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TO THE LIGHTHOUSE

of a tennis lawn? she would ask; and to have no
letters or newspapers, and to see nobody; if you
were married, not to see your wife, not to know how
your children were,—if they were ill, if they had
fallen down and broken their legs or arms; to see the
same dreary waves breaking week after week, and
then a dreadful storm coming, and the windows cov-
ered with spray, and birds dashed against the lamp,
and the whole place rocking, and not be able to
put your nose out of doors for fear of being swept
into the sea? How would you like that? she asked,
addressing herself particularly to her daughters.
So she added, rather differently, one must take them
whatever comforts one can.

“It’s due west,” said the atheist Tansley, holding
his bony fingers spread so that the wind blew
through them, for he was sharing Mr. Ramsay’s
evening walk up and down, up and down the terrace.
That is to say, the wind blew from the worst pos-
sible direction for landing at the Lighthouse. Yes,
he did say disagreeable things, Mrs. Ramsay ad-
mitted; it was odious of him to rub this in, and
make James still more disappointed; but at the same
time, she would not let them laugh at him. “The
atheist,” they called him; “the little atheist.” Rose
mocked him; Prue mocked him; Andrew, Jasper,
Roger mocked him; even old Badger without a
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THE WINDOW

tooth in his head had bit him, for being (as Nancy
put it) the hundred and tenth young man to chase
them all the way up to the Hebrides when it was
ever so much nicer to be alone.

“Nonsense,” said Mrs. Ramsay, with great sever-
ity. Apart from the habit of exaggeration which
they had from her, and from the implication (which
was true) that she asked too many people to stay,
and had to lodge some in the town, she could not
bear incivility to her guests, to young men in partic-
ular, who were poor as church mice, “exceptionally
able,” her husband said, his great admirers, and
come there for a holiday. Indeed, she had the whole
of the other sex under her protection; for reasons
she could not explain, for their chivalry and valour,
for the fact that they negotiated treaties, ruled
India, controlled finance; finally for an attitude
towards herself which no woman could fail to feel
or to find agreeable, something trustful, childlike,
reverential; which an old woman could take from
a young man without loss of dignity, and woe betide
the girl—pray Heaven it was none of her daughters!
—who did not feel the worth of it, and all that it
implied, to the marrow of her bones!

She turned with severity upon Nancy. He had not
chased them, she said. He had been asked.

They must find a way out of it all. There might
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“There’ll be no landing at the Lighthouse tomor-
row,” said Charles Tansley, clapping his hands to-
gether as he stood at the window with her husband.
Surely, he had said enough. She wished they would
both leave her and James alone and go on talking.
She looked at him. He was such a miserable spec-
imen, the children said, all humps and hollows. He
couldn’t play cricket; he poked; he shuffled. He was
a sarcastic brute, Andrew said. They knew what
he liked best—to be for ever walking up and down,
up and down, with Mr. Ramsay, and saying who
had won this, who had won that, who was a “first-
rate man” at Latin verses, who was “brilliant but I
think fundamentally unsound,” who was undoubt-
edly the “ablest fellow in Balliol,” who had buried
his light temporarily at Bristol or Bedford, but was
bound to be heard of later when his Prolegomena,
of which Mr. Tansley had the first pages in proof
with him if Mr. Ramsay would like to see them,
to some branch of mathematics or philosophy saw
the light of day. That was what they talked about.

She could not help laughing herself sometimes.
She said, the other day, something about “waves
mountains high.” Yes, said Charles Tansley, it was
a little rough. “Aren’t you drenched to the skin?”
she had said. “Damp, not wet through,” said Mr.
Tansley, pinching his sleeve, feeling his socks.
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TO THE LIGHTHOUSE

But it was not that they minded, the children said.
It was not his face; it was not his manners. It was
him—his point of view. When they talked about
something interesting, people, music, history, any-
thing, even said it was a fine evening so why not
sit out of doors, then what they complained of about
Charles Tansley was that until he had turned the
whole thing round and made it somehow reflect
himself and disparage them—he was not satisfied.
And he would go to picture galleries they said
and he would ask one, did one like his tie? God
knows, said Rose, one did not.

Disappearing as stealthily as stags from the
dinner-table directly the meal was over, the eight
sons and daughters of Mr. and Mrs. Ramsay sought
their bedrooms, their fastnesses in a house where
there was no other privacy to debate anything,
everything; Tansley’s tie; the passing of the Re-
form Bill; sea birds and butterflies; people; while
the sun poured into those attics, which a plank alone
separated from each other so that every footstep
could be plainly heard and the Swiss girl sobbing
for her father who was dying of cancer in a valley
of the Grisons, and lit up bats, flannels, straw hats,
ink-pots, paint-pots, beetles, and the skulls of small
birds, while it drew from the long frilled strips of
seaweed pinned to the wall a smell of salt and weeds,
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which was in the towels too, gritty with sand from
bathing.

Strife, divisions, difference of opinion, prejudices
twisted into the very fibre of being, oh, that they
should begin so early, Mrs. Ramsay deplored. They
were so critical, her children. They talked such non-
sense. She went from the dining-room, holding
James by the hand, since he would not go with the
others. It seemed to her such nonsense—inventing
differences, when people, heaven knows, were
different enough without that. The real differ-
ences, she thought, standing by the drawing-
room window, are enough, quite enough. She had in
mind at the moment, rich and poor, high and low;
the great in birth receiving from her, some half
grudgingly, half respect, for had she not in her veins
the blood of that very noble, if slightly mythical,
Italian house, whose daughters, scattered about
English drawing-rooms in the nineteenth century,
had lisped so charmingly, had stormed so wildly,
and all her wit and her bearing and her temper came
from them, and not from the sluggish English, or the
cold Scotch; but more profoundly, she ruminated
the other problem, of rich and poor, and the things
she saw with her own eyes, weekly, daily, here or in
London, when she visited this widow, or that
struggling wife in person with a bag on her arm, and
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TO THE LIGHTHOUSE

Often he went without a greatcoat in winter. He
could never “return hospitality” (those were his
parched stiff words) at college. He had to make
things last twice the time other people did; he
smoked the cheapest tobacco; shag; the same the
old men did in the quays. He worked hard—seven
hours a day; his subject was now the influence of
something upon somebody—they were walking on
and Mrs. Ramsay did not quite catch the meaning,
only the words, here and there . . . dissertation
« « . fellowship . . . readership . . . lectureship.
She could not follow the ugly academic jargon, that
rattled itself off so glibly, but said to herself that she
saw now why going to the circus had knocked him
off his perch, poor little man, and why he came out,
instantly, with all that about his father and mother
and brothers and sisters, and she would see to it that
they didn’t laugh at him any more; she would tell
Prue about it. What he would have liked, she sup-
posed, would have been to say how he had gone not
to the circus but to Ibsen with the Ramsays. He was
an awful prig—oh yes, an insufferable bore. For,
though they had reached the town now and were in
the main street, with carts grinding past on the
cobbles, still he went on talking, about settlements,
and teaching, and working men, and helping our own
class, and lectures, till she gathered that he had got
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denly, in she came, stood for a moment silent (as if
she had been pretending up there, and for a moment
let herself be now), stood quite motionless for a
moment against a picture of Queen Victoria wearing
the blue ribbon of the Garter; when all at once he
realised that it was this: it was this:—she was the
most beautiful person he had ever seen.

With stars in her eyes and veils in her hair, with
cyclamen and wild violets—what nonsense was he
thinking? She was fifty at least; she had eight
children. Stepping through fields of flowers and
taking to her breast buds that had broken and lambs
that had fallen; with the stars in her eyes and the
wind in her hair— He took her bag.

“Good-bye, Elsie,” she said, and they walked up
the street, she holding her parasol erect and walking
as if she expected to meet some one round the corner,
while for the first time in his life Charles Tansley
felt an extraordinary pride; a man digging in a
drain stopped digging and looked at her, let his
arm fall down and looked at her; for the first time
in his life Charles Tansley felt an extraordinary
pride; felt the wind and the cyclamen and the violets
for he was walking with a beautiful woman. He had
hold of her bag.
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TO THE LIGHTHOUSE

II

“No going to the Lighthouse, James,” he said, as
he stood by the window, speaking awkwardly, but
trying in deference to Mrs. Ramsay to soften his
voice into some semblance of geniality at least.

Odious little man, thought Mrs. Ramsay, why
go on saying that?

puss

“Perhaps you will wake up and find the sun shin-
ing and the birds singing,” she said compassionately,
smoothing the little boy’s hair, for her husband,
with his caustic saying that it would not be fine,
had dashed his spirits she could see. This going to
the Lighthouse was a passion of his, she saw, and
then, as if her husband had not said enough, with his
caustic saying that it would not be fine tomorrow,
this odious little man went and rubbed it in all over
again.

“Perhaps it will be fine tomorrow,” she said,
smoothing his hair.

All she could do now was to admire the refrig-
erator, and turn the pages of the Stores list in the
hope that she might come upon something like a
rake, or a mowing-machine, which, with its prongs
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knee found the picture of a pocket knife with six
blades which could only be cut out if James
was very careful.

Suddenly a loud cry, as of a sleep-walker, half
roused, something about

Stormed at with shot and shell

sung out with the utmost intensity in her ear, made -
her turn apprehensively to see if any one heard him.
Only Lily Briscoe, she was glad to find; and that
did not matter. But the sight of the girl standing
on the edge of the lawn painting reminded her; she
was supposed to be keeping her head as much in the
same position as possible for Lily’s picture. Lily’s
picture! Mrs. Ramsay smiled. With her little Chi-
nese eyes and her puckered-up face, she would never
marry; one could not take her painting very seri-
ously; she was an independent little creature, and
Mrs. Ramsay liked her for it; so, remembering her
promise, she bent her head.

v

Indeed, he almost knocked her easel over, com-
ing down upon her with his hands waving shouting
out, “Boldly we rode and well,” but, mercifully, he
turned sharp, and rode off, to die gloriously she sup-
posed upon the heights of Balaclava. Never was any-
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TO THE LIGHTHOUSE

body at once so ridiculous and so alarming. But so
long as he kept like that, waving, shouting, she was
safe; he would not stand still and look at her pic-
ture. And that was what Lily Briscoe could not
have endured. Even while she looked at the mass, at
the line, at the colour, at Mrs. Ramsay sitting in
the window with James, she kept a feeler on her
surroundings lest some one should creep up, and
suddenly she should find her picture looked at. But
now, with all her senses quickened as they were,
looking, straining, till the colour of the wall and
the jacmanna beyond burnt into her eyes, she was
aware of some one coming out of the house, coming
towards her; but somehow divined, from the foot-
fall, William Bankes, so that though her brush quiv-
ered, she did not, as she would have done had it
been Mr. Tansley, Paul Rayley, Minta Doyle, or
practically anybody else, turn her canvas upon the
grass, but let it stand. William Bankes stood beside
her.

They had rooms in the village, and so, walking in,
walking out, parting late on door-mats, had said
little things about the soup, about the children,
about one thing and another which made them
allies; so that when he stood beside her now in his
judicial way (he was old enough to be her father
too, a botanist, a widower, smelling of soap, very
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a fountain of white water; and then, while one
waited for that, one watched, on the pale semicir-
cular beach, wave after wave shedding again and
again smoothly, a film of mother of pearl.

They both smiled, standing there. They both felt
a common hilarity, excited by the moving waves;
and then by the swift cutting race of a sailing boat,
which, having sliced a curve in the bay, stopped;
shivered; let its sails drop down; and then, with a
natural instinct to complete the picture, after this
swift movement, both of them looked at the dunes
far away, and instead of merriment felt come over
them some sadness—because the thing was com-
pleted partly, and partly because distant views seem
to outlast by a million years (Lily thought) the
gazer and to be communing already with a sky
which beholds an earth entirely at rest.

Looking at the far sand hills, William Bankes
thought of Ramsay: thought of a road in West-
morland, thought of Ramsay striding along a road
by himself hung round with that solitude which
seemed to be his natural air. But this was suddenly
interrupted, William Bankes remembered (and this
must refer to some actual incident), by a hen,
straddling her wings out in protection of a covey
of little chicks, upon which Ramsay, stopping,
pointed his stick and said “Pretty—pretty,” an odd
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illumination in to his heart, Bankes had thought
it, which showed his simplicity, his sympathy
with humble things; but it seemed to him as
if their friendship had ceased, there, on that stretch
of road. After that, Ramsay had married. After
that, what with one thing and another, the pulp
had gone out of their friendship. Whose fault it was
he could not say, only, after a time, repetition had
taken the place of newness. It was to repeat that
they met. But in this dumb colloquy with the sand
dunes he maintained that his affection for Ramsay
had in no way diminished; but there, like the body
of a young man laid up in peat for a century, with
the red fresh on his lips, was his friendship, in its
acuteness and reality, laid up across the bay among
the sandhills.

He was anxious for the sake of this friendship and
perhaps too in order to clear himself in his own mind
from the imputation of having dried and shrunk—
for Ramsay lived in a welter of children, whereas
Bankes was childless and a widower—he was
anxious that Lily Briscoe should not disparage Ram-
say (a great man in his own way) yet should under-
stand how things stood between them. Begun long
years ago, their friendship had petered out on a
Westmorland road, where the hen spread her wings
before her chicks; after which Ramsay had married,
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TO THE LIGHTHOUSE

brought a valet all the way up here; objected to dogs
on chairs; would prose for hours (until Mr. Ramsay
slammed out of the room) about salt in vegetables
and the iniquity of English cooks.

How then did it work out, all this? How did one
judge people, think of them? How did one add up
this and that and conclude that it was liking one felt,
or disliking? And to those words, what meaning at-
tached, after all? Standing now, apparently trans-
fixed, by the pear tree, impressions poured in upon
her of those two men, and to follow her thought was
like following a voice which speaks too quickly to
be taken down by one’s pencil, and the voice was
her own voice saying without prompting undeniable,
everlasting, contradictory things, so that even the
fissures and humps on the bark of the pear tree were
irrevocably fixed there for eternity. You have great-
ness, she continued, but Mr. Ramsay has none of
it. He is petty, selfish, vain, egotistical; he is spoilt;
he is a tyrant; he wears Mrs. Ramsay to death;
but he has what you (she addressed Mr. Bankes)
have not; a fiery unworldliness; he knows nothing
about trifles; he loves dogs and his children. He has
eight. Mr. Bankes has none. Did he not come down
in two coats the other night and let Mrs. Ramsay
trim his hair into a pudding basin? All of this danced

up and down, like a company of gnats, each sep-
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posely; and if he did that, how could she see, was it
too long, was it too short? she asked.

She looked up—what demon possessed him, her
youngest, her cherished?—and saw the room, saw the
chairs, thought them fearfully shabby. Their en-
trails, as Andrew said the other day, were all over
the floor; but then what was the point, she asked, of
buying good chairs to let them spoil up here all
through the winter when the house, with only one old
woman to see to it, positively dripped with wet?
Never mind, the rent was precisely twopence half-
penny; the children loved it; it did her husband good
to be three thousand, or if she must be accurate, three
hundred miles from his libraries and his lectures and
his disciples; and there was room for visitors. Mats,
camp beds, crazy ghosts of chairs and tables whose
London life of service was done—they did well
enough here; and a photograph or two, and books.
Books, she thought, grew of themselves. She never
had time to read them. Alas! even the books that had
been given her and inscribed by the hand of the poet
himself: “For her whose wishes must be obeyed”
« « « “The happier Helen of our days” ... dis-
graceful to say, she had never read them. And
Croom on the Mind and Bates on the Savage Cus-
toms of Polynesia (“My dear, stand still,” she said)
—neither of those could one send to the Lighthouse.
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TO THE LIGHTHOUSE

young man,” Charles Tansley. Tansley had had
to go in and write his dissertation, he said.

“James will have to write Zis dissertation one of
these days,” he added ironically, flicking his sprig.

Hating his father, James brushed away the
tickling spray with which in a manner peculiar. to
him, compound of severity and humour, he teased
his youngest son’s bare leg. ,

She was trying to get these tiresome stockings
finished to send to Sorley’s little boy tomorrow, said
Mrs. Ramsay.

There wasn’t the slightest possible chance that
they could go to the Lighthouse tomorrow, Mr.
Ramsay snapped out irascibly.

How did he know? she asked. The wind often
changed.

The extraordinary irrationality of her remark,
the folly of women’s minds enraged him. He had
ridden through the valley of death, been shat-
tered and shivered; and now, she flew in the face
of facts, made his children hope what was utterly
out of the question, in effect, told lies. He stamped
his foot on the stone step. “Damn you,” he said.
But what had she said? Simply that it might be fine
tomorrow. So it might.

Not with the barometer falling and the wind due
west.

§o























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































