgu::cg;edi. C-llSCUSSCd poetry, d-iS(:usscd people,
e pol 1.t1cs; (she was a Radical then); never
noticing a thing except when she stopped, cried
out at a view or a tree, and made him look with
h_er; and so on again, through stubble fields,
she walking ahead, with a flower for her aunt,
never tired of walking for all her delicacy; to
drbp down on Bourton in the dusk. Then, after
dinner, old Breitkopf would open the piano and
sing without any voice, and they would lie sunk
in arm-chairs, trying not to laugh, but always

all dnimals,
miles algy

breaking down and laughing, lagghing—laughing

at nothing. Breitkopf was supposed not to set.
And then in the morning, flirting up and down
like a wagtail in front of the house. . .

Oh. it was a letter from her!
that was her hand. An

This blue
d he would

envelope;
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it. Here was another of those

1% i | To read her
havc.tos' pound to be pamful. o I Mol
lncstmgc’eded the devil of an etort. ekt
e lr; it was to see him. She must
heaven

»  That was all '
thﬂ;u: it upset him. It anpocyed. him. f;l;
i i it. oming on toj
gished she hadn’t written 1 o

it was like a nudge in t
et him be? ~ After all, she had
m in perfect

of his thoughts,h :
hy couldn't she 1 :
Erz,ied Dalloway, and lived with hi
happiness all these years. ‘
These hotels are not consoling places. Far
fom it. Any number of people had hung up
their hats on those pegs. Even the flies, if you
thought of it, had settled on other people’s noses.
As for the cleanliness which hit him in the face,
itwasn’t cleanliness, so much as bareness, frigidity;
athing that had to be. Some arid matron made
ber rounds at dawn sniffing, peering, causing blue-
tosed maids to scour, for all the world as if the
next visitor were a joint of meat to be served on
;pcffe.ct]y clean platter. For sleep, one bed ;
t:t;lt;:f i;’ one arm'-cha'u.'; for cleaning one’s
lbol(ing_ ls aving one’s chin, one tumbler, one
! glass.  Books,

;lppcd about on the im
A

letters, dressing-gown,
ol impersonality of the horse-
o , \ncongruous impertinences.  And jt was

$as letter that made him see all this
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“ Heavenly to see
e e e, inied?f’ et sy ol Hy
induce him to read it again! ay; nothing woylq
To get that letter to him by six o’clock sh
;ntlls; h:jwe sat dmivn and written it directly h:
eft her; stamped it; sent somebody to the post,
It was, as People say, very like her. She Was;
upset by his v;15it. She had felt a great deal;
had for a moment, when she kissed his h:;\ndl
regretted, envied him even, remembered possibi;r
(for he saw her look it) something he had said—
how they would change the world if she married
—perhaps; whereas, it was this; it was middle
age; it was mediocrity; then forced herself with
her indomitable vitality to put all that aside, there
being in her a thread of life which for toughness,
endurance, power to overcome obstacles, and
carry her triumphantly through he had never
known the like of. Yes; but there would comea
reaction directly he left the room. She would be
frightfully sorry for him; she would think what
in the world she could do to give him pleasure
(short always of the one thing) and he could et
her with the tears running down her cheeks going
to her writing-table and dashing off _fhﬂt one
oo which he was to find grecting Pim. - "
«« Heavenly to se¢ you!” And shfz meant it.
. Peter Walsh had now unlaced his boots:

{1 t—no, no.

posts adequﬁte'l)’: Vet Ten 8
sought a ictle cranky, gave hlmsel'f airs; 1t th
1d have had, especxally now
Jd that Ae shou . Al
jis hair was grey 2 content?id look; 2 '
faving reserves. It was this that made him
ractive to women Who liked the sense that.he
s not altogether manly. There was somethfng
umsual about him, or something behind him.
I might be that he was bookish—never came
1 see you without taking ‘up the book on the
tble (he was now reading, with his bootlaces
wling on the floor); or that he was a gentleman,
which showed itself in the way he knocked the
shes out of his pipe, and in his manners of course
©women. For it was very charming and quite
:f‘;l:lfs(;usco}:]): ea:sily some girl without a grain
¥ Hir e r-t:lSt him n.)und her finger. But
might be ever 155 . That is to say, though he
o easy, and indeed with his gaiety

ﬁl‘led the usual

1 ad pogd. . s
good-breeding fascinating to be with, it was

MY up to a poj
: point. She said someéthi
B, ething—
he saw through that. He wouldn'tg St;:’lod’
Then he could shout and rock
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and hold his sid ¥,
et Sides together over some ;

- He was th : ome. joke wi
Ind; € best jud th
ndia. He was a ke ge of cooking ip
man one had to . ut 'not the sort of
il : respect—which was

cy; not like Ma,jor St e 4
not in the 1 i mamons, Tor tnstancs

e least like that, as Daisy, in spi "

two small children, used to com }: lnt;pltc il

i re
He pulled off his boots. l:]He erzmt.ied hi
pockets. Out came with his pocketP-)knifc l:
:‘;naps}}ot of. Daisy on the verandah; Daisy all
in Wh{tg, with a fox-terrier on her knee; very
charming, very dark; the best he had ever seen
of her. It did come, after all so naturally; so
much more naturally than Clarissa. No fuss. No
bother. No finicking and fidgeting. All plain
sailing. And the dark, adorably pretty girl on the
y pretty g
verandah exclaimed (he could hear her) Of course,

of course!
cried—she had no sense 0
he wanted! she cried, run
ever might be Jooking. And she was
And she had two children, Well, welll

d got himself into 2 mess
him when he wolfe
Suppose they did

£ discretion—everything
ning to meet him, who-
only twenty-

four.

Weil indeed he ha
at his age-
in the night pre
marry?
what about
no chatterboXs

And it came over

tty forcibly. o
For him it would be all vcrg o

> Mrs. Burgess ? go
herin whom he had confided, thought

She would give him everything! she

II, but
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England, ostensibly to Se€¢

s absence of his in
lawyers might serve
fink what it meant.

to make Daisy reconsider,
[t was a question of her
dtion, Mrs. Burgess said; the socia}] barrier;
giving up her children. She’d be a Wldovf e
a past one of these days, draggling about in the
sburbs, or more likely, :ndiscriminate (you know,
e said, what such women get like, with too
much paint).  But Peter Walsh ooh-poohed all
paint). pooh-p
tat. He didn’t mean to die yet. -~ Anyhow she
must settle for herself; judge for herself; he
thought, padding about ‘the room in his socks,
smoothfng’out his dress-shirt, for he might go
g ilarlssas party, or he might go to one of the
alls, or.hc might settle in and read an absorbing
I(J)Oofk written by a man he used to know at
d;t—ord.. And if he did retire, 'that’s what he’d
write books. ' He would go to Oxford
e : g xford and
out in the Bodleian. Vainl
adorably pretty girl . ainly the dark,
iy Wavedt);lglr ran to the end of the terrace;
e er hand; wvainly cried she didn’t
a straw what people said. T
the man she though i e,
tentleman’ foug £ -the world of, the perfect
'y , the fascinating, thc‘distinguish d
f 8¢ made not the least diffi e fpaid
pa d_mg about a room in an h e
aving, washing, con’tinuirrlx otel in Blograkriceg,
U down razors, to poke a% r }.1e took up cans,
out in the Bodleian,




p! ecise hOut S fOt hlll(
. ] D .
ang I mis ments, alld when s as

im, as w
h 5 she ould, for a kiss, a scene fail to
3

com '
e up to the scratch (though he was genuinely

dev i .
‘. ;;:S éo her)—tln short it might be happier,
urgess said, that she should forget him
or mcrcly remember him as he was in Augus:
1922, like a figure standing at the cross roads at
dusk, which grows more and more remote as the
dog-cart spins away, carrying her securely fastened
 to the back seat, though her arms are outstretched,
and as she sees the figure dwindle and disappesr
still she cries out how she would do anything
in the world, anything, anything, anything. .-

He never knew what people thought. It

became more and more difficult for him 1

He became absorbed; he became
now surly, nov

abscnt-mindc )
ht as be
Jdn't |

aisf;

concentrate.
busied with his own concerns;
gay; dependent on women,
moody, less and less able (so he t}'loug ‘
shaved) to understand - why Clarissa €0

simply find them 2 lodging and be nice t0

introduce her.

7 just hauntan :
what? ] ting out V3 Siou

actually engaged 1 SO
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be alone, in short,
et nobody of course

o)y SWOOP and taste,
others (he buttoned

afficient tO himself; and ¥y

dent upon
a5 Tore depen : ]
Jis waistcoat); it had been his undoing. He

quld not keep out of sm.oking—rooms, 11]:(6:;3i
wlonels, liked golf, liked bridge, and a.b.OVC a
yomen's SOCIELYs and the fineness of their com-
panionship, and their faithfulness and. auda(:l.ty
ad greatness in loving which though it had its
drawbacks seemed to him (and the dark, adorably
pretty face was on top of the envelopes) soO
wholly admirable, so splendid a flower to grow
on the crest of human life, and yet he could not
wme up to the scratch, being always apt to see
round things (Clarissa had sapped something in
him permanently), and to tire very easily of mute
devotion and to want variety in love, though it
would nake him furious if Daisy loved anybody
dse, furious! for he was jealous, uncontrollably
}Btalous by temperament. He suffered tortures!
w b ; :

s s letter which he would
tot read again but liked to think of, and Daisy’
photograph? And now for dinner. 7

ghey were eating.
itting at little tables round vase
not dressed, with their shawls and ba S’S (lilicsscd-or
them, with their air of false com gs laid beside
posure, for they



or friends of the
With their furtive glan

T PRC
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m firmly, with the air o

Y cours i rately yet firmly, ich are
:Srr;?: erflce’ = they were ble to pay ;2: el? A ke ;;arri::cwellywithin. his rights Whg}}:arles
iy da’ o; they hag een hning about ngnd fdlscu:l upon_ justice, neither yc?un% i
C\lrlos)i( 5 ;’PP‘“& Slghtseeing, and thej, nat u ’wnd-c nor old Chatles, neither MxS_S « Bartlett

ty, for ¢ €y lookeq round 4p4 g urg] Morris, is knew. But when he said, a i

mce—l_o‘okmg 8entleman iy, hom'éimmed spec: tlhe Mis. E\’/IO_”“ alone at his table, they felt that he
€ame in, ang their good nature, fo; ¢ CP s | s sitting
have been glad to 4, any Y Would

i wunted on their support in some lawfful derdr;z:g,
i e oIS, such 4 s champion of a cause which imme ly
o e : ::came their own, so that their eyes met -his
» tugging o tes sympathetically, and when they all. reached
. establish cop. the smoking - room simultaneously, a little talk
a birthplace (Liverpool, for between them became hevitably
Same name;

It was not very profound—only to the effect
sandsudden | 40 London was

crowded; had changed in thirty
. ' ] 7ars; that Mr, Morris preferred Liverpool; that
dinner when My, Walsh came

€ Mrs. Morris hag been to the Westminster flo
at a little table by the curtain, show, anq that they b

v t he said anything, for being

solitary he could

and their de
them subterranegy

L sl sly, somehoy to
nections if it were

only

wer-

ad all seen the Prince of
y Jeles. Yet, thought Peter Walsh, no famil‘y
only address himself to the " the world cap, compare with th:‘. Morrises
waiter; it was his way of looking at the ment, 4 none Whatever-, and their relag:
of pointing his forefinger to a particular wine,
of hitching himsel

: are perfect, and
f up to the table, of addressing
himself seriously, not gluttonously t

€ Upper (] ang for
dinner, that d re c?sscs’.md they like what they like
o dinner, th Elaine i training for the family bus}
won him their respect; which, having to remalil nd the boy hag Won a scholarsh it T Iness
unexpressed for the greater part of th(.: me;; he olq 1ady( ho is about hie owlr: ceds, ang
flared up at the table where the Mornsesd r More child
when Mr. Walsh was heard to say at the en

v |
the meal, ** Bartlett pears.” Why he should ha
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thought Peter W

NETY well pleased w;
liked him. Yes g

B';r[tlett Pears.”  They liked him, he fe]¢
5 ¢ would go to Clarissa’s party. . (Th
orrises moved off; but they would meet 499 ;
He would go to Clarissa's party becal?ga"l:)
Wan-ted to ask Richard what they ‘:vere dois: .
India—the conservative duffers. And -

r what's bein
acted? And music. . . Oh yes, and mere gossilf

For this is the truth about our soul, he thought,
our self, who fish-like inhabits deep seas and plis
among obscurities threading her way between
_the boles of giant weeds, over sun-flickered spaces
and on and on into gloom cold, deep, inscrutable;
suddenly she shoots to the surface and spors
on the wind - wrinkled waves; that is, has 2
positive need to brush, scrape, kindle herself,
gossiping. What did the Government mean—
Richard Dalloway would know—to do about
India?

Since it was a very

boys went by with placards proclaim

red letters—that there was a heat-wavt
d on the hotel steps aP

airs were place
e 1 detached gentlemen sat.

sipping, smoking

th himse]f, for the Mt:ii:g
)

ey liked 2 man why saig,

ing in huge
wicker

eter

hot night and the PP |

d therty ¢

M
One might fancy that day,

2 inning. Like 2
be London e 31115:}' Te%'";in% dress and
sopun WhO hadh BORR l(f)" blue and pearls, the
shite apron to array Begeels 11019 X ’d to
by e, put off stuff, took gauzes change
evening, and with the same sigh of exhilaration that
2woman breathes tumbling petticoats on th.e floor
it too shed dust, heat, colour; the traffic thinned;
motor cars, tinkling, darting, succeeded the lumber
of vans; and here and there among the thick
foliage of the squares an intense light hung. 1
resign, the evening seemed to say, as it paled and
fided above the battlements and prominences,
moulded, pointed, of hotel, flat, and block of
shops, I fade, she was beginning, 1 disappear,
but London would have none of it, and rushed
her.bayonets into the sky, pinioned her, con-
strained her to partnership in her revelry.

For tbe great . revolution of Mr. Willett’s
stmmer time had taken place since Peter Walsh's

hst visit to England. The

% .

':1; :ewhto him. - It was inspiriting, rather.
. atsht € young people went by with their
mopdc -boxes, awfully glad to be free proud
% dumbly, of stepping this famous ;

Wl set there.

prolonged evening

: | pavement,
tinselly, if you like, but all
flushed their faces. They

pink stockings; pretty shoes

1y of a king, cheap,
© same rapture,
ressed well tog.

d




2

44 MRS, DALLOWAY
;I‘hey would now haye two hours at the

. it refined them thet elrlcmm.

- ? e g
s;cmng h.ght;_ .and on the leaves ip y;hem: -

one lurid, llvxd——-they looked as if g; q{lilﬂ_re
Sea water—the foliag 4irts

e of a sub 1
Was astonished by th ~ereed dity. g

e beauty; 1t Was encourap;
too, for where the returned Anglo-Indian sa?;?

rights ghe knew crowds of them) in the Orienty]
Club biliously summing up the ruin of the world,
here was he, as young as ever; envying young
people their summer time and the rest of it, and
more than suspecting from the words of 2 gil,
from a housemaid’s laughter—intangible things
you couldn’t lay your hands on—that shift i.n
the whole pyramidal accumulation which in his
youth had seemed immovable. On top of them
it had pressed; weighed them down, the W"‘!’““
especially, like those flowers Clarissa’s Aunt He C'::
used to press between sheets of grey blotting-pap
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shite, eminent, likea lighthouse marking some past
sage on this adventurous, long, long voyage,
tisinterminable . . ., he felt for a copper to I?uy
2 paper and read about Surrey- a_nd Yorlr:shlrc.
(He had held out that copper millions of t_lmes.)
Surrey was all out once more—this interminable
lfe. But cricket was no mere game. Cricket
ws important. He could never help reading
sbout cricket. He read the scores in the stop
press first, then how it was a hot day; then about
amurder case. Having done things millions of
times enriched them, though it might be said
to talfc the surface of. The past enriched, and
perience, and having cared for one or two
people, and so having acquired the power which
the young la.ck, of cutting short, doing what one
mgs’g‘:i’: canng a rap what people say and coming

g Without any very great expectations

e | i
Ehic;fthgls Paper on the table and moved o

with Littré’s dictionary on top, sitting ung;; i
the lamp after dinner. She was dea-d no:: ot
had heard of her, from Clarissa, losing t

i ature’s |
It seemed so fitting—on¢ of n

ne €. 5 |d turs |
frfa(:tcrgeccs——that old M:ssk Parr;lvn :hg’;d i

ie like so |

to glass. She would die like belonged ©0* §

her perch. She

: tire
being so €ntify =
t g he hoﬂzon,

so COmP c!f- i
ston®” 3

frost gripping
different age, bu

would always stand up on t

___._‘*w‘r

; )

0 have ap €Xperience,
cauty anyhow, N

It was not b
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symmetry of i .
f Ty of a corridor; but it was also wi
1t up, a piano, a witlns
, @ gramophone sounding; as
of pleasure making hidden, b e
emerging wh S en, but now and again
i ng (;gw en, through the uncurtained window,
tabi indow left open, one saw parties sitting over
: es, young people slowly circling, conversations
etween men and women, maids idly looking out
(a strange comment theirs, when work was done),
stockings drying on top ledges, a parrot, a few
plants. Absorbing, mysterious, of infinite rich-
ness, this life. And in the large square where
the cabs shot and swerved so quick, there were
loitering couples, dallying, embracing, shrunk up
under the shower of a tree; that was moving;
silent, so absorbed, that one passed, discreetly,

timidly, as if in the presence of some sacred

i i ve been
ceremony to interrupt which would ha

impious. That was interestin

the flare and glare.
His light overcoat blew opeth

indcscribable idiosyncrasy, l.ent a hit

h his hands be

i like: he trippe
little hawkh R

tripped,, wit

eves still 2

I:ondon, towards Westminster, ; . Doors
ining oOU *

Was everybody ddlgl E footma? ‘;

1 opene er ; ckle

were DeENg P ¢, in -

a hggh-stcpping old
1th three purple ost

g. And sooninto |

he stepped with |
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ir. Doors were being opened for ladies wrapped
ke mummies in shawls with bright flowers on
them, ladies with bare heads. Andin respectable
quters with stucco pillars through small front
girdens lightly swathed with combs in their hair
(having run up to see the children), women came;

| men waited them, with their coats blowing open,

arfd the motor started. Everybody was going
gtt. What with these d.oors being opened, and the
Ofsgntd and the start, it seemed as if the whole
i ndon were _cmbarkmg in little boats moored
;ac::,mn]; tossing on the waters, as if the whole

ere floati i i i
L e ating (?ff in carnival. And Whitehall
it g over, silver beaten as it was, skated
mndyt ;plders, and there was a sense of midges
s absu'-:rc la_mps; it was so hot that people
was 3 retirc?kjmg- iR o

udge gt
- X , presumabl t

};{n lre at h_:s house door dressed ally': » l?ng o
gA o-Indian presumably R An
n]zd here 1 shindy of braw]; |
€n Womcn;‘ here 01]1 " l?lg Women,
Y a policeman and

loomip
g h )
thurches OU.S'CS, hlgh hOUSeS’

cry. But it was
cabs‘ were rushin

-ound the piers ogf
» 1t seemed to him

d like water
3 rawn togcthcr
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because they bore people

Clarissa’s party. SRR &

] The cold stream of vigy
him now as if the ey
and let the rest ry

) al impressions faileq
Were a cup that overfloweg

] 3.1]
; Al ] e

l?ody MUSt contract now, entering the house, ¢
lighted house, where the door stood open “:herz
the motor cars were standing, and bright ;vomen
descending: the soul must brave itself to endye.
He opened the big blade of his pocket-knife.

Lucy came running full tilt downstairs, having
just nipped in to the drawing-room to smooth 2
cover, to straighten a chair, to pause a moment
and feel whoever came in must think how cleanl
bﬁow bright, how beautifully cared for .wh'en
they saw the beautiful silver, the br_ass fire-irons,
the new chair-covers, and the curtains of YCHO“;
chintz: she appraised each; heard 2 Z(_)afc‘r)‘
people already coming up from dInAeh

voices;
' [}
she must fly! ;g bl
i nister was coming, AgH%.
The Prime Mi o o

y in t

sO Slle had heaId thﬁ!!l say 1n .

She Said coming in With a tra Of glasscs
b) Y

: 1 oné
it matter did it matter in the least, on
1 b

Minister more of le-ss? tItM '
at this hour of the night to

Di

Prim¢ |
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ans, cullenders, frying-pans,
dhicken in aspic, ice-cream freezers, pared ZIZ'IStS
f bread, lemons, SOUP tureens, and pudding
Easins which, however hard they washed up 1n

4e scullery seemed to be all on top of her, on
e kitchen table, on chairs, while the fire blared

ad roared, the electric lights glared, and still

e plates, saucep

supper had to be laid. All she felt was, one Prime

Minister more or less made not a scrap of
difference to Mrs. Walker.

The ladies were going upstairs already, said
Luy; the ladies were going up, one by one,
Mrs. Dalloway walking last and almost always
sending back some message to the kitchen, “ My
lve to Mrs. Walker,” that was it one night.
Next morning they would go over the dishes—
the soup, the salmon, the salmon, Mrs. Walker
nnew, as usual underdone, for she always got
ss?t/t;lus about the pudding and left it to Jenny;
" 'Soappcined, tl'le sgl‘rnOn was always underdone.
b _n(;c ady w1.th fair hair and silver ornaments
; dsal » Lucy said, about the entrée, was it really

Ade at home?* But it was the sa h
ot
bothered Mrs. Walk St S
ol . er, as she spun the plates
l and round, and pulled in dampers and
{3 ed out dampers; and there o i
ughter from the dinj AR o inat gl

en another be RO, B ite speaking;

urst of laughter—the gentlemen
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enjoying themselves when the

lad;
The tokay Fcles had gone

, sai_d Lucy running in. Mr, Dallo-
way had sent for the tokay, from the Emperor's
cellars, the Imperial Tokay.

It was borne through the kitchen. Over her
shoulder Lucy reported how Miss Elizabeth
looked—quite lovely; she couldn’t take her eyes
off her; in her pink dress, wearing the necklace
Mr. Dalloway had given her. Jenny must re-
member the dog, Miss Elizabeth’s fox-terrier,
which, since it bit had to be shut up and might,
Elizabeth thought, want something. Jenny must
remember the dog. But Jenny was not going
upstairs with all those people about. There was
a motor at the door already! There was a ring
at the bell—and the gentlemen still in the dining-
room, drinking tokay! ) "

There, they were going upstairs; that was z
first to come, and now they would come fastor 80

faster, so that Mrs. Parkinson (hired for parties)

would leave the hall door ajar, and the hall vtl':lilgd
be full of gentlemen waiting (t-hey stocfddf:: too};
sleeking down their hair) while the ha lassage;
their cloaks off in the room along é ;eanamet,
here Mrs. Barnet helped t?\em, old bt

whe had been with the family for fort?’ yea :1 "
who ha summer to help the ladxes,.z;n .
Camrrelbztzgy mothers when they were gIF Sy
me

_ I
o —aTiowAY %S

s oaowat 25

; i ke hands; said
dagh 57 unaSSummfg l;ild Ztt\ahad a humorous
gy " very 1eSPECtR Y y Jadies, and
e i t the young 12 s
o v hgril 1016:1’-11“.%; Lady Lovejoy, Who had
o so tactfully helpin ’

:);:esououble v{:ith her underbodlcc::. An: Sllf’-'s);
wuld not help feeling, Lady LO_VC_}O}’ an 1 :
lice, that some little privilege 1n thc. matter o

brush and comb, was awarded them having known.
Mss. Barnet—" thirty years, milady,” Mrs.
Bamet supplied her. Young ladies did not use
rouge, said Lady Lovejoy, when they stayed at
Bourton in the old days. And Miss Alice didn’t

I;Rd rouge, said Mrs. Barnet, looking at her
ondly

r There Mrs. Barnet would sit, in the cloak-
S“O“‘{, patting down the furs, smoothing out the
banis

h Sha.WIS tidyin t ]. no-
. ) hc dreSS t
: g g a.ble, and

el it y well, in spite of the furs and
mbroideries, which wer
Were not,

e nice ladies, which
Tt ;\I‘he dear old body, said Lady Lovejo
- gti ¢ stairs, Clarissa’s old nurse 5
e 1 i .
i M Lnoi;l:;r”Lovcjoy. stiffened, «




the ny;
e 1sance of childrep,

qv dciightful to see you) »

€ve
She wa I'Y one.

Peter Walsh.

he should ha

il uld have stayed at home
Oh dear, it was go;

h dear, going to be a failyre.
pll:ltc failure, Clarissa felt it in hera;:::t::; :scgm.
ol Lord Lexham stood there apologising f ?r
wife who had ca Vighan,

ught cold at the Buckinghs
Palace garden party. She could sec Peter ogut?f

the tail of her eye, criticising her, there, in that
corner. Why, after all, did she do these things?
‘Why seek pinnacles and stand drenched in fire?
Might it consume her anyhow! Burn her to
cinders!  Better anything, better brandish one's
torch and hurl it to earth than taper and dwindle
away like some Ellie Henderson! It was extra-
ordinary how Peter put her into these states just
by coming and standing in a corner. He made
her see herself; exaggerate. It was idiotic. But

8reenish,
ever haye bhmdercscii1 ilrllltys
0

5. DALLOWAY - 53

then, merely to criticise?  Why

oy did he comEs ive? Why not risk one’s one
) qays 2KE ne)rer g T.herc i dering off,
jile point of view! i But she would not
od she must speak t_o im. G oiatior
chance. Life was that—humi 5
gft' the What Lord Lexham was saying was
gwmi‘:p;vife would not wear her furs .at the
rhﬂ:dm party because “ my dc?ar, you 1adlgs are;
I alike "—Lady Lexham being seventy-ive &
last! It was delicious, how they_ petted each
other, that old couple, - She did like old Lord
Lexham. She did think it mattered, her partys
ad it made her feel quite sick to know that it
ws all going wrong, all falling flat. Anything,
any explosion, any horror was better than people
wandering aimlessly, standing in a bunch at a
wrner like Ellie Henderson, not even caring to
hold themselves upright.
Gently the yellow curtain with all the birds of
Paradise blew out and it seemed as if there were
a flight of wings into the room, right out, then
sucked back. (For the windows were open.)

Was it draughty, Ellie Henderson wondered?
She was subject to chills. But it did not matter
?hat she should come down sneezing to-morrow;
it was the girls with their naked shoulders she
thought of, being trained to think of others by
in old father, an invalid, late vicar of Bourton,




25 <
but he was dead now: 5

¥ nd her chill
i sn :
her chest, never, [t was the girls Sh‘;":“’ e

of, t - :
- he young girls with their bare should

_a_sdf having always been a2 wis of
with her thin hair and P ol 2 creature,
now, past fifty, ther mesgre profile; thougy
thrrm'éh some ”']d . b(‘-gi_nmng t0 shine
i mild beam, something purified ;

- g purified inty
qbnfdawn- by years of self-abnegation but g
scured again, mlly, by her distressing gen.-
tility, her panic fear, which arose from three
l(mndrcd pounds income, and her weaponless state
.shz could not earn a penny) and it made her
timid, and more and more disqualified year by
year to meet well:dressed people who did this sort
of t’hmg'cvcry night of the season, rherely telling
their maids *“ I’ll wear s0 and s0,” whereas Ellie
chdtrsgn ran out nervously and bought cheap
pink flowers, half a dozen, and then threw a
shawl over her old black dress. For her invits-
tion to Clarissa’s party had come at the last
moment. She was not quite happy about it.
She had a sort of feeling that Clarissa had not
meant to ask her this year.

Why should she? I'here was no reason really,
except that they had always known each other.
Indeed, they were cousins, But naturally they
had rather drifted apart, Clarissa being 5o sought

It was an event to her, going to @ party:

¥
hought
€T3, she

after.

handsome-
dn’t seem to wear
¢+ remember everyt
re straight frocks,

11 above the ankles.

aas very, Very ©
it cme out di
d. (She mus
Eirh) Girls wo
dght, with skirts we

ot becoming, she thought. .
So, with h’er weak cyesight, Ellie Henderson

caned rather forward, and it wasn’t sO much she
who minded not having any one to talk to (she
ardly knew anybody there), for she felt that they
were all such interesting people to watch; poli-
ficzns presumably ; Richard Dalloway’s friends;
but it was Richard himself who felt that he could
not let the poor creature go on standing there all
the evening by herself.
" ”VVe]l, El_“‘:,_and how’s the world treating
Hender *4d in his genial way, and Ellie
i thn, getting nervous and flushing and
g that it was extraordinarily nj :
“me and talk to her, said th o/ Ik, 0% i, tp
fel ) ’ at man
-Ehch};Latt:::mc(;h?? the cold. ¥ Biople:feally
“Yeg 1 Y do,” said Richard Dal]oway,

But wh
at . Al
more did one say?

hing to tell
pcrfectly
It was
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“H i

: ullo, Rlchard," said so

Y the elbow an e
, and, i
Peter, olg Peter Walgs(k):d %szd

see him— ey,

g0, certain
A tall man, middle
dark, wearing spectacles,

urrows.  Edith would be

aged, rather fine eyes,
with a look of John B
sure to know.

The curtain with its flight of birds of Paradist
blew out again. And Clarissa Saw—she saw
Ralph Lyon beat it back, and go on talking. So
it wasn't a failure after alll it was going to be sll
right now—her party. It had begun. It had
started. But it was still touch and go. She
must stand there for the present. People seemed
to come in a ruosh. A

Colonel and Mrs. Garrod . . . Mr. Hugh
Whitbread . . . Mr. Bowley . . . Mrs. Hilbery . .:

1 . 1n-

Lady Mary Maddox . . . Mr. Qm::o;-d.s g

toned Wilkin. She had six or seven o

each, and they went on, they went mto.the r(}?alpl;
into something now, not nothing, .

ck the curtain.

Lytzinl;a;::ﬂ;’tr b:cr own part, it was too much of

RS. DALLOWAY L

M

o] too
o She was not enjoying 1:',3;,:1:?151&(3;
‘e being—just anybody, St& )

mh;kcould %O it; yet this anybody she did a
;;flsoagmire, couldn’t help feeli.ng that dshe thaia
anyhow, made this happen, that it marke ;1 stage,
this post that she felt hcrself. to have become,
for oddly enough she had quite forgotten wh?.t
e looked like, but felt herself a stake driven in
at the top of her stairs. Every time she. gave a
party she had this feeling of being something not
herself, and that every one was unreal in one
way; much more real in another.

Partly their clothes, partly being taken out of
their ordinary ways, partly the background, it
was possible to say things you couldn’t say any-
how else, things that needed an effort; possible
;0 gho much deeper. But not for her; not yet
nyhow,

N y! He would know every one.

And what wa i
s so odd about it was th,
e
one had as the bt

Y came up the stairs one afte
Eother, Mrs. Mount and Celia, Herbert Ainst :
r‘s‘. Dakers—oh and Lady Bruton! i
How awfully good y

' of you to b
i g o y come!” she

ant 1F—it was odd how standing
™ going on, going on

st

, Some qyi@

A GLARRK, [

(50 4 9 JAN\92S

—



* Clarisga | »
Sally Seton |

05 what a chance of

heard from Clara Haydo

seeing you! So I thryst myself in— without 4
Invitation, . , .

One might put down the hot water can, in
the basin.

The lustre had gone out of her, Yet
it was extraordinary to see her again, older,
happier, less lovely, They kissed each other,
first this cheek then that, by the drawing-room
door, and Clarissa turned, with Sally’s hand in
hers, and saw her rooms full, heard the roar of
voices, saw the candlesticks, the blowing curtains,
and those roses which Richard had given her.

“ I have five enormous boys,” said Sally.

She had the simplest egotism, the most open
desire to be thought first always, and“Cianss::
loved her for being still like that. I Cﬂi'ih
believe it!” she cried, kindling all over W
pleasure at the thought of the past.

M

e Fk anted her;

But alas, V&:lkms,_ Wllkz_ns w 'y

“lkins was emitting in a voice of comma
“l]km:h:)vrity as if the whole company must
o :
Lnega;monished and the hostess reclaimed from
fivolity, one name: _ ;

W.. ]E}t;e Prime Minister,”” said Peter Walsh. _

The Prime Minister? Was it really? Ellie
Henderson marvelled. What 2a thing to tell
Edith!

One couldn’t laugh at him. He looked so
ordinary.  You might have stood him behind a
counter and  bought biscuits—poor chap, all
rigged up in gold lace. And to be fair, as he
went his rounds, first with Clarissa then with
RIIChaI'd escorting him, he did it very well. He
tnedhto look somebody. It was amusing tq
W . .

\ :t; ll.{inNobody looked at him. '_1"hey just went
kn tly plain that they al]

of their bones this
ol of what they aj]



whiter, the admirable Hugh!

He looke :

thought Pf:te;cr1 alwa.ys. 2 if her were on duy,
& : » @ privileged, but secretive bein

oardmg secrets which he would die to defe g’
though it was only some little piece of tittle—tartl’
dropped by a court footman, which would be iz
al.l the papers to-morrow. Such were his rattles
hls_baubles, in playing with which he had grow:i
white, come to the verge of old age, enjoying the
respect and affection of all who had the privilege
of knowing this type of the English public school
man. Inevitably one made up things like that
about Hugh; that was his style; the style of
those admirable letters which Peter had read
thousands of miles across the sea in the Times,
and had thanked God he was out of that pernicious
hubble-bubble if it were only to hear babf{ons
chatter and coolies beat their wives. .A‘n olive-
skinned youth from one of the Universities stood
obsequiously by
initiate, teach how to get om.

better than doing kindnesses, .
i i ith the joy of bein

f old ladies palpitate with the joy of
{O)f' ?n their age, their affliction, thinking thems

Him he would patron?se,

For he liked nothi’§
making the hearts
gthoughl
elves

R
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here was dear Hugh driving
n hour talking of the past,
emembering trifles, praising the ho.me—made cake,
hough Hugh might eat cake w1t}} a Duchess
any day of his life, and, to look at him, probably
jid spend a good deal of time in that agreeable
wewpation.  The all-judging, the all - merciful,
nght excuse. - Peter Walsh had no mercy.
Villains there must be, and God knows the rascals
wholget hanged for battering the brains of a girl
out in a train do less harm on the whole than
g;g:or':;tl::c:j ac;ld _his Ecindness. I__,ook at
ScraPing’as thg P:i’m: ri\i[lng orward, bowing and
emcrgcd: intimating for ‘ﬁ‘i;er o
he was Privileged gto saa . W‘?Tld to see t.h at
. y something, something

ite forgotten, Yet
i and spending a

| Pvate, to Lady Bruton as she passed. She

St0pped. She wa d
¥as thanking himgge uer fine old head.

Servility,  She had

She
presumably for some piece of
o o her toadies, minor officials in
il o omces who ran about putting through
e themo]n her behalf, in return for which %}'1

: uncheon, Byt she derived from :he
She was a]] right. )

es
MW the room corted her Prime Ministe
Matelinegg f » Prancing, sparklin .
S of her grey hair, g 8 with the
 silyer. . he wore ear-rj




There wys
her prudery,
hrough noy,
as she said good-bye to
who was doing his bes,
to look important, an

a breath of tenderness;
her woodenness were a
and she had about her
the thick gold-laced man
and good luck to him,
inexpressible dignity; an exquisite cordiality, as
if she wished the whole world well, and must
now, being on the very verge and rim of things,

take her leave. So she made him think, (But
he was not in love.)

Indeed, Clarissa felt, the Prime Minister had
been good to come. And, walking down the

her severity,
I warmed ¢

room with him, with Sally there and Peter there
and Richard very pleased, with all those peoplle
rather inclined, perhaps, to envy, she llmd fc[:
that intoxication of the mc.)ment,. th_at dl]nt:éltzo
of the nerves of the heart itself till flt rse:ﬁnit .
quiver, steeped, upright;—-yf.:s,fb:tsz tihough -
what other people felt, that; for so,

e e
" MRS. DALLOWAY .

(et it tingle and sting, still these

i
1ed 1t ﬂlld .
' blances, these trlumph
em S

§ - Ling her so bri
camples thln,:-il“ei gth they were, not 1 byt
’ m}rllt be that she was growing Zl -
: onger as they used;

they sainsizdSh};eza\f;ot;e Pgr ime Minister go fiown
Szjds:gs,, the gilt rim of the Sir JOShuE 1121(135::2
Lf the little girl with a muff brought ba('EI‘h tl ek
with 2 rush; Kilman her enemy. N 4 v
atisfying; that was real. Ah, hoW s el ah .
her—hot, hypocritical, corrupt; with all t ad
power; Elizabeth’s seducer; th_e woman who ha
aept in to steal and defile (Richard would say,
What nonsense!). She hated her: she loved her.
It was enemies one wanted, not friends—not
Mrs. Durrant and Clara, Sir William and Lady
Bradshaw, Miss Truelock and Eleanor Gibson
(whom she saw coming upstairs). They must
find her if they wanted her. She was for the
party!

There was her old friend Sir Harry.

“Dear Sir Harry! ”
ﬁ}e fine old fellow who
Pictures than any other

(dear old Peter, for
lliant), had a hollow-
t in the heart;

fess3 ;
nd it MIg

she said, going up to
had produced more bad

two Academicians in the
Whole of St, John’s Wood (they were always of
attle, standing in sunse

s S t pools absorbing moisture,
" Signifying, for he had a certain range of gestyre
¥
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exclaimed Mrs. Hilbery.

i, 2t are you laughing o

, or' Willie Titcomb and Sir
Herbert Ainsty were all laughing. But no, ¢
Harry coulfl not tell Clarissa Dalloway (.much
though he liked her; of her type he thought her
perfect, anq threatened to paint her) his stories
of the Music Hall stage. He chaffed her about
her party. He missed his brandy. These circles,
he said, were above him. But he liked her;
respected her, in spite of her damnable, difficult
upper-class refinement, which made it impossible
to ask Clarissa Dalloway to sit on his knee. And
up came that wandering will-o’-the-wisp, that
vagulous phosphorescence, old Mrs. Hilbery,
stretching her hands to the blaze of h_iS laughter
(about the Duke and the Lady), which, as she
heard it across the room, seemed to reassure her

oint which sometimes bothered her _if she
ng and did not like to

: it is certain
f tea; how 1t 15

on ap ‘
woke early in the morni
call her maid for a cup ©

we must die.
“ They won't tell

Clarissa.

E
us their stories, said

* "
“Dear Clarissa!

e looked to-night, 8 / saiC
s she first saw her walking 1n 2 g

hat

he said, so like her mother
arden in a grey

d with tears.

. issa’s eyes fille
And really Clarissa's €y 3 g

Her mother, walking 1n 2 garden!

must gO. )
For there was Professor Brierly, who lectured

on Milton, talking to little Jim Hutton (who was
uable even for a party like this to compass both
e and waistcoat or make his hair lie flat), and
even at this distance they were quarrelling, she
could see. For Professor Brierly was a very
queer fish. With all those degrees, honours,
lectureships between him and the scribblers he
Suspected instantly an atmosphere not favourable
to h1§ queer compound; his prodigious learning
and timidity; his wintry charm without cordiality;
?fls mzocence !Jlent with snobbery; he quivered
Ymrlrt!;,e conscious by a lady’s unkempt hair, a
doubt]s boots, of an underworld, very creditable
- ess, of rebels, of ardent young people; of
ould-be geniuses, and inti i ;
tos ’ imated with a little
s of the head, with ;
] 5 a smﬂ'———Humphl__th
ue of moderation: of ' : ©
the classics in ord o Some. slight training in
&SSOI' Bl"lerl Clt to apprCClate Mi]ton. Pro_
i orierly (Clarissa could see) e, i
off with litt]e Jim Hutton (wh il hlttmg
(Who wore reqd socks,



e interrupted_
She saig

She made her house so nic
Professors,

him off and s

. e if it weren’t for her
Clarissa had half mind to snatch
et him down at the piano in the back

room. For he played divinely.

“ But the noise! ” she said, The noise! ”

““ The sign of a successful party.”  Nodding
urbanely, the Professor stepped delicately off.

“He knows everything in the whole world
about Milton,” said Clarissa.

“ Does he indeed? " said Hutton, who would
imitate the Professor throughout Hampstead;
the Professor on Milton; the Professor on
moderation; the Professor stepping delicately of_’r'.

But she must speak to that couple, said
Clarissa, Lord Gayton and Nanq.f Blow. .

Not that zhey added perccpnbly to.the no:_
of the party. They were not talking (p

X y he ycnow
. tood side by side by t
ceptibly) as;;‘:; SWould soon be off elsewhert,

curtains.
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MR i
\ yery much to say

. and never had

11.
d- that was 2
[gethel’, . They 100ke ’

ny circumset:;t;;. They looked SO clean, s
That Was

: of powder and
and, $he e aPr‘C?t szlé) Ovrzth tfxe eyes of a
.aint’ g be scrubb;d, ;;nld ;,)ass him or stroke
hird, so that nol‘ll;alstr(;1 s gt rocurately,
Ponies’ mouths quivered at the endi
of his reins. He had his h.onours, ancc;trat
nonuments, banners hanging in the churc ha
jome. He had his duties; his tenants; 2 mother
und sisters; had been all day at Lords, and: that
wis what they were talking about—cricket,
cousins, the movies—when Mrs. Dalloway came
wp. Lord Gayton liked her most awfu.lly.
So did Miss Blow. She had such charming

manners,

wrpriSC him.
on the spot.

“It 1s angelic—it is delicious of you to have
tome! " she said. She loved Lords; she loved
youth, and Nancy, dressed at enormous expense
by the greatest artists in Paris, stood there looking

% if her body had merely put forth, of its own
accord, a green frill,

I had meant to have dancing,” said Clarissa.

For the young people could not talk. Ang

why should the ?  Shout i
W 3t e y out, embrace, swing, be

CArry sugar to ponies:
ie
Caress the snoy P °

kiss and
ts of adorable chows:

and then a]]




b
ut“alone, perhaps, rather dyl]. e
What a pity] ” she
have dancing.”
It was so extraordinaril
come!

packed.

There was old Aunt Helena in her shawl,
Alas, she must leave them—Lord Gayton and
Nancy Blow.  There was old Miss Parry, her
aunt.

For Miss Helena Parry was not dead: Miss
Parry was alive. She was past eighty. She
ascended staircases slowly with a stick. She was
placed in a chair (Richard had seen toit). People
who had known Burma in the ’seventies Wert:
always led up to her. Where had Peter got to
They used to be such friends. For at the mention
£ India, or even Ceylon, her eyes (only one Was
° | blue beheld,
glass) slowly deepened, became . »

beings—she had no tender memorics
not human : ey Bl
no proud illusions about Viceroys

said. “ [ had hoped to

¥y nice of them to h
But talk of dancing! o,

The rooms were

| \utinie

|
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1 tain
s—it Was orchids she saw, and moun :
herself carried on the backs of coolies

5 and 1
ok er solitary peaks; of descending

n the 'sixties OV

| puproot orchids (startling blossoms, never beheld

before) which she painted in water.-colf)uf ; an
pdomitable Englishwoman, fretful if disturbed
by the war, say, which droppcd_a bomb at 1‘.161‘
wery door, from her deep meditation over orchids
ud her own figure journeying in the ’sixties in
[ndia—but here was Peter.

“Come and talk to Aunt Helena about
Burma,” said Clarissa.

And yet he had not had a word with her all
the evening |

“We will talk later,” said Clarissa, leading
iim up }:0 Aunt Helena, in her white shawl, with
er stick.,

“ Peter Walsh,” said Clarissa.

That meant nothing.

Clarissa had asked her. It was tiring; it was
nosy; but Clarissa had asked her, So she had
;{c{me. It was a pity that they lived in London—
hlclharc'l and Clarissa. If only for Clarissa’s
€alth it would have been better to live in the

Country, B t i
saciet‘? ut Clarissa had always been fond of
“ He has been in Burma,’

" said Clani
Ah. She could not sipy

esist recalling whaqy




She re.
(and he had lef; ?1‘:1- PHte had been o Bozrtr;n
without a word i o _\Valsh remembereq

Y
room that night

“ Richard so much enjoyed come boating),

said Clarissa to Lady Braton, " Wk g
“ Richard was the
Lady Bruton replied.

a letter.

greatest possible help,”

“ He helped me to writ
And how are you? " e

““ Oh, perfectly welll " said Clarissa. (Lady
Bruton detested illness in the wives of politicians.)
“And there’s Peter Walsh!” said Lady
Bruton (for she could never think of anything to
say to Clarissa; though she liked her. She had
lots of fine qualities; but they had nothing in
common—she and Clarissa. It might have been
better if Richard had married a woman with lefs
charm, who would have helped him more i'n his
work. He had lost his chance of the 'Cabmet)
¢« There's Peter Walsh!” she said, shaking hands
with that agreeable sinner, that very a'ble ﬁ“;‘;
who should have made a name for himse

|
MRS, DALLOWAY ol
with women), and,

hadn't (always in difficulties
2

Ot‘ftﬁ% She stood by Miss
7 0 b .
] W Zﬁ:ﬁua = grenadier, draped in black,
i Pet,er Walsh to lunch;’ cordial; but
l\::f'\c:)igt small talk, remembering n?thmg W}llla:.
ever about the flora or fauna of India. She ha
been there, of course; had stayed' Wlth_ -t}.n‘ce
Viceroys; thought some of the Indian c1v111an_s
uncommonly fine fellows; but what a tragedy it
was—the state of Indial The Prime Minister
had just been telling her (old Miss Parry huddled
up in her shawl, did not care what the Prime
Minister had just been telling her), and Lady
Bruton would like to have Peter Walsh'’s opinion,
he being fresh from the centre, and she would get
Sir Sampson to meet him, for really it prevented
he:r from sleeping at night, the folly of it, the
wickedness she might say, being a soldier’s
daughter. She was an old woman now not good
for much. | But her house, her serv t y h eoo
fiiend Mlly Brush—did b ants, her good
e remember her?—

\;verle all there only asking to be used if—if the
c;ud be of help, in short. For she never ky
of England, but this isle of o

land, was in her blood (wi
Speare),

44
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a.l Ways at hand, and
tion with that

bearin g, armoured goddes

her robustness of demeano
could not figure her even in deat
the earth or roaming territories
some spiritual shape, the Union
to fly.

no, nol

s her ramrog

ur, so that ope

h parted from
over which, in
ack had

To be not English even arrjwng the diiﬁf
Impossible!

But was it Lady Bruton? (whom she used to
know). Was it Peter Walsh? grown grey? Lady
Rosseter asked herself (who had been Sally Seton).
It was old Miss Parry certainly—the old aunt who
used to be so cross when she stayed at Bourton.
Never should she forget running along the passage
naked, and being sent for by Miss Parry! And
Clarissa! oh Clarissa! Sally caught her by thearm.

Clarissa stopped beside them.

« But I can't stay,” she said.

 'Wait,” she said, :
lsa:lcl;. They must wait, she meant, unti

people had gone.

¢ 1 shall come

looking at Peter and
] all these

o™
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» she said, looking at her

back, g
“aill €78 % Peter, who were shaking

{

cionds, Sally and :
f ﬁddsrlf:;; Sally, remembering the past no doubt,
| Jandsy

| hing. ; ey
lm}:::ghergvdce was wrung of its old ravishing

chness; her eyes not aglow as they used to Ef,
when she smoked cigars, when sh.e ran dovsm e
ape to fetch her sponge bag, without a stitch c?f
L i What if
dothing on her, and Ellen Atkins asked,

tiegentlemen had met her? But everybody forgave
kr. She stole a chicken from the larder because
she was hungry in the night. She smoked cigars
inher bedroom.  She left a priceless book in the
punt, But everybody adored her (except perhaps
Papa). It was her warmth; her vitality—she
would paint, she would write. Old women in
the village never to this day forgot to ask after
“your friend in the red cloak who seemed so
bright ”.  She accused Hugh Whitbread, of all
people (and there he was, her old friend Hugh,
tdking to the Portuguese Ambassador), of kissing
her in the smoking-room to punish her for saying
that women should have votes. Vulgar men did
she said. And Clarissa remembered having t(,)
Persuade her not to denounce him at famil
Prayers—which she was bl . g
- capable of doin with

her daring, her recklessness, her mel & X
love of being the centre of 5 ?Odra'matxc
g e of everything a“d‘Ci"eati;{‘g

o /S




sy dAn it -
to . as b
m end ln gq e awfou 3 arisSa i
a.rt}»rdo 5 inst ul tragedy. d sed 1 Py
By Pect dcad Which ,Sh € death, he,
buttonp,, ¥ edly, 5 4, 14 mane d Marriey
A ]
at MaﬂCheste Owned’ It wag ' a large
She ang ;3 nd she haq ﬁ\:dk; Otton my)
t
The}' Were ta]kel r. hf*d settleq downsl
the}’ Sl’lou]d be tl : 1t seemed o B rtogethe
Past y alking, They wq THar—thy
m
St

Wwithout any vo;

ce;
the smel] of the

; the drawing—
Mats. A part of iy
this Sally
- }1; must always be. But shIe :llzl
€re were the Bradshaws, whom

room Wallpaper,

she disliked.

She must w
. 80 up to Lady Bradshaw (;
and silver, balancing like a sea-lion o tll: cgd":}'
ge

of its tank, barkin invitat]
the typical successflgll fza;?s‘”;ﬁitmﬂs, Duchesses
up to Lady Bradshaw and say . . .

Put Lady Bradshaw anticipated her,

We are shockingly late, dear Mrs, Dalloway

we hardly dared to come in,” she said. ’

And Sir William, who looked very dis-
tinguished, with his grey hair and blue eyes,
said yes; they had not been able to resist the

fe)! ShC must go

2
s paLLoway T 5
e ;
o was talking t° Rlcha(;dtzb?;t
ply, which they wanted 10 5 :
Bl B o did the sight ©

Why
mons. . i
'hmugh t 7 C(l;ilchard, curl her up’? He looke

o preat doctor. A man absolutfelly
ofghis profession, very powt')erfuré
For think what cases came .e o} :
uttermost depths of misery;
husbands and
of appalling

one wouldn’t

—
s

Kmpmtmﬂ-

ghat he was,
i the head

r wWorn.
;::ipeople in the : ix
cople on the VErge of insanity;
l:vires. He had to decide questions
difficulty. Yet—what she felt was,

ke Sir William to see one unhappy. Noj; not
that man. ' ,

“ How is your son at Eton?’ she asked Lady
Bradshaw.

He had just missed his eleven, said Lady
Bradshaw, because of the mumps. His father
minded even more than he did, she thought
“being ”, she said, “nothing but a great boy
himself ™.

Clarissa looked at Sir William, talking to
Richard. He did not look like a boy—not in
the least like a boy.

She had once gone with some one to ask his
advice. He had been perfectly right; extremely
sensible.  But heavens—what a relief to get out
:((1) gte street again! There Wwas some poor wretch

ing, she remembered, in the waiting-room,
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But she di
1d not know . —
what it was
—about Sjr

“rilliam; what exac =
agreed with her, * dtilzllxj’}:elidl:]ised. Onl}". Richard
his smell . But h 15 mSt.ea dldn't hke
They were talki y Was.extraordmari]y able.
Some case Si?rg{\l’}?lcl)}lt this Bl
. i - Villiam was mentioni
ing his voice. It had its bearing upol:g‘;}l:::’:_
was saying about the deferred effects of shel?
S]‘_D}:ECk There must be some provision in the
. Sinking her voice, drawing Mrs. Dalloway
mt.o th.e shelter of a common femininity, a common
pr1€le in the illustrious qualities of husbands and
their sad tendency to overwork, Lady Bradshaw
(poor goose—one didn’t dislike her) murmured
how, * just as we were starting, my husband
was called up on the telephone, a very sad case.
A young man (that was what Sir William is telling
Mr. Dalloway) had killed himself. He had been
in the army.” Oh deathd thought Clarissa, {n
the middle of her party, here’s death, she thought.
She went on, into the little room where the
Prime Minister had gone with Lady Bruton.

Perhaps there was somebody there. But there

y. The chairs still kept the impress
r and Lady Bruton, she
he sitting four - square,

was nobod
of the Prime Ministe
turned deferentially,

authoritatively.

They had been talking about

himself from ' 2 window.

fashed the ground; through him, blundern;g,
yruising, went the rusty spikes. 'Thcre he lay
with a thud, thud, thud in his brain, and then 2

affocation’ of blackness. So she saw it. But
why had he done :t? And the Bradshaws talked

of it at her party!

She had once thrown a shilling into the
Serpentine, never anything more. But he had
fung it away. They went on living—(she would
have to go back; the rooms were still crowded;
people kept on coming). They (all day she had
been’ thinking' of Bourton, of Peter, of Sally)
they. would grow old. A thing there was tha;:
giattered; a thing, wreathed about with chatter
d:faCt_:d, obscured in her own life, let drop ev -
dY In' corruption,  lies, chatte’r L
efiance; death was a testi cath was

mony. Death was an

ool L
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attempt
to co : —
possibility of r:;mu.mcate  people fegfi @
C ee
ﬁVaded th . € Centre \ lng the im‘
ern-’ ClDSCne Whlch: mystic Il
J ally
)

faded, one w2 ss d
y ONe wag rﬂWS
dnath: alone, Thers a:iirt

—_—

But this
young ma
o N who had ;
: he pl}mged holding hisa?rc];m
! S

ure?

WMT I
s f mols?h he had said herself] ¢ .tlf 1t were
Or th appy. -!1.“. m“"“"' erl::irﬁ DO:;. ,
ere were poets and thinkers I Rice

] 1 ] 1 l i o

William Brad
shaw, a

obs-curely evil, Withoutgrse:; Sroctor yet to her
polite to women, but capable of us‘t, extremely
S il pable of some indescribable
. g fOl‘C‘&Ag'our soul, th ’
if thi , that was it—

1s young man had -
William had i gone to him, and Sir
ha impressed him, like that, with his

power, might he not then have said (indeed she
f.e]t .1t now), Life is made intolerable; they make
life intolerable, men like that?

Then (she had felt it only this morning) there
was the terror; the overwhelming incapacity,
one’s parents giving it into one's hands, this life,

”bi:‘"li’ﬁd"to"fh"é"‘é‘nﬂ{onc's overwhelming in-
capacity; there was in the depths of her heart
i awful fear. Even now, quite often if
Richard had not been there reading the Time

her evening dress. :
f:lrferfcd. She was never wholly admirable. She

Lady Bexborough and the
he had walked on the

had wanted successy—
rest of it. And once S

terrace at Bourton.
It was due to Richard; she had never been

so happy- Nothing could be slow enough;
nothing last too long. No pleasure could equal,
she thought, straightening the chairs, pushing in
one book on the shelf, this having done with the
triumphs of youth, lost herself in the process of
living, to find it, with a shock of delight, as the
sun rose, as the day sank. Many a time had she
gone, at Bourton when they were all talking, to
look at the sky; or seen it between people’s
shoulders at dinner; seen it in London when she

could not sleep. Plo (wathbed b Ha 1)
(eg 28




R

¢ _
She i
OPPOS- . blll_‘ h Féas Ove
oPPosite the olq J,q, . S*Prising|_j, "1 she
as going to iy ¥ stared ggp,; N the 4, e
silemn sky she h- " nd the sky t aIt her) She
5Ky, : b thought ’ t wil] b
& - ' 5 1t 111 e a
k in beaut

ijhut she did not pity him: wit
e hour, one, two, three, she dig '
with all this goi ey
going on. There! the o] ’
put out her light! the whole hous . ddlady s
: - : € was dark
with this going on, she repeated, and thirw::;
gzmc to her, Fear no more the heat of the suns
e must go back to them. But what an extra—‘
ordinary night! She felt somehow very like him
—the young man who had killed himself, She

| rears
these Y55 Where's the WO

| posseter - 3 >
e ol Where's Clarissa?
| peasked:

lo
4 in the 2t back.
aved ¢ she must go nd
[t B must find Sally and Lowpes
P Jittle 100
me in fro% e farissat ~ said Peter. HE
(After all

. where 1S «th Sall

L the sofa with Sally. s

p AL 1(:: really could not call her La;i?:
man gone o’

d. Peter for the
ple of import-
f them knew

sed, and O di
matter of that, that there WC?I'C peo
ance politicians, whom nc?lther o ot
uless by sight in the picture Ppapers, who
Clarissa had to be nice to, had to talk to. She
was with them. Yet there was Richard Dalloway
wot in the Cabinet. He hadn’t been a success,
Glly supposed?  For herself, she scarcely ever
read the papers. She sometimes saw his name
nentioned. But then—well, she lived a very
wlitary life, in the wilds, Clarissa would say,
among great merchants, great manufacturers,
men, after all, who did things. She had done
things too!

“T have five sons! "’ she told him.

Lord, lord, what a change had come over her!
the softness of motherhood; its egotism too.

Sally suppo

If}aa’



very Intimate, she and
1n love with
ridiculous s¢

Y had beep very,

PEter Walsh

fld. there wa
ene over Rich s that dreadfy|
She had called Richard .C‘%rr? Da]Ioway at lUnch.’

Ca” Richard “ Vvickham s Ckha{n n' “,hyn()t

i w,
CI&I‘]SSa’ a hen he -

a4t an unha i
and she didn’t know whether he hadpf:yr:}?irﬁ:egj,
)

and she couldn’t ask him, for

He was rather shrivelled-lc:okingj,lebf: i::'ﬁ: ge:'
felt, and she had a real affection for him fo)rsh:
was connected with her youth, and she s:till had
a little Emily Bronté he had given her, and he
was to write, surely? In those days he was to
write,

25 S
¢ Bu that
;“~o C;lmclhas ? _ ““They ave I_nyrlirrote;
peor 28, of conserVatories," (-:lar%s;a -
| Scmﬂr:'s;gm 113;2 that.  Sally owned it Wi
ethi
Z?T;ughter- housand 2 YEaT »__whether

« Yes, 1 have tefl t

hefore the taX was P o
remember, for her husbant i
meet,” she said, * whom you

)

.1 did all that for her.
SﬁldAn; Sally used to be1n rags a‘.nd tatt_ers.MSl'fe
had pawned her grandmother’s ring which Mane

it 1 P
Antoinette had given her—had he got 1t rights

to come to Bourton.

Oh yes, Sally re

aid or after, she couldn’t

« whom you must
uld like,” she

membered; she had it still,
a ruby ring which Marie Antoinette had given
her great—grandfather. She never had a penny
to her name in those days, and going to Bourton
always meant some frightful pinch. But going
to Bourton had meant so much to her—had kept
her sane, she believed, so unhappy had she been



nicer to be j
and do what she likeq) " the count

She co
dog howling, Elizabeth wgs cc‘ilt(ii:c)ar e
not a bit like Clarissa, Peter Walsh slaid
*“ Oh, Clarissal ™ said Sally, ‘
What Sally felt was simply this. She had
owed Clarissa an enormous amount, They had
been friends, not ac

' : Quaintances, friends, and she
still saw Clarissa 2

; I in white going about the
house with her hands full of flowers—to this day

tobacco plants made her think of Bourton. But
—did Peter understand?—she lacked something.
Lacked what was it? She had charm; she had
extraordinary charm. But to be frank (and she
felt that Peter was an old friend, a real friend—
did -absence matter? did distance matter? She
had often wanted to write to him, but torn it up,

She' wag

| ghen he came 1nto

I
28¢

) MBS le understand

< DALLOWAY

had been that afternoon to

e mumps):
ons at Eton, where they h?idg]larissa have
e het Site frank then, how coul > 4 sports-
ik 'C]:J married Richard Dalloway:
done 1E5—K

Literally,
d only for dogs.
an, 3 man Who Carethc; room he smelt of the

And then all this? She waved her

Old) an

S[g_blcs .

han;illugh Whitbread it was, strolling past in his

ohite waistcoat, dim, fat, blind, past fev::rythmg
he looked, except self-esteem at.1d conl ort. g

“ He’s not going to recognise 5, said Sally,
and really she hadn’t the courage—so that was
Hugh! the admirable Hugh!

“ And what does he do? " she asked Peter.

He blacked the King's boots or counted
botcles at Windsor, Peter told her. Peter kept
his sharp tongue stilll  But Sally must be frank,
Peter said.  That kiss now, Hugh's,

On the lips, she assured him, in the smoking-
room one evening.  She went straight to Clarissa
inarage. Hugh didn’t do such things! Clarissa
said, the admirable Hugh! Hugh’s socks
were without exception the most beautiful she

had ever seen—and now his evening dress
Perfect! And had he children? '



1X
Pt himgels '
. None et
No wife, ' S0 *
Sall € \fVe]]) he didy’ seens’ ho d?ughters
Y. He 100ked youn .4 mlnd) said
any of thepm, T

But it had be
Ways, Peter said,
goose she was,”
splendid time of it »
Wondered what zli

€n a silly th;

Was to know him ang e
) Yet not know 5
thmg that had happened to him. And;l ds'l(fgle
53y 1t out of pride? Ve P

y likely, for after 4) it

; m (though he was 5y
a sort of sprite, not at

1t must be lonely at his age to have no home
nowhere to go to. But he must stay with then;
for weeks and weeks, Of course he would; he
?vould love to stay with them, and that was how
1t came out. All these years the Dalloways had
never been once. Time after time they had
asked them. Clarissa (for it was Clarissa of course)
would not come, For, said Sally, Clarissa was at
heart a snob—one had to admit it, a snob. And
it was that that was between them, she was
convinced. Clarissa thought she had married
beneath her, her husband being—she was proud

must be pgalling for py
oddity,

all an ordinary man),

hch eter fC]tJ hour
(And so i WOl . people thought she
the miner's SOE,r%Vc sons; and what
d bex?eath h?:;]ts,ehydrangeas’ syringas,
hlr111gbispcus lilies that never grow
yery very rare By Canal. but she, with one
north of the Suezb o Manchester, had beds
gardener 1n 2 s-;ubur N 1 chat Clirissa
of them, positively bedsl  Now a
had escaped, unmaternal as she was.) Where

A snob was she?  Yes, in many 'Ways. Rk
was she, all this time? It was getting late. _

“Yet,” said Sally, *“ when I heard Clarissa
was giving a party, 1 felt I couldn’t ot com.e—muSt
see her again (and I'm staying in Victoria Street,
practically next door). So I just came without
an invitation. But,” she whispered, “ tell me,
do. Who is this? "

It was Mrs. Hilbery, looking for the door.
For how late it was getting! And, she mur-
mured, as the night grew later, as people went,
one found old friends; quiet nooks and corners;
and the loveliest views. Did they know, she
asked, that they were surrounded by an enchanted
garden? Lights and trees and wonderful gleam-
g lakes and the sky. Just a few fairy lamps,

aftel' hour;

had marrie
was the other t



Peadl
o

) " said Sally,
C]arfssa was really very hard o her. She Was);
cousin, very poor, Clarissa was hard on people,

_ She was rather, said Peter. Yet, said Sally,
1n her emotiona] way, with a rush of that ep.
thusiasm which Peter used to love her for, yet
dreaded a little now, so effusive she might become

—how generous to her friends Clarissa was! and
what a rare quality one found it, and how some-
times at night or on Christmas Day, when she

counted up her blessings, she put that fricnds.hip

first. They were young; that-was it. Clarissa
was pure-hearted; that was it. Peter would
think her sentimental. So she was. For sh:
had come to feel that it was the only thing wort

|
¥l

;
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Cleverness was silly.

i felt.
Falgii oncsaid Peter Walsh,

[ do not know,”

felt.
I p ing_-What one

“ One mus
| 1" Bl.lt

J l”
| wghat I feel.
| WIEZor Peter, thought Sally.

| Clari e and talk to thcm?' T ‘
( hC ]a::::a]:r?gilng for. She knew it. ~ All the time
€

he was thinkingfonly of Clarissas and was ﬁdgCt‘

. with hi e .
mgfgthh:;s ]:::t found life simple, Pctcr. said.
His relations with Clarissa had not been simple.
It had spoilt his life, he said. (They had been
so intimate—he and Sally Seton, it was abst}rd
not to say it.) One could not be in love twice,
he said. And what could she say? Still, it is
better to have loved (but he would think her
sentimental—he used to be so sharp). He must
come and stay with them in Manchester. That
is all very true, he said. All very true. He
would love to come and stay with them, directly
he had done what he had to do in London.

And Clarissa had cared for him more than
She' 'had ever cared for Richard. Sally was
positive of that,
fellow—there et ou BEL, Thag good
TR fﬂ: ¢ Was at the end of the room,

g torth, the same 34 ever, dear old Richargd:

e
A S

Why did not
hat was what
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Wh > DALLOW,y
disto TS be talking o
Istinguished 0t

S
—looking man? al]).r asked, thyy ve

as she did, she had ap insatiah) VIng in the wildg
re.

€ Curiosity ¢4 )
di d not like by 1, g ut Peter gig not knoy, Now

18 looks, he said, X
Probab] i
(S)af; (;hertrlal all, Richarq seczi::dctzb;\r;d
—lhe ist P
i o }r:;os:l dtsmtcrestcd.

the best, he

even of the people
he asked, Are we
She had read a wonderful ply

about a man who scratched on the wall of his cell,

and she had felt that was true of life—one
scratched on the wall, Despairing of human
relationships (people were so difficult), she often
went into her garden and got from her flowers
a peace which men and women never-gave her.
But no; he did not like cabbages; he preferred
human beings, Peter said. Indeed, the young
are beautiful, Sally said, watching Elizabeth cross
the room. How unlike Clarissa at her agel
Could he make anything of her? * She would not
open her lips. Not much, not yet_, Petelr ad-
mitted. She was like a lily, Sally said, a lily by

one lives with every day? s
not all prisoners?

- g -
" a
= S

pan and B

291

ot agree that

ter did n .
B%CP el-:enow everything he

did. :pered, these tWO
aid; : Sally whispere (; if Clarissa

nd really .shed'r:;ztgug-isi-,cd-looking
1 T
4id not come soon), thr:lsmon-looking wife who
js rather €07 d—what could one
peen talking to Richar
had oole like that? Ry
know about peop damnable humbugs,” sal
" That theyre am asually- He made
Richard, looking at them ¢
Sall}g\lltusgii‘ William Bradshaw stOppt::d at the dozlx:
to look at a picture. He 1ookcd. in the corn
for the engraver’s name. His Wflfﬁ lo?ked too.
S William Bradshaw was so interested in art.
When one was young, said Peter, one was too
much excited to know people. Now that one
was old, fifty-two to be precise (Sally was fifty-
five, in body, she said, but her heart was like a
gitl's of twenty); now that one was mature then,
said Peter, one could watch, one could understand,
and one did not lose the power of feeling, he said.
No, that is true, said Sally. She felt more deeply,
more passionately, every year. It increased, he
said, alas, perhaps, but one should be glad of it—
l:mwant on mcr_easmg_m his experience. There
® some one in India. He would like to tell



Sally about g,
€r. Sha :
_— d}:ﬁdwas Married, pe said
chester, saicll.eg.il i a“‘co
o ally—he must promis:n E ;
| € Ore

There’s Elizabetp, i
what we fee] )
Elizabeth g
devoted to

oy
he said, she sl

» hot yet. But :
© to her fagher y said Sally,

each other,

' y she looked s lovely i
pink frock! Elizabeth had felt him leozk;l:]ghz

il;; tai shfz talked to Willie Titcomb, g, she

o him and they stood together, now that
th(.e party was almost over, looking at the people
g?:ng, a_nd the rooms getting emptier and emptier,
with things scattered on the floor. Even Ellie
Henderson was going, nearly last of all though
no one had spoken to her, but she had wanted
to see everything, to tell Edith. And Richard
and Elizabeth were rather glad it was over, but
Richard was proud of his daughter. And he had
not meant to tell her, but he could not help telling
her. He had looked at her, he said, and he had

talk to him-
aﬂd e braiﬂ ma .
red with

mproved:
teer,’
sid Sal: What does th >
1y good—mght. e ups
S?d Lady Rosseteh getting
gl "
the heart?
a1 will come,
2 moment. ‘What
ecstasy? he thought t0
fitts me with cxtraordu.m
It is Clarissa, he said.
For there she was.

» said Peter,
is this terror: 1
l himself. What 1s 1t that

ary excitement?

THE END
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