


The Project Gutenberg EBook of Jacob's Room, by V�rg�n�a Woolf

Th�s eBook �s for the use of anyone anywhere at no cost and w�th
almost no restr�ct�ons whatsoever. You may copy �t, g�ve �t away or
re-use �t under the terms of the Project Gutenberg L�cense �ncluded
w�th th�s eBook or onl�ne at www.gutenberg.org

T�tle: Jacob's Room

Author: V�rg�n�a Woolf

Post�ng Date: June 5, 2011 [EBook #5670] Release Date: May,
2004 [Th�s f�le was f�rst posted on August 6, 2002]

Language: Engl�sh

*** START OF THIS PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK JACOB'S
ROOM ***

Produced by Dav�d Moyn�han, Jul�et Sutherland, Charles Franks
and the Onl�ne D�str�buted Proofread�ng Team.

Jacob's Room



VIRGINIA WOOLF



CHAPTER ONE

"So of course," wrote Betty Flanders, press�ng her heels rather
deeper �n the sand, "there was noth�ng for �t but to leave."

Slowly well�ng from the po�nt of her gold n�b, pale blue �nk
d�ssolved the full stop; for there her pen stuck; her eyes f�xed, and
tears slowly f�lled them. The ent�re bay qu�vered; the l�ghthouse
wobbled; and she had the �llus�on that the mast of Mr. Connor's l�ttle
yacht was bend�ng l�ke a wax candle �n the sun. She w�nked qu�ckly.
Acc�dents were awful th�ngs. She w�nked aga�n. The mast was
stra�ght; the waves were regular; the l�ghthouse was upr�ght; but the
blot had spread.

"… noth�ng for �t but to leave," she read.

"Well, �f Jacob doesn't want to play" (the shadow of Archer, her
eldest son, fell across the notepaper and looked blue on the sand,
and she felt ch�lly—�t was the th�rd of September already), "�f Jacob
doesn't want to play"—what a horr�d blot! It must be gett�ng late.

"Where IS that t�resome l�ttle boy?" she sa�d. "I don't see h�m. Run
and f�nd h�m. Tell h�m to come at once." "… but merc�fully," she
scr�bbled, �gnor�ng the full stop, "everyth�ng seems sat�sfactor�ly



arranged, packed though we are l�ke herr�ngs �n a barrel, and forced
to stand the perambulator wh�ch the landlady qu�te naturally won't
allow…."

Such were Betty Flanders's letters to Capta�n Barfoot—many-
paged, tear-sta�ned. Scarborough �s seven hundred m�les from
Cornwall: Capta�n Barfoot �s �n Scarborough: Seabrook �s dead.
Tears made all the dahl�as �n her garden undulate �n red waves and
flashed the glass house �n her eyes, and spangled the k�tchen w�th
br�ght kn�ves, and made Mrs. Jarv�s, the rector's w�fe, th�nk at
church, wh�le the hymn-tune played and Mrs. Flanders bent low over
her l�ttle boys' heads, that marr�age �s a fortress and w�dows stray
sol�tary �n the open f�elds, p�ck�ng up stones, glean�ng a few golden
straws, lonely, unprotected, poor creatures. Mrs. Flanders had been
a w�dow for these two years.

"Ja—cob! Ja—cob!" Archer shouted.

"Scarborough," Mrs. Flanders wrote on the envelope, and dashed
a bold l�ne beneath; �t was her nat�ve town; the hub of the un�verse.
But a stamp? She ferreted �n her bag; then held �t up mouth
downwards; then fumbled �n her lap, all so v�gorously that Charles
Steele �n the Panama hat suspended h�s pa�nt-brush.

L�ke the antennae of some �rr�table �nsect �t pos�t�vely trembled.
Here was that woman mov�ng—actually go�ng to get up—confound
her! He struck the canvas a hasty v�olet-black dab. For the
landscape needed �t. It was too pale—greys flow�ng �nto lavenders,
and one star or a wh�te gull suspended just so—too pale as usual.
The cr�t�cs would say �t was too pale, for he was an unknown man
exh�b�t�ng obscurely, a favour�te w�th h�s landlad�es' ch�ldren, wear�ng



a cross on h�s watch cha�n, and much grat�f�ed �f h�s landlad�es l�ked
h�s p�ctures—wh�ch they often d�d.

"Ja—cob! Ja—cob!" Archer shouted.

Exasperated by the no�se, yet lov�ng ch�ldren, Steele p�cked
nervously at the dark l�ttle co�ls on h�s palette.

"I saw your brother—I saw your brother," he sa�d, nodd�ng h�s
head, as Archer lagged past h�m, tra�l�ng h�s spade, and scowl�ng at
the old gentleman �n spectacles.

"Over there—by the rock," Steele muttered, w�th h�s brush
between h�s teeth, squeez�ng out raw s�enna, and keep�ng h�s eyes
f�xed on Betty Flanders's back.

"Ja—cob! Ja—cob!" shouted Archer, lagg�ng on after a second.

The vo�ce had an extraord�nary sadness. Pure from all body, pure
from all pass�on, go�ng out �nto the world, sol�tary, unanswered,
break�ng aga�nst rocks—so �t sounded.

Steele frowned; but was pleased by the effect of the black—�t was
just THAT note wh�ch brought the rest together. "Ah, one may learn
to pa�nt at f�fty! There's T�t�an…" and so, hav�ng found the r�ght t�nt,
up he looked and saw to h�s horror a cloud over the bay.

Mrs. Flanders rose, slapped her coat th�s s�de and that to get the
sand off, and p�cked up her black parasol.

The rock was one of those tremendously sol�d brown, or rather
black, rocks wh�ch emerge from the sand l�ke someth�ng pr�m�t�ve.
Rough w�th cr�nkled l�mpet shells and sparsely strewn w�th locks of



dry seaweed, a small boy has to stretch h�s legs far apart, and
�ndeed to feel rather hero�c, before he gets to the top.

But there, on the very top, �s a hollow full of water, w�th a sandy
bottom; w�th a blob of jelly stuck to the s�de, and some mussels. A
f�sh darts across. The fr�nge of yellow-brown seaweed flutters, and
out pushes an opal-shelled crab—

"Oh, a huge crab," Jacob murmured—and beg�ns h�s journey on
weakly legs on the sandy bottom. Now! Jacob plunged h�s hand. The
crab was cool and very l�ght. But the water was th�ck w�th sand, and
so, scrambl�ng down, Jacob was about to jump, hold�ng h�s bucket �n
front of h�m, when he saw, stretched ent�rely r�g�d, s�de by s�de, the�r
faces very red, an enormous man and woman.

An enormous man and woman (�t was early-clos�ng day) were
stretched mot�onless, w�th the�r heads on pocket-handkerch�efs, s�de
by s�de, w�th�n a few feet of the sea, wh�le two or three gulls
gracefully sk�rted the �ncom�ng waves, and settled near the�r boots.

The large red faces ly�ng on the bandanna handkerch�efs stared
up at Jacob. Jacob stared down at them. Hold�ng h�s bucket very
carefully, Jacob then jumped del�berately and trotted away very
nonchalantly at f�rst, but faster and faster as the waves came
cream�ng up to h�m and he had to swerve to avo�d them, and the
gulls rose �n front of h�m and floated out and settled aga�n a l�ttle
farther on. A large black woman was s�tt�ng on the sand. He ran
towards her.

"Nanny! Nanny!" he cr�ed, sobb�ng the words out on the crest of
each gasp�ng breath.



The waves came round her. She was a rock. She was covered
w�th the seaweed wh�ch pops when �t �s pressed. He was lost.

There he stood. H�s face composed �tself. He was about to roar
when, ly�ng among the black st�cks and straw under the cl�ff, he saw
a whole skull—perhaps a cow's skull, a skull, perhaps, w�th the teeth
�n �t. Sobb�ng, but absent-m�ndedly, he ran farther and farther away
unt�l he held the skull �n h�s arms.

"There he �s!" cr�ed Mrs. Flanders, com�ng round the rock and
cover�ng the whole space of the beach �n a few seconds. "What has
he got hold of? Put �t down, Jacob! Drop �t th�s moment! Someth�ng
horr�d, I know. Why d�dn't you stay w�th us? Naughty l�ttle boy! Now
put �t down. Now come along both of you," and she swept round,
hold�ng Archer by one hand and fumbl�ng for Jacob's arm w�th the
other. But he ducked down and p�cked up the sheep's jaw, wh�ch
was loose.

Sw�ng�ng her bag, clutch�ng her parasol, hold�ng Archer's hand,
and tell�ng the story of the gunpowder explos�on �n wh�ch poor Mr.
Curnow had lost h�s eye, Mrs. Flanders hurr�ed up the steep lane,
aware all the t�me �n the depths of her m�nd of some bur�ed
d�scomfort.

There on the sand not far from the lovers lay the old sheep's skull
w�thout �ts jaw. Clean, wh�te, w�nd-swept, sand-rubbed, a more
unpolluted p�ece of bone ex�sted nowhere on the coast of Cornwall.
The sea holly would grow through the eye-sockets; �t would turn to
powder, or some golfer, h�tt�ng h�s ball one f�ne day, would d�sperse a
l�ttle dust—No, but not �n lodg�ngs, thought Mrs. Flanders. It's a great
exper�ment com�ng so far w�th young ch�ldren. There's no man to



help w�th the perambulator. And Jacob �s such a handful; so
obst�nate already.

"Throw �t away, dear, do," she sa�d, as they got �nto the road; but
Jacob squ�rmed away from her; and the w�nd r�s�ng, she took out her
bonnet-p�n, looked at the sea, and stuck �t �n afresh. The w�nd was
r�s�ng. The waves showed that uneas�ness, l�ke someth�ng al�ve,
rest�ve, expect�ng the wh�p, of waves before a storm. The f�sh�ng-
boats were lean�ng to the water's br�m. A pale yellow l�ght shot
across the purple sea; and shut. The l�ghthouse was l�t. "Come
along," sa�d Betty Flanders. The sun blazed �n the�r faces and g�lded
the great blackberr�es trembl�ng out from the hedge wh�ch Archer
tr�ed to str�p as they passed.

"Don't lag, boys. You've got noth�ng to change �nto," sa�d Betty,
pull�ng them along, and look�ng w�th uneasy emot�on at the earth
d�splayed so lur�dly, w�th sudden sparks of l�ght from greenhouses �n
gardens, w�th a sort of yellow and black mutab�l�ty, aga�nst th�s
blaz�ng sunset, th�s aston�sh�ng ag�tat�on and v�tal�ty of colour, wh�ch
st�rred Betty Flanders and made her th�nk of respons�b�l�ty and
danger. She gr�pped Archer's hand. On she plodded up the h�ll.

"What d�d I ask you to remember?" she sa�d.

"I don't know," sa�d Archer.

"Well, I don't know e�ther," sa�d Betty, humorously and s�mply, and
who shall deny that th�s blankness of m�nd, when comb�ned w�th
profus�on, mother w�t, old w�ves' tales, haphazard ways, moments of
aston�sh�ng dar�ng, humour, and sent�mental�ty—who shall deny that
�n these respects every woman �s n�cer than any man?



Well, Betty Flanders, to beg�n w�th.

She had her hand upon the garden gate.

"The meat!" she excla�med, str�k�ng the latch down.

She had forgotten the meat.

There was Rebecca at the w�ndow.

The bareness of Mrs. Pearce's front room was fully d�splayed at
ten o'clock at n�ght when a powerful o�l lamp stood on the m�ddle of
the table. The harsh l�ght fell on the garden; cut stra�ght across the
lawn; l�t up a ch�ld's bucket and a purple aster and reached the
hedge. Mrs. Flanders had left her sew�ng on the table. There were
her large reels of wh�te cotton and her steel spectacles; her needle-
case; her brown wool wound round an old postcard. There were the
bulrushes and the Strand magaz�nes; and the l�noleum sandy from
the boys' boots. A daddy-long-legs shot from corner to corner and h�t
the lamp globe. The w�nd blew stra�ght dashes of ra�n across the
w�ndow, wh�ch flashed s�lver as they passed through the l�ght. A
s�ngle leaf tapped hurr�edly, pers�stently, upon the glass. There was a
hurr�cane out at sea.

Archer could not sleep.

Mrs. Flanders stooped over h�m. "Th�nk of the fa�r�es," sa�d Betty
Flanders. "Th�nk of the lovely, lovely b�rds settl�ng down on the�r
nests. Now shut your eyes and see the old mother b�rd w�th a worm
�n her beak. Now turn and shut your eyes," she murmured, "and shut
your eyes."



The lodg�ng-house seemed full of gurgl�ng and rush�ng; the c�stern
overflow�ng; water bubbl�ng and squeak�ng and runn�ng along the
p�pes and stream�ng down the w�ndows.

"What's all that water rush�ng �n?" murmured Archer.

"It's only the bath water runn�ng away," sa�d Mrs. Flanders.

Someth�ng snapped out of doors.

"I say, won't that steamer s�nk?" sa�d Archer, open�ng h�s eyes.

"Of course �t won't," sa�d Mrs. Flanders. "The Capta�n's �n bed long
ago. Shut your eyes, and th�nk of the fa�r�es, fast asleep, under the
flowers."

"I thought he'd never get off—such a hurr�cane," she wh�spered to
Rebecca, who was bend�ng over a sp�r�t-lamp �n the small room next
door.
The w�nd rushed outs�de, but the small flame of the sp�r�t-lamp burnt
qu�etly, shaded from the cot by a book stood on edge.

"D�d he take h�s bottle well?" Mrs. Flanders wh�spered, and
Rebecca nodded and went to the cot and turned down the qu�lt, and
Mrs. Flanders bent over and looked anx�ously at the baby, asleep,
but frown�ng. The w�ndow shook, and Rebecca stole l�ke a cat and
wedged �t.

The two women murmured over the sp�r�t-lamp, plott�ng the eternal
consp�racy of hush and clean bottles wh�le the w�nd raged and gave
a sudden wrench at the cheap fasten�ngs.



Both looked round at the cot. The�r l�ps were pursed. Mrs.
Flanders crossed over to the cot.

"Asleep?" wh�spered Rebecca, look�ng at the cot.

Mrs. Flanders nodded.

"Good-n�ght, Rebecca," Mrs. Flanders murmured, and Rebecca
called her ma'm, though they were consp�rators plott�ng the eternal
consp�racy of hush and clean bottles.

Mrs. Flanders had left the lamp burn�ng �n the front room. There
were her spectacles, her sew�ng; and a letter w�th the Scarborough
postmark. She had not drawn the curta�ns e�ther.

The l�ght blazed out across the patch of grass; fell on the ch�ld's
green bucket w�th the gold l�ne round �t, and upon the aster wh�ch
trembled v�olently bes�de �t. For the w�nd was tear�ng across the
coast, hurl�ng �tself at the h�lls, and leap�ng, �n sudden gusts, on top
of �ts own back. How �t spread over the town �n the hollow! How the
l�ghts seemed to w�nk and qu�ver �n �ts fury, l�ghts �n the harbour,
l�ghts �n bedroom w�ndows h�gh up! And roll�ng dark waves before �t,
�t raced over the Atlant�c, jerk�ng the stars above the sh�ps th�s way
and that.

There was a cl�ck �n the front s�tt�ng-room. Mr. Pearce had
ext�ngu�shed the lamp. The garden went out. It was but a dark patch.
Every �nch was ra�ned upon. Every blade of grass was bent by ra�n.
Eyel�ds would have been fastened down by the ra�n. Ly�ng on one's
back one would have seen noth�ng but muddle and confus�on—
clouds turn�ng and turn�ng, and someth�ng yellow-t�nted and
sulphurous �n the darkness.



The l�ttle boys �n the front bedroom had thrown off the�r blankets
and lay under the sheets. It was hot; rather st�cky and steamy.
Archer lay spread out, w�th one arm str�k�ng across the p�llow. He
was flushed; and when the heavy curta�n blew out a l�ttle he turned
and half-opened h�s eyes. The w�nd actually st�rred the cloth on the
chest of drawers, and let �n a l�ttle l�ght, so that the sharp edge of the
chest of drawers was v�s�ble, runn�ng stra�ght up, unt�l a wh�te shape
bulged out; and a s�lver streak showed �n the look�ng-glass.

In the other bed by the door Jacob lay asleep, fast asleep,
profoundly unconsc�ous. The sheep's jaw w�th the b�g yellow teeth �n
�t lay at h�s feet. He had k�cked �t aga�nst the �ron bed-ra�l.

Outs�de the ra�n poured down more d�rectly and powerfully as the
w�nd fell �n the early hours of the morn�ng. The aster was beaten to
the earth. The ch�ld's bucket was half-full of ra�nwater; and the opal-
shelled crab slowly c�rcled round the bottom, try�ng w�th �ts weakly
legs to cl�mb the steep s�de; try�ng aga�n and fall�ng back, and try�ng
aga�n and aga�n.



CHAPTER TWO

"MRS. FLANDERS"—"Poor Betty Flanders"—"Dear Betty"—"She's
very attract�ve st�ll"—"Odd she don't marry aga�n!" "There's Capta�n
Barfoot to be sure—calls every Wednesday as regular as clockwork,
and never br�ngs h�s w�fe."

"But that's Ellen Barfoot's fault," the lad�es of Scarborough sa�d.
"She don't put herself out for no one."

"A man l�kes to have a son—that we know."

"Some tumours have to be cut; but the sort my mother had you
bear w�th for years and years, and never even have a cup of tea
brought up to you �n bed."

(Mrs. Barfoot was an �nval�d.)

El�zabeth Flanders, of whom th�s and much more than th�s had
been sa�d and would be sa�d, was, of course, a w�dow �n her pr�me.
She was half-way between forty and f�fty. Years and sorrow between
them; the death of Seabrook, her husband; three boys; poverty; a
house on the outsk�rts of Scarborough; her brother, poor Morty's,
downfall and poss�ble dem�se—for where was he? what was he?



Shad�ng her eyes, she looked along the road for Capta�n Barfoot—
yes, there he was, punctual as ever; the attent�ons of the Capta�n—
all r�pened Betty Flanders, enlarged her f�gure, t�nged her face w�th
joll�ty, and flooded her eyes for no reason that any one could see
perhaps three t�mes a day.

True, there's no harm �n cry�ng for one's husband, and the
tombstone, though pla�n, was a sol�d p�ece of work, and on
summer's days when the w�dow brought her boys to stand there one
felt k�ndly towards her. Hats were ra�sed h�gher than usual; w�ves
tugged the�r husbands' arms. Seabrook lay s�x foot beneath, dead
these many years; enclosed �n three shells; the crev�ces sealed w�th
lead, so that, had earth and wood been glass, doubtless h�s very
face lay v�s�ble beneath, the face of a young man wh�skered,
shapely, who had gone out duck-shoot�ng and refused to change h�s
boots.

"Merchant of th�s c�ty," the tombstone sa�d; though why Betty
Flanders had chosen so to call h�m when, as many st�ll remembered,
he had only sat beh�nd an off�ce w�ndow for three months, and
before that had broken horses, r�dden to hounds, farmed a few
f�elds, and run a l�ttle w�ld—well, she had to call h�m someth�ng. An
example for the boys.

Had he, then, been noth�ng? An unanswerable quest�on, s�nce
even �f �t weren't the hab�t of the undertaker to close the eyes, the
l�ght so soon goes out of them. At f�rst, part of herself; now one of a
company, he had merged �n the grass, the slop�ng h�lls�de, the
thousand wh�te stones, some slant�ng, others upr�ght, the decayed
wreaths, the crosses of green t�n, the narrow yellow paths, and the
l�lacs that drooped �n Apr�l, w�th a scent l�ke that of an �nval�d's



bedroom, over the churchyard wall. Seabrook was now all that; and
when, w�th her sk�rt h�tched up, feed�ng the ch�ckens, she heard the
bell for serv�ce or funeral, that was Seabrook's vo�ce—the vo�ce of
the dead.

The rooster had been known to fly on her shoulder and peck her
neck, so that now she carr�ed a st�ck or took one of the ch�ldren w�th
her when she went to feed the fowls.

"Wouldn't you l�ke my kn�fe, mother?" sa�d Archer.

Sound�ng at the same moment as the bell, her son's vo�ce m�xed
l�fe and death �nextr�cably, exh�larat�ngly.

"What a b�g kn�fe for a small boy!" she sa�d. She took �t to please
h�m. Then the rooster flew out of the hen-house, and, shout�ng to
Archer to shut the door �nto the k�tchen garden, Mrs. Flanders set
her meal down, clucked for the hens, went bustl�ng about the
orchard, and was seen from over the way by Mrs. Cranch, who,
beat�ng her mat aga�nst the wall, held �t for a moment suspended
wh�le she observed to Mrs. Page next door that Mrs. Flanders was �n
the orchard w�th the ch�ckens.

Mrs. Page, Mrs. Cranch, and Mrs. Garf�t could see Mrs. Flanders
�n the orchard because the orchard was a p�ece of Dods H�ll
enclosed; and Dods H�ll dom�nated the v�llage. No words can
exaggerate the �mportance of Dods H�ll. It was the earth; the world
aga�nst the sky; the hor�zon of how many glances can best be
computed by those who have l�ved all the�r l�ves �n the same v�llage,
only leav�ng �t once to f�ght �n the Cr�mea, l�ke old George Garf�t,
lean�ng over h�s garden gate smok�ng h�s p�pe. The progress of the



sun was measured by �t; the t�nt of the day la�d aga�nst �t to be
judged.

"Now she's go�ng up the h�ll w�th l�ttle John," sa�d Mrs. Cranch to
Mrs. Garf�t, shak�ng her mat for the last t�me, and bustl�ng �ndoors.
Open�ng the orchard gate, Mrs. Flanders walked to the top of Dods
H�ll, hold�ng John by the hand. Archer and Jacob ran �n front or
lagged beh�nd; but they were �n the Roman fortress when she came
there, and shout�ng out what sh�ps were to be seen �n the bay. For
there was a magn�f�cent v�ew —moors beh�nd, sea �n front, and the
whole of Scarborough from one end to the other la�d out flat l�ke a
puzzle. Mrs. Flanders, who was grow�ng stout, sat down �n the
fortress and looked about her.

The ent�re gamut of the v�ew's changes should have been known
to her; �ts w�nter aspect, spr�ng, summer and autumn; how storms
came up from the sea; how the moors shuddered and br�ghtened as
the clouds went over; she should have noted the red spot where the
v�llas were bu�ld�ng; and the cr�ss-cross of l�nes where the allotments
were cut; and the d�amond flash of l�ttle glass houses �n the sun. Or,
�f deta�ls l�ke these escaped her, she m�ght have let her fancy play
upon the gold t�nt of the sea at sunset, and thought how �t lapped �n
co�ns of gold upon the sh�ngle. L�ttle pleasure boats shoved out �nto
�t; the black arm of the p�er hoarded �t up. The whole c�ty was p�nk
and gold; domed; m�st-wreathed; resonant; str�dent. Banjoes
strummed; the parade smelt of tar wh�ch stuck to the heels; goats
suddenly cantered the�r carr�ages through crowds. It was observed
how well the Corporat�on had la�d out the flower-beds. Somet�mes a
straw hat was blown away. Tul�ps burnt �n the sun. Numbers of
sponge-bag trousers were stretched �n rows. Purple bonnets fr�nged
soft, p�nk, querulous faces on p�llows �n bath cha�rs. Tr�angular



hoard�ngs were wheeled along by men �n wh�te coats. Capta�n
George Boase had caught a monster shark. One s�de of the
tr�angular hoard�ng sa�d so �n red, blue, and yellow letters; and each
l�ne ended w�th three d�fferently coloured notes of exclamat�on.

So that was a reason for go�ng down �nto the Aquar�um, where the
sallow bl�nds, the stale smell of sp�r�ts of salt, the bamboo cha�rs, the
tables w�th ash-trays, the revolv�ng f�sh, the attendant kn�tt�ng beh�nd
s�x or seven chocolate boxes (often she was qu�te alone w�th the f�sh
for hours at a t�me) rema�ned �n the m�nd as part of the monster
shark, he h�mself be�ng only a flabby yellow receptacle, l�ke an
empty Gladstone bag �n a tank. No one had ever been cheered by
the Aquar�um; but the faces of those emerg�ng qu�ckly lost the�r d�m,
ch�lled express�on when they perce�ved that �t was only by stand�ng
�n a queue that one could be adm�tted to the p�er. Once through the
turnst�les, every one walked for a yard or two very br�skly; some
flagged at th�s stall; others at that.

But �t was the band that drew them all to �t f�nally; even the
f�shermen on the lower p�er tak�ng up the�r p�tch w�th�n �ts range.

The band played �n the Moor�sh k�osk. Number n�ne went up on
the board. It was a waltz tune. The pale g�rls, the old w�dow lady, the
three Jews lodg�ng �n the same board�ng-house, the dandy, the
major, the horse-dealer, and the gentleman of �ndependent means,
all wore the same blurred, drugged express�on, and through the
ch�nks �n the planks at the�r feet they could see the green summer
waves, peacefully, am�ably, sway�ng round the �ron p�llars of the p�er.

But there was a t�me when none of th�s had any ex�stence (thought
the young man lean�ng aga�nst the ra�l�ngs). F�x your eyes upon the
lady's sk�rt; the grey one w�ll do—above the p�nk s�lk stock�ngs. It



changes; drapes her ankles—the n�net�es; then �t ampl�f�es—the
sevent�es; now �t's burn�shed red and stretched above a cr�nol�ne—
the s�xt�es; a t�ny black foot wear�ng a wh�te cotton stock�ng peeps
out. St�ll s�tt�ng there? Yes—she's st�ll on the p�er. The s�lk now �s
spr�gged w�th roses, but somehow one no longer sees so clearly.
There's no p�er beneath us. The heavy char�ot may sw�ng along the
turnp�ke road, but there's no p�er for �t to stop at, and how grey and
turbulent the sea �s �n the seventeenth century! Let's to the museum.
Cannon-balls; arrow-heads; Roman glass and a forceps green w�th
verd�gr�s. The Rev. Jaspar Floyd dug them up at h�s own expense
early �n the fort�es �n the Roman camp on Dods H�ll—see the l�ttle
t�cket w�th the faded wr�t�ng on �t.

And now, what's the next th�ng to see �n Scarborough?

Mrs. Flanders sat on the ra�sed c�rcle of the Roman camp,
patch�ng Jacob's breeches; only look�ng up as she sucked the end of
her cotton, or when some �nsect dashed at her, boomed �n her ear,
and was gone.

John kept trott�ng up and slapp�ng down �n her lap grass or dead
leaves wh�ch he called "tea," and she arranged them method�cally
but absent-m�ndedly, lay�ng the flowery heads of the grasses
together, th�nk�ng how Archer had been awake aga�n last n�ght; the
church clock was ten or th�rteen m�nutes fast; she w�shed she could
buy Garf�t's acre.

"That's an orch�d leaf, Johnny. Look at the l�ttle brown spots.
Come, my dear. We must go home. Ar-cher! Ja-cob!"

"Ar-cher! Ja-cob!" Johnny p�ped after her, p�vot�ng round on h�s
heel, and strew�ng the grass and leaves �n h�s hands as �f he were



sow�ng seed. Archer and Jacob jumped up from beh�nd the mound
where they had been crouch�ng w�th the �ntent�on of spr�ng�ng upon
the�r mother unexpectedly, and they all began to walk slowly home.

"Who �s that?" sa�d Mrs. Flanders, shad�ng her eyes.

"That old man �n the road?" sa�d Archer, look�ng below.

"He's not an old man," sa�d Mrs. Flanders. "He's—no, he's not—I
thought �t was the Capta�n, but �t's Mr. Floyd. Come along, boys."

"Oh, bother Mr. Floyd!" sa�d Jacob, sw�tch�ng off a th�stle's head,
for he knew already that Mr. Floyd was go�ng to teach them Lat�n, as
�ndeed he d�d for three years �n h�s spare t�me, out of k�ndness, for
there was no other gentleman �n the ne�ghbourhood whom Mrs.
Flanders could have asked to do such a th�ng, and the elder boys
were gett�ng beyond her, and must be got ready for school, and �t
was more than most clergymen would have done, com�ng round
after tea, or hav�ng them �n h�s own room —as he could f�t �t �n—for
the par�sh was a very large one, and Mr. Floyd, l�ke h�s father before
h�m, v�s�ted cottages m�les away on the moors, and, l�ke old Mr.
Floyd, was a great scholar, wh�ch made �t so unl�kely—she had
never dreamt of such a th�ng. Ought she to have guessed? But let
alone be�ng a scholar he was e�ght years younger than she was. She
knew h�s mother—old Mrs. Floyd. She had tea there. And �t was that
very even�ng when she came back from hav�ng tea w�th old Mrs.
Floyd that she found the note �n the hall and took �t �nto the k�tchen
w�th her when she went to g�ve Rebecca the f�sh, th�nk�ng �t must be
someth�ng about the boys.

"Mr. Floyd brought �t h�mself, d�d he?—I th�nk the cheese must be
�n the parcel �n the hall—oh, �n the hall—" for she was read�ng. No, �t



was not about the boys.

"Yes, enough for f�sh-cakes to-morrow certa�nly—Perhaps Capta�n
Barfoot—" she had come to the word "love." She went �nto the
garden and read, lean�ng aga�nst the walnut tree to steady herself.
Up and down went her breast. Seabrook came so v�v�dly before her.
She shook her head and was look�ng through her tears at the l�ttle
sh�ft�ng leaves aga�nst the yellow sky when three geese, half-
runn�ng, half-fly�ng, scuttled across the lawn w�th Johnny beh�nd
them, brand�sh�ng a st�ck.

Mrs. Flanders flushed w�th anger.

"How many t�mes have I told you?" she cr�ed, and se�zed h�m and
snatched h�s st�ck away from h�m.

"But they'd escaped!" he cr�ed, struggl�ng to get free.

"You're a very naughty boy. If I've told you once, I've told you a
thousand t�mes. I won't have you chas�ng the geese!" she sa�d, and
crumpl�ng Mr. Floyd's letter �n her hand, she held Johnny fast and
herded the geese back �nto the orchard.

"How could I th�nk of marr�age!" she sa�d to herself b�tterly, as she
fastened the gate w�th a p�ece of w�re. She had always d�sl�ked red
ha�r �n men, she thought, th�nk�ng of Mr. Floyd's appearance, that
n�ght when the boys had gone to bed. And push�ng her work-box
away, she drew the blott�ng-paper towards her, and read Mr. Floyd's
letter aga�n, and her breast went up and down when she came to the
word "love," but not so fast th�s t�me, for she saw Johnny chas�ng the
geese, and knew that �t was �mposs�ble for her to marry any one—let



alone Mr. Floyd, who was so much younger than she was, but what
a n�ce man—and such a scholar too.

"Dear Mr. Floyd," she wrote.—"D�d I forget about the cheese?" she
wondered, lay�ng down her pen. No, she had told Rebecca that the
cheese was �n the hall. "I am much surpr�sed…" she wrote.

But the letter wh�ch Mr. Floyd found on the table when he got up
early next morn�ng d�d not beg�n "I am much surpr�sed," and �t was
such a motherly, respectful, �nconsequent, regretful letter that he
kept �t for many years; long after h�s marr�age w�th M�ss W�mbush, of
Andover; long after he had left the v�llage. For he asked for a par�sh
�n Sheff�eld, wh�ch was g�ven h�m; and, send�ng for Archer, Jacob,
and John to say good-bye, he told them to choose whatever they
l�ked �n h�s study to remember h�m by. Archer chose a paper-kn�fe,
because he d�d not l�ke to choose anyth�ng too good; Jacob chose
the works of Byron �n one volume; John, who was st�ll too young to
make a proper cho�ce, chose Mr. Floyd's k�tten, wh�ch h�s brothers
thought an absurd cho�ce, but Mr. Floyd upheld h�m when he sa�d: "It
has fur l�ke you." Then Mr. Floyd spoke about the K�ng's Navy (to
wh�ch Archer was go�ng); and about Rugby (to wh�ch Jacob was
go�ng); and next day he rece�ved a s�lver salver and went—f�rst to
Sheff�eld, where he met M�ss W�mbush, who was on a v�s�t to her
uncle, then to Hackney—then to Maresf�eld House, of wh�ch he
became the pr�nc�pal, and f�nally, becom�ng ed�tor of a well-known
ser�es of Eccles�ast�cal B�ograph�es, he ret�red to Hampstead w�th h�s
w�fe and daughter, and �s often to be seen feed�ng the ducks on Leg
of Mutton Pond. As for Mrs. Flanders's letter—when he looked for �t
the other day he could not f�nd �t, and d�d not l�ke to ask h�s w�fe
whether she had put �t away. Meet�ng Jacob �n P�ccad�lly lately, he



recogn�zed h�m after three seconds. But Jacob had grown such a
f�ne young man that Mr. Floyd d�d not l�ke to stop h�m �n the street.

"Dear me," sa�d Mrs. Flanders, when she read �n the Scarborough
and
Harrogate Cour�er that the Rev. Andrew Floyd, etc., etc., had been
made
Pr�nc�pal of Maresf�eld House, "that must be our Mr. Floyd."

A sl�ght gloom fell upon the table. Jacob was help�ng h�mself to
jam; the postman was talk�ng to Rebecca �n the k�tchen; there was a
bee humm�ng at the yellow flower wh�ch nodded at the open w�ndow.
They were all al�ve, that �s to say, wh�le poor Mr. Floyd was
becom�ng Pr�nc�pal of Maresf�eld House.

Mrs. Flanders got up and went over to the fender and stroked
Topaz on the neck beh�nd the ears.

"Poor Topaz," she sa�d (for Mr. Floyd's k�tten was now a very old
cat, a l�ttle mangy beh�nd the ears, and one of these days would
have to be k�lled).

"Poor old Topaz," sa�d Mrs. Flanders, as he stretched h�mself out
�n the sun, and she sm�led, th�nk�ng how she had had h�m gelded,
and how she d�d not l�ke red ha�r �n men. Sm�l�ng, she went �nto the
k�tchen.

Jacob drew rather a d�rty pocket-handkerch�ef across h�s face. He
went upsta�rs to h�s room.

The stag-beetle d�es slowly (�t was John who collected the
beetles). Even on the second day �ts legs were supple. But the



butterfl�es were dead. A wh�ff of rotten eggs had vanqu�shed the pale
clouded yellows wh�ch came pelt�ng across the orchard and up Dods
H�ll and away on to the moor, now lost beh�nd a furze bush, then off
aga�n helter-skelter �n a bro�l�ng sun. A fr�t�llary basked on a wh�te
stone �n the Roman camp. From the valley came the sound of
church bells. They were all eat�ng roast beef �n Scarborough; for �t
was Sunday when Jacob caught the pale clouded yellows �n the
clover f�eld, e�ght m�les from home.

Rebecca had caught the death's-head moth �n the k�tchen.

A strong smell of camphor came from the butterfly boxes.

M�xed w�th the smell of camphor was the unm�stakable smell of
seaweed.
Tawny r�bbons hung on the door. The sun beat stra�ght upon them.

The upper w�ngs of the moth wh�ch Jacob held were undoubtedly
marked w�th k�dney-shaped spots of a fulvous hue. But there was no
crescent upon the underw�ng. The tree had fallen the n�ght he caught
�t. There had been a volley of p�stol-shots suddenly �n the depths of
the wood. And h�s mother had taken h�m for a burglar when he came
home late. The only one of her sons who never obeyed her, she
sa�d.

Morr�s called �t "an extremely local �nsect found �n damp or marshy
places." But Morr�s �s somet�mes wrong. Somet�mes Jacob, choos�ng
a very f�ne pen, made a correct�on �n the marg�n.

The tree had fallen, though �t was a w�ndless n�ght, and the
lantern, stood upon the ground, had l�t up the st�ll green leaves and
the dead beech leaves. It was a dry place. A toad was there. And the



red underw�ng had c�rcled round the l�ght and flashed and gone. The
red underw�ng had never come back, though Jacob had wa�ted. It
was after twelve when he crossed the lawn and saw h�s mother �n
the br�ght room, play�ng pat�ence, s�tt�ng up.

"How you fr�ghtened me!" she had cr�ed. She thought someth�ng
dreadful had happened. And he woke Rebecca, who had to be up so
early.

There he stood pale, come out of the depths of darkness, �n the
hot room, bl�nk�ng at the l�ght.

No, �t could not be a straw-bordered underw�ng.

The mow�ng-mach�ne always wanted o�l�ng. Barnet turned �t under
Jacob's w�ndow, and �t creaked—creaked, and rattled across the
lawn and creaked aga�n.

Now �t was cloud�ng over.

Back came the sun, dazzl�ngly.

It fell l�ke an eye upon the st�rrups, and then suddenly and yet very
gently rested upon the bed, upon the alarum clock, and upon the
butterfly box stood open. The pale clouded yellows had pelted over
the moor; they had z�gzagged across the purple clover. The fr�t�llar�es
flaunted along the hedgerows. The blues settled on l�ttle bones ly�ng
on the turf w�th the sun beat�ng on them, and the pa�nted lad�es and
the peacocks feasted upon bloody entra�ls dropped by a hawk. M�les
away from home, �n a hollow among teasles beneath a ru�n, he had
found the commas. He had seen a wh�te adm�ral c�rcl�ng h�gher and
h�gher round an oak tree, but he had never caught �t. An old cottage



woman l�v�ng alone, h�gh up, had told h�m of a purple butterfly wh�ch
came every summer to her garden. The fox cubs played �n the gorse
�n the early morn�ng, she told h�m. And �f you looked out at dawn you
could always see two badgers. Somet�mes they knocked each other
over l�ke two boys f�ght�ng, she sa�d.

"You won't go far th�s afternoon, Jacob," sa�d h�s mother, popp�ng
her head �n at the door, "for the Capta�n's com�ng to say good-bye." It
was the last day of the Easter hol�days.

Wednesday was Capta�n Barfoot's day. He dressed h�mself very
neatly �n blue serge, took h�s rubber-shod st�ck—for he was lame
and wanted two f�ngers on the left hand, hav�ng served h�s country—
and set out from the house w�th the flagstaff prec�sely at four o'clock
�n the afternoon.

At three Mr. D�ckens, the bath-cha�r man, had called for Mrs.
Barfoot.

"Move me," she would say to Mr. D�ckens, after s�tt�ng on the
esplanade for f�fteen m�nutes. And aga�n, "That'll do, thank you, Mr.
D�ckens." At the f�rst command he would seek the sun; at the second
he would stay the cha�r there �n the br�ght str�p.

An old �nhab�tant h�mself, he had much �n common w�th Mrs.
Barfoot—James Coppard's daughter. The dr�nk�ng-founta�n, where
West Street jo�ns Broad Street, �s the g�ft of James Coppard, who
was mayor at the t�me of Queen V�ctor�a's jub�lee, and Coppard �s
pa�nted upon mun�c�pal water�ng-carts and over shop w�ndows, and
upon the z�nc bl�nds of sol�c�tors' consult�ng-room w�ndows. But Ellen
Barfoot never v�s�ted the Aquar�um (though she had known Capta�n
Boase who had caught the shark qu�te well), and when the men



came by w�th the posters she eyed them superc�l�ously, for she knew
that she would never see the P�errots, or the brothers Zeno, or Da�sy
Budd and her troupe of perform�ng seals. For Ellen Barfoot �n her
bath-cha�r on the esplanade was a pr�soner—c�v�l�zat�on's pr�soner—
all the bars of her cage fall�ng across the esplanade on sunny days
when the town hall, the drapery stores, the sw�mm�ng-bath, and the
memor�al hall str�ped the ground w�th shadow.

An old �nhab�tant h�mself, Mr. D�ckens would stand a l�ttle beh�nd
her, smok�ng h�s p�pe. She would ask h�m quest�ons—who people
were—who now kept Mr. Jones's shop—then about the season—
and had Mrs. D�ckens tr�ed, whatever �t m�ght be—the words �ssu�ng
from her l�ps l�ke crumbs of dry b�scu�t.

She closed her eyes. Mr. D�ckens took a turn. The feel�ngs of a
man had not altogether deserted h�m, though as you saw h�m
com�ng towards you, you not�ced how one knobbed black boot
swung tremulously �n front of the other; how there was a shadow
between h�s wa�stcoat and h�s trousers; how he leant forward
unstead�ly, l�ke an old horse who f�nds h�mself suddenly out of the
shafts draw�ng no cart. But as Mr. D�ckens sucked �n the smoke and
puffed �t out aga�n, the feel�ngs of a man were percept�ble �n h�s
eyes. He was th�nk�ng how Capta�n Barfoot was now on h�s way to
Mount Pleasant; Capta�n Barfoot, h�s master. For at home �n the l�ttle
s�tt�ng-room above the mews, w�th the canary �n the w�ndow, and the
g�rls at the sew�ng-mach�ne, and Mrs. D�ckens huddled up w�th the
rheumat�cs—at home where he was made l�ttle of, the thought of
be�ng �n the employ of Capta�n Barfoot supported h�m. He l�ked to
th�nk that wh�le he chatted w�th Mrs. Barfoot on the front, he helped
the Capta�n on h�s way to Mrs. Flanders. He, a man, was �n charge
of Mrs. Barfoot, a woman.



Turn�ng, he saw that she was chatt�ng w�th Mrs. Rogers. Turn�ng
aga�n, he saw that Mrs. Rogers had moved on. So he came back to
the bath-cha�r, and Mrs. Barfoot asked h�m the t�me, and he took out
h�s great s�lver watch and told her the t�me very obl�g�ngly, as �f he
knew a great deal more about the t�me and everyth�ng than she d�d.
But Mrs. Barfoot knew that Capta�n Barfoot was on h�s way to Mrs.
Flanders.

Indeed he was well on h�s way there, hav�ng left the tram, and
see�ng Dods H�ll to the south-east, green aga�nst a blue sky that was
suffused w�th dust colour on the hor�zon. He was march�ng up the
h�ll. In sp�te of h�s lameness there was someth�ng m�l�tary �n h�s
approach. Mrs. Jarv�s, as she came out of the Rectory gate, saw h�m
com�ng, and her Newfoundland dog, Nero, slowly swept h�s ta�l from
s�de to s�de.

"Oh, Capta�n Barfoot!" Mrs. Jarv�s excla�med.

"Good-day, Mrs. Jarv�s," sa�d the Capta�n.

They walked on together, and when they reached Mrs. Flanders's
gate Capta�n Barfoot took off h�s tweed cap, and sa�d, bow�ng very
courteously:

"Good-day to you, Mrs. Jarv�s."

And Mrs. Jarv�s walked on alone.

She was go�ng to walk on the moor. Had she aga�n been pac�ng
her lawn late at n�ght? Had she aga�n tapped on the study w�ndow
and cr�ed: "Look at the moon, look at the moon, Herbert!"

And Herbert looked at the moon.



Mrs. Jarv�s walked on the moor when she was unhappy, go�ng as
far as a certa�n saucer-shaped hollow, though she always meant to
go to a more d�stant r�dge; and there she sat down, and took out the
l�ttle book h�dden beneath her cloak and read a few l�nes of poetry,
and looked about her. She was not very unhappy, and, see�ng that
she was forty-f�ve, never perhaps would be very unhappy,
desperately unhappy that �s, and leave her husband, and ru�n a good
man's career, as she somet�mes threatened.

St�ll there �s no need to say what r�sks a clergyman's w�fe runs
when she walks on the moor. Short, dark, w�th k�ndl�ng eyes, a
pheasant's feather �n her hat, Mrs. Jarv�s was just the sort of woman
to lose her fa�th upon the moors—to confound her God w�th the
un�versal that �s—but she d�d not lose her fa�th, d�d not leave her
husband, never read her poem through, and went on walk�ng the
moors, look�ng at the moon beh�nd the elm trees, and feel�ng as she
sat on the grass h�gh above Scarborough… Yes, yes, when the lark
soars; when the sheep, mov�ng a step or two onwards, crop the turf,
and at the same t�me set the�r bells t�nkl�ng; when the breeze f�rst
blows, then d�es down, leav�ng the cheek k�ssed; when the sh�ps on
the sea below seem to cross each other and pass on as �f drawn by
an �nv�s�ble hand; when there are d�stant concuss�ons �n the a�r and
phantom horsemen gallop�ng, ceas�ng; when the hor�zon sw�ms
blue, green, emot�onal—then Mrs. Jarv�s, heav�ng a s�gh, th�nks to
herself, "If only some one could g�ve me… �f I could g�ve some
one…." But she does not know what she wants to g�ve, nor who
could g�ve �t her.

"Mrs. Flanders stepped out only f�ve m�nutes ago, Capta�n," sa�d
Rebecca. Capta�n Barfoot sat h�m down �n the arm-cha�r to wa�t.
Rest�ng h�s elbows on the arms, putt�ng one hand over the other,



st�ck�ng h�s lame leg stra�ght out, and plac�ng the st�ck w�th the
rubber ferrule bes�de �t, he sat perfectly st�ll. There was someth�ng
r�g�d about h�m. D�d he th�nk? Probably the same thoughts aga�n and
aga�n. But were they "n�ce" thoughts, �nterest�ng thoughts? He was a
man w�th a temper; tenac�ous, fa�thful. Women would have felt,
"Here �s law. Here �s order. Therefore we must cher�sh th�s man. He
�s on the Br�dge at n�ght," and, hand�ng h�m h�s cup, or whatever �t
m�ght be, would run on to v�s�ons of sh�pwreck and d�saster, �n wh�ch
all the passengers come tumbl�ng from the�r cab�ns, and there �s the
capta�n, buttoned �n h�s pea-jacket, matched w�th the storm,
vanqu�shed by �t but by none other. "Yet I have a soul," Mrs. Jarv�s
would beth�nk her, as Capta�n Barfoot suddenly blew h�s nose �n a
great red bandanna handkerch�ef, "and �t's the man's stup�d�ty that's
the cause of th�s, and the storm's my storm as well as h�s"… so Mrs.
Jarv�s would beth�nk her when the Capta�n dropped �n to see them
and found Herbert out, and spent two or three hours, almost s�lent,
s�tt�ng �n the arm-cha�r. But Betty Flanders thought noth�ng of the
k�nd.

"Oh, Capta�n," sa�d Mrs. Flanders, burst�ng �nto the draw�ng-room,
"I had to run after Barker's man… I hope Rebecca… I hope Jacob…"

She was very much out of breath, yet not at all upset, and as she
put down the hearth-brush wh�ch she had bought of the o�l-man, she
sa�d �t was hot, flung the w�ndow further open, stra�ghtened a cover,
p�cked up a book, as �f she were very conf�dent, very fond of the
Capta�n, and a great many years younger than he was. Indeed, �n
her blue apron she d�d not look more than th�rty-f�ve. He was well
over f�fty.



She moved her hands about the table; the Capta�n moved h�s
head from s�de to s�de, and made l�ttle sounds, as Betty went on
chatter�ng, completely at h�s ease—after twenty years.

"Well," he sa�d at length, "I've heard from Mr. Polegate."

He had heard from Mr. Polegate that he could adv�se noth�ng
better than to send a boy to one of the un�vers�t�es.

"Mr. Floyd was at Cambr�dge… no, at Oxford… well, at one or the
other," sa�d Mrs. Flanders.

She looked out of the w�ndow. L�ttle w�ndows, and the l�lac and
green of the garden were reflected �n her eyes.

"Archer �s do�ng very well," she sa�d. "I have a very n�ce report
from
Capta�n Maxwell."

"I w�ll leave you the letter to show Jacob," sa�d the Capta�n, putt�ng
�t clums�ly back �n �ts envelope.

"Jacob �s after h�s butterfl�es as usual," sa�d Mrs. Flanders �rr�tably,
but was surpr�sed by a sudden afterthought, "Cr�cket beg�ns th�s
week, of course."

"Edward Jenk�nson has handed �n h�s res�gnat�on," sa�d Capta�n
Barfoot.

"Then you w�ll stand for the Counc�l?" Mrs. Flanders excla�med,
look�ng the Capta�n full �n the face.



"Well, about that," Capta�n Barfoot began, settl�ng h�mself rather
deeper �n h�s cha�r.

Jacob Flanders, therefore, went up to Cambr�dge �n October,
1906.



CHAPTER THREE

"Th�s �s not a smok�ng-carr�age," Mrs. Norman protested, nervously
but very feebly, as the door swung open and a powerfully bu�lt young
man jumped �n. He seemed not to hear her. The tra�n d�d not stop
before �t reached Cambr�dge, and here she was shut up alone, �n a
ra�lway carr�age, w�th a young man.

She touched the spr�ng of her dress�ng-case, and ascerta�ned that
the scent-bottle and a novel from Mud�e's were both handy (the
young man was stand�ng up w�th h�s back to her, putt�ng h�s bag �n
the rack). She would throw the scent-bottle w�th her r�ght hand, she
dec�ded, and tug the commun�cat�on cord w�th her left. She was f�fty
years of age, and had a son at college. Nevertheless, �t �s a fact that
men are dangerous. She read half a column of her newspaper; then
stealth�ly looked over the edge to dec�de the quest�on of safety by
the �nfall�ble test of appearance…. She would l�ke to offer h�m her
paper. But do young men read the Morn�ng Post? She looked to see
what he was read�ng—the Da�ly Telegraph.

Tak�ng note of socks (loose), of t�e (shabby), she once more
reached h�s face. She dwelt upon h�s mouth. The l�ps were shut. The
eyes bent down, s�nce he was read�ng. All was f�rm, yet youthful,



�nd�fferent, unconsc�ous—as for knock�ng one down! No, no, no! She
looked out of the w�ndow, sm�l�ng sl�ghtly now, and then came back
aga�n, for he d�dn't not�ce her. Grave, unconsc�ous… now he looked
up, past her… he seemed so out of place, somehow, alone w�th an
elderly lady… then he f�xed h�s eyes—wh�ch were blue—on the
landscape. He had not real�zed her presence, she thought. Yet �t was
none of HER fault that th�s was not a smok�ng-carr�age—�f that was
what he meant.

Nobody sees any one as he �s, let alone an elderly lady s�tt�ng
oppos�te a strange young man �n a ra�lway carr�age. They see a
whole—they see all sorts of th�ngs—they see themselves…. Mrs.
Norman now read three pages of one of Mr. Norr�s's novels. Should
she say to the young man (and after all he was just the same age as
her own boy): "If you want to smoke, don't m�nd me"? No: he
seemed absolutely �nd�fferent to her presence… she d�d not w�sh to
�nterrupt.

But s�nce, even at her age, she noted h�s �nd�fference, presumably
he was �n some way or other—to her at least—n�ce, handsome,
�nterest�ng, d�st�ngu�shed, well bu�lt, l�ke her own boy? One must do
the best one can w�th her report. Anyhow, th�s was Jacob Flanders,
aged n�neteen. It �s no use try�ng to sum people up. One must follow
h�nts, not exactly what �s sa�d, nor yet ent�rely what �s done—for
�nstance, when the tra�n drew �nto the stat�on, Mr. Flanders burst
open the door, and put the lady's dress�ng-case out for her, say�ng,
or rather mumbl�ng: "Let me" very shyly; �ndeed he was rather
clumsy about �t.

"Who…" sa�d the lady, meet�ng her son; but as there was a great
crowd on the platform and Jacob had already gone, she d�d not



f�n�sh her sentence. As th�s was Cambr�dge, as she was stay�ng
there for the week-end, as she saw noth�ng but young men all day
long, �n streets and round tables, th�s s�ght of her fellow-traveller was
completely lost �n her m�nd, as the crooked p�n dropped by a ch�ld
�nto the w�sh�ng-well tw�rls �n the water and d�sappears for ever.

They say the sky �s the same everywhere. Travellers, the
sh�pwrecked, ex�les, and the dy�ng draw comfort from the thought,
and no doubt �f you are of a myst�cal tendency, consolat�on, and
even explanat�on, shower down from the unbroken surface. But
above Cambr�dge—anyhow above the roof of K�ng's College Chapel
—there �s a d�fference. Out at sea a great c�ty w�ll cast a br�ghtness
�nto the n�ght. Is �t fanc�ful to suppose the sky, washed �nto the
crev�ces of K�ng's College Chapel, l�ghter, th�nner, more sparkl�ng
than the sky elsewhere? Does Cambr�dge burn not only �nto the
n�ght, but �nto the day?

Look, as they pass �nto serv�ce, how a�r�ly the gowns blow out, as
though noth�ng dense and corporeal were w�th�n. What sculptured
faces, what certa�nty, author�ty controlled by p�ety, although great
boots march under the gowns. In what orderly process�on they
advance. Th�ck wax candles stand upr�ght; young men r�se �n wh�te
gowns; wh�le the subserv�ent eagle bears up for �nspect�on the great
wh�te book.

An �ncl�ned plane of l�ght comes accurately through each w�ndow,
purple and yellow even �n �ts most d�ffused dust, wh�le, where �t
breaks upon stone, that stone �s softly chalked red, yellow, and
purple. Ne�ther snow nor greenery, w�nter nor summer, has power
over the old sta�ned glass. As the s�des of a lantern protect the flame
so that �t burns steady even �n the w�ldest n�ght—burns steady and



gravely �llum�nes the tree-trunks—so �ns�de the Chapel all was
orderly. Gravely sounded the vo�ces; w�sely the organ repl�ed, as �f
buttress�ng human fa�th w�th the assent of the elements. The wh�te-
robed f�gures crossed from s�de to s�de; now mounted steps, now
descended, all very orderly.

… If you stand a lantern under a tree every �nsect �n the forest
creeps up to �t—a cur�ous assembly, s�nce though they scramble and
sw�ng and knock the�r heads aga�nst the glass, they seem to have no
purpose—someth�ng senseless �nsp�res them. One gets t�red of
watch�ng them, as they amble round the lantern and bl�ndly tap as �f
for adm�ttance, one large toad be�ng the most besotted of any and
shoulder�ng h�s way through the rest. Ah, but what's that? A terr�fy�ng
volley of p�stol-shots r�ngs out—cracks sharply; r�pples spread—
s�lence laps smooth over sound. A tree—a tree has fallen, a sort of
death �n the forest. After that, the w�nd �n the trees sounds
melancholy.

But th�s serv�ce �n K�ng's College Chapel—why allow women to
take part �n �t? Surely, �f the m�nd wanders (and Jacob looked
extraord�nar�ly vacant, h�s head thrown back, h�s hymn-book open at
the wrong place), �f the m�nd wanders �t �s because several hat
shops and cupboards upon cupboards of coloured dresses are
d�splayed upon rush-bottomed cha�rs. Though heads and bod�es
may be devout enough, one has a sense of �nd�v�duals—some l�ke
blue, others brown; some feathers, others pans�es and forget-me-
nots. No one would th�nk of br�ng�ng a dog �nto church. For though a
dog �s all very well on a gravel path, and shows no d�srespect to
flowers, the way he wanders down an a�sle, look�ng, l�ft�ng a paw,
and approach�ng a p�llar w�th a purpose that makes the blood run
cold w�th horror (should you be one of a congregat�on—alone,



shyness �s out of the quest�on), a dog destroys the serv�ce
completely. So do these women—though separately devout,
d�st�ngu�shed, and vouched for by the theology, mathemat�cs, Lat�n,
and Greek of the�r husbands. Heaven knows why �t �s. For one th�ng,
thought Jacob, they're as ugly as s�n.

Now there was a scrap�ng and murmur�ng. He caught T�mmy
Durrant's eye; looked very sternly at h�m; and then, very solemnly,
w�nked.

"Waverley," the v�lla on the road to G�rton was called, not that Mr.
Plumer adm�red Scott or would have chosen any name at all, but
names are useful when you have to enterta�n undergraduates, and
as they sat wa�t�ng for the fourth undergraduate, on Sunday at lunch-
t�me, there was talk of names upon gates.

"How t�resome," Mrs. Plumer �nterrupted �mpuls�vely. "Does
anybody know
Mr. Flanders?"

Mr. Durrant knew h�m; and therefore blushed sl�ghtly, and sa�d,
awkwardly, someth�ng about be�ng sure—look�ng at Mr. Plumer and
h�tch�ng the r�ght leg of h�s trouser as he spoke. Mr. Plumer got up
and stood �n front of the f�replace. Mrs. Plumer laughed l�ke a
stra�ghtforward fr�endly fellow. In short, anyth�ng more horr�ble than
the scene, the sett�ng, the prospect, even the May garden be�ng
affl�cted w�th ch�ll ster�l�ty and a cloud choos�ng that moment to cross
the sun, cannot be �mag�ned. There was the garden, of course.
Every one at the same moment looked at �t. Ow�ng to the cloud, the
leaves ruffled grey, and the sparrows—there were two sparrows.



"I th�nk," sa�d Mrs. Plumer, tak�ng advantage of the momentary
resp�te, wh�le the young men stared at the garden, to look at her
husband, and he, not accept�ng full respons�b�l�ty for the act,
nevertheless touched the bell.

There can be no excuse for th�s outrage upon one hour of human
l�fe, save the reflect�on wh�ch occurred to Mr. Plumer as he carved
the mutton, that �f no don ever gave a luncheon party, �f Sunday after
Sunday passed, �f men went down, became lawyers, doctors,
members of Parl�ament, bus�ness men—�f no don ever gave a
luncheon party—

"Now, does lamb make the m�nt sauce, or m�nt sauce make the
lamb?" he asked the young man next h�m, to break a s�lence wh�ch
had already lasted f�ve m�nutes and a half.

"I don't know, s�r," sa�d the young man, blush�ng very v�v�dly.

At th�s moment �n came Mr. Flanders. He had m�staken the t�me.

Now, though they had f�n�shed the�r meat, Mrs. Plumer took a
second help�ng of cabbage. Jacob determ�ned, of course, that he
would eat h�s meat �n the t�me �t took her to f�n�sh her cabbage,
look�ng once or tw�ce to measure h�s speed—only he was �nfernally
hungry. See�ng th�s, Mrs. Plumer sa�d that she was sure Mr. Flanders
would not m�nd—and the tart was brought �n. Nodd�ng �n a pecul�ar
way, she d�rected the ma�d to g�ve Mr. Flanders a second help�ng of
mutton. She glanced at the mutton. Not much of the leg would be left
for luncheon.

It was none of her fault—s�nce how could she control her father
begett�ng her forty years ago �n the suburbs of Manchester? and



once begotten, how could she do other than grow up cheese-par�ng,
amb�t�ous, w�th an �nst�nct�vely accurate not�on of the rungs of the
ladder and an ant-l�ke ass�du�ty �n push�ng George Plumer ahead of
her to the top of the ladder? What was at the top of the ladder? A
sense that all the rungs were beneath one apparently; s�nce by the
t�me that George Plumer became Professor of Phys�cs, or whatever
�t m�ght be, Mrs. Plumer could only be �n a cond�t�on to cl�ng t�ght to
her em�nence, peer down at the ground, and goad her two pla�n
daughters to cl�mb the rungs of the ladder.

"I was down at the races yesterday," she sa�d, "w�th my two l�ttle
g�rls."

It was none of THEIR fault e�ther. In they came to the draw�ng-
room, �n wh�te frocks and blue sashes. They handed the c�garettes.
Rhoda had �nher�ted her father's cold grey eyes. Cold grey eyes
George Plumer had, but �n them was an abstract l�ght. He could talk
about Pers�a and the Trade w�nds, the Reform B�ll and the cycle of
the harvests. Books were on h�s shelves by Wells and Shaw; on the
table ser�ous s�x-penny weekl�es wr�tten by pale men �n muddy boots
—the weekly creak and screech of bra�ns r�nsed �n cold water and
wrung dry—melancholy papers.

"I don't feel that I know the truth about anyth�ng t�ll I've read them
both!" sa�d Mrs. Plumer br�ghtly, tapp�ng the table of contents w�th
her bare red hand, upon wh�ch the r�ng looked so �ncongruous.

"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" excla�med Jacob, as the four
undergraduates left the house. "Oh, my God!"

"Bloody beastly!" he sa�d, scann�ng the street for l�lac or b�cycle—
anyth�ng to restore h�s sense of freedom.



"Bloody beastly," he sa�d to T�mmy Durrant, summ�ng up h�s
d�scomfort at the world shown h�m at lunch-t�me, a world capable of
ex�st�ng—there was no doubt about that—but so unnecessary, such
a th�ng to bel�eve �n—Shaw and Wells and the ser�ous s�xpenny
weekl�es! What were they after, scrubb�ng and demol�sh�ng, these
elderly people? Had they never read Homer, Shakespeare, the
El�zabethans? He saw �t clearly outl�ned aga�nst the feel�ngs he drew
from youth and natural �ncl�nat�on. The poor dev�ls had r�gged up th�s
meagre object. Yet someth�ng of p�ty was �n h�m. Those wretched
l�ttle g�rls—

The extent to wh�ch he was d�sturbed proves that he was already
agog. Insolent he was and �nexper�enced, but sure enough the c�t�es
wh�ch the elderly of the race have bu�lt upon the skyl�ne showed l�ke
br�ck suburbs, barracks, and places of d�sc�pl�ne aga�nst a red and
yellow flame. He was �mpress�onable; but the word �s contrad�cted by
the composure w�th wh�ch he hollowed h�s hand to screen a match.
He was a young man of substance.

Anyhow, whether undergraduate or shop boy, man or woman, �t
must come as a shock about the age of twenty—the world of the
elderly—thrown up �n such black outl�ne upon what we are; upon the
real�ty; the moors and Byron; the sea and the l�ghthouse; the sheep's
jaw w�th the yellow teeth �n �t; upon the obst�nate �rrepress�ble
conv�ct�on wh�ch makes youth so �ntolerably d�sagreeable—"I am
what I am, and �ntend to be �t," for wh�ch there w�ll be no form �n the
world unless Jacob makes one for h�mself. The Plumers w�ll try to
prevent h�m from mak�ng �t. Wells and Shaw and the ser�ous
s�xpenny weekl�es w�ll s�t on �ts head. Every t�me he lunches out on
Sunday—at d�nner part�es and tea part�es—there w�ll be th�s same
shock—horror—d�scomfort—then pleasure, for he draws �nto h�m at



every step as he walks by the r�ver such steady certa�nty, such
reassurance from all s�des, the trees bow�ng, the grey sp�res soft �n
the blue, vo�ces blow�ng and seem�ng suspended �n the a�r, the
spr�ngy a�r of May, the elast�c a�r w�th �ts part�cles—chestnut bloom,
pollen, whatever �t �s that g�ves the May a�r �ts potency, blurr�ng the
trees, gumm�ng the buds, daub�ng the green. And the r�ver too runs
past, not at flood, nor sw�ftly, but cloy�ng the oar that d�ps �n �t and
drops wh�te drops from the blade, sw�mm�ng green and deep over
the bowed rushes, as �f lav�shly caress�ng them.

Where they moored the�r boat the trees showered down, so that
the�r topmost leaves tra�led �n the r�pples and the green wedge that
lay �n the water be�ng made of leaves sh�fted �n leaf-breadths as the
real leaves sh�fted. Now there was a sh�ver of w�nd—�nstantly an
edge of sky; and as Durrant ate cherr�es he dropped the stunted
yellow cherr�es through the green wedge of leaves, the�r stalks
tw�nkl�ng as they wr�ggled �n and out, and somet�mes one half-b�tten
cherry would go down red �nto the green. The meadow was on a
level w�th Jacob's eyes as he lay back; g�lt w�th buttercups, but the
grass d�d not run l�ke the th�n green water of the graveyard grass
about to overflow the tombstones, but stood ju�cy and th�ck. Look�ng
up, backwards, he saw the legs of ch�ldren deep �n the grass, and
the legs of cows. Munch, munch, he heard; then a short step through
the grass; then aga�n munch, munch, munch, as they tore the grass
short at the roots. In front of h�m two wh�te butterfl�es c�rcled h�gher
and h�gher round the elm tree.

"Jacob's off," thought Durrant look�ng up from h�s novel. He kept
read�ng a few pages and then look�ng up �n a cur�ously method�cal
manner, and each t�me he looked up he took a few cherr�es out of
the bag and ate them abstractedly. Other boats passed them,



cross�ng the backwater from s�de to s�de to avo�d each other, for
many were now moored, and there were now wh�te dresses and a
flaw �n the column of a�r between two trees, round wh�ch curled a
thread of blue—Lady M�ller's p�cn�c party. St�ll more boats kept
com�ng, and Durrant, w�thout gett�ng up, shoved the�r boat closer to
the bank.

"Oh-h-h-h," groaned Jacob, as the boat rocked, and the trees
rocked, and the wh�te dresses and the wh�te flannel trousers drew
out long and waver�ng up the bank.

"Oh-h-h-h!" He sat up, and felt as �f a p�ece of elast�c had snapped
�n h�s face.

"They're fr�ends of my mother's," sa�d Durrant. "So old Bow took
no end of trouble about the boat."

And th�s boat had gone from Falmouth to St. Ives Bay, all round
the coast. A larger boat, a ten-ton yacht, about the twent�eth of June,
properly f�tted out, Durrant sa�d…

"There's the cash d�ff�culty," sa�d Jacob.

"My people'll see to that," sa�d Durrant (the son of a banker,
deceased).

"I �ntend to preserve my econom�c �ndependence," sa�d Jacob
st�ffly. (He was gett�ng exc�ted.)

"My mother sa�d someth�ng about go�ng to Harrogate," he sa�d
w�th a l�ttle annoyance, feel�ng the pocket where he kept h�s letters.



"Was that true about your uncle becom�ng a Mohammedan?"
asked T�mmy
Durrant.

Jacob had told the story of h�s Uncle Morty �n Durrant's room the
n�ght before.

"I expect he's feed�ng the sharks, �f the truth were known," sa�d
Jacob.
"I say, Durrant, there's none left!" he excla�med, crumpl�ng the bag
wh�ch had held the cherr�es, and throw�ng �t �nto the r�ver. He saw
Lady
M�ller's p�cn�c party on the �sland as he threw the bag �nto the r�ver.

A sort of awkwardness, grump�ness, gloom came �nto h�s eyes.

"Shall we move on… th�s beastly crowd…" he sa�d.

So up they went, past the �sland.

The feathery wh�te moon never let the sky grow dark; all n�ght the
chestnut blossoms were wh�te �n the green; d�m was the cow-parsley
�n the meadows.

The wa�ters at Tr�n�ty must have been shuffl�ng ch�na plates l�ke
cards, from the clatter that could be heard �n the Great Court.
Jacob's rooms, however, were �n Nev�lle's Court; at the top; so that
reach�ng h�s door one went �n a l�ttle out of breath; but he wasn't
there. D�n�ng �n Hall, presumably. It w�ll be qu�te dark �n Nev�lle's
Court long before m�dn�ght, only the p�llars oppos�te w�ll always be
wh�te, and the founta�ns. A cur�ous effect the gate has, l�ke lace upon
pale green. Even �n the w�ndow you hear the plates; a hum of talk,



too, from the d�ners; the Hall l�t up, and the sw�ng-doors open�ng and
shutt�ng w�th a soft thud. Some are late.

Jacob's room had a round table and two low cha�rs. There were
yellow flags �n a jar on the mantelp�ece; a photograph of h�s mother;
cards from soc�et�es w�th l�ttle ra�sed crescents, coats of arms, and
�n�t�als; notes and p�pes; on the table lay paper ruled w�th a red
marg�n—an essay, no doubt—"Does H�story cons�st of the
B�ograph�es of Great Men?" There were books enough; very few
French books; but then any one who's worth anyth�ng reads just
what he l�kes, as the mood takes h�m, w�th extravagant enthus�asm.
L�ves of the Duke of Well�ngton, for example; Sp�noza; the works of
D�ckens; the Faery Queen; a Greek d�ct�onary w�th the petals of
popp�es pressed to s�lk between the pages; all the El�zabethans. H�s
sl�ppers were �ncred�bly shabby, l�ke boats burnt to the water's r�m.
Then there were photographs from the Greeks, and a mezzot�nt from
S�r Joshua—all very Engl�sh. The works of Jane Austen, too, �n
deference, perhaps, to some one else's standard. Carlyle was a
pr�ze. There were books upon the Ital�an pa�nters of the
Rena�ssance, a Manual of the D�seases of the Horse, and all the
usual text-books. L�stless �s the a�r �n an empty room, just swell�ng
the curta�n; the flowers �n the jar sh�ft. One f�bre �n the w�cker arm-
cha�r creaks, though no one s�ts there.

Com�ng down the steps a l�ttle s�deways [Jacob sat on the
w�ndow-seat talk�ng to Durrant; he smoked, and Durrant looked at
the map], the old man, w�th h�s hands locked beh�nd h�m, h�s gown
float�ng black, lurched, unstead�ly, near the wall; then, upsta�rs he
went �nto h�s room. Then another, who ra�sed h�s hand and pra�sed
the columns, the gate, the sky; another, tr�pp�ng and smug. Each
went up a sta�rcase; three l�ghts were l�t �n the dark w�ndows.



If any l�ght burns above Cambr�dge, �t must be from three such
rooms; Greek burns here; sc�ence there; ph�losophy on the ground
floor. Poor old Huxtable can't walk stra�ght;—Sopw�th, too, has
pra�sed the sky any n�ght these twenty years; and Cowan st�ll
chuckles at the same stor�es. It �s not s�mple, or pure, or wholly
splend�d, the lamp of learn�ng, s�nce �f you see them there under �ts
l�ght (whether Rossett�'s on the wall, or Van Gogh reproduced,
whether there are l�lacs �n the bowl or rusty p�pes), how pr�estly they
look! How l�ke a suburb where you go to see a v�ew and eat a
spec�al cake! "We are the sole purveyors of th�s cake." Back you go
to London; for the treat �s over.

Old Professor Huxtable, perform�ng w�th the method of a clock h�s
change of dress, let h�mself down �nto h�s cha�r; f�lled h�s p�pe; chose
h�s paper; crossed h�s feet; and extracted h�s glasses. The whole
flesh of h�s face then fell �nto folds as �f props were removed. Yet
str�p a whole seat of an underground ra�lway carr�age of �ts heads
and old Huxtable's head w�ll hold them all. Now, as h�s eye goes
down the pr�nt, what a process�on tramps through the corr�dors of h�s
bra�n, orderly, qu�ck-stepp�ng, and re�nforced, as the march goes on,
by fresh runnels, t�ll the whole hall, dome, whatever one calls �t, �s
populous w�th �deas. Such a muster takes place �n no other bra�n.
Yet somet�mes there he'll s�t for hours together, gr�pp�ng the arm of
the cha�r, l�ke a man hold�ng fast because stranded, and then, just
because h�s corn tw�nges, or �t may be the gout, what execrat�ons,
and, dear me, to hear h�m talk of money, tak�ng out h�s leather purse
and grudg�ng even the smallest s�lver co�n, secret�ve and susp�c�ous
as an old peasant woman w�th all her l�es. Strange paralys�s and
constr�ct�on—marvellous �llum�nat�on. Serene over �t all r�des the
great full brow, and somet�mes asleep or �n the qu�et spaces of the
n�ght you m�ght fancy that on a p�llow of stone he lay tr�umphant.



Sopw�th, meanwh�le, advanc�ng w�th a cur�ous tr�p from the f�re-
place, cut the chocolate cake �nto segments. Unt�l m�dn�ght or later
there would be undergraduates �n h�s room, somet�mes as many as
twelve, somet�mes three or four; but nobody got up when they went
or when they came; Sopw�th went on talk�ng. Talk�ng, talk�ng, talk�ng
—as �f everyth�ng could be talked—the soul �tself sl�pped through the
l�ps �n th�n s�lver d�sks wh�ch d�ssolve �n young men's m�nds l�ke
s�lver, l�ke moonl�ght. Oh, far away they'd remember �t, and deep �n
dulness gaze back on �t, and come to refresh themselves aga�n.

"Well, I never. That's old Chucky. My dear boy, how's the world
treat�ng you?" And �n came poor l�ttle Chucky, the unsuccessful
prov�nc�al, Stenhouse h�s real name, but of course Sopw�th brought
back by us�ng the other everyth�ng, everyth�ng, "all I could never
be"—yes, though next day, buy�ng h�s newspaper and catch�ng the
early tra�n, �t all seemed to h�m ch�ld�sh, absurd; the chocolate cake,
the young men; Sopw�th summ�ng th�ngs up; no, not all; he would
send h�s son there. He would save every penny to send h�s son
there.

Sopw�th went on talk�ng; tw�n�ng st�ff f�bres of awkward speech—
th�ngs young men blurted out—pla�t�ng them round h�s own smooth
garland, mak�ng the br�ght s�de show, the v�v�d greens, the sharp
thorns, manl�ness. He loved �t. Indeed to Sopw�th a man could say
anyth�ng, unt�l perhaps he'd grown old, or gone under, gone deep,
when the s�lver d�sks would t�nkle hollow, and the �nscr�pt�on read a
l�ttle too s�mple, and the old stamp look too pure, and the �mpress
always the same—a Greek boy's head. But he would respect st�ll. A
woman, d�v�n�ng the pr�est, would, �nvoluntar�ly, desp�se.



Cowan, Erasmus Cowan, s�pped h�s port alone, or w�th one rosy
l�ttle man, whose memory held prec�sely the same span of t�me;
s�pped h�s port, and told h�s stor�es, and w�thout book before h�m
�ntoned Lat�n, V�rg�l and Catullus, as �f language were w�ne upon h�s
l�ps. Only—somet�mes �t w�ll come over one—what �f the poet strode
�n? "THIS my �mage?" he m�ght ask, po�nt�ng to the chubby man,
whose bra�n �s, after all, V�rg�l's representat�ve among us, though the
body glutton�ze, and as for arms, bees, or even the plough, Cowan
takes h�s tr�ps abroad w�th a French novel �n h�s pocket, a rug about
h�s knees, and �s thankful to be home aga�n �n h�s place, �n h�s l�ne,
hold�ng up �n h�s snug l�ttle m�rror the �mage of V�rg�l, all rayed round
w�th good stor�es of the dons of Tr�n�ty and red beams of port. But
language �s w�ne upon h�s l�ps. Nowhere else would V�rg�l hear the
l�ke. And though, as she goes saunter�ng along the Backs, old M�ss
Umphelby s�ngs h�m melod�ously enough, accurately too, she �s
always brought up by th�s quest�on as she reaches Clare Br�dge:
"But �f I met h�m, what should I wear?"—and then, tak�ng her way up
the avenue towards Newnham, she lets her fancy play upon other
deta�ls of men's meet�ng w�th women wh�ch have never got �nto pr�nt.
Her lectures, therefore, are not half so well attended as those of
Cowan, and the th�ng she m�ght have sa�d �n eluc�dat�on of the text
for ever left out. In short, face a teacher w�th the �mage of the taught
and the m�rror breaks. But Cowan s�pped h�s port, h�s exaltat�on
over, no longer the representat�ve of V�rg�l. No, the bu�lder, assessor,
surveyor, rather; rul�ng l�nes between names, hang�ng l�sts above
doors. Such �s the fabr�c through wh�ch the l�ght must sh�ne, �f sh�ne
�t can—the l�ght of all these languages, Ch�nese and Russ�an,
Pers�an and Arab�c, of symbols and f�gures, of h�story, of th�ngs that
are known and th�ngs that are about to be known. So that �f at n�ght,
far out at sea over the tumbl�ng waves, one saw a haze on the



waters, a c�ty �llum�nated, a wh�teness even �n the sky, such as that
now over the Hall of Tr�n�ty where they're st�ll d�n�ng, or wash�ng up
plates, that would be the l�ght burn�ng there—the l�ght of Cambr�dge.



"Let's go round to S�meon's room," sa�d Jacob, and they rolled up
the map, hav�ng got the whole th�ng settled.

All the l�ghts were com�ng out round the court, and fall�ng on the
cobbles, p�ck�ng out dark patches of grass and s�ngle da�s�es. The
young men were now back �n the�r rooms. Heaven knows what they
were do�ng. What was �t that could DROP l�ke that? And lean�ng
down over a foam�ng w�ndow-box, one stopped another hurry�ng
past, and upsta�rs they went and down they went, unt�l a sort of
fulness settled on the court, the h�ve full of bees, the bees home
th�ck w�th gold, drowsy, humm�ng, suddenly vocal; the Moonl�ght
Sonata answered by a waltz.

The Moonl�ght Sonata t�nkled away; the waltz crashed. Although
young men st�ll went �n and out, they walked as �f keep�ng
engagements. Now and then there was a thud, as �f some heavy
p�ece of furn�ture had fallen, unexpectedly, of �ts own accord, not �n
the general st�r of l�fe after d�nner. One supposed that young men
ra�sed the�r eyes from the�r books as the furn�ture fell. Were they
read�ng? Certa�nly there was a sense of concentrat�on �n the a�r.
Beh�nd the grey walls sat so many young men, some undoubtedly
read�ng, magaz�nes, sh�ll�ng shockers, no doubt; legs, perhaps, over
the arms of cha�rs; smok�ng; sprawl�ng over tables, and wr�t�ng wh�le
the�r heads went round �n a c�rcle as the pen moved—s�mple young
men, these, who would—but there �s no need to th�nk of them grown
old; others eat�ng sweets; here they boxed; and, well, Mr. Hawk�ns
must have been mad suddenly to throw up h�s w�ndow and bawl: "Jo
—seph! Jo—seph!" and then he ran as hard as ever he could across
the court, wh�le an elderly man, �n a green apron, carry�ng an
�mmense p�le of t�n covers, hes�tated, balanced, and then went on.



But th�s was a d�vers�on. There were young men who read, ly�ng �n
shallow arm-cha�rs, hold�ng the�r books as �f they had hold �n the�r
hands of someth�ng that would see them through; they be�ng all �n a
torment, com�ng from m�dland towns, clergymen's sons. Others read
Keats. And those long h�stor�es �n many volumes—surely some one
was now beg�nn�ng at the beg�nn�ng �n order to understand the Holy
Roman Emp�re, as one must. That was part of the concentrat�on,
though �t would be dangerous on a hot spr�ng n�ght—dangerous,
perhaps, to concentrate too much upon s�ngle books, actual
chapters, when at any moment the door opened and Jacob
appeared; or R�chard Bonamy, read�ng Keats no longer, began
mak�ng long p�nk sp�lls from an old newspaper, bend�ng forward, and
look�ng eager and contented no more, but almost f�erce. Why? Only
perhaps that Keats d�ed young—one wants to wr�te poetry too and to
love—oh, the brutes! It's damnably d�ff�cult. But, after all, not so
d�ff�cult �f on the next sta�rcase, �n the large room, there are two,
three, f�ve young men all conv�nced of th�s—of brutal�ty, that �s, and
the clear d�v�s�on between r�ght and wrong. There was a sofa, cha�rs,
a square table, and the w�ndow be�ng open, one could see how they
sat—legs �ssu�ng here, one there crumpled �n a corner of the sofa;
and, presumably, for you could not see h�m, somebody stood by the
fender, talk�ng. Anyhow, Jacob, who sat astr�de a cha�r and ate dates
from a long box, burst out laugh�ng. The answer came from the sofa
corner; for h�s p�pe was held �n the a�r, then replaced. Jacob wheeled
round. He had someth�ng to say to THAT, though the sturdy red-
ha�red boy at the table seemed to deny �t, wagg�ng h�s head slowly
from s�de to s�de; and then, tak�ng out h�s penkn�fe, he dug the po�nt
of �t aga�n and aga�n �nto a knot �n the table, as �f aff�rm�ng that the
vo�ce from the fender spoke the truth—wh�ch Jacob could not deny.
Poss�bly, when he had done arrang�ng the date-stones, he m�ght f�nd



someth�ng to say to �t—�ndeed h�s l�ps opened—only then there
broke out a roar of laughter.

The laughter d�ed �n the a�r. The sound of �t could scarcely have
reached any one stand�ng by the Chapel, wh�ch stretched along the
oppos�te s�de of the court. The laughter d�ed out, and only gestures
of arms, movements of bod�es, could be seen shap�ng someth�ng �n
the room. Was �t an argument? A bet on the boat races? Was �t
noth�ng of the sort? What was shaped by the arms and bod�es
mov�ng �n the tw�l�ght room?

A step or two beyond the w�ndow there was noth�ng at all, except
the enclos�ng bu�ld�ngs—ch�mneys upr�ght, roofs hor�zontal; too
much br�ck and bu�ld�ng for a May n�ght, perhaps. And then before
one's eyes would come the bare h�lls of Turkey—sharp l�nes, dry
earth, coloured flowers, and colour on the shoulders of the women,
stand�ng naked-legged �n the stream to beat l�nen on the stones. The
stream made loops of water round the�r ankles. But none of that
could show clearly through the swaddl�ngs and blanket�ngs of the
Cambr�dge n�ght. The stroke of the clock even was muffled; as �f
�ntoned by somebody reverent from a pulp�t; as �f generat�ons of
learned men heard the last hour go roll�ng through the�r ranks and
�ssued �t, already smooth and t�me-worn, w�th the�r bless�ng, for the
use of the l�v�ng.

Was �t to rece�ve th�s g�ft from the past that the young man came
to the w�ndow and stood there, look�ng out across the court? It was
Jacob. He stood smok�ng h�s p�pe wh�le the last stroke of the clock
purred softly round h�m. Perhaps there had been an argument. He
looked sat�sf�ed; �ndeed masterly; wh�ch express�on changed sl�ghtly
as he stood there, the sound of the clock convey�ng to h�m (�t may



be) a sense of old bu�ld�ngs and t�me; and h�mself the �nher�tor; and
then to-morrow; and fr�ends; at the thought of whom, �n sheer
conf�dence and pleasure, �t seemed, he yawned and stretched
h�mself.

Meanwh�le beh�nd h�m the shape they had made, whether by
argument or not, the sp�r�tual shape, hard yet ephemeral, as of glass
compared w�th the dark stone of the Chapel, was dashed to
spl�nters, young men r�s�ng from cha�rs and sofa corners, buzz�ng
and barg�ng about the room, one dr�v�ng another aga�nst the
bedroom door, wh�ch g�v�ng way, �n they fell. Then Jacob was left
there, �n the shallow arm-cha�r, alone w�th Masham? Anderson?
S�meon? Oh, �t was S�meon. The others had all gone.

"… Jul�an the Apostate…." Wh�ch of them sa�d that and the other
words murmured round �t? But about m�dn�ght there somet�mes
r�ses, l�ke a ve�led f�gure suddenly woken, a heavy w�nd; and th�s
now flapp�ng through Tr�n�ty l�fted unseen leaves and blurred
everyth�ng. "Jul�an the Apostate"—and then the w�nd. Up go the elm
branches, out blow the sa�ls, the old schooners rear and plunge, the
grey waves �n the hot Ind�an Ocean tumble sultr�ly, and then all falls
flat aga�n.

So, �f the ve�led lady stepped through the Courts of Tr�n�ty, she
now drowsed once more, all her draper�es about her, her head
aga�nst a p�llar.

"Somehow �t seems to matter."

The low vo�ce was S�meon's.



The vo�ce was even lower that answered h�m. The sharp tap of a
p�pe on the mantelp�ece cancelled the words. And perhaps Jacob
only sa�d "hum," or sa�d noth�ng at all. True, the words were
�naud�ble. It was the �nt�macy, a sort of sp�r�tual suppleness, when
m�nd pr�nts upon m�nd �ndel�bly.

"Well, you seem to have stud�ed the subject," sa�d Jacob, r�s�ng
and stand�ng over S�meon's cha�r. He balanced h�mself; he swayed a
l�ttle. He appeared extraord�nar�ly happy, as �f h�s pleasure would
br�m and sp�ll down the s�des �f S�meon spoke.

S�meon sa�d noth�ng. Jacob rema�ned stand�ng. But �nt�macy—the
room was full of �t, st�ll, deep, l�ke a pool. W�thout need of movement
or speech �t rose softly and washed over everyth�ng, moll�fy�ng,
k�ndl�ng, and coat�ng the m�nd w�th the lustre of pearl, so that �f you
talk of a l�ght, of Cambr�dge burn�ng, �t's not languages only. It's
Jul�an the Apostate.

But Jacob moved. He murmured good-n�ght. He went out �nto the
court. He buttoned h�s jacket across h�s chest. He went back to h�s
rooms, and be�ng the only man who walked at that moment back to
h�s rooms, h�s footsteps rang out, h�s f�gure loomed large. Back from
the Chapel, back from the Hall, back from the L�brary, came the
sound of h�s footsteps, as �f the old stone echoed w�th mag�ster�al
author�ty: "The young man—the young man—the young man-back to
h�s rooms."



CHAPTER FOUR

What's the use of try�ng to read Shakespeare, espec�ally �n one of
those l�ttle th�n paper ed�t�ons whose pages get ruffled, or stuck
together w�th sea-water? Although the plays of Shakespeare had
frequently been pra�sed, even quoted, and placed h�gher than the
Greek, never s�nce they started had Jacob managed to read one
through. Yet what an opportun�ty!

For the Sc�lly Isles had been s�ghted by T�mmy Durrant ly�ng l�ke
mounta�n-tops almost a-wash �n prec�sely the r�ght place. H�s
calculat�ons had worked perfectly, and really the s�ght of h�m s�tt�ng
there, w�th h�s hand on the t�ller, rosy g�lled, w�th a sprout of beard,
look�ng sternly at the stars, then at a compass, spell�ng out qu�te
correctly h�s page of the eternal lesson-book, would have moved a
woman. Jacob, of course, was not a woman. The s�ght of T�mmy
Durrant was no s�ght for h�m, noth�ng to set aga�nst the sky and
worsh�p; far from �t. They had quarrelled. Why the r�ght way to open
a t�n of beef, w�th Shakespeare on board, under cond�t�ons of such
splendour, should have turned them to sulky schoolboys, none can
tell. T�nned beef �s cold eat�ng, though; and salt water spo�ls b�scu�ts;
and the waves tumble and lollop much the same hour after hour—
tumble and lollop all across the hor�zon. Now a spray of seaweed



floats past-now a log of wood. Sh�ps have been wrecked here. One
or two go past, keep�ng the�r own s�de of the road. T�mmy knew
where they were bound, what the�r cargoes were, and, by look�ng
through h�s glass, could tell the name of the l�ne, and even guess
what d�v�dends �t pa�d �ts shareholders. Yet that was no reason for
Jacob to turn sulky.

The Sc�lly Isles had the look of mounta�n-tops almost a-wash….
Unfortunately, Jacob broke the p�n of the Pr�mus stove.

The Sc�lly Isles m�ght well be obl�terated by a roller sweep�ng
stra�ght across.

But one must g�ve young men the cred�t of adm�tt�ng that, though
breakfast eaten under these c�rcumstances �s gr�m, �t �s s�ncere
enough. No need to make conversat�on. They got out the�r p�pes.

T�mmy wrote up some sc�ent�f�c observat�ons; and—what was the
quest�on that broke the s�lence—the exact t�me or the day of the
month? anyhow, �t was spoken w�thout the least awkwardness; �n the
most matter-of-fact way �n the world; and then Jacob began to
unbutton h�s clothes and sat naked, save for h�s sh�rt, �ntend�ng,
apparently, to bathe.

The Sc�lly Isles were turn�ng blu�sh; and suddenly blue, purple,
and green flushed the sea; left �t grey; struck a str�pe wh�ch
van�shed; but when Jacob had got h�s sh�rt over h�s head the whole
floor of the waves was blue and wh�te, r�ppl�ng and cr�sp, though now
and aga�n a broad purple mark appeared, l�ke a bru�se; or there
floated an ent�re emerald t�nged w�th yellow. He plunged. He gulped
�n water, spat �t out, struck w�th h�s r�ght arm, struck w�th h�s left, was
towed by a rope, gasped, splashed, and was hauled on board.



The seat �n the boat was pos�t�vely hot, and the sun warmed h�s
back as he sat naked w�th a towel �n h�s hand, look�ng at the Sc�lly
Isles wh�ch—confound �t! the sa�l flapped. Shakespeare was
knocked overboard. There you could see h�m float�ng merr�ly away,
w�th all h�s pages ruffl�ng �nnumerably; and then he went under.

Strangely enough, you could smell v�olets, or �f v�olets were
�mposs�ble �n July, they must grow someth�ng very pungent on the
ma�nland then. The ma�nland, not so very far off—you could see
clefts �n the cl�ffs, wh�te cottages, smoke go�ng up—wore an
extraord�nary look of calm, of sunny peace, as �f w�sdom and p�ety
had descended upon the dwellers there. Now a cry sounded, as of a
man call�ng p�lchards �n a ma�n street. It wore an extraord�nary look
of p�ety and peace, as �f old men smoked by the door, and g�rls
stood, hands on h�ps, at the well, and horses stood; as �f the end of
the world had come, and cabbage f�elds and stone walls, and coast-
guard stat�ons, and, above all, the wh�te sand bays w�th the waves
break�ng unseen by any one, rose to heaven �n a k�nd of ecstasy.

But �mpercept�bly the cottage smoke droops, has the look of a
mourn�ng emblem, a flag float�ng �ts caress over a grave. The gulls,
mak�ng the�r broad fl�ght and then r�d�ng at peace, seem to mark the
grave.

No doubt �f th�s were Italy, Greece, or even the shores of Spa�n,
sadness would be routed by strangeness and exc�tement and the
nudge of a class�cal educat�on. But the Corn�sh h�lls have stark
ch�mneys stand�ng on them; and, somehow or other, lovel�ness �s
�nfernally sad. Yes, the ch�mneys and the coast-guard stat�ons and
the l�ttle bays w�th the waves break�ng unseen by any one make one
remember the overpower�ng sorrow. And what can th�s sorrow be?



It �s brewed by the earth �tself. It comes from the houses on the
coast. We start transparent, and then the cloud th�ckens. All h�story
backs our pane of glass. To escape �s va�n.

But whether th�s �s the r�ght �nterpretat�on of Jacob's gloom as he
sat naked, �n the sun, look�ng at the Land's End, �t �s �mposs�ble to
say; for he never spoke a word. T�mmy somet�mes wondered (only
for a second) whether h�s people bothered h�m…. No matter. There
are th�ngs that can't be sa�d. Let's shake �t off. Let's dry ourselves,
and take up the f�rst th�ng that comes handy…. T�mmy Durrant's
notebook of sc�ent�f�c observat�ons.

"Now…" sa�d Jacob.

It �s a tremendous argument.

Some people can follow every step of the way, and even take a
l�ttle one, s�x �nches long, by themselves at the end; others rema�n
observant of the external s�gns.

The eyes f�x themselves upon the poker; the r�ght hand takes the
poker and l�fts �t; turns �t slowly round, and then, very accurately,
replaces �t. The left hand, wh�ch l�es on the knee, plays some stately
but �nterm�ttent p�ece of march mus�c. A deep breath �s taken; but
allowed to evaporate unused. The cat marches across the hearth-
rug. No one observes her.

"That's about as near as I can get to �t," Durrant wound up.

The next m�nute �s qu�et as the grave.

"It follows…" sa�d Jacob.



Only half a sentence followed; but these half-sentences are l�ke
flags set on tops of bu�ld�ngs to the observer of external s�ghts down
below. What was the coast of Cornwall, w�th �ts v�olet scents, and
mourn�ng emblems, and tranqu�l p�ety, but a screen happen�ng to
hang stra�ght beh�nd as h�s m�nd marched up?

"It follows…" sa�d Jacob.

"Yes," sa�d T�mmy, after reflect�on. "That �s so."

Now Jacob began plung�ng about, half to stretch h�mself, half �n a
k�nd of joll�ty, no doubt, for the strangest sound �ssued from h�s l�ps
as he furled the sa�l, rubbed the plates—gruff, tuneless—a sort of
pasan, for hav�ng grasped the argument, for be�ng master of the
s�tuat�on, sunburnt, unshaven, capable �nto the barga�n of sa�l�ng
round the world �n a ten-ton yacht, wh�ch, very l�kely, he would do
one of these days �nstead of settl�ng down �n a lawyer's off�ce, and
wear�ng spats.

"Our fr�end Masham," sa�d T�mmy Durrant, "would rather not be
seen �n our company as we are now." H�s buttons had come off.

"D'you know Masham's aunt?" sa�d Jacob.

"Never knew he had one," sa�d T�mmy.

"Masham has m�ll�ons of aunts," sa�d Jacob.

"Masham �s ment�oned �n Domesday Book," sa�d T�mmy.

"So are h�s aunts," sa�d Jacob.

"H�s s�ster," sa�d T�mmy, "�s a very pretty g�rl."



"That's what'll happen to you, T�mmy," sa�d Jacob.

"It'll happen to you f�rst," sa�d T�mmy.

"But th�s woman I was tell�ng you about—Masham's aunt—"

"Oh, do get on," sa�d T�mmy, for Jacob was laugh�ng so much that
he could not speak.

"Masham's aunt…"

T�mmy laughed so much that he could not speak.

"Masham's aunt…"

"What �s there about Masham that makes one laugh?" sa�d T�mmy.

"Hang �t all—a man who swallows h�s t�e-p�n," sa�d Jacob.

"Lord Chancellor before he's f�fty," sa�d T�mmy.

"He's a gentleman," sa�d Jacob.

"The Duke of Well�ngton was a gentleman," sa�d T�mmy.

"Keats wasn't."

"Lord Sal�sbury was."

"And what about God?" sa�d Jacob.

The Sc�lly Isles now appeared as �f d�rectly po�nted at by a golden
f�nger �ssu�ng from a cloud; and everybody knows how portentous
that s�ght �s, and how these broad rays, whether they l�ght upon the
Sc�lly Isles or upon the tombs of crusaders �n cathedrals, always



shake the very foundat�ons of scept�c�sm and lead to jokes about
God.

/*
"Ab�de w�th me:
 Fast falls the event�de;
 The shadows deepen;
 Lord, w�th me ab�de,"
*/

sang T�mmy Durrant.

"At my place we used to have a hymn wh�ch began

/* Great God, what do I see and hear?" */

sa�d Jacob.

Gulls rode gently sway�ng �n l�ttle compan�es of two or three qu�te
near the boat; the cormorant, as �f follow�ng h�s long stra�ned neck �n
eternal pursu�t, sk�mmed an �nch above the water to the next rock;
and the drone of the t�de �n the caves came across the water, low,
monotonous, l�ke the vo�ce of some one talk�ng to h�mself.

/*
"Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
 Let me h�de myself �n thee,"
*/

sang Jacob.

L�ke the blunt tooth of some monster, a rock broke the surface;
brown; overflown w�th perpetual waterfalls.



/* "Rock of Ages," */

Jacob sang, ly�ng on h�s back, look�ng up �nto the sky at m�dday,
from wh�ch every shred of cloud had been w�thdrawn, so that �t was
l�ke someth�ng permanently d�splayed w�th the cover off.

By s�x o'clock a breeze blew �n off an �cef�eld; and by seven the
water was more purple than blue; and by half-past seven there was
a patch of rough gold-beater's sk�n round the Sc�lly Isles, and
Durrant's face, as he sat steer�ng, was of the colour of a red lacquer
box pol�shed for generat�ons. By n�ne all the f�re and confus�on had
gone out of the sky, leav�ng wedges of apple-green and plates of
pale yellow; and by ten the lanterns on the boat were mak�ng tw�sted
colours upon the waves, elongated or squat, as the waves stretched
or humped themselves. The beam from the l�ghthouse strode rap�dly
across the water. Inf�n�te m�ll�ons of m�les away powdered stars
tw�nkled; but the waves slapped the boat, and crashed, w�th regular
and appall�ng solemn�ty, aga�nst the rocks.

Although �t would be poss�ble to knock at the cottage door and ask
for a glass of m�lk, �t �s only th�rst that would compel the �ntrus�on. Yet
perhaps Mrs. Pascoe would welcome �t. The summer's day may be
wear�ng heavy. Wash�ng �n her l�ttle scullery, she may hear the cheap
clock on the mantelp�ece t�ck, t�ck, t�ck … t�ck, t�ck, t�ck. She �s alone
�n the house. Her husband �s out help�ng Farmer Hosken; her
daughter marr�ed and gone to Amer�ca. Her elder son �s marr�ed too,
but she does not agree w�th h�s w�fe. The Wesleyan m�n�ster came
along and took the younger boy. She �s alone �n the house. A
steamer, probably bound for Card�ff, now crosses the hor�zon, wh�le
near at hand one bell of a foxglove sw�ngs to and fro w�th a bumble-
bee for clapper. These wh�te Corn�sh cottages are bu�lt on the edge



of the cl�ff; the garden grows gorse more read�ly than cabbages; and
for hedge, some pr�meval man has p�led gran�te boulders. In one of
these, to hold, an h�stor�an conjectures, the v�ct�m's blood, a bas�n
has been hollowed, but �n our t�me �t serves more tamely to seat
those tour�sts who w�sh for an un�nterrupted v�ew of the Gurnard's
Head. Not that any one objects to a blue pr�nt dress and a wh�te
apron �n a cottage garden.

"Look—she has to draw her water from a well �n the garden."

"Very lonely �t must be �n w�nter, w�th the w�nd sweep�ng over
those h�lls, and the waves dash�ng on the rocks."

Even on a summer's day you hear them murmur�ng.

Hav�ng drawn her water, Mrs. Pascoe went �n. The tour�sts
regretted that they had brought no glasses, so that they m�ght have
read the name of the tramp steamer. Indeed, �t was such a f�ne day
that there was no say�ng what a pa�r of f�eld-glasses m�ght not have
fetched �nto v�ew. Two f�sh�ng luggers, presumably from St. Ives Bay,
were now sa�l�ng �n an oppos�te d�rect�on from the steamer, and the
floor of the sea became alternately clear and opaque. As for the bee,
hav�ng sucked �ts f�ll of honey, �t v�s�ted the teasle and thence made
a stra�ght l�ne to Mrs. Pascoe's patch, once more d�rect�ng the
tour�sts' gaze to the old woman's pr�nt dress and wh�te apron, for she
had come to the door of the cottage and was stand�ng there.

There she stood, shad�ng her eyes and look�ng out to sea.

For the m�ll�onth t�me, perhaps, she looked at the sea. A peacock
butterfly now spread h�mself upon the teasle, fresh and newly
emerged, as the blue and chocolate down on h�s w�ngs test�f�ed.



Mrs. Pascoe went �ndoors, fetched a cream pan, came out, and
stood scour�ng �t. Her face was assuredly not soft, sensual, or
lecherous, but hard, w�se, wholesome rather, s�gn�fy�ng �n a room full
of soph�st�cated people the flesh and blood of l�fe. She would tell a
l�e, though, as soon as the truth. Beh�nd her on the wall hung a large
dr�ed skate. Shut up �n the parlour she pr�zed mats, ch�na mugs, and
photographs, though the mouldy l�ttle room was saved from the salt
breeze only by the depth of a br�ck, and between lace curta�ns you
saw the gannet drop l�ke a stone, and on stormy days the gulls came
shudder�ng through the a�r, and the steamers' l�ghts were now h�gh,
now deep. Melancholy were the sounds on a w�nter's n�ght.

The p�cture papers were del�vered punctually on Sunday, and she
pored long over Lady Cynth�a's wedd�ng at the Abbey. She, too,
would have l�ked to r�de �n a carr�age w�th spr�ngs. The soft, sw�ft
syllables of educated speech often shamed her few rude ones. And
then all n�ght to hear the gr�nd�ng of the Atlant�c upon the rocks
�nstead of hansom cabs and footmen wh�stl�ng for motor cars…. So
she may have dreamed, scour�ng her cream pan. But the talkat�ve,
n�mble-w�tted people have taken themselves to towns. L�ke a m�ser,
she has hoarded her feel�ngs w�th�n her own breast. Not a penny
p�ece has she changed all these years, and, watch�ng her env�ously,
�t seems as �f all w�th�n must be pure gold.

The w�se old woman, hav�ng f�xed her eyes upon the sea, once
more w�thdrew. The tour�sts dec�ded that �t was t�me to move on to
the Gurnard's Head.

Three seconds later Mrs. Durrant rapped upon the door.

"Mrs. Pascoe?" she sa�d.



Rather haught�ly, she watched the tour�sts cross the f�eld path.
She came of a H�ghland race, famous for �ts ch�efta�ns.

Mrs. Pascoe appeared.

"I envy you that bush, Mrs. Pascoe," sa�d Mrs. Durrant, po�nt�ng
the parasol w�th wh�ch she had rapped on the door at the f�ne clump
of St. John's wort that grew bes�de �t. Mrs. Pascoe looked at the
bush deprecat�ngly.

"I expect my son �n a day or two," sa�d Mrs. Durrant. "Sa�l�ng from
Falmouth w�th a fr�end �n a l�ttle boat…. Any news of L�zz�e yet, Mrs.
Pascoe?"

Her long-ta�led pon�es stood tw�tch�ng the�r ears on the road
twenty yards away. The boy, Curnow, fl�cked fl�es off them
occas�onally. He saw h�s m�stress go �nto the cottage; come out
aga�n; and pass, talk�ng energet�cally to judge by the movements of
her hands, round the vegetable plot �n front of the cottage. Mrs.
Pascoe was h�s aunt. Both women surveyed a bush. Mrs. Durrant
stooped and p�cked a spr�g from �t. Next she po�nted (her
movements were peremptory; she held herself very upr�ght) at the
potatoes. They had the bl�ght. All potatoes that year had the bl�ght.
Mrs. Durrant showed Mrs. Pascoe how bad the bl�ght was on her
potatoes. Mrs. Durrant talked energet�cally; Mrs. Pascoe l�stened
subm�ss�vely. The boy Curnow knew that Mrs. Durrant was say�ng
that �t �s perfectly s�mple; you m�x the powder �n a gallon of water; "I
have done �t w�th my own hands �n my own garden," Mrs. Durrant
was say�ng.

"You won't have a potato left—you won't have a potato left," Mrs.
Durrant was say�ng �n her emphat�c vo�ce as they reached the gate.



The boy Curnow became as �mmob�le as stone.

Mrs. Durrant took the re�ns �n her hands and settled herself on the
dr�ver's seat.

"Take care of that leg, or I shall send the doctor to you," she called
back over her shoulder; touched the pon�es; and the carr�age started
forward. The boy Curnow had only just t�me to sw�ng h�mself up by
the toe of h�s boot. The boy Curnow, s�tt�ng �n the m�ddle of the back
seat, looked at h�s aunt.

Mrs. Pascoe stood at the gate look�ng after them; stood at the gate
t�ll the trap was round the corner; stood at the gate, look�ng now to
the r�ght, now to the left; then went back to her cottage.

Soon the pon�es attacked the swell�ng moor road w�th str�v�ng
forelegs. Mrs. Durrant let the re�ns fall slackly, and leant backwards.
Her v�vac�ty had left her. Her hawk nose was th�n as a bleached
bone through wh�ch you almost see the l�ght. Her hands, ly�ng on the
re�ns �n her lap, were f�rm even �n repose. The upper l�p was cut so
short that �t ra�sed �tself almost �n a sneer from the front teeth. Her
m�nd sk�mmed leagues where Mrs. Pascoe's m�nd adhered to �ts
sol�tary patch. Her m�nd sk�mmed leagues as the pon�es cl�mbed the
h�ll road. Forwards and backwards she cast her m�nd, as �f the
roofless cottages, mounds of slag, and cottage gardens overgrown
w�th foxglove and bramble cast shade upon her m�nd. Arr�ved at the
summ�t, she stopped the carr�age. The pale h�lls were round her,
each scattered w�th anc�ent stones; beneath was the sea, var�able as
a southern sea; she herself sat there look�ng from h�ll to sea, upr�ght,
aqu�l�ne, equally po�sed between gloom and laughter. Suddenly she
fl�cked the pon�es so that the boy Curnow had to sw�ng h�mself up by
the toe of h�s boot.



The rooks settled; the rooks rose. The trees wh�ch they touched so
capr�c�ously seemed �nsuff�c�ent to lodge the�r numbers. The tree-
tops sang w�th the breeze �n them; the branches creaked aud�bly and
dropped now and then, though the season was m�dsummer, husks
or tw�gs. Up went the rooks and down aga�n, r�s�ng �n lesser numbers
each t�me as the sager b�rds made ready to settle, for the even�ng
was already spent enough to make the a�r �ns�de the wood almost
dark. The moss was soft; the tree-trunks spectral. Beyond them lay a
s�lvery meadow. The pampas grass ra�sed �ts feathery spears from
mounds of green at the end of the meadow. A breadth of water
gleamed. Already the convolvulus moth was sp�nn�ng over the
flowers. Orange and purple, nasturt�um and cherry p�e, were washed
�nto the tw�l�ght, but the tobacco plant and the pass�on flower, over
wh�ch the great moth spun, were wh�te as ch�na. The rooks creaked
the�r w�ngs together on the tree-tops, and were settl�ng down for
sleep when, far off, a fam�l�ar sound shook and trembled—�ncreased
—fa�rly d�nned �n the�r ears—scared sleepy w�ngs �nto the a�r aga�n
—the d�nner bell at the house.

After s�x days of salt w�nd, ra�n, and sun, Jacob Flanders had put
on a d�nner jacket. The d�screet black object had made �ts
appearance now and then �n the boat among t�ns, p�ckles, preserved
meats, and as the voyage went on had become more and more
�rrelevant, hardly to be bel�eved �n. And now, the world be�ng stable,
l�t by candle-l�ght, the d�nner jacket alone preserved h�m. He could
not be suff�c�ently thankful. Even so h�s neck, wr�sts, and face were
exposed w�thout cover, and h�s whole person, whether exposed or
not, t�ngled and glowed so as to make even black cloth an �mperfect
screen. He drew back the great red hand that lay on the table-cloth.
Surrept�t�ously �t closed upon sl�m glasses and curved s�lver forks.
The bones of the cutlets were decorated w�th p�nk fr�lls-and



yesterday he had gnawn ham from the bone! Oppos�te h�m were
hazy, sem�-transparent shapes of yellow and blue. Beh�nd them,
aga�n, was the grey-green garden, and among the pear-shaped
leaves of the escallon�a f�sh�ng-boats seemed caught and
suspended. A sa�l�ng sh�p slowly drew past the women's backs. Two
or three f�gures crossed the terrace hast�ly �n the dusk. The door
opened and shut. Noth�ng settled or stayed unbroken. L�ke oars
row�ng now th�s s�de, now that, were the sentences that came now
here, now there, from e�ther s�de of the table.

"Oh, Clara, Clara!" excla�med Mrs. Durrant, and T�mothy Durrant
add�ng, "Clara, Clara," Jacob named the shape �n yellow gauze
T�mothy's s�ster, Clara. The g�rl sat sm�l�ng and flushed. W�th her
brother's dark eyes, she was vaguer and softer than he was. When
the laugh d�ed down she sa�d: "But, mother, �t was true. He sa�d so,
d�dn't he? M�ss El�ot agreed w�th us…."

But M�ss El�ot, tall, grey-headed, was mak�ng room bes�de her for
the old man who had come �n from the terrace. The d�nner would
never end, Jacob thought, and he d�d not w�sh �t to end, though the
sh�p had sa�led from one corner of the w�ndow-frame to the other,
and a l�ght marked the end of the p�er. He saw Mrs. Durrant gaze at
the l�ght. She turned to h�m.

"D�d you take command, or T�mothy?" she sa�d. "Forg�ve me �f I
call you
Jacob. I've heard so much of you." Then her eyes went back to the
sea.
Her eyes glazed as she looked at the v�ew.

"A l�ttle v�llage once," she sa�d, "and now grown…." She rose,
tak�ng her napk�n w�th her, and stood by the w�ndow.



"D�d you quarrel w�th T�mothy?" Clara asked shyly. "I should have."

Mrs. Durrant came back from the w�ndow.

"It gets later and later," she sa�d, s�tt�ng upr�ght, and look�ng down
the table. "You ought to be ashamed—all of you. Mr. Clutterbuck,
you ought to be ashamed." She ra�sed her vo�ce, for Mr. Clutterbuck
was deaf.

"We ARE ashamed," sa�d a g�rl. But the old man w�th the beard
went on eat�ng plum tart. Mrs. Durrant laughed and leant back �n her
cha�r, as �f �ndulg�ng h�m.

"We put �t to you, Mrs. Durrant," sa�d a young man w�th th�ck
spectacles and a f�ery moustache. "I say the cond�t�ons were fulf�lled.
She owes me a sovere�gn."

"Not BEFORE the f�sh—w�th �t, Mrs. Durrant," sa�d Charlotte
W�ld�ng.

"That was the bet; w�th the f�sh," sa�d Clara ser�ously. "Begon�as,
mother. To eat them w�th h�s f�sh."

"Oh dear," sa�d Mrs. Durrant.

"Charlotte won't pay you," sa�d T�mothy.

"How dare you …" sa�d Charlotte.

"That pr�v�lege w�ll be m�ne," sa�d the courtly Mr. Wortley,
produc�ng a s�lver case pr�med w�th sovere�gns and sl�pp�ng one co�n
on to the table. Then Mrs. Durrant got up and passed down the
room, hold�ng herself very stra�ght, and the g�rls �n yellow and blue



and s�lver gauze followed her, and elderly M�ss El�ot �n her velvet;
and a l�ttle rosy woman, hes�tat�ng at the door, clean, scrupulous,
probably a governess. All passed out at the open door.

"When you are as old as I am, Charlotte," sa�d Mrs. Durrant,
draw�ng the g�rl's arm w�th�n hers as they paced up and down the
terrace.

"Why are you so sad?" Charlotte asked �mpuls�vely.

"Do I seem to you sad? I hope not," sa�d Mrs. Durrant.

"Well, just now. You're NOT old."

"Old enough to be T�mothy's mother." They stopped.

M�ss El�ot was look�ng through Mr. Clutterbuck's telescope at the
edge of the terrace. The deaf old man stood bes�de her, fondl�ng h�s
beard, and rec�t�ng the names of the constellat�ons: "Andromeda,
Bootes, S�don�a, Cass�ope�a…."

"Andromeda," murmured M�ss El�ot, sh�ft�ng the telescope sl�ghtly.

Mrs. Durrant and Charlotte looked along the barrel of the
�nstrument po�nted at the sk�es.

"There are MILLIONS of stars," sa�d Charlotte w�th conv�ct�on.
M�ss El�ot turned away from the telescope. The young men laughed
suddenly �n the d�n�ng-room.

"Let ME look," sa�d Charlotte eagerly.

"The stars bore me," sa�d Mrs. Durrant, walk�ng down the terrace
w�th Jul�a El�ot. "I read a book once about the stars…. What are they



say�ng?" She stopped �n front of the d�n�ng-room w�ndow. "T�mothy,"
she noted.

"The s�lent young man," sa�d M�ss El�ot.

"Yes, Jacob Flanders," sa�d Mrs. Durrant.

"Oh, mother! I d�dn't recogn�ze you!" excla�med Clara Durrant,
com�ng from the oppos�te d�rect�on w�th Elsbeth. "How del�c�ous,"
she breathed, crush�ng a verbena leaf.

Mrs. Durrant turned and walked away by herself.

"Clara!" she called. Clara went to her.

"How unl�ke they are!" sa�d M�ss El�ot.

Mr. Wortley passed them, smok�ng a c�gar.

"Every day I l�ve I f�nd myself agree�ng …" he sa�d as he passed
them.

"It's so �nterest�ng to guess …" murmured Jul�a El�ot.

"When f�rst we came out we could see the flowers �n that bed,"
sa�d
Elsbeth.

"We see very l�ttle now," sa�d M�ss El�ot.

"She must have been so beaut�ful, and everybody loved her, of
course," sa�d Charlotte. "I suppose Mr. Wortley …" she paused.

"Edward's death was a tragedy," sa�d M�ss El�ot dec�dedly.



Here Mr. Ersk�ne jo�ned them.

"There's no such th�ng as s�lence," he sa�d pos�t�vely. "I can hear
twenty d�fferent sounds on a n�ght l�ke th�s w�thout count�ng your
vo�ces."

"Make a bet of �t?" sa�d Charlotte.

"Done," sa�d Mr. Ersk�ne. "One, the sea; two, the w�nd; three, a
dog; four …"

The others passed on.

"Poor T�mothy," sa�d Elsbeth.

"A very f�ne n�ght," shouted M�ss El�ot �nto Mr. Clutterbuck's ear.

"L�ke to look at the stars?" sa�d the old man, turn�ng the telescope
towards Elsbeth.

"Doesn't �t make you melancholy—look�ng at the stars?" shouted
M�ss
El�ot.

"Dear me no, dear me no," Mr. Clutterbuck chuckled when he
understood her. "Why should �t make me melancholy? Not for a
moment—dear me no."

"Thank you, T�mothy, but I'm com�ng �n," sa�d M�ss El�ot. "Elsbeth,
here's a shawl."

"I'm com�ng �n," Elsbeth murmured w�th her eye to the telescope.
"Cass�ope�a," she murmured. "Where are you all?" she asked, tak�ng
her eye away from the telescope. "How dark �t �s!"



Mrs. Durrant sat �n the draw�ng-room by a lamp w�nd�ng a ball of
wool. Mr. Clutterbuck read the T�mes. In the d�stance stood a second
lamp, and round �t sat the young lad�es, flash�ng sc�ssors over s�lver-
spangled stuff for pr�vate theatr�cals. Mr. Wortley read a book.

"Yes; he �s perfectly r�ght," sa�d Mrs. Durrant, draw�ng herself up
and ceas�ng to w�nd her wool. And wh�le Mr. Clutterbuck read the
rest of Lord Lansdowne's speech she sat upr�ght, w�thout touch�ng
her ball.

"Ah, Mr. Flanders," she sa�d, speak�ng proudly, as �f to Lord
Lansdowne h�mself. Then she s�ghed and began to w�nd her wool
aga�n.

"S�t THERE," she sa�d.

Jacob came out from the dark place by the w�ndow where he had
hovered. The l�ght poured over h�m, �llum�nat�ng every cranny of h�s
sk�n; but not a muscle of h�s face moved as he sat look�ng out �nto
the garden.

"I want to hear about your voyage," sa�d Mrs. Durrant.

"Yes," he sa�d.

"Twenty years ago we d�d the same th�ng."

"Yes," he sa�d. She looked at h�m sharply.

"He �s extraord�nar�ly awkward," she thought, not�c�ng how he
f�ngered h�s socks. "Yet so d�st�ngu�shed-look�ng."



"In those days …" she resumed, and told h�m how they had sa�led
… "my husband, who knew a good deal about sa�l�ng, for he kept a
yacht before we marr�ed" … and then how rashly they had def�ed the
f�shermen, "almost pa�d for �t w�th our l�ves, but so proud of
ourselves!" She flung the hand out that held the ball of wool.

"Shall I hold your wool?" Jacob asked st�ffly.

"You do that for your mother," sa�d Mrs. Durrant, look�ng at h�m
aga�n keenly, as she transferred the ske�n. "Yes, �t goes much
better."

He sm�led; but sa�d noth�ng.

Elsbeth S�ddons hovered beh�nd them w�th someth�ng s�lver on
her arm.

"We want," she sa�d…. "I've come …" she paused.

"Poor Jacob," sa�d Mrs. Durrant, qu�etly, as �f she had known h�m
all h�s l�fe. "They're go�ng to make you act �n the�r play."

"How I love you!" sa�d Elsbeth, kneel�ng bes�de Mrs. Durrant's
cha�r.

"G�ve me the wool," sa�d Mrs. Durrant.

"He's come—he's come!" cr�ed Charlotte W�ld�ng. "I've won my
bet!"

"There's another bunch h�gher up," murmured Clara Durrant,
mount�ng another step of the ladder. Jacob held the ladder as she
stretched out to reach the grapes h�gh up on the v�ne.



"There!" she sa�d, cutt�ng through the stalk. She looked sem�-
transparent, pale, wonderfully beaut�ful up there among the v�ne
leaves and the yellow and purple bunches, the l�ghts sw�mm�ng over
her �n coloured �slands. Geran�ums and begon�as stood �n pots along
planks; tomatoes cl�mbed the walls.

"The leaves really want th�nn�ng," she cons�dered, and one green
one, spread l�ke the palm of a hand, c�rcled down past Jacob's head.

"I have more than I can eat already," he sa�d, look�ng up.

"It does seem absurd …" Clara began, "go�ng back to London…."

"R�d�culous," sa�d Jacob, f�rmly.

"Then …" sa�d Clara, "you must come next year, properly," she
sa�d, sn�pp�ng another v�ne leaf, rather at random.

"If … �f …"

A ch�ld ran past the greenhouse shout�ng. Clara slowly descended
the ladder w�th her basket of grapes.

"One bunch of wh�te, and two of purple," she sa�d, and she placed
two great leaves over them where they lay curled warm �n the
basket.

"I have enjoyed myself," sa�d Jacob, look�ng down the
greenhouse.

"Yes, �t's been del�ghtful," she sa�d vaguely.

"Oh, M�ss Durrant," he sa�d, tak�ng the basket of grapes; but she
walked past h�m towards the door of the greenhouse.



"You're too good—too good," she thought, th�nk�ng of Jacob,
th�nk�ng that he must not say that he loved her. No, no, no.

The ch�ldren were wh�rl�ng past the door, throw�ng th�ngs h�gh �nto
the a�r.

"L�ttle demons!" she cr�ed. "What have they got?" she asked
Jacob.

"On�ons, I th�nk," sa�d Jacob. He looked at them w�thout mov�ng.

"Next August, remember, Jacob," sa�d Mrs. Durrant, shak�ng
hands w�th h�m on the terrace where the fuchs�a hung, l�ke a scarlet
ear-r�ng, beh�nd her head. Mr. Wortley came out of the w�ndow �n
yellow sl�ppers, tra�l�ng the T�mes and hold�ng out h�s hand very
cord�ally.

"Good-bye," sa�d Jacob. "Good-bye," he repeated. "Good-bye," he
sa�d once more. Charlotte W�ld�ng flung up her bedroom w�ndow and
cr�ed out: "Good-bye, Mr. Jacob!"

"Mr. Flanders!" cr�ed Mr. Clutterbuck, try�ng to extr�cate h�mself
from h�s beeh�ve cha�r. "Jacob Flanders!"

"Too late, Joseph," sa�d Mrs. Durrant.

"Not to s�t for me," sa�d M�ss El�ot, plant�ng her tr�pod upon the
lawn.



CHAPTER FIVE

"I rather th�nk," sa�d Jacob, tak�ng h�s p�pe from h�s mouth, "�t's �n
V�rg�l," and push�ng back h�s cha�r, he went to the w�ndow.

The rashest dr�vers �n the world are, certa�nly, the dr�vers of post-
off�ce vans. Sw�ng�ng down Lamb's Condu�t Street, the scarlet van
rounded the corner by the p�llar box �n such a way as to graze the
kerb and make the l�ttle g�rl who was stand�ng on t�ptoe to post a
letter look up, half fr�ghtened, half cur�ous. She paused w�th her hand
�n the mouth of the box; then dropped her letter and ran away. It �s
seldom only that we see a ch�ld on t�ptoe w�th p�ty—more often a d�m
d�scomfort, a gra�n of sand �n the shoe wh�ch �t's scarcely worth wh�le
to remove—that's our feel�ng, and so—Jacob turned to the
bookcase.

Long ago great people l�ved here, and com�ng back from Court
past m�dn�ght stood, huddl�ng the�r sat�n sk�rts, under the carved
door-posts wh�le the footman roused h�mself from h�s mattress on
the floor, hurr�edly fastened the lower buttons of h�s wa�stcoat, and
let them �n. The b�tter e�ghteenth-century ra�n rushed down the
kennel. Southampton Row, however, �s ch�efly remarkable nowadays
for the fact that you w�ll always f�nd a man there try�ng to sell a



torto�se to a ta�lor. "Show�ng off the tweed, s�r; what the gentry wants
�s someth�ng s�ngular to catch the eye, s�r—and clean �n the�r hab�ts,
s�r!" So they d�splay the�r torto�ses.

At Mud�e's corner �n Oxford Street all the red and blue beads had
run together on the str�ng. The motor omn�buses were locked. Mr.
Spald�ng go�ng to the c�ty looked at Mr. Charles Budgeon bound for
Shepherd's Bush. The prox�m�ty of the omn�buses gave the outs�de
passengers an opportun�ty to stare �nto each other's faces. Yet few
took advantage of �t. Each had h�s own bus�ness to th�nk of. Each
had h�s past shut �n h�m l�ke the leaves of a book known to h�m by
heart; and h�s fr�ends could only read the t�tle, James Spald�ng, or
Charles Budgeon, and the passengers go�ng the oppos�te way could
read noth�ng at all—save "a man w�th a red moustache," "a young
man �n grey smok�ng a p�pe." The October sunl�ght rested upon all
these men and women s�tt�ng �mmob�le; and l�ttle Johnn�e Sturgeon
took the chance to sw�ng down the sta�rcase, carry�ng h�s large
myster�ous parcel, and so dodg�ng a z�gzag course between the
wheels he reached the pavement, started to wh�stle a tune and was
soon out of s�ght—for ever. The omn�buses jerked on, and every
s�ngle person felt rel�ef at be�ng a l�ttle nearer to h�s journey's end,
though some cajoled themselves past the �mmed�ate engagement by
prom�se of �ndulgence beyond—steak and k�dney pudd�ng, dr�nk or a
game of dom�noes �n the smoky corner of a c�ty restaurant. Oh yes,
human l�fe �s very tolerable on the top of an omn�bus �n Holborn,
when the pol�ceman holds up h�s arm and the sun beats on your
back, and �f there �s such a th�ng as a shell secreted by man to f�t
man h�mself here we f�nd �t, on the banks of the Thames, where the
great streets jo�n and St. Paul's Cathedral, l�ke the volute on the top
of the sna�l shell, f�n�shes �t off. Jacob, gett�ng off h�s omn�bus,
lo�tered up the steps, consulted h�s watch, and f�nally made up h�s



m�nd to go �n…. Does �t need an effort? Yes. These changes of
mood wear us out.

D�m �t �s, haunted by ghosts of wh�te marble, to whom the organ
for ever chaunts. If a boot creaks, �t's awful; then the order; the
d�sc�pl�ne. The verger w�th h�s rod has l�fe �roned out beneath h�m.
Sweet and holy are the angel�c chor�sters. And for ever round the
marble shoulders, �n and out of the folded f�ngers, go the th�n h�gh
sounds of vo�ce and organ. For ever requ�em—repose. T�red w�th
scrubb�ng the steps of the Prudent�al Soc�ety's off�ce, wh�ch she d�d
year �n year out, Mrs. L�dgett took her seat beneath the great Duke's
tomb, folded her hands, and half closed her eyes. A magn�f�cent
place for an old woman to rest �n, by the very s�de of the great
Duke's bones, whose v�ctor�es mean noth�ng to her, whose name
she knows not, though she never fa�ls to greet the l�ttle angels
oppos�te, as she passes out, w�sh�ng the l�ke on her own tomb, for
the leathern curta�n of the heart has flapped w�de, and out steal on
t�ptoe thoughts of rest, sweet melod�es…. Old Sp�cer, jute merchant,
thought noth�ng of the k�nd though. Strangely enough he'd never
been �n St. Paul's these f�fty years, though h�s off�ce w�ndows looked
on the churchyard. "So that's all? Well, a gloomy old place….
Where's Nelson's tomb? No t�me now—come aga�n—a co�n to leave
�n the box…. Ra�n or f�ne �s �t? Well, �f �t would only make up �ts
m�nd!" Idly the ch�ldren stray �n—the verger d�ssuades them—and
another and another … man, woman, man, woman, boy … cast�ng
the�r eyes up, purs�ng the�r l�ps, the same shadow brush�ng the same
faces; the leathern curta�n of the heart flaps w�de.

Noth�ng could appear more certa�n from the steps of St. Paul's
than that each person �s m�raculously prov�ded w�th coat, sk�rt, and
boots; an �ncome; an object. Only Jacob, carry�ng �n h�s hand



F�nlay's Byzant�ne Emp�re, wh�ch he had bought �n Ludgate H�ll,
looked a l�ttle d�fferent; for �n h�s hand he carr�ed a book, wh�ch book
he would at n�ne-th�rty prec�sely, by h�s own f�res�de, open and study,
as no one else of all these mult�tudes would do. They have no
houses. The streets belong to them; the shops; the churches; the�rs
the �nnumerable desks; the stretched off�ce l�ghts; the vans are
the�rs, and the ra�lway slung h�gh above the street. If you look closer
you w�ll see that three elderly men at a l�ttle d�stance from each other
run sp�ders along the pavement as �f the street were the�r parlour,
and here, aga�nst the wall, a woman stares at noth�ng, boot-laces
extended, wh�ch she does not ask you to buy. The posters are the�rs
too; and the news on them. A town destroyed; a race won. A
homeless people, c�rcl�ng beneath the sky whose blue or wh�te �s
held off by a ce�l�ng cloth of steel f�l�ngs and horse dung shredded to
dust.

There, under the green shade, w�th h�s head bent over wh�te
paper, Mr. S�bley transferred f�gures to fol�os, and upon each desk
you observe, l�ke provender, a bunch of papers, the day's nutr�ment,
slowly consumed by the �ndustr�ous pen. Innumerable overcoats of
the qual�ty prescr�bed hung empty all day �n the corr�dors, but as the
clock struck s�x each was exactly f�lled, and the l�ttle f�gures, spl�t
apart �nto trousers or moulded �nto a s�ngle th�ckness, jerked rap�dly
w�th angular forward mot�on along the pavement; then dropped �nto
darkness. Beneath the pavement, sunk �n the earth, hollow dra�ns
l�ned w�th yellow l�ght for ever conveyed them th�s way and that, and
large letters upon enamel plates represented �n the underworld the
parks, squares, and c�rcuses of the upper. "Marble Arch—
Shepherd's Bush"—to the major�ty the Arch and the Bush are
eternally wh�te letters upon a blue ground. Only at one po�nt—�t may
be Acton, Holloway, Kensal R�se, Caledon�an Road—does the name



mean shops where you buy th�ngs, and houses, �n one of wh�ch,
down to the r�ght, where the pollard trees grow out of the pav�ng
stones, there �s a square curta�ned w�ndow, and a bedroom.

Long past sunset an old bl�nd woman sat on a camp-stool w�th her
back to the stone wall of the Un�on of London and Sm�th's Bank,
clasp�ng a brown mongrel t�ght �n her arms and s�ng�ng out loud, not
for coppers, no, from the depths of her gay w�ld heart—her s�nful,
tanned heart—for the ch�ld who fetches her �s the fru�t of s�n, and
should have been �n bed, curta�ned, asleep, �nstead of hear�ng �n the
lampl�ght her mother's w�ld song, where she s�ts aga�nst the Bank,
s�ng�ng not for coppers, w�th her dog aga�nst her breast.

Home they went. The grey church sp�res rece�ved them; the hoary
c�ty, old, s�nful, and majest�c. One beh�nd another, round or po�nted,
p�erc�ng the sky or mass�ng themselves, l�ke sa�l�ng sh�ps, l�ke
gran�te cl�ffs, sp�res and off�ces, wharves and factor�es crowd the
bank; eternally the p�lgr�ms trudge; barges rest �n m�d stream heavy
laden; as some bel�eve, the c�ty loves her prost�tutes.

But few, �t seems, are adm�tted to that degree. Of all the carr�ages
that leave the arch of the Opera House, not one turns eastward, and
when the l�ttle th�ef �s caught �n the empty market-place no one �n
black-and-wh�te or rose-coloured even�ng dress blocks the way by
paus�ng w�th a hand upon the carr�age door to help or condemn—
though Lady Charles, to do her just�ce, s�ghs sadly as she ascends
her sta�rcase, takes down Thomas a Kemp�s, and does not sleep t�ll
her m�nd has lost �tself tunnell�ng �nto the complex�ty of th�ngs.
"Why? Why? Why?" she s�ghs. On the whole �t's best to walk back
from the Opera House. Fat�gue �s the safest sleep�ng draught.



The autumn season was �n full sw�ng. Tr�stan was tw�tch�ng h�s rug
up under h�s armp�ts tw�ce a week; Isolde waved her scarf �n
m�raculous sympathy w�th the conductor's baton. In all parts of the
house were to be found p�nk faces and gl�tter�ng breasts. When a
Royal hand attached to an �nv�s�ble body sl�pped out and w�thdrew
the red and wh�te bouquet repos�ng on the scarlet ledge, the Queen
of England seemed a name worth dy�ng for. Beauty, �n �ts hothouse
var�ety (wh�ch �s none of the worst), flowered �n box after box; and
though noth�ng was sa�d of profound �mportance, and though �t �s
generally agreed that w�t deserted beaut�ful l�ps about the t�me that
Walpole d�ed—at any rate when V�ctor�a �n her n�ghtgown
descended to meet her m�n�sters, the l�ps (through an opera glass)
rema�ned red, adorable. Bald d�st�ngu�shed men w�th gold-headed
canes strolled down the cr�mson avenues between the stalls, and
only broke from �ntercourse w�th the boxes when the l�ghts went
down, and the conductor, f�rst bow�ng to the Queen, next to the bald-
headed men, swept round on h�s feet and ra�sed h�s wand.

Then two thousand hearts �n the sem�-darkness remembered,
ant�c�pated, travelled dark labyr�nths; and Clara Durrant sa�d farewell
to Jacob Flanders, and tasted the sweetness of death �n eff�gy; and
Mrs. Durrant, s�tt�ng beh�nd her �n the dark of the box, s�ghed her
sharp s�gh; and Mr. Wortley, sh�ft�ng h�s pos�t�on beh�nd the Ital�an
Ambassador's w�fe, thought that Brangaena was a tr�fle hoarse; and
suspended �n the gallery many feet above the�r heads, Edward
Wh�ttaker surrept�t�ously held a torch to h�s m�n�ature score; and …
and …

In short, the observer �s choked w�th observat�ons. Only to prevent
us from be�ng submerged by chaos, nature and soc�ety between
them have arranged a system of class�f�cat�on wh�ch �s s�mpl�c�ty



�tself; stalls, boxes, amph�theatre, gallery. The moulds are f�lled
n�ghtly. There �s no need to d�st�ngu�sh deta�ls. But the d�ff�culty
rema�ns—one has to choose. For though I have no w�sh to be
Queen of England or only for a moment—I would w�ll�ngly s�t bes�de
her; I would hear the Pr�me M�n�ster's goss�p; the countess wh�sper,
and share her memor�es of halls and gardens; the mass�ve fronts of
the respectable conceal after all the�r secret code; or why so
�mpermeable? And then, doff�ng one's own headp�ece, how strange
to assume for a moment some one's—any one's—to be a man of
valour who has ruled the Emp�re; to refer wh�le Brangaena s�ngs to
the fragments of Sophocles, or see �n a flash, as the shepherd p�pes
h�s tune, br�dges and aqueducts. But no—we must choose. Never
was there a harsher necess�ty! or one wh�ch enta�ls greater pa�n,
more certa�n d�saster; for wherever I seat myself, I d�e �n ex�le:
Wh�ttaker �n h�s lodg�ng-house; Lady Charles at the Manor.

A young man w�th a Well�ngton nose, who had occup�ed a seven-
and-s�xpenny seat, made h�s way down the stone sta�rs when the
opera ended, as �f he were st�ll set a l�ttle apart from h�s fellows by
the �nfluence of the mus�c.

At m�dn�ght Jacob Flanders heard a rap on h�s door.

"By Jove!" he excla�med. "You're the very man I want!" and w�thout
more ado they d�scovered the l�nes wh�ch he had been seek�ng all
day; only they come not �n V�rg�l, but �n Lucret�us.

"Yes; that should make h�m s�t up," sa�d Bonamy, as Jacob
stopped read�ng. Jacob was exc�ted. It was the f�rst t�me he had read
h�s essay aloud.



"Damned sw�ne!" he sa�d, rather too extravagantly; but the pra�se
had gone to h�s head. Professor Bulteel, of Leeds, had �ssued an
ed�t�on of Wycherley w�thout stat�ng that he had left out,
d�sembowelled, or �nd�cated only by aster�sks, several �ndecent
words and some �ndecent phrases. An outrage, Jacob sa�d; a breach
of fa�th; sheer prudery; token of a lewd m�nd and a d�sgust�ng nature.
Ar�stophanes and Shakespeare were c�ted. Modern l�fe was
repud�ated. Great play was made w�th the profess�onal t�tle, and
Leeds as a seat of learn�ng was laughed to scorn. And the
extraord�nary th�ng was that these young men were perfectly r�ght—
extraord�nary, because, even as Jacob cop�ed h�s pages, he knew
that no one would ever pr�nt them; and sure enough back they came
from the Fortn�ghtly, the Contemporary, the N�neteenth Century—
when Jacob threw them �nto the black wooden box where he kept h�s
mother's letters, h�s old flannel trousers, and a note or two w�th the
Corn�sh postmark. The l�d shut upon the truth.

Th�s black wooden box, upon wh�ch h�s name was st�ll leg�ble �n
wh�te pa�nt, stood between the long w�ndows of the s�tt�ng-room. The
street ran beneath. No doubt the bedroom was beh�nd. The furn�ture
—three w�cker cha�rs and a gate-legged table—came from
Cambr�dge. These houses (Mrs. Garf�t's daughter, Mrs. Wh�tehorn,
was the landlady of th�s one) were bu�lt, say, a hundred and f�fty
years ago. The rooms are shapely, the ce�l�ngs h�gh; over the
doorway a rose, or a ram's skull, �s carved �n the wood. The
e�ghteenth century has �ts d�st�nct�on. Even the panels, pa�nted �n
raspberry-coloured pa�nt, have the�r d�st�nct�on….

"D�st�nct�on"—Mrs. Durrant sa�d that Jacob Flanders was
"d�st�ngu�shed-look�ng." "Extremely awkward," she sa�d, "but so
d�st�ngu�shed-look�ng." See�ng h�m for the f�rst t�me that no doubt �s



the word for h�m. Ly�ng back �n h�s cha�r, tak�ng h�s p�pe from h�s l�ps,
and say�ng to Bonamy: "About th�s opera now" (for they had done
w�th �ndecency). "Th�s fellow Wagner" … d�st�nct�on was one of the
words to use naturally, though, from look�ng at h�m, one would have
found �t d�ff�cult to say wh�ch seat �n the opera house was h�s, stalls,
gallery, or dress c�rcle. A wr�ter? He lacked self-consc�ousness. A
pa�nter? There was someth�ng �n the shape of h�s hands (he was
descended on h�s mother's s�de from a fam�ly of the greatest
ant�qu�ty and deepest obscur�ty) wh�ch �nd�cated taste. Then h�s
mouth—but surely, of all fut�le occupat�ons th�s of catalogu�ng
features �s the worst. One word �s suff�c�ent. But �f one cannot f�nd �t?

"I l�ke Jacob Flanders," wrote Clara Durrant �n her d�ary. "He �s so
unworldly. He g�ves h�mself no a�rs, and one can say what one l�kes
to h�m, though he's fr�ghten�ng because …" But Mr. Letts allows l�ttle
space �n h�s sh�ll�ng d�ar�es. Clara was not the one to encroach upon
Wednesday. Humblest, most cand�d of women! "No, no, no," she
s�ghed, stand�ng at the greenhouse door, "don't break—don't spo�l"—
what? Someth�ng �nf�n�tely wonderful.

But then, th�s �s only a young woman's language, one, too, who
loves, or refra�ns from lov�ng. She w�shed the moment to cont�nue for
ever prec�sely as �t was that July morn�ng. And moments don't. Now,
for �nstance, Jacob was tell�ng a story about some walk�ng tour he'd
taken, and the �nn was called "The Foam�ng Pot," wh�ch, cons�der�ng
the landlady's name … They shouted w�th laughter. The joke was
�ndecent.

Then Jul�a El�ot sa�d "the s�lent young man," and as she d�ned w�th
Pr�me M�n�sters, no doubt she meant: "If he �s go�ng to get on �n the
world, he w�ll have to f�nd h�s tongue."



T�mothy Durrant never made any comment at all.

The housema�d found herself very l�berally rewarded.

Mr. Sopw�th's op�n�on was as sent�mental as Clara's, though far
more sk�lfully expressed.

Betty Flanders was romant�c about Archer and tender about John;
she was unreasonably �rr�tated by Jacob's clums�ness �n the house.

Capta�n Barfoot l�ked h�m best of the boys; but as for say�ng why
…

It seems then that men and women are equally at fault. It seems
that a profound, �mpart�al, and absolutely just op�n�on of our fellow-
creatures �s utterly unknown. E�ther we are men, or we are women.
E�ther we are cold, or we are sent�mental. E�ther we are young, or
grow�ng old. In any case l�fe �s but a process�on of shadows, and
God knows why �t �s that we embrace them so eagerly, and see them
depart w�th such angu�sh, be�ng shadows. And why, �f th�s—and
much more than th�s �s true, why are we yet surpr�sed �n the w�ndow
corner by a sudden v�s�on that the young man �n the cha�r �s of all
th�ngs �n the world the most real, the most sol�d, the best known to
us—why �ndeed? For the moment after we know noth�ng about h�m.

Such �s the manner of our see�ng. Such the cond�t�ons of our love.

("I'm twenty-two. It's nearly the end of October. L�fe �s thoroughly
pleasant, although unfortunately there are a great number of fools
about. One must apply oneself to someth�ng or other—God knows
what. Everyth�ng �s really very jolly—except gett�ng up �n the morn�ng
and wear�ng a ta�l coat.")



"I say, Bonamy, what about Beethoven?"

("Bonamy �s an amaz�ng fellow. He knows pract�cally everyth�ng—
not more about Engl�sh l�terature than I do—but then he's read all
those Frenchmen.")

"I rather suspect you're talk�ng rot, Bonamy. In sp�te of what you
say, poor old Tennyson…."

("The truth �s one ought to have been taught French. Now, I
suppose, old Barfoot �s talk�ng to my mother. That's an odd affa�r to
be sure. But I can't see Bonamy down there. Damn London!") for the
market carts were lumber�ng down the street.

"What about a walk on Saturday?"

("What's happen�ng on Saturday?")

Then, tak�ng out h�s pocket-book, he assured h�mself that the n�ght
of the Durrants' party came next week.

But though all th�s may very well be true—so Jacob thought and
spoke—so he crossed h�s legs—f�lled h�s p�pe—s�pped h�s wh�sky,
and once looked at h�s pocket-book, rumpl�ng h�s ha�r as he d�d so,
there rema�ns over someth�ng wh�ch can never be conveyed to a
second person save by Jacob h�mself. Moreover, part of th�s �s not
Jacob but R�chard Bonamy—the room; the market carts; the hour;
the very moment of h�story. Then cons�der the effect of sex—how
between man and woman �t hangs wavy, tremulous, so that here's a
valley, there's a peak, when �n truth, perhaps, all's as flat as my
hand. Even the exact words get the wrong accent on them. But
someth�ng �s always �mpell�ng one to hum v�brat�ng, l�ke the hawk



moth, at the mouth of the cavern of mystery, endow�ng Jacob
Flanders w�th all sorts of qual�t�es he had not at all—for though,
certa�nly, he sat talk�ng to Bonamy, half of what he sa�d was too dull
to repeat; much un�ntell�g�ble (about unknown people and
Parl�ament); what rema�ns �s mostly a matter of guess work. Yet over
h�m we hang v�brat�ng.

"Yes," sa�d Capta�n Barfoot, knock�ng out h�s p�pe on Betty
Flanders's hob, and button�ng h�s coat. "It doubles the work, but I
don't m�nd that."

He was now town counc�llor. They looked at the n�ght, wh�ch was
the same as the London n�ght, only a good deal more transparent.
Church bells down �n the town were str�k�ng eleven o'clock. The w�nd
was off the sea. And all the bedroom w�ndows were dark—the Pages
were asleep; the Garf�ts were asleep; the Cranches were asleep—
whereas �n London at th�s hour they were burn�ng Guy Fawkes on
Parl�ament H�ll.



CHAPTER SIX

The flames had fa�rly caught.

"There's St. Paul's!" some one cr�ed.

As the wood caught the c�ty of London was l�t up for a second; on
other s�des of the f�re there were trees. Of the faces wh�ch came out
fresh and v�v�d as though pa�nted �n yellow and red, the most
prom�nent was a g�rl's face. By a tr�ck of the f�rel�ght she seemed to
have no body. The oval of the face and ha�r hung bes�de the f�re w�th
a dark vacuum for background. As �f dazed by the glare, her green-
blue eyes stared at the flames. Every muscle of her face was taut.
There was someth�ng trag�c �n her thus star�ng—her age between
twenty and twenty-f�ve.

A hand descend�ng from the chequered darkness thrust on her
head the con�cal wh�te hat of a p�errot. Shak�ng her head, she st�ll
stared. A wh�skered face appeared above her. They dropped two
legs of a table upon the f�re and a scatter�ng of tw�gs and leaves. All
th�s blazed up and showed faces far back, round, pale, smooth,
bearded, some w�th b�llycock hats on; all �ntent; showed too St.



Paul's float�ng on the uneven wh�te m�st, and two or three narrow,
paper-wh�te, ext�ngu�sher-shaped sp�res.

The flames were struggl�ng through the wood and roar�ng up
when, goodness knows where from, pa�ls flung water �n beaut�ful
hollow shapes, as of pol�shed torto�seshell; flung aga�n and aga�n;
unt�l the h�ss was l�ke a swarm of bees; and all the faces went out.

"Oh Jacob," sa�d the g�rl, as they pounded up the h�ll �n the dark,
"I'm so fr�ghtfully unhappy!"

Shouts of laughter came from the others—h�gh, low; some before,
others after.

The hotel d�n�ng-room was br�ghtly l�t. A stag's head �n plaster was
at one end of the table; at the other some Roman bust blackened
and reddened to represent Guy Fawkes, whose n�ght �t was. The
d�ners were l�nked together by lengths of paper roses, so that when �t
came to s�ng�ng "Auld Lang Syne" w�th the�r hands crossed a p�nk
and yellow l�ne rose and fell the ent�re length of the table. There was
an enormous tapp�ng of green w�ne-glasses. A young man stood up,
and Flor�nda, tak�ng one of the purpl�sh globes that lay on the table,
flung �t stra�ght at h�s head. It crushed to powder.

"I'm so fr�ghtfully unhappy!" she sa�d, turn�ng to Jacob, who sat
bes�de her.

The table ran, as �f on �nv�s�ble legs, to the s�de of the room, and a
barrel organ decorated w�th a red cloth and two pots of paper flowers
reeled out waltz mus�c.

Jacob could not dance. He stood aga�nst the wall smok�ng a p�pe.



"We th�nk," sa�d two of the dancers, break�ng off from the rest, and
bow�ng profoundly before h�m, "that you are the most beaut�ful man
we have ever seen."

So they wreathed h�s head w�th paper flowers. Then somebody
brought out a wh�te and g�lt cha�r and made h�m s�t on �t. As they
passed, people hung glass grapes on h�s shoulders, unt�l he looked
l�ke the f�gure-head of a wrecked sh�p. Then Flor�nda got upon h�s
knee and h�d her face �n h�s wa�stcoat. W�th one hand he held her;
w�th the other, h�s p�pe.

"Now let us talk," sa�d Jacob, as he walked down Haverstock H�ll
between four and f�ve o'clock �n the morn�ng of November the s�xth
arm-�n-arm w�th T�mmy Durrant, "about someth�ng sens�ble."

The Greeks—yes, that was what they talked about—how when
all's sa�d and done, when one's r�nsed one's mouth w�th every
l�terature �n the world, �nclud�ng Ch�nese and Russ�an (but these
Slavs aren't c�v�l�zed), �t's the flavour of Greek that rema�ns. Durrant
quoted Aeschylus—Jacob Sophocles. It �s true that no Greek could
have understood or professor refra�ned from po�nt�ng out—Never
m�nd; what �s Greek for �f not to be shouted on Haverstock H�ll �n the
dawn? Moreover, Durrant never l�stened to Sophocles, nor Jacob to
Aeschylus. They were boastful, tr�umphant; �t seemed to both that
they had read every book �n the world; known every s�n, pass�on,
and joy. C�v�l�zat�ons stood round them l�ke flowers ready for p�ck�ng.
Ages lapped at the�r feet l�ke waves f�t for sa�l�ng. And survey�ng all
th�s, loom�ng through the fog, the lampl�ght, the shades of London,
the two young men dec�ded �n favour of Greece.

"Probably," sa�d Jacob, "we are the only people �n the world who
know what the Greeks meant."



They drank coffee at a stall where the urns were burn�shed and
l�ttle lamps burnt along the counter.

Tak�ng Jacob for a m�l�tary gentleman, the stall-keeper told h�m
about h�s boy at G�braltar, and Jacob cursed the Br�t�sh army and
pra�sed the Duke of Well�ngton. So on aga�n they went down the h�ll
talk�ng about the Greeks.

A strange th�ng—when you come to th�nk of �t—th�s love of Greek,
flour�sh�ng �n such obscur�ty, d�storted, d�scouraged, yet leap�ng out,
all of a sudden, espec�ally on leav�ng crowded rooms, or after a
surfe�t of pr�nt, or when the moon floats among the waves of the h�lls,
or �n hollow, sallow, fru�tless London days, l�ke a spec�f�c; a clean
blade; always a m�racle. Jacob knew no more Greek than served
h�m to stumble through a play. Of anc�ent h�story he knew noth�ng.
However, as he tramped �nto London �t seemed to h�m that they were
mak�ng the flagstones r�ng on the road to the Acropol�s, and that �f
Socrates saw them com�ng he would best�r h�mself and say "my f�ne
fellows," for the whole sent�ment of Athens was ent�rely after h�s
heart; free, venturesome, h�gh-sp�r�ted…. She had called h�m Jacob
w�thout ask�ng h�s leave. She had sat upon h�s knee. Thus d�d all
good women �n the days of the Greeks.

At th�s moment there shook out �nto the a�r a waver�ng, quaver�ng,
doleful lamentat�on wh�ch seemed to lack strength to unfold �tself,
and yet flagged on; at the sound of wh�ch doors �n back streets burst
sullenly open; workmen stumped forth.

Flor�nda was s�ck.

Mrs. Durrant, sleepless as usual, scored a mark by the s�de of
certa�n l�nes �n the Inferno.



Clara slept bur�ed �n her p�llows; on her dress�ng-table d�shevelled
roses and a pa�r of long wh�te gloves.

St�ll wear�ng the con�cal wh�te hat of a p�errot, Flor�nda was s�ck.

The bedroom seemed f�t for these catastrophes—cheap, mustard-
coloured, half att�c, half stud�o, cur�ously ornamented w�th s�lver
paper stars, Welshwomen's hats, and rosar�es pendent from the gas
brackets. As for Flor�nda's story, her name had been bestowed upon
her by a pa�nter who had w�shed �t to s�gn�fy that the flower of her
ma�denhood was st�ll unplucked. Be that as �t may, she was w�thout
a surname, and for parents had only the photograph of a tombstone
beneath wh�ch, she sa�d, her father lay bur�ed. Somet�mes she would
dwell upon the s�ze of �t, and rumour had �t that Flor�nda's father had
d�ed from the growth of h�s bones wh�ch noth�ng could stop; just as
her mother enjoyed the conf�dence of a Royal master, and now and
aga�n Flor�nda herself was a Pr�ncess, but ch�efly when drunk. Thus
deserted, pretty �nto the barga�n, w�th trag�c eyes and the l�ps of a
ch�ld, she talked more about v�rg�n�ty than women mostly do; and
had lost �t only the n�ght before, or cher�shed �t beyond the heart �n
her breast, accord�ng to the man she talked to. But d�d she always
talk to men? No, she had her conf�dante: Mother Stuart. Stuart, as
the lady would po�nt out, �s the name of a Royal house; but what that
s�gn�f�ed, and what her bus�ness way, no one knew; only that Mrs.
Stuart got postal orders every Monday morn�ng, kept a parrot,
bel�eved �n the transm�grat�on of souls, and could read the future �n
tea leaves. D�rty lodg�ng-house wallpaper she was beh�nd the
chast�ty of Flor�nda.

Now Flor�nda wept, and spent the day wander�ng the streets;
stood at Chelsea watch�ng the r�ver sw�m past; tra�led along the



shopp�ng streets; opened her bag and powdered her cheeks �n
omn�buses; read love letters, propp�ng them aga�nst the m�lk pot �n
the A.B.C. shop; detected glass �n the sugar bowl; accused the
wa�tress of w�sh�ng to po�son her; declared that young men stared at
her; and found herself towards even�ng slowly saunter�ng down
Jacob's street, when �t struck her that she l�ked that man Jacob
better than d�rty Jews, and s�tt�ng at h�s table (he was copy�ng h�s
essay upon the Eth�cs of Indecency), drew off her gloves and told
h�m how Mother Stuart had banged her on the head w�th the tea-
cosy.

Jacob took her word for �t that she was chaste. She prattled, s�tt�ng
by
the f�res�de, of famous pa�nters. The tomb of her father was
ment�oned.
W�ld and fra�l and beaut�ful she looked, and thus the women of the
Greeks were, Jacob thought; and th�s was l�fe; and h�mself a man
and
Flor�nda chaste.

She left w�th one of Shelley's poems beneath her arm. Mrs. Stuart,
she sa�d, often talked of h�m.

Marvellous are the �nnocent. To bel�eve that the g�rl herself
transcends all l�es (for Jacob was not such a fool as to bel�eve
�mpl�c�tly), to wonder env�ously at the unanchored l�fe—h�s own
seem�ng petted and even clo�stered �n compar�son—to have at hand
as sovere�gn spec�f�cs for all d�sorders of the soul Adona�s and the
plays of Shakespeare; to f�gure out a comradesh�p all sp�r�ted on her
s�de, protect�ve on h�s, yet equal on both, for women, thought Jacob,



are just the same as men—�nnocence such as th�s �s marvellous
enough, and perhaps not so fool�sh after all.

For when Flor�nda got home that n�ght she f�rst washed her head;
then ate chocolate creams; then opened Shelley. True, she was
horr�bly bored. What on earth was �t ABOUT? She had to wager w�th
herself that she would turn the page before she ate another. In fact
she slept. But then her day had been a long one, Mother Stuart had
thrown the tea-cosy;—there are form�dable s�ghts �n the streets, and
though Flor�nda was �gnorant as an owl, and would never learn to
read even her love letters correctly, st�ll she had her feel�ngs, l�ked
some men better than others, and was ent�rely at the beck and call
of l�fe. Whether or not she was a v�rg�n seems a matter of no
�mportance whatever. Unless, �ndeed, �t �s the only th�ng of any
�mportance at all.

Jacob was restless when she left h�m.

All n�ght men and women seethed up and down the well-known
beats. Late home-comers could see shadows aga�nst the bl�nds
even �n the most respectable suburbs. Not a square �n snow or fog
lacked �ts amorous couple. All plays turned on the same subject.
Bullets went through heads �n hotel bedrooms almost n�ghtly on that
account. When the body escaped mut�lat�on, seldom d�d the heart go
to the grave unscarred. L�ttle else was talked of �n theatres and
popular novels. Yet we say �t �s a matter of no �mportance at all.

What w�th Shakespeare and Adona�s, Mozart and B�shop Berkeley
—choose whom you l�ke—the fact �s concealed and the even�ngs for
most of us pass reputably, or w�th only the sort of tremor that a
snake makes sl�d�ng through the grass. But then concealment by
�tself d�stracts the m�nd from the pr�nt and the sound. If Flor�nda had



had a m�nd, she m�ght have read w�th clearer eyes than we can. She
and her sort have solved the quest�on by turn�ng �t to a tr�fle of
wash�ng the hands n�ghtly before go�ng to bed, the only d�ff�culty
be�ng whether you prefer your water hot or cold, wh�ch be�ng settled,
the m�nd can go about �ts bus�ness unassa�led.

But �t d�d occur to Jacob, half-way through d�nner, to wonder
whether she had a m�nd.

They sat at a l�ttle table �n the restaurant.

Flor�nda leant the po�nts of her elbows on the table and held her
ch�n �n the cup of her hands. Her cloak had sl�pped beh�nd her. Gold
and wh�te w�th br�ght beads on her she emerged, her face flower�ng
from her body, �nnocent, scarcely t�nted, the eyes gaz�ng frankly
about her, or slowly settl�ng on Jacob and rest�ng there. She talked:

"You know that b�g black box the Austral�an left �n my room ever so
long ago? … I do th�nk furs make a woman look old…. That's
Bechste�n come �n now…. I was wonder�ng what you looked l�ke
when you were a l�ttle boy, Jacob." She n�bbled her roll and looked at
h�m.

"Jacob. You're l�ke one of those statues…. I th�nk there are lovely
th�ngs �n the Br�t�sh Museum, don't you? Lots of lovely th�ngs …" she
spoke dream�ly. The room was f�ll�ng; the heat �ncreas�ng. Talk �n a
restaurant �s dazed sleep-walkers' talk, so many th�ngs to look at—
so much no�se—other people talk�ng. Can one overhear? Oh, but
they mustn't overhear US.

"That's l�ke Ellen Nagle—that g�rl …" and so on.



"I'm awfully happy s�nce I've known you, Jacob. You're such a
GOOD man."

The room got fuller and fuller; talk louder; kn�ves more clatter�ng.

"Well, you see what makes her say th�ngs l�ke that �s …"

She stopped. So d�d every one.

"To-morrow … Sunday … a beastly … you tell me … go then!"
Crash!
And out she swept.

It was at the table next them that the vo�ce spun h�gher and h�gher.
Suddenly the woman dashed the plates to the floor. The man was
left there. Everybody stared. Then—"Well, poor chap, we mustn't s�t
star�ng. What a go! D�d you hear what she sa�d? By God, he looks a
fool! D�dn't come up to the scratch, I suppose. All the mustard on the
tablecloth. The wa�ters laugh�ng."

Jacob observed Flor�nda. In her face there seemed to h�m
someth�ng horr�bly bra�nless—as she sat star�ng.

Out she swept, the black woman w�th the danc�ng feather �n her
hat.

Yet she had to go somewhere. The n�ght �s not a tumultuous black
ocean �n wh�ch you s�nk or sa�l as a star. As a matter of fact �t was a
wet November n�ght. The lamps of Soho made large greasy spots of
l�ght upon the pavement. The by-streets were dark enough to shelter
man or woman lean�ng aga�nst the doorways. One detached herself
as Jacob and Flor�nda approached.



"She's dropped her glove," sa�d Flor�nda.

Jacob, press�ng forward, gave �t her.

Effus�vely she thanked h�m; retraced her steps; dropped her glove
aga�n. But why? For whom? Meanwh�le, where had the other woman
got to? And the man?

The street lamps do not carry far enough to tell us. The vo�ces,
angry, lustful, despa�r�ng, pass�onate, were scarcely more than the
vo�ces of caged beasts at n�ght. Only they are not caged, nor beasts.
Stop a man; ask h�m the way; he'll tell �t you; but one's afra�d to ask
h�m the way. What does one fear?—the human eye. At once the
pavement narrows, the chasm deepens. There! They've melted �nto
�t—both man and woman. Further on, blatantly advert�s�ng �ts
mer�tor�ous sol�d�ty, a board�ng-house exh�b�ts beh�nd uncurta�ned
w�ndows �ts test�mony to the soundness of London. There they s�t,
pla�nly �llum�nated, dressed l�ke lad�es and gentlemen, �n bamboo
cha�rs. The w�dows of bus�ness men prove labor�ously that they are
related to judges. The w�ves of coal merchants �nstantly retort that
the�r fathers kept coachmen. A servant br�ngs coffee, and the
crochet basket has to be moved. And so on aga�n �nto the dark,
pass�ng a g�rl here for sale, or there an old woman w�th only matches
to offer, pass�ng the crowd from the Tube stat�on, the women w�th
ve�led ha�r, pass�ng at length no one but shut doors, carved door-
posts, and a sol�tary pol�ceman, Jacob, w�th Flor�nda on h�s arm,
reached h�s room and, l�ght�ng the lamp, sa�d noth�ng at all.

"I don't l�ke you when you look l�ke that," sa�d Flor�nda.

The problem �s �nsoluble. The body �s harnessed to a bra�n.
Beauty goes hand �n hand w�th stup�d�ty. There she sat star�ng at the



f�re as she had stared at the broken mustard-pot. In sp�te of
defend�ng �ndecency, Jacob doubted whether he l�ked �t �n the raw.
He had a v�olent revers�on towards male soc�ety, clo�stered rooms,
and the works of the class�cs; and was ready to turn w�th wrath upon
whoever �t was who had fash�oned l�fe thus.

Then Flor�nda la�d her hand upon h�s knee.

After all, �t was none of her fault. But the thought saddened h�m.
It's not catastrophes, murders, deaths, d�seases, that age and k�ll us;
�t's the way people look and laugh, and run up the steps of
omn�buses.

Any excuse, though, serves a stup�d woman. He told her h�s head
ached.

But when she looked at h�m, dumbly, half-guess�ng, half-
understand�ng, apolog�z�ng perhaps, anyhow say�ng as he had sa�d,
"It's none of my fault," stra�ght and beaut�ful �n body, her face l�ke a
shell w�th�n �ts cap, then he knew that clo�sters and class�cs are no
use whatever. The problem �s �nsoluble.



CHAPTER SEVEN

About th�s t�me a f�rm of merchants hav�ng deal�ngs w�th the East put
on the market l�ttle paper flowers wh�ch opened on touch�ng water.
As �t was the custom also to use f�nger-bowls at the end of d�nner,
the new d�scovery was found of excellent serv�ce. In these sheltered
lakes the l�ttle coloured flowers swam and sl�d; surmounted smooth
sl�ppery waves, and somet�mes foundered and lay l�ke pebbles on
the glass floor. The�r fortunes were watched by eyes �ntent and
lovely. It �s surely a great d�scovery that leads to the un�on of hearts
and foundat�on of homes. The paper flowers d�d no less.

It must not be thought, though, that they ousted the flowers of
nature. Roses, l�l�es, carnat�ons �n part�cular, looked over the r�ms of
vases and surveyed the br�ght l�ves and sw�ft dooms of the�r art�f�c�al
relat�ons. Mr. Stuart Ormond made th�s very observat�on; and
charm�ng �t was thought; and K�tty Craster marr�ed h�m on the
strength of �t s�x months later. But real flowers can never be
d�spensed w�th. If they could, human l�fe would be a d�fferent affa�r
altogether. For flowers fade; chrysanthemums are the worst; perfect
over n�ght; yellow and jaded next morn�ng—not f�t to be seen. On the
whole, though the pr�ce �s s�nful, carnat�ons pay best;—�t's a
quest�on, however, whether �t's w�se to have them w�red. Some



shops adv�se �t. Certa�nly �t's the only way to keep them at a dance;
but whether �t �s necessary at d�nner part�es, unless the rooms are
very hot, rema�ns �n d�spute. Old Mrs. Temple used to recommend
an �vy leaf—just one—dropped �nto the bowl. She sa�d �t kept the
water pure for days and days. But there �s some reason to th�nk that
old Mrs. Temple was m�staken.

The l�ttle cards, however, w�th names engraved on them, are a
more ser�ous problem than the flowers. More horses' legs have been
worn out, more coachmen's l�ves consumed, more hours of sound
afternoon t�me va�nly lav�shed than served to w�n us the battle of
Waterloo, and pay for �t �nto the barga�n. The l�ttle demons are the
source of as many repr�eves, calam�t�es, and anx�et�es as the battle
�tself. Somet�mes Mrs. Bonham has just gone out; at others she �s at
home. But, even �f the cards should be superseded, wh�ch seems
unl�kely, there are unruly powers blow�ng l�fe �nto storms, d�sorder�ng
sedulous morn�ngs, and uproot�ng the stab�l�ty of the afternoon—
dressmakers, that �s to say, and confect�oners' shops. S�x yards of
s�lk w�ll cover one body; but �f you have to dev�se s�x hundred shapes
for �t, and tw�ce as many colours?—�n the m�ddle of wh�ch there �s
the urgent quest�on of the pudd�ng w�th tufts of green cream and
battlements of almond paste. It has not arr�ved.

The flam�ngo hours fluttered softly through the sky. But regularly
they d�pped the�r w�ngs �n p�tch black; Nott�ng H�ll, for �nstance, or the
purl�eus of Clerkenwell. No wonder that Ital�an rema�ned a h�dden
art, and the p�ano always played the same sonata. In order to buy
one pa�r of elast�c stock�ngs for Mrs. Page, w�dow, aged s�xty-three,
�n rece�pt of f�ve sh�ll�ngs out-door rel�ef, and help from her only son
employed �n Messrs. Mack�e's dye-works, suffer�ng �n w�nter w�th h�s
chest, letters must be wr�tten, columns f�lled up �n the same round,



s�mple hand that wrote �n Mr. Letts's d�ary how the weather was f�ne,
the ch�ldren demons, and Jacob Flanders unworldly. Clara Durrant
procured the stock�ngs, played the sonata, f�lled the vases, fetched
the pudd�ng, left the cards, and when the great �nvent�on of paper
flowers to sw�m �n f�nger-bowls was d�scovered, was one of those
who most marvelled at the�r br�ef l�ves.

Nor were there want�ng poets to celebrate the theme. Edw�n
Mallett, for example, wrote h�s verses end�ng:

/* And read the�r doom �n Chloe's eyes, */

wh�ch caused Clara to blush at the f�rst read�ng, and to laugh at
the second, say�ng that �t was just l�ke h�m to call her Chloe when her
name was Clara. R�d�culous young man! But when, between ten and
eleven on a ra�ny morn�ng, Edw�n Mallett la�d h�s l�fe at her feet she
ran out of the room and h�d herself �n her bedroom, and T�mothy
below could not get on w�th h�s work all that morn�ng on account of
her sobs.

"Wh�ch �s the result of enjoy�ng yourself," sa�d Mrs. Durrant
severely, survey�ng the dance programme all scored w�th the same
�n�t�als, or rather they were d�fferent ones th�s t�me—R.B. �nstead of
E.M.; R�chard Bonamy �t was now, the young man w�th the
Well�ngton nose.

"But I could never marry a man w�th a nose l�ke that," sa�d Clara.

"Nonsense," sa�d Mrs. Durrant.

"But I am too severe," she thought to herself. For Clara, los�ng all
v�vac�ty, tore up her dance programme and threw �t �n the fender.



Such were the very ser�ous consequences of the �nvent�on of
paper flowers to sw�m �n bowls.

"Please," sa�d Jul�a El�ot, tak�ng up her pos�t�on by the curta�n
almost oppos�te the door, "don't �ntroduce me. I l�ke to look on. The
amus�ng th�ng," she went on, address�ng Mr. Salv�n, who, ow�ng to
h�s lameness, was accommodated w�th a cha�r, "the amus�ng th�ng
about a party �s to watch the people—com�ng and go�ng, com�ng and
go�ng."

"Last t�me we met," sa�d Mr. Salv�n, "was at the Farquhars. Poor
lady!
She has much to put up w�th."

"Doesn't she look charm�ng?" excla�med M�ss El�ot, as Clara
Durrant passed them.

"And wh�ch of them…?" asked Mr. Salv�n, dropp�ng h�s vo�ce and
speak�ng �n qu�zz�cal tones.

"There are so many …" M�ss El�ot repl�ed. Three young men stood
at the doorway look�ng about for the�r hostess.

"You don't remember El�zabeth as I do," sa�d Mr. Salv�n, "danc�ng
H�ghland reels at Banchor�e. Clara lacks her mother's sp�r�t. Clara �s
a l�ttle pale."

"What d�fferent people one sees here!" sa�d M�ss El�ot.

"Happ�ly we are not governed by the even�ng papers," sa�d Mr.
Salv�n.



"I never read them," sa�d M�ss El�ot. "I know noth�ng about
pol�t�cs," she added.

"The p�ano �s �n tune," sa�d Clara, pass�ng them, "but we may have
to ask some one to move �t for us."

"Are they go�ng to dance?" asked Mr. Salv�n.

"Nobody shall d�sturb you," sa�d Mrs. Durrant peremptor�ly as she
passed.

"Jul�a El�ot. It IS Jul�a El�ot!" sa�d old Lady H�bbert, hold�ng out both
her hands. "And Mr. Salv�n. What �s go�ng to happen to us, Mr.
Salv�n? W�th all my exper�ence of Engl�sh pol�t�cs—My dear, I was
th�nk�ng of your father last n�ght—one of my oldest fr�ends, Mr.
Salv�n. Never tell me that g�rls often are �ncapable of love! I had all
Shakespeare by heart before I was �n my teens, Mr. Salv�n!"

"You don't say so," sa�d Mr. Salv�n.

"But I do," sa�d Lady H�bbert.

"Oh, Mr. Salv�n, I'm so sorry…."

"I w�ll remove myself �f you'll k�ndly lend me a hand," sa�d Mr.
Salv�n.

"You shall s�t by my mother," sa�d Clara. "Everybody seems to
come �n here…. Mr. Calthorp, let me �ntroduce you to M�ss
Edwards."

"Are you go�ng away for Chr�stmas?" sa�d Mr. Calthorp.

"If my brother gets h�s leave," sa�d M�ss Edwards.



"What reg�ment �s he �n?" sa�d Mr. Calthorp.

"The Twent�eth Hussars," sa�d M�ss Edwards.

"Perhaps he knows my brother?" sa�d Mr. Calthorp.

"I am afra�d I d�d not catch your name," sa�d M�ss Edwards.

"Calthorp," sa�d Mr. Calthorp.

"But what proof was there that the marr�age serv�ce was actually
performed?" sa�d Mr. Crosby.

"There �s no reason to doubt that Charles James Fox …" Mr.
Burley began; but here Mrs. Stretton told h�m that she knew h�s
s�ster well; had stayed w�th her not s�x weeks ago; and thought the
house charm�ng, but bleak �n w�nter.

"Go�ng about as g�rls do nowadays—" sa�d Mrs. Forster.

Mr. Bowley looked round h�m, and catch�ng s�ght of Rose Shaw
moved towards her, threw out h�s hands, and excla�med: "Well!"

"Noth�ng!" she repl�ed. "Noth�ng at all—though I left them alone the
ent�re afternoon on purpose."

"Dear me, dear me," sa�d Mr. Bowley. "I w�ll ask J�mmy to
breakfast."

"But who could res�st her?" cr�ed Rose Shaw. "Dearest Clara—I
know we mustn't try to stop you…"

"You and Mr. Bowley are talk�ng dreadful goss�p, I know," sa�d
Clara.



"L�fe �s w�cked—l�fe �s detestable!" cr�ed Rose Shaw.

"There's not much to be sa�d for th�s sort of th�ng, �s there?" sa�d
T�mothy Durrant to Jacob.

"Women l�ke �t."

"L�ke what?" sa�d Charlotte W�ld�ng, com�ng up to them.

"Where have you come from?" sa�d T�mothy. "D�n�ng somewhere, I
suppose."

"I don't see why not," sa�d Charlotte.

"People must go downsta�rs," sa�d Clara, pass�ng. "Take Charlotte,
T�mothy. How d'you do, Mr. Flanders."

"How d'you do, Mr. Flanders," sa�d Jul�a El�ot, hold�ng out her
hand.
"What's been happen�ng to you?"

/*
"Who �s S�lv�a? what �s she?
That all our swa�ns commend her?"
*/

sang Elsbeth S�ddons.

Every one stood where they were, or sat down �f a cha�r was
empty.

"Ah," s�ghed Clara, who stood bes�de Jacob, half-way through.



/*
"Then to S�lv�a let us s�ng,
 That S�lv�a �s excell�ng;
 She excels each mortal th�ng
 Upon the dull earth dwell�ng.
 To her let us garlands br�ng,"
*/

sang Elsbeth S�ddons.

"Ah!" Clara excla�med out loud, and clapped her gloved hands;
and Jacob clapped h�s bare ones; and then she moved forward and
d�rected people to come �n from the doorway.

"You are l�v�ng �n London?" asked M�ss Jul�a El�ot.

"Yes," sa�d Jacob.

"In rooms?"

"Yes."

"There �s Mr. Clutterbuck. You always see Mr. Clutterbuck here.
He �s not very happy at home, I am afra�d. They say that Mrs.
Clutterbuck …" she dropped her vo�ce. "That's why he stays w�th the
Durrants. Were you there when they acted Mr. Wortley's play? Oh,
no, of course not—at the last moment, d�d you hear—you had to go
to jo�n your mother, I remember, at Harrogate—At the last moment,
as I was say�ng, just as everyth�ng was ready, the clothes f�n�shed
and everyth�ng—Now Elsbeth �s go�ng to s�ng aga�n. Clara �s play�ng
her accompan�ment or turn�ng over for Mr. Carter, I th�nk. No, Mr.



Carter �s play�ng by h�mself—Th�s �s BACH," she wh�spered, as Mr.
Carter played the f�rst bars.

"Are you fond of mus�c?" sa�d Mr. Durrant.

"Yes. I l�ke hear�ng �t," sa�d Jacob. "I know noth�ng about �t."

"Very few people do that," sa�d Mrs. Durrant. "I daresay you were
never taught. Why �s that, S�r Jasper?—S�r Jasper B�gham—Mr.
Flanders. Why �s nobody taught anyth�ng that they ought to know, S�r
Jasper?" She left them stand�ng aga�nst the wall.

Ne�ther of the gentlemen sa�d anyth�ng for three m�nutes, though
Jacob sh�fted perhaps f�ve �nches to the left, and then as many to the
r�ght. Then Jacob grunted, and suddenly crossed the room.

"W�ll you come and have someth�ng to eat?" he sa�d to Clara
Durrant.

"Yes, an �ce. Qu�ckly. Now," she sa�d.

Downsta�rs they went.

But half-way down they met Mr. and Mrs. Gresham, Herbert
Turner, Sylv�a Rashle�gh, and a fr�end, whom they had dared to
br�ng, from Amer�ca, "know�ng that Mrs. Durrant—w�sh�ng to show
Mr. P�lcher.—Mr. P�lcher from New York—Th�s �s M�ss Durrant."

"Whom I have heard so much of," sa�d Mr. P�lcher, bow�ng low.

So Clara left h�m.



CHAPTER EIGHT

About half-past n�ne Jacob left the house, h�s door slamm�ng, other
doors slamm�ng, buy�ng h�s paper, mount�ng h�s omn�bus, or,
weather perm�tt�ng, walk�ng h�s road as other people do. Head bent
down, a desk, a telephone, books bound �n green leather, electr�c
l�ght…. "Fresh coals, s�r?" … "Your tea, s�r."… Talk about football, the
Hotspurs, the Harlequ�ns; s�x-th�rty Star brought �n by the off�ce boy;
the rooks of Gray's Inn pass�ng overhead; branches �n the fog th�n
and br�ttle; and through the roar of traff�c now and aga�n a vo�ce
shout�ng: "Verd�ct—verd�ct—w�nner—w�nner," wh�le letters
accumulate �n a basket, Jacob s�gns them, and each even�ng f�nds
h�m, as he takes h�s coat down, w�th some muscle of the bra�n new
stretched.

Then, somet�mes a game of chess; or p�ctures �n Bond Street, or a
long way home to take the a�r w�th Bonamy on h�s arm, med�tat�vely
march�ng, head thrown back, the world a spectacle, the early moon
above the steeples com�ng �n for pra�se, the sea-gulls fly�ng h�gh,
Nelson on h�s column survey�ng the hor�zon, and the world our sh�p.

Meanwh�le, poor Betty Flanders's letter, hav�ng caught the second
post, lay on the hall table—poor Betty Flanders wr�t�ng her son's



name, Jacob Alan Flanders, Esq., as mothers do, and the �nk pale,
profuse, suggest�ng how mothers down at Scarborough scr�bble over
the f�re w�th the�r feet on the fender, when tea's cleared away, and
can never, never say, whatever �t may be—probably th�s—Don't go
w�th bad women, do be a good boy; wear your th�ck sh�rts; and come
back, come back, come back to me.

But she sa�d noth�ng of the k�nd. "Do you remember old M�ss
Wargrave, who used to be so k�nd when you had the whoop�ng-
cough?" she wrote; "she's dead at last, poor th�ng. They would l�ke �t
�f you wrote. Ellen came over and we spent a n�ce day shopp�ng. Old
Mouse gets very st�ff, and we have to walk h�m up the smallest h�ll.
Rebecca, at last, after I don't know how long, went �nto Mr.
Adamson's. Three teeth, he says, must come out. Such m�ld weather
for the t�me of year, the l�ttle buds actually on the pear trees. And
Mrs. Jarv�s tells me—"Mrs. Flanders l�ked Mrs. Jarv�s, always sa�d of
her that she was too good for such a qu�et place, and, though she
never l�stened to her d�scontent and told her at the end of �t (look�ng
up, suck�ng her thread, or tak�ng off her spectacles) that a l�ttle peat
wrapped round the �r�s roots keeps them from the frost, and Parrot's
great wh�te sale �s Tuesday next, "do remember,"—Mrs. Flanders
knew prec�sely how Mrs. Jarv�s felt; and how �nterest�ng her letters
were, about Mrs. Jarv�s, could one read them year �n, year out—the
unpubl�shed works of women, wr�tten by the f�res�de �n pale
profus�on, dr�ed by the flame, for the blott�ng-paper's worn to holes
and the n�b cleft and clotted. Then Capta�n Barfoot. H�m she called
"the Capta�n," spoke of frankly, yet never w�thout reserve. The
Capta�n was enqu�r�ng for her about Garf�t's acre; adv�sed ch�ckens;
could prom�se prof�t; or had the sc�at�ca; or Mrs. Barfoot had been
�ndoors for weeks; or the Capta�n says th�ngs look bad, pol�t�cs that
�s, for as Jacob knew, the Capta�n would somet�mes talk, as the



even�ng waned, about Ireland or Ind�a; and then Mrs. Flanders would
fall mus�ng about Morty, her brother, lost all these years—had the
nat�ves got h�m, was h�s sh�p sunk—would the Adm�ralty tell her?—
the Capta�n knock�ng h�s p�pe out, as Jacob knew, r�s�ng to go, st�ffly
stretch�ng to p�ck up Mrs. Flanders's wool wh�ch had rolled beneath
the cha�r. Talk of the ch�cken farm came back and back, the women,
even at f�fty, �mpuls�ve at heart, sketch�ng on the cloudy future flocks
of Leghorns, Coch�n Ch�nas, Orp�ngtons; l�ke Jacob �n the blur of her
outl�ne; but powerful as he was; fresh and v�gorous, runn�ng about
the house, scold�ng Rebecca.

The letter lay upon the hall table; Flor�nda com�ng �n that n�ght took
�t up w�th her, put �t on the table as she k�ssed Jacob, and Jacob
see�ng the hand, left �t there under the lamp, between the b�scu�t-t�n
and the tobacco-box. They shut the bedroom door beh�nd them.

The s�tt�ng-room ne�ther knew nor cared. The door was shut; and
to suppose that wood, when �t creaks, transm�ts anyth�ng save that
rats are busy and wood dry �s ch�ld�sh. These old houses are only
br�ck and wood, soaked �n human sweat, gra�ned w�th human d�rt.
But �f the pale blue envelope ly�ng by the b�scu�t-box had the feel�ngs
of a mother, the heart was torn by the l�ttle creak, the sudden st�r.
Beh�nd the door was the obscene th�ng, the alarm�ng presence, and
terror would come over her as at death, or the b�rth of a ch�ld. Better,
perhaps, burst �n and face �t than s�t �n the antechamber l�sten�ng to
the l�ttle creak, the sudden st�r, for her heart was swollen, and pa�n
threaded �t. My son, my son—such would be her cry, uttered to h�de
her v�s�on of h�m stretched w�th Flor�nda, �nexcusable, �rrat�onal, �n a
woman w�th three ch�ldren l�v�ng at Scarborough. And the fault lay
w�th Flor�nda. Indeed, when the door opened and the couple came
out, Mrs. Flanders would have flounced upon her—only �t was Jacob



who came f�rst, �n h�s dress�ng-gown, am�able, author�tat�ve,
beaut�fully healthy, l�ke a baby after an a�r�ng, w�th an eye clear as
runn�ng water. Flor�nda followed, laz�ly stretch�ng; yawn�ng a l�ttle;
arrang�ng her ha�r at the look�ng-glass—wh�le Jacob read h�s
mother's letter.

Let us cons�der letters—how they come at breakfast, and at n�ght,
w�th the�r yellow stamps and the�r green stamps, �mmortal�zed by the
postmark—for to see one's own envelope on another's table �s to
real�ze how soon deeds sever and become al�en. Then at last the
power of the m�nd to qu�t the body �s man�fest, and perhaps we fear
or hate or w�sh ann�h�lated th�s phantom of ourselves, ly�ng on the
table. St�ll, there are letters that merely say how d�nner's at seven;
others order�ng coal; mak�ng appo�ntments. The hand �n them �s
scarcely percept�ble, let alone the vo�ce or the scowl. Ah, but when
the post knocks and the letter comes always the m�racle seems
repeated—speech attempted. Venerable are letters, �nf�n�tely brave,
forlorn, and lost.

L�fe would spl�t asunder w�thout them. "Come to tea, come to
d�nner, what's the truth of the story? have you heard the news? l�fe �n
the cap�tal �s gay; the Russ�an dancers…." These are our stays and
props. These lace our days together and make of l�fe a perfect globe.
And yet, and yet … when we go to d�nner, when press�ng f�nger-t�ps
we hope to meet somewhere soon, a doubt �ns�nuates �tself; �s th�s
the way to spend our days? the rare, the l�m�ted, so soon dealt out to
us—dr�nk�ng tea? d�n�ng out? And the notes accumulate. And the
telephones r�ng. And everywhere we go w�res and tubes surround us
to carry the vo�ces that try to penetrate before the last card �s dealt
and the days are over. "Try to penetrate," for as we l�ft the cup,
shake the hand, express the hope, someth�ng wh�spers, Is th�s all?



Can I never know, share, be certa�n? Am I doomed all my days to
wr�te letters, send vo�ces, wh�ch fall upon the tea-table, fade upon
the passage, mak�ng appo�ntments, wh�le l�fe dw�ndles, to come and
d�ne? Yet letters are venerable; and the telephone val�ant, for the
journey �s a lonely one, and �f bound together by notes and
telephones we went �n company, perhaps—who knows?—we m�ght
talk by the way.

Well, people have tr�ed. Byron wrote letters. So d�d Cowper. For
centur�es the wr�t�ng-desk has conta�ned sheets f�t prec�sely for the
commun�cat�ons of fr�ends. Masters of language, poets of long ages,
have turned from the sheet that endures to the sheet that per�shes,
push�ng as�de the tea-tray, draw�ng close to the f�re (for letters are
wr�tten when the dark presses round a br�ght red cave), and
addressed themselves to the task of reach�ng, touch�ng, penetrat�ng
the �nd�v�dual heart. Were �t poss�ble! But words have been used too
often; touched and turned, and left exposed to the dust of the street.
The words we seek hang close to the tree. We come at dawn and
f�nd them sweet beneath the leaf.

Mrs. Flanders wrote letters; Mrs. Jarv�s wrote them; Mrs. Durrant
too; Mother Stuart actually scented her pages, thereby add�ng a
flavour wh�ch the Engl�sh language fa�ls to prov�de; Jacob had
wr�tten �n h�s day long letters about art, moral�ty, and pol�t�cs to young
men at college. Clara Durrant's letters were those of a ch�ld. Flor�nda
—the �mped�ment between Flor�nda and her pen was someth�ng
�mpassable. Fancy a butterfly, gnat, or other w�nged �nsect, attached
to a tw�g wh�ch, clogged w�th mud, �t rolls across a page. Her spell�ng
was abom�nable. Her sent�ments �nfant�le. And for some reason
when she wrote she declared her bel�ef �n God. Then there were
crosses—tear sta�ns; and the hand �tself rambl�ng and redeemed



only by the fact—wh�ch always d�d redeem Flor�nda—by the fact that
she cared. Yes, whether �t was for chocolate creams, hot baths, the
shape of her face �n the look�ng-glass, Flor�nda could no more
pretend a feel�ng than swallow wh�sky. Incont�nent was her reject�on.
Great men are truthful, and these l�ttle prost�tutes, star�ng �n the f�re,
tak�ng out a powder-puff, decorat�ng l�ps at an �nch of look�ng-glass,
have (so Jacob thought) an �nv�olable f�del�ty.

Then he saw her turn�ng up Greek Street upon another man's arm.

The l�ght from the arc lamp drenched h�m from head to toe. He
stood for a m�nute mot�onless beneath �t. Shadows chequered the
street. Other f�gures, s�ngle and together, poured out, wavered
across, and obl�terated Flor�nda and the man.

The l�ght drenched Jacob from head to toe. You could see the
pattern on h�s trousers; the old thorns on h�s st�ck; h�s shoe laces;
bare hands; and face.

It was as �f a stone were ground to dust; as �f wh�te sparks flew
from a l�v�d whetstone, wh�ch was h�s sp�ne; as �f the sw�tchback
ra�lway, hav�ng swooped to the depths, fell, fell, fell. Th�s was �n h�s
face.

Whether we know what was �n h�s m�nd �s another quest�on.
Granted ten years' sen�or�ty and a d�fference of sex, fear of h�m
comes f�rst; th�s �s swallowed up by a des�re to help—overwhelm�ng
sense, reason, and the t�me of n�ght; anger would follow close on
that—w�th Flor�nda, w�th dest�ny; and then up would bubble an
�rrespons�ble opt�m�sm. "Surely there's enough l�ght �n the street at
th�s moment to drown all our cares �n gold!" Ah, what's the use of
say�ng �t? Even wh�le you speak and look over your shoulder



towards Shaftesbury Avenue, dest�ny �s ch�pp�ng a dent �n h�m. He
has turned to go. As for follow�ng h�m back to h�s rooms, no—that we
won't do.

Yet that, of course, �s prec�sely what one does. He let h�mself �n
and shut the door, though �t was only str�k�ng ten on one of the c�ty
clocks. No one can go to bed at ten. Nobody was th�nk�ng of go�ng to
bed. It was January and d�smal, but Mrs. Wagg stood on her
doorstep, as �f expect�ng someth�ng to happen. A barrel-organ
played l�ke an obscene n�ght�ngale beneath wet leaves. Ch�ldren ran
across the road. Here and there one could see brown panell�ng
�ns�de the hall door…. The march that the m�nd keeps beneath the
w�ndows of others �s queer enough. Now d�stracted by brown
panell�ng; now by a fern �n a pot; here �mprov�s�ng a few phrases to
dance w�th the barrel-organ; aga�n snatch�ng a detached ga�ety from
a drunken man; then altogether absorbed by words the poor shout
across the street at each other (so outr�ght, so lusty)—yet all the
wh�le hav�ng for centre, for magnet, a young man alone �n h�s room.

"L�fe �s w�cked—l�fe �s detestable," cr�ed Rose Shaw.

The strange th�ng about l�fe �s that though the nature of �t must
have been apparent to every one for hundreds of years, no one has
left any adequate account of �t. The streets of London have the�r
map; but our pass�ons are uncharted. What are you go�ng to meet �f
you turn th�s corner?

"Holborn stra�ght ahead of you," says the pol�ceman. Ah, but
where are you go�ng �f �nstead of brush�ng past the old man w�th the
wh�te beard, the s�lver medal, and the cheap v�ol�n, you let h�m go on
w�th h�s story, wh�ch ends �n an �nv�tat�on to step somewhere, to h�s
room, presumably, off Queen's Square, and there he shows you a



collect�on of b�rds' eggs and a letter from the Pr�nce of Wales's
secretary, and th�s (sk�pp�ng the �ntermed�ate stages) br�ngs you one
w�nter's day to the Essex coast, where the l�ttle boat makes off to the
sh�p, and the sh�p sa�ls and you behold on the skyl�ne the Azores;
and the flam�ngoes r�se; and there you s�t on the verge of the marsh
dr�nk�ng rum-punch, an outcast from c�v�l�zat�on, for you have
comm�tted a cr�me, are �nfected w�th yellow fever as l�kely as not,
and—f�ll �n the sketch as you l�ke. As frequent as street corners �n
Holborn are these chasms �n the cont�nu�ty of our ways. Yet we keep
stra�ght on.

Rose Shaw, talk�ng �n rather an emot�onal manner to Mr. Bowley at
Mrs. Durrant's even�ng party a few n�ghts back, sa�d that l�fe was
w�cked because a man called J�mmy refused to marry a woman
called (�f memory serves) Helen A�tken.

Both were beaut�ful. Both were �nan�mate. The oval tea-table
�nvar�ably separated them, and the plate of b�scu�ts was all he ever
gave her. He bowed; she �ncl�ned her head. They danced. He
danced d�v�nely. They sat �n the alcove; never a word was sa�d. Her
p�llow was wet w�th tears. K�nd Mr. Bowley and dear Rose Shaw
marvelled and deplored. Bowley had rooms �n the Albany. Rose was
re-born every even�ng prec�sely as the clock struck e�ght. All four
were c�v�l�zat�on's tr�umphs, and �f you pers�st that a command of the
Engl�sh language �s part of our �nher�tance, one can only reply that
beauty �s almost always dumb. Male beauty �n assoc�at�on w�th
female beauty breeds �n the onlooker a sense of fear. Often have I
seen them—Helen and J�mmy—and l�kened them to sh�ps adr�ft, and
feared for my own l�ttle craft. Or aga�n, have you ever watched f�ne
coll�e dogs couchant at twenty yards' d�stance? As she passed h�m
h�s cup there was that qu�ver �n her flanks. Bowley saw what was up-



asked J�mmy to breakfast. Helen must have conf�ded �n Rose. For
my own part, I f�nd �t exceed�ngly d�ff�cult to �nterpret songs w�thout
words. And now J�mmy feeds crows �n Flanders and Helen v�s�ts
hosp�tals. Oh, l�fe �s damnable, l�fe �s w�cked, as Rose Shaw sa�d.

The lamps of London uphold the dark as upon the po�nts of
burn�ng bayonets. The yellow canopy s�nks and swells over the great
four-poster. Passengers �n the ma�l-coaches runn�ng �nto London �n
the e�ghteenth century looked through leafless branches and saw �t
flar�ng beneath them. The l�ght burns beh�nd yellow bl�nds and p�nk
bl�nds, and above fanl�ghts, and down �n basement w�ndows. The
street market �n Soho �s f�erce w�th l�ght. Raw meat, ch�na mugs, and
s�lk stock�ngs blaze �n �t. Raw vo�ces wrap themselves round the
flar�ng gas-jets. Arms ak�mbo, they stand on the pavement bawl�ng—
Messrs. Kettle and W�lk�nson; the�r w�ves s�t �n the shop, furs
wrapped round the�r necks, arms folded, eyes contemptuous. Such
faces as one sees. The l�ttle man f�nger�ng the meat must have
squatted before the f�re �n �nnumerable lodg�ng-houses, and heard
and seen and known so much that �t seems to utter �tself even
volubly from dark eyes, loose l�ps, as he f�ngers the meat s�lently, h�s
face sad as a poet's, and never a song sung. Shawled women carry
bab�es w�th purple eyel�ds; boys stand at street corners; g�rls look
across the road—rude �llustrat�ons, p�ctures �n a book whose pages
we turn over and over as �f we should at last f�nd what we look for.
Every face, every shop, bedroom w�ndow, publ�c-house, and dark
square �s a p�cture fever�shly turned—�n search of what? It �s the
same w�th books. What do we seek through m�ll�ons of pages? St�ll
hopefully turn�ng the pages—oh, here �s Jacob's room.

He sat at the table read�ng the Globe. The p�nk�sh sheet was
spread flat before h�m. He propped h�s face �n h�s hand, so that the



sk�n of h�s cheek was wr�nkled �n deep folds. Terr�bly severe he
looked, set, and def�ant. (What people go through �n half an hour!
But noth�ng could save h�m. These events are features of our
landscape. A fore�gner com�ng to London could scarcely m�ss see�ng
St. Paul's.) He judged l�fe. These p�nk�sh and green�sh newspapers
are th�n sheets of gelat�ne pressed n�ghtly over the bra�n and heart of
the world. They take the �mpress�on of the whole. Jacob cast h�s eye
over �t. A str�ke, a murder, football, bod�es found; voc�ferat�on from all
parts of England s�multaneously. How m�serable �t �s that the Globe
newspaper offers noth�ng better to Jacob Flanders! When a ch�ld
beg�ns to read h�story one marvels, sorrowfully, to hear h�m spell out
�n h�s new vo�ce the anc�ent words.

The Pr�me M�n�ster's speech was reported �n someth�ng over f�ve
columns. Feel�ng �n h�s pocket, Jacob took out a p�pe and proceeded
to f�ll �t. F�ve m�nutes, ten m�nutes, f�fteen m�nutes passed. Jacob
took the paper over to the f�re. The Pr�me M�n�ster proposed a
measure for g�v�ng Home Rule to Ireland. Jacob knocked out h�s
p�pe. He was certa�nly th�nk�ng about Home Rule �n Ireland—a very
d�ff�cult matter. A very cold n�ght.

The snow, wh�ch had been fall�ng all n�ght, lay at three o'clock �n
the afternoon over the f�elds and the h�ll. Clumps of w�thered grass
stood out upon the h�ll-top; the furze bushes were black, and now
and then a black sh�ver crossed the snow as the w�nd drove flurr�es
of frozen part�cles before �t. The sound was that of a broom
sweep�ng—sweep�ng.

The stream crept along by the road unseen by any one. St�cks and
leaves caught �n the frozen grass. The sky was sullen grey and the



trees of black �ron. Uncomprom�s�ng was the sever�ty of the country.
At four o'clock the snow was aga�n fall�ng. The day had gone out.

A w�ndow t�nged yellow about two feet across alone combated the
wh�te f�elds and the black trees …. At s�x o'clock a man's f�gure
carry�ng a lantern crossed the f�eld …. A raft of tw�g stayed upon a
stone, suddenly detached �tself, and floated towards the culvert …. A
load of snow sl�pped and fell from a f�r branch …. Later there was a
mournful cry …. A motor car came along the road shov�ng the dark
before �t …. The dark shut down beh�nd �t….

Spaces of complete �mmob�l�ty separated each of these
movements. The land seemed to l�e dead …. Then the old shepherd
returned st�ffly across the f�eld. St�ffly and pa�nfully the frozen earth
was trodden under and gave beneath pressure l�ke a treadm�ll. The
worn vo�ces of clocks repeated the fact of the hour all n�ght long.

Jacob, too, heard them, and raked out the f�re. He rose. He
stretched h�mself. He went to bed.



CHAPTER NINE

The Countess of Rocksb�er sat at the head of the table alone w�th
Jacob. Fed upon champagne and sp�ces for at least two centur�es
(four, �f you count the female l�ne), the Countess Lucy looked well
fed. A d�scr�m�nat�ng nose she had for scents, prolonged, as �f �n
quest of them; her underl�p protruded a narrow red shelf; her eyes
were small, w�th sandy tufts for eyebrows, and her jowl was heavy.
Beh�nd her (the w�ndow looked on Grosvenor Square) stood Moll
Pratt on the pavement, offer�ng v�olets for sale; and Mrs. H�lda
Thomas, l�ft�ng her sk�rts, prepar�ng to cross the road. One was from
Walworth; the other from Putney. Both wore black stock�ngs, but Mrs.
Thomas was co�led �n furs. The compar�son was much �n Lady
Rocksb�er's favour. Moll had more humour, but was v�olent; stup�d
too. H�lda Thomas was mealy-mouthed, all her s�lver frames aslant;
egg-cups �n the draw�ng-room; and the w�ndows shrouded. Lady
Rocksb�er, whatever the def�c�enc�es of her prof�le, had been a great
r�der to hounds. She used her kn�fe w�th author�ty, tore her ch�cken
bones, ask�ng Jacob's pardon, w�th her own hands.

"Who �s that dr�v�ng by?" she asked Boxall, the butler.



"Lady F�rtlemere's carr�age, my lady," wh�ch rem�nded her to send
a card to ask after h�s lordsh�p's health. A rude old lady, Jacob
thought. The w�ne was excellent. She called herself "an old
woman"—"so k�nd to lunch w�th an old woman"—wh�ch flattered h�m.
She talked of Joseph Chamberla�n, whom she had known. She sa�d
that Jacob must come and meet—one of our celebr�t�es. And the
Lady Al�ce came �n w�th three dogs on a leash, and Jack�e, who ran
to k�ss h�s grandmother, wh�le Boxall brought �n a telegram, and
Jacob was g�ven a good c�gar.

A few moments before a horse jumps �t slows, s�dles, gathers �tself
together, goes up l�ke a monster wave, and p�tches down on the
further s�de. Hedges and sky swoop �n a sem�c�rcle. Then as �f your
own body ran �nto the horse's body and �t was your own forelegs
grown w�th h�s that sprang, rush�ng through the a�r you go, the
ground res�l�ent, bod�es a mass of muscles, yet you have command
too, upr�ght st�llness, eyes accurately judg�ng. Then the curves
cease, chang�ng to downr�ght hammer strokes, wh�ch jar; and you
draw up w�th a jolt; s�tt�ng back a l�ttle, sparkl�ng, t�ngl�ng, glazed w�th
�ce over pound�ng arter�es, gasp�ng: "Ah! ho! Hah!" the steam go�ng
up from the horses as they jostle together at the cross-roads, where
the s�gnpost �s, and the woman �n the apron stands and stares at the
doorway. The man ra�ses h�mself from the cabbages to stare too.

So Jacob galloped over the f�elds of Essex, flopped �n the mud,
lost the hunt, and rode by h�mself eat�ng sandw�ches, look�ng over
the hedges, not�c�ng the colours as �f new scraped, curs�ng h�s luck.

He had tea at the Inn; and there they all were, slapp�ng, stamp�ng,
say�ng, "After you," cl�pped, curt, jocose, red as the wattles of
turkeys, us�ng free speech unt�l Mrs. Horsef�eld and her fr�end M�ss



Dudd�ng appeared at the doorway w�th the�r sk�rts h�tched up, and
ha�r loop�ng down. Then Tom Dudd�ng rapped at the w�ndow w�th h�s
wh�p. A motor car throbbed �n the courtyard. Gentlemen, feel�ng for
matches, moved out, and Jacob went �nto the bar w�th Brandy Jones
to smoke w�th the rust�cs. There was old Jevons w�th one eye gone,
and h�s clothes the colour of mud, h�s bag over h�s back, and h�s
bra�ns la�d feet down �n earth among the v�olet roots and the nettle
roots; Mary Sanders w�th her box of wood; and Tom sent for beer,
the half-w�tted son of the sexton—all th�s w�th�n th�rty m�les of
London.

Mrs. Papworth, of Endell Street, Covent Garden, d�d for Mr.
Bonamy �n New Square, L�ncoln's Inn, and as she washed up the
d�nner th�ngs �n the scullery she heard the young gentlemen talk�ng
�n the room next door. Mr. Sanders was there aga�n; Flanders she
meant; and where an �nqu�s�t�ve old woman gets a name wrong,
what chance �s there that she w�ll fa�thfully report an argument? As
she held the plates under water and then dealt them on the p�le
beneath the h�ss�ng gas, she l�stened: heard Sanders speak�ng �n a
loud rather overbear�ng tone of vo�ce: "good," he sa�d, and
"absolute" and "just�ce" and "pun�shment," and "the w�ll of the
major�ty." Then her gentleman p�ped up; she backed h�m for
argument aga�nst Sanders. Yet Sanders was a f�ne young fellow
(here all the scraps went sw�rl�ng round the s�nk, scoured after by her
purple, almost na�lless hands). "Women"—she thought, and
wondered what Sanders and her gentleman d�d �n THAT l�ne, one
eyel�d s�nk�ng percept�bly as she mused, for she was the mother of
n�ne—three st�ll-born and one deaf and dumb from b�rth. Putt�ng the
plates �n the rack she heard once more Sanders at �t aga�n ("He
don't g�ve Bonamy a chance," she thought). "Object�ve someth�ng,"
sa�d Bonamy; and "common ground" and someth�ng else—all very



long words, she noted. "Book learn�ng does �t," she thought to
herself, and, as she thrust her arms �nto her jacket, heard someth�ng
—m�ght be the l�ttle table by the f�re—fall; and then stamp, stamp,
stamp—as �f they were hav�ng at each other—round the room,
mak�ng the plates dance.

"To-morrow's breakfast, s�r," she sa�d, open�ng the door; and there
were Sanders and Bonamy l�ke two bulls of Bashan dr�v�ng each
other up and down, mak�ng such a racket, and all them cha�rs �n the
way. They never not�ced her. She felt motherly towards them. "Your
breakfast, s�r," she sa�d, as they came near. And Bonamy, all h�s ha�r
touzled and h�s t�e fly�ng, broke off, and pushed Sanders �nto the
arm-cha�r, and sa�d Mr. Sanders had smashed the coffee-pot and he
was teach�ng Mr. Sanders—

Sure enough, the coffee-pot lay broken on the hearthrug.

"Any day th�s week except Thursday," wrote M�ss Perry, and th�s
was not the f�rst �nv�tat�on by any means. Were all M�ss Perry's
weeks blank w�th the except�on of Thursday, and was her only des�re
to see her old fr�end's son? T�me �s �ssued to sp�nster lad�es of
wealth �n long wh�te r�bbons. These they w�nd round and round,
round and round, ass�sted by f�ve female servants, a butler, a f�ne
Mex�can parrot, regular meals, Mud�e's l�brary, and fr�ends dropp�ng
�n. A l�ttle hurt she was already that Jacob had not called.

"Your mother," she sa�d, "�s one of my oldest fr�ends."

M�ss Rosseter, who was s�tt�ng by the f�re, hold�ng the Spectator
between her cheek and the blaze, refused to have a f�re screen, but
f�nally accepted one. The weather was then d�scussed, for �n
deference to Parkes, who was open�ng l�ttle tables, graver matters



were postponed. M�ss Rosseter drew Jacob's attent�on to the beauty
of the cab�net.

"So wonderfully clever �n p�ck�ng th�ngs up," she sa�d. M�ss Perry
had found �t �n Yorksh�re. The North of England was d�scussed.
When Jacob spoke they both l�stened. M�ss Perry was beth�nk�ng her
of someth�ng su�table and manly to say when the door opened and
Mr. Benson was announced. Now there were four people s�tt�ng �n
that room. M�ss Perry aged 66; M�ss Rosseter 42; Mr. Benson 38;
and Jacob 25.

"My old fr�end looks as well as ever," sa�d Mr. Benson, tapp�ng the
bars of the parrot's cage; M�ss Rosseter s�multaneously pra�sed the
tea; Jacob handed the wrong plates; and M�ss Perry s�gn�f�ed her
des�re to approach more closely. "Your brothers," she began vaguely.

"Archer and John," Jacob suppl�ed her. Then to her pleasure she
recovered Rebecca's name; and how one day "when you were all
l�ttle boys, play�ng �n the draw�ng-room—"

"But M�ss Perry has the kettle-holder," sa�d M�ss Rosseter, and
�ndeed M�ss Perry was clasp�ng �t to her breast. (Had she, then,
loved Jacob's father?)

"So clever"—"not so good as usual"—"I thought �t most unfa�r,"
sa�d Mr. Benson and M�ss Rosseter, d�scuss�ng the Saturday
Westm�nster. D�d they not compete regularly for pr�zes? Had not Mr.
Benson three t�mes won a gu�nea, and M�ss Rosseter once ten and
s�xpence? Of course Everard Benson had a weak heart, but st�ll, to
w�n pr�zes, remember parrots, toady M�ss Perry, desp�se M�ss
Rosseter, g�ve tea-part�es �n h�s rooms (wh�ch were �n the style of
Wh�stler, w�th pretty books on tables), all th�s, so Jacob felt w�thout



know�ng h�m, made h�m a contempt�ble ass. As for M�ss Rosseter,
she had nursed cancer, and now pa�nted water-colours.

"Runn�ng away so soon?" sa�d M�ss Perry vaguely. "At home every
afternoon, �f you've noth�ng better to do—except Thursdays."

"I've never known you desert your old lad�es once," M�ss Rosseter
was say�ng, and Mr. Benson was stoop�ng over the parrot's cage,
and M�ss Perry was mov�ng towards the bell….

The f�re burnt clear between two p�llars of green�sh marble, and on
the mantelp�ece there was a green clock guarded by Br�tann�a
lean�ng on her spear. As for p�ctures—a ma�den �n a large hat
offered roses over the garden gate to a gentleman �n e�ghteenth-
century costume. A mast�ff lay extended aga�nst a battered door. The
lower panes of the w�ndows were of ground glass, and the curta�ns,
accurately looped, were of plush and green too.

Laurette and Jacob sat w�th the�r toes �n the fender s�de by s�de, �n
two large cha�rs covered �n green plush. Laurette's sk�rts were short,
her legs long, th�n, and transparently covered. Her f�ngers stroked
her ankles.

"It's not exactly that I don't understand them," she was say�ng
thoughtfully. "I must go and try aga�n."

"What t�me w�ll you be there?" sa�d Jacob.

She shrugged her shoulders.

"To-morrow?"

No, not to-morrow.



"Th�s weather makes me long for the country," she sa�d, look�ng
over her shoulder at the back v�ew of tall houses through the
w�ndow.

"I w�sh you'd been w�th me on Saturday," sa�d Jacob.

"I used to r�de," she sa�d. She got up gracefully, calmly. Jacob got
up. She sm�led at h�m. As she shut the door he put so many sh�ll�ngs
on the mantelp�ece.

Altogether a most reasonable conversat�on; a most respectable
room; an �ntell�gent g�rl. Only Madame herself see�ng Jacob out had
about her that leer, that lewdness, that quake of the surface (v�s�ble
�n the eyes ch�efly), wh�ch threatens to sp�ll the whole bag of ordure,
w�th d�ff�culty held together, over the pavement. In short, someth�ng
was wrong.

Not so very long ago the workmen had g�lt the f�nal "y" �n Lord
Macaulay's name, and the names stretched �n unbroken f�le round
the dome of the Br�t�sh Museum. At a cons�derable depth beneath,
many hundreds of the l�v�ng sat at the spokes of a cart-wheel
copy�ng from pr�nted books �nto manuscr�pt books; now and then
r�s�ng to consult the catalogue; rega�n�ng the�r places stealth�ly, wh�le
from t�me to t�me a s�lent man replen�shed the�r compartments.

There was a l�ttle catastrophe. M�ss Marchmont's p�le
overbalanced and fell �nto Jacob's compartment. Such th�ngs
happened to M�ss Marchmont. What was she seek�ng through
m�ll�ons of pages, �n her old plush dress, and her w�g of claret-
coloured ha�r, w�th her gems and her ch�lbla�ns? Somet�mes one
th�ng, somet�mes another, to conf�rm her ph�losophy that colour �s
sound—or, perhaps, �t has someth�ng to do w�th mus�c. She could



never qu�te say, though �t was not for lack of try�ng. And she could
not ask you back to her room, for �t was "not very clean, I'm afra�d,"
so she must catch you �n the passage, or take a cha�r �n Hyde Park
to expla�n her ph�losophy. The rhythm of the soul depends on �t—
("how rude the l�ttle boys are!" she would say), and Mr. Asqu�th's
Ir�sh pol�cy, and Shakespeare comes �n, "and Queen Alexandra most
grac�ously once acknowledged a copy of my pamphlet," she would
say, wav�ng the l�ttle boys magn�f�cently away. But she needs funds
to publ�sh her book, for "publ�shers are cap�tal�sts—publ�shers are
cowards." And so, d�gg�ng her elbow �nto her p�le of books �t fell over.

Jacob rema�ned qu�te unmoved.

But Fraser, the athe�st, on the other s�de, detest�ng plush, more
than once accosted w�th leaflets, sh�fted �rr�tably. He abhorred
vagueness—the Chr�st�an rel�g�on, for example, and old Dean
Parker's pronouncements. Dean Parker wrote books and Fraser
utterly destroyed them by force of log�c and left h�s ch�ldren
unbapt�zed—h�s w�fe d�d �t secretly �n the wash�ng bas�n—but Fraser
�gnored her, and went on support�ng blasphemers, d�str�but�ng
leaflets, gett�ng up h�s facts �n the Br�t�sh Museum, always �n the
same check su�t and f�ery t�e, but pale, spotted, �rr�table. Indeed,
what a work—to destroy rel�g�on!

Jacob transcr�bed a whole passage from Marlowe.

M�ss Jul�a Hedge, the fem�n�st, wa�ted for her books. They d�d not
come. She wetted her pen. She looked about her. Her eye was
caught by the f�nal letters �n Lord Macaulay's name. And she read
them all round the dome—the names of great men wh�ch rem�nd us
—"Oh damn," sa�d Jul�a Hedge, "why d�dn't they leave room for an
El�ot or a Bronte?"



Unfortunate Jul�a! wett�ng her pen �n b�tterness, and leav�ng her
shoe laces unt�ed. When her books came she appl�ed herself to her
g�gant�c labours, but perce�ved through one of the nerves of her
exasperated sens�b�l�ty how composedly, unconcernedly, and w�th
every cons�derat�on the male readers appl�ed themselves to the�rs.
That young man for example. What had he got to do except copy out
poetry? And she must study stat�st�cs. There are more women than
men. Yes; but �f you let women work as men work, they'll d�e off
much qu�cker. They'll become ext�nct. That was her argument. Death
and gall and b�tter dust were on her pen-t�p; and as the afternoon
wore on, red had worked �nto her cheek-bones and a l�ght was �n her
eyes.

But what brought Jacob Flanders to read Marlowe �n the Br�t�sh
Museum? Youth, youth—someth�ng savage—someth�ng pedant�c.
For example, there �s Mr. Masef�eld, there �s Mr. Bennett. Stuff them
�nto the flame of Marlowe and burn them to c�nders. Let not a shred
rema�n. Don't palter w�th the second rate. Detest your own age. Bu�ld
a better one. And to set that on foot read �ncred�bly dull essays upon
Marlowe to your fr�ends. For wh�ch purpose one most collate ed�t�ons
�n the Br�t�sh Museum. One must do the th�ng oneself. Useless to
trust to the V�ctor�ans, who d�sembowel, or to the l�v�ng, who are
mere publ�c�sts. The flesh and blood of the future depends ent�rely
upon s�x young men. And as Jacob was one of them, no doubt he
looked a l�ttle regal and pompous as he turned h�s page, and Jul�a
Hedge d�sl�ked h�m naturally enough.

But then a pudd�ng-faced man pushed a note towards Jacob, and
Jacob, lean�ng back �n h�s cha�r, began an uneasy murmured
conversat�on, and they went off together (Jul�a Hedge watched
them), and laughed aloud (she thought) d�rectly they were �n the hall.



Nobody laughed �n the read�ng-room. There were sh�rt�ngs,
murmur�ngs, apologet�c sneezes, and sudden unashamed
devastat�ng coughs. The lesson hour was almost over. Ushers were
collect�ng exerc�ses. Lazy ch�ldren wanted to stretch. Good ones
scr�bbled ass�duously—ah, another day over and so l�ttle done! And
now and then was to be heard from the whole collect�on of human
be�ngs a heavy s�gh, after wh�ch the hum�l�at�ng old man would
cough shamelessly, and M�ss Marchmont h�nn�ed l�ke a horse.

Jacob came back only �n t�me to return h�s books.

The books were now replaced. A few letters of the alphabet were
spr�nkled round the dome. Closely stood together �n a r�ng round the
dome were Plato, Ar�stotle, Sophocles, and Shakespeare; the
l�terature of Rome, Greece, Ch�na, Ind�a, Pers�a. One leaf of poetry
was pressed flat aga�nst another leaf, one burn�shed letter la�d
smooth aga�nst another �n a dens�ty of mean�ng, a conglomerat�on of
lovel�ness.

"One does want one's tea," sa�d M�ss Marchmont, recla�m�ng her
shabby umbrella.

M�ss Marchmont wanted her tea, but could never res�st a last look
at the Elg�n Marbles. She looked at them s�deways, wav�ng her hand
and mutter�ng a word or two of salutat�on wh�ch made Jacob and the
other man turn round. She sm�led at them am�ably. It all came �nto
her ph�losophy—that colour �s sound, or perhaps �t has someth�ng to
do w�th mus�c. And hav�ng done her serv�ce, she hobbled off to tea.
It was clos�ng t�me. The publ�c collected �n the hall to rece�ve the�r
umbrellas.



For the most part the students wa�t the�r turn very pat�ently. To
stand and wa�t wh�le some one exam�nes wh�te d�scs �s sooth�ng.
The umbrella w�ll certa�nly be found. But the fact leads you on all day
through Macaulay, Hobbes, G�bbon; through octavos, quartos, fol�os;
s�nks deeper and deeper through �vory pages and morocco b�nd�ngs
�nto th�s dens�ty of thought, th�s conglomerat�on of knowledge.

Jacob's walk�ng-st�ck was l�ke all the others; they had muddled the
p�geon-holes perhaps.

There �s �n the Br�t�sh Museum an enormous m�nd. Cons�der that
Plato �s there cheek by jowl w�th Ar�stotle; and Shakespeare w�th
Marlowe. Th�s great m�nd �s hoarded beyond the power of any s�ngle
m�nd to possess �t. Nevertheless (as they take so long f�nd�ng one's
walk�ng-st�ck) one can't help th�nk�ng how one m�ght come w�th a
notebook, s�t at a desk, and read �t all through. A learned man �s the
most venerable of all—a man l�ke Huxtable of Tr�n�ty, who wr�tes all
h�s letters �n Greek, they say, and could have kept h�s end up w�th
Bentley. And then there �s sc�ence, p�ctures, arch�tecture,—an
enormous m�nd.

They pushed the walk�ng-st�ck across the counter. Jacob stood
beneath the porch of the Br�t�sh Museum. It was ra�n�ng. Great
Russell Street was glazed and sh�n�ng—here yellow, here, outs�de
the chem�st's, red and pale blue. People scuttled qu�ckly close to the
wall; carr�ages rattled rather helter-skelter down the streets. Well, but
a l�ttle ra�n hurts nobody. Jacob walked off much as �f he had been �n
the country; and late that n�ght there he was s�tt�ng at h�s table w�th
h�s p�pe and h�s book.

The ra�n poured down. The Br�t�sh Museum stood �n one sol�d
�mmense mound, very pale, very sleek �n the ra�n, not a quarter of a



m�le from h�m. The vast m�nd was sheeted w�th stone; and each
compartment �n the depths of �t was safe and dry. The n�ght-
watchmen, flash�ng the�r lanterns over the backs of Plato and
Shakespeare, saw that on the twenty-second of February ne�ther
flame, rat, nor burglar was go�ng to v�olate these treasures—poor,
h�ghly respectable men, w�th w�ves and fam�l�es at Kent�sh Town, do
the�r best for twenty years to protect Plato and Shakespeare, and
then are bur�ed at H�ghgate.

Stone l�es sol�d over the Br�t�sh Museum, as bone l�es cool over
the v�s�ons and heat of the bra�n. Only here the bra�n �s Plato's bra�n
and Shakespeare's; the bra�n has made pots and statues, great bulls
and l�ttle jewels, and crossed the r�ver of death th�s way and that
�ncessantly, seek�ng some land�ng, now wrapp�ng the body well for
�ts long sleep; now lay�ng a penny p�ece on the eyes; now turn�ng the
toes scrupulously to the East. Meanwh�le, Plato cont�nues h�s
d�alogue; �n sp�te of the ra�n; �n sp�te of the cab wh�stles; �n sp�te of
the woman �n the mews beh�nd Great Ormond Street who has come
home drunk and cr�es all n�ght long, "Let me �n! Let me �n!"

In the street below Jacob's room vo�ces were ra�sed.

But he read on. For after all Plato cont�nues �mperturbably. And
Hamlet utters h�s sol�loquy. And there the Elg�n Marbles l�e, all n�ght
long, old Jones's lantern somet�mes recall�ng Ulysses, or a horse's
head; or somet�mes a flash of gold, or a mummy's sunk yellow
cheek. Plato and Shakespeare cont�nue; and Jacob, who was
read�ng the Phaedrus, heard people voc�ferat�ng round the lamp-
post, and the woman batter�ng at the door and cry�ng, "Let me �n!" as
�f a coal had dropped from the f�re, or a fly, fall�ng from the ce�l�ng,
had la�n on �ts back, too weak to turn over.



The Phaedrus �s very d�ff�cult. And so, when at length one reads
stra�ght ahead, fall�ng �nto step, march�ng on, becom�ng (so �t seems)
momentar�ly part of th�s roll�ng, �mperturbable energy, wh�ch has
dr�ven darkness before �t s�nce Plato walked the Acropol�s, �t �s
�mposs�ble to see to the f�re.

The d�alogue draws to �ts close. Plato's argument �s done. Plato's
argument �s stowed away �n Jacob's m�nd, and for f�ve m�nutes
Jacob's m�nd cont�nues alone, onwards, �nto the darkness. Then,
gett�ng up, he parted the curta�ns, and saw, w�th aston�sh�ng
clearness, how the Spr�ngetts oppos�te had gone to bed; how �t
ra�ned; how the Jews and the fore�gn woman, at the end of the
street, stood by the p�llar-box, argu�ng.

Every t�me the door opened and fresh people came �n, those
already �n the room sh�fted sl�ghtly; those who were stand�ng looked
over the�r shoulders; those who were s�tt�ng stopped �n the m�ddle of
sentences. What w�th the l�ght, the w�ne, the strumm�ng of a gu�tar,
someth�ng exc�t�ng happened each t�me the door opened. Who was
com�ng �n?

"That's G�bson."

"The pa�nter?"

"But go on w�th what you were say�ng."

They were say�ng someth�ng that was far, far too �nt�mate to be
sa�d outr�ght. But the no�se of the vo�ces served l�ke a clapper �n l�ttle
Mrs. W�thers's m�nd, scar�ng �nto the a�r blocks of small b�rds, and
then they'd settle, and then she'd feel afra�d, put one hand to her



ha�r, b�nd both round her knees, and look up at Ol�ver Skelton
nervously, and say:

"Prom�se, PROMISE, you'll tell no one." … so cons�derate he was,
so tender. It was her husband's character that she d�scussed. He
was cold, she sa�d.

Down upon them came the splend�d Magdalen, brown, warm,
volum�nous, scarcely brush�ng the grass w�th her sandalled feet. Her
ha�r flew; p�ns seemed scarcely to attach the fly�ng s�lks. An actress
of course, a l�ne of l�ght perpetually beneath her. It was only "My
dear" that she sa�d, but her vo�ce went jodell�ng between Alp�ne
passes. And down she tumbled on the floor, and sang, s�nce there
was noth�ng to be sa�d, round ah's and oh's. Mang�n, the poet,
com�ng up to her, stood look�ng down at her, draw�ng at h�s p�pe. The
danc�ng began.

Grey-ha�red Mrs. Keymer asked D�ck Graves to tell her who
Mang�n was, and sa�d that she had seen too much of th�s sort of
th�ng �n Par�s (Magdalen had got upon h�s knees; now h�s p�pe was
�n her mouth) to be shocked. "Who �s that?" she sa�d, stay�ng her
glasses when they came to Jacob, for �ndeed he looked qu�et, not
�nd�fferent, but l�ke some one on a beach, watch�ng.



"Oh, my dear, let me lean on you," gasped Helen Askew, hopp�ng
on one foot, for the s�lver cord round her ankle had worked loose.
Mrs. Keymer turned and looked at the p�cture on the wall.

"Look at Jacob," sa�d Helen (they were b�nd�ng h�s eyes for some
game).

And D�ck Graves, be�ng a l�ttle drunk, very fa�thful, and very
s�mple-m�nded, told her that he thought Jacob the greatest man he
had ever known. And down they sat cross-legged upon cush�ons and
talked about Jacob, and Helen's vo�ce trembled, for they both
seemed heroes to her, and the fr�endsh�p between them so much
more beaut�ful than women's fr�endsh�ps. Anthony Pollett now asked
her to dance, and as she danced she looked at them, over her
shoulder, stand�ng at the table, dr�nk�ng together.

The magn�f�cent world—the l�ve, sane, v�gorous world …. These
words refer to the stretch of wood pavement between Hammersm�th
and Holborn �n January between two and three �n the morn�ng. That
was the ground beneath Jacob's feet. It was healthy and magn�f�cent
because one room, above a mews, somewhere near the r�ver,
conta�ned f�fty exc�ted, talkat�ve, fr�endly people. And then to str�de
over the pavement (there was scarcely a cab or pol�ceman �n s�ght)
�s of �tself exh�larat�ng. The long loop of P�ccad�lly, d�amond-st�tched,
shows to best advantage when �t �s empty. A young man has noth�ng
to fear. On the contrary, though he may not have sa�d anyth�ng
br�ll�ant, he feels pretty conf�dent he can hold h�s own. He was
pleased to have met Mang�n; he adm�red the young woman on the
floor; he l�ked them all; he l�ked that sort of th�ng. In short, all the
drums and trumpets were sound�ng. The street scavengers were the
only people about at the moment. It �s scarcely necessary to say how



well-d�sposed Jacob felt towards them; how �t pleased h�m to let
h�mself �n w�th h�s latch-key at h�s own door; how he seemed to br�ng
back w�th h�m �nto the empty room ten or eleven people whom he
had not known when he set out; how he looked about for someth�ng
to read, and found �t, and never read �t, and fell asleep.

Indeed, drums and trumpets �s no phrase. Indeed, P�ccad�lly and
Holborn, and the empty s�tt�ng-room and the s�tt�ng-room w�th f�fty
people �n �t are l�able at any moment to blow mus�c �nto the a�r.
Women perhaps are more exc�table than men. It �s seldom that any
one says anyth�ng about �t, and to see the hordes cross�ng Waterloo
Br�dge to catch the non-stop to Surb�ton one m�ght th�nk that reason
�mpelled them. No, no. It �s the drums and trumpets. Only, should
you turn as�de �nto one of those l�ttle bays on Waterloo Br�dge to
th�nk the matter over, �t w�ll probably seem to you all a muddle—all a
mystery.

They cross the Br�dge �ncessantly. Somet�mes �n the m�dst of carts
and omn�buses a lorry w�ll appear w�th great forest trees cha�ned to
�t. Then, perhaps, a mason's van w�th newly lettered tombstones
record�ng how some one loved some one who �s bur�ed at Putney.
Then the motor car �n front jerks forward, and the tombstones pass
too qu�ck for you to read more. All the t�me the stream of people
never ceases pass�ng from the Surrey s�de to the Strand; from the
Strand to the Surrey s�de. It seems as �f the poor had gone ra�d�ng
the town, and now trapesed back to the�r own quarters, l�ke beetles
scurry�ng to the�r holes, for that old woman fa�rly hobbles towards
Waterloo, grasp�ng a sh�ny bag, as �f she had been out �nto the l�ght
and now made off w�th some scraped ch�cken bones to her hovel
underground. On the other hand, though the w�nd �s rough and
blow�ng �n the�r faces, those g�rls there, str�d�ng hand �n hand,



shout�ng out a song, seem to feel ne�ther cold nor shame. They are
hatless. They tr�umph.

The w�nd has blown up the waves. The r�ver races beneath us,
and the men stand�ng on the barges have to lean all the�r we�ght on
the t�ller. A black tarpaul�n �s t�ed down over a swell�ng load of gold.
Avalanches of coal gl�tter blackly. As usual, pa�nters are slung on
planks across the great r�vers�de hotels, and the hotel w�ndows have
already po�nts of l�ght �n them. On the other s�de the c�ty �s wh�te as �f
w�th age; St. Paul's swells wh�te above the fretted, po�nted, or oblong
bu�ld�ngs bes�de �t. The cross alone sh�nes rosy-g�lt. But what
century have we reached? Has th�s process�on from the Surrey s�de
to the Strand gone on for ever? That old man has been cross�ng the
Br�dge these s�x hundred years, w�th the rabble of l�ttle boys at h�s
heels, for he �s drunk, or bl�nd w�th m�sery, and t�ed round w�th old
clouts of cloth�ng such as p�lgr�ms m�ght have worn. He shuffles on.
No one stands st�ll. It seems as �f we marched to the sound of mus�c;
perhaps the w�nd and the r�ver; perhaps these same drums and
trumpets—the ecstasy and hubbub of the soul. Why, even the
unhappy laugh, and the pol�ceman, far from judg�ng the drunk man,
surveys h�m humorously, and the l�ttle boys scamper back aga�n, and
the clerk from Somerset House has noth�ng but tolerance for h�m,
and the man who �s read�ng half a page of Lotha�r at the bookstall
muses char�tably, w�th h�s eyes off the pr�nt, and the g�rl hes�tates at
the cross�ng and turns on h�m the br�ght yet vague glance of the
young.

Br�ght yet vague. She �s perhaps twenty-two. She �s shabby. She
crosses the road and looks at the daffod�ls and the red tul�ps �n the
flor�st's w�ndow. She hes�tates, and makes off �n the d�rect�on of



Temple Bar. She walks fast, and yet anyth�ng d�stracts her. Now she
seems to see, and now to not�ce noth�ng.



CHAPTER TEN

Through the d�sused graveyard �n the par�sh of St. Pancras, Fanny
Elmer strayed between the wh�te tombs wh�ch lean aga�nst the wall,
cross�ng the grass to read a name, hurry�ng on when the grave-
keeper approached, hurry�ng �nto the street, paus�ng now by a
w�ndow w�th blue ch�na, now qu�ckly mak�ng up for lost t�me, abruptly
enter�ng a baker's shop, buy�ng rolls, add�ng cakes, go�ng on aga�n
so that any one w�sh�ng to follow must fa�rly trot. She was not drably
shabby, though. She wore s�lk stock�ngs, and s�lver-buckled shoes,
only the red feather �n her hat drooped, and the clasp of her bag was
weak, for out fell a copy of Madame Tussaud's programme as she
walked. She had the ankles of a stag. Her face was h�dden. Of
course, �n th�s dusk, rap�d movements, qu�ck glances, and soar�ng
hopes come naturally enough. She passed r�ght beneath Jacob's
w�ndow.

The house was flat, dark, and s�lent. Jacob was at home engaged
upon a chess problem, the board be�ng on a stool between h�s
knees. One hand was f�nger�ng the ha�r at the back of h�s head. He
slowly brought �t forward and ra�sed the wh�te queen from her
square; then put her down aga�n on the same spot. He f�lled h�s p�pe;
rum�nated; moved two pawns; advanced the wh�te kn�ght; then



rum�nated w�th one f�nger upon the b�shop. Now Fanny Elmer
passed beneath the w�ndow.

She was on her way to s�t to N�ck Bramham the pa�nter.

She sat �n a flowered Span�sh shawl, hold�ng �n her hand a yellow
novel.

"A l�ttle lower, a l�ttle looser, so—better, that's r�ght," Bramham
mumbled, who was draw�ng her, and smok�ng at the same t�me, and
was naturally speechless. H�s head m�ght have been the work of a
sculptor, who had squared the forehead, stretched the mouth, and
left marks of h�s thumbs and streaks from h�s f�ngers �n the clay. But
the eyes had never been shut. They were rather prom�nent, and
rather bloodshot, as �f from star�ng and star�ng, and when he spoke
they looked for a second d�sturbed, but went on star�ng. An
unshaded electr�c l�ght hung above her head.

As for the beauty of women, �t �s l�ke the l�ght on the sea, never
constant to a s�ngle wave. They all have �t; they all lose �t. Now she
�s dull and th�ck as bacon; now transparent as a hang�ng glass. The
f�xed faces are the dull ones. Here comes Lady Ven�ce d�splayed l�ke
a monument for adm�rat�on, but carved �n alabaster, to be set on the
mantelp�ece and never dusted. A dapper brunette complete from
head to foot serves only as an �llustrat�on to l�e upon the draw�ng-
room table. The women �n the streets have the faces of play�ng
cards; the outl�nes accurately f�lled �n w�th p�nk or yellow, and the l�ne
drawn t�ghtly round them. Then, at a top-floor w�ndow, lean�ng out,
look�ng down, you see beauty �tself; or �n the corner of an omn�bus;
or squatted �n a d�tch—beauty glow�ng, suddenly express�ve,
w�thdrawn the moment after. No one can count on �t or se�ze �t or
have �t wrapped �n paper. Noth�ng �s to be won from the shops, and



Heaven knows �t would be better to s�t at home than haunt the plate-
glass w�ndows �n the hope of l�ft�ng the sh�n�ng green, the glow�ng
ruby, out of them al�ve. Sea glass �n a saucer loses �ts lustre no
sooner than s�lks do. Thus �f you talk of a beaut�ful woman you mean
only someth�ng fly�ng fast wh�ch for a second uses the eyes, l�ps, or
cheeks of Fanny Elmer, for example, to glow through.

She was not beaut�ful, as she sat st�ffly; her underl�p too
prom�nent; her nose too large; her eyes too near together. She was a
th�n g�rl, w�th br�ll�ant cheeks and dark ha�r, sulky just now, or st�ff
w�th s�tt�ng. When Bramham snapped h�s st�ck of charcoal she
started. Bramham was out of temper. He squatted before the gas f�re
warm�ng h�s hands. Meanwh�le she looked at h�s draw�ng. He
grunted. Fanny threw on a dress�ng-gown and bo�led a kettle.

"By God, �t's bad," sa�d Bramham.

Fanny dropped on to the floor, clasped her hands round her
knees, and looked at h�m, her beaut�ful eyes—yes, beauty, fly�ng
through the room, shone there for a second. Fanny's eyes seemed
to quest�on, to comm�serate, to be, for a second, love �tself. But she
exaggerated. Bramham not�ced noth�ng. And when the kettle bo�led,
up she scrambled, more l�ke a colt or a puppy than a lov�ng woman.

Now Jacob walked over to the w�ndow and stood w�th h�s hands �n
h�s pockets. Mr. Spr�ngett oppos�te came out, looked at h�s shop
w�ndow, and went �n aga�n. The ch�ldren dr�fted past, eye�ng the p�nk
st�cks of sweetstuff. P�ckford's van swung down the street. A small
boy tw�rled from a rope. Jacob turned away. Two m�nutes later he
opened the front door, and walked off �n the d�rect�on of Holborn.



Fanny Elmer took down her cloak from the hook. N�ck Bramham
unp�nned h�s draw�ng and rolled �t under h�s arm. They turned out the
l�ghts and set off down the street, hold�ng on the�r way through all the
people, motor cars, omn�buses, carts, unt�l they reached Le�cester
Square, f�ve m�nutes before Jacob reached �t, for h�s way was
sl�ghtly longer, and he had been stopped by a block �n Holborn
wa�t�ng to see the K�ng dr�ve by, so that N�ck and Fanny were
already lean�ng over the barr�er �n the promenade at the Emp�re
when Jacob pushed through the sw�ng doors and took h�s place
bes�de them.

"Hullo, never not�ced you," sa�d N�ck, f�ve m�nutes later.

"Bloody rot," sa�d Jacob.

"M�ss Elmer," sa�d N�ck.

Jacob took h�s p�pe out of h�s mouth very awkwardly.

Very awkward he was. And when they sat upon a plush sofa and
let the smoke go up between them and the stage, and heard far off
the h�gh-p�tched vo�ces and the jolly orchestra break�ng �n
opportunely he was st�ll awkward, only Fanny thought: "What a
beaut�ful vo�ce!" She thought how l�ttle he sa�d yet how f�rm �t was.
She thought how young men are d�gn�f�ed and aloof, and how
unconsc�ous they are, and how qu�etly one m�ght s�t bes�de Jacob
and look at h�m. And how ch�ldl�ke he would be, come �n t�red of an
even�ng, she thought, and how majest�c; a l�ttle overbear�ng perhaps;
"But I wouldn't g�ve way," she thought. He got up and leant over the
barr�er. The smoke hung about h�m.



And for ever the beauty of young men seems to be set �n smoke,
however lust�ly they chase footballs, or dr�ve cr�cket balls, dance,
run, or str�de along roads. Poss�bly they are soon to lose �t. Poss�bly
they look �nto the eyes of faraway heroes, and take the�r stat�on
among us half contemptuously, she thought (v�brat�ng l�ke a f�ddle-
str�ng, to be played on and snapped). Anyhow, they love s�lence, and
speak beaut�fully, each word fall�ng l�ke a d�sc new cut, not a hubble-
bubble of small smooth co�ns such as g�rls use; and they move
dec�dedly, as �f they knew how long to stay and when to go—oh, but
Mr. Flanders was only gone to get a programme.

"The dancers come r�ght at the end," he sa�d, com�ng back to
them.

And �sn't �t pleasant, Fanny went on th�nk�ng, how young men
br�ng out lots of s�lver co�ns from the�r trouser pockets, and look at
them, �nstead of hav�ng just so many �n a purse?

Then there she was herself, wh�rl�ng across the stage �n wh�te
flounces, and the mus�c was the dance and fl�ng of her own soul,
and the whole mach�nery, rock and gear of the world was spun
smoothly �nto those sw�ft edd�es and falls, she felt, as she stood r�g�d
lean�ng over the barr�er two feet from Jacob Flanders.

Her screwed-up black glove dropped to the floor. When Jacob
gave �t her, she started angr�ly. For never was there a more �rrat�onal
pass�on. And Jacob was afra�d of her for a moment—so v�olent, so
dangerous �s �t when young women stand r�g�d; grasp the barr�er; fall
�n love.

It was the m�ddle of February. The roofs of Hampstead Garden
Suburb lay �n a tremulous haze. It was too hot to walk. A dog barked,



barked, barked down �n the hollow. The l�qu�d shadows went over the
pla�n.

The body after long �llness �s langu�d, pass�ve, recept�ve of
sweetness, but too weak to conta�n �t. The tears well and fall as the
dog barks �n the hollow, the ch�ldren sk�m after hoops, the country
darkens and br�ghtens. Beyond a ve�l �t seems. Ah, but draw the ve�l
th�cker lest I fa�nt w�th sweetness, Fanny Elmer s�ghed, as she sat on
a bench �n Judges Walk look�ng at Hampstead Garden Suburb. But
the dog went on bark�ng. The motor cars hooted on the road. She
heard a far-away rush and humm�ng. Ag�tat�on was at her heart. Up
she got and walked. The grass was freshly green; the sun hot. All
round the pond ch�ldren were stoop�ng to launch l�ttle boats; or were
drawn back scream�ng by the�r nurses.

At m�d-day young women walk out �nto the a�r. All the men are
busy �n the town. They stand by the edge of the blue pond. The fresh
w�nd scatters the ch�ldren's vo�ces all about. My ch�ldren, thought
Fanny Elmer. The women stand round the pond, beat�ng off great
pranc�ng shaggy dogs. Gently the baby �s rocked �n the
perambulator. The eyes of all the nurses, mothers, and wander�ng
women are a l�ttle glazed, absorbed. They gently nod �nstead of
answer�ng when the l�ttle boys tug at the�r sk�rts, begg�ng them to
move on.

And Fanny moved, hear�ng some cry—a workman's wh�stle
perhaps—h�gh �n m�d-a�r. Now, among the trees, �t was the thrush
tr�ll�ng out �nto the warm a�r a flutter of jub�lat�on, but fear seemed to
spur h�m, Fanny thought; as �f he too were anx�ous w�th such joy at
h�s heart—as �f he were watched as he sang, and pressed by tumult
to s�ng. There! Restless, he flew to the next tree. She heard h�s song



more fa�ntly. Beyond �t was the humm�ng of the wheels and the w�nd
rush�ng.

She spent tenpence on lunch.

"Dear, m�ss, she's left her umbrella," grumbled the mottled woman
�n the glass box near the door at the Express Da�ry Company's shop.

"Perhaps I'll catch her," answered M�lly Edwards, the wa�tress w�th
the pale pla�ts of ha�r; and she dashed through the door.

"No good," she sa�d, com�ng back a moment later w�th Fanny's
cheap umbrella. She put her hand to her pla�ts.

"Oh, that door!" grumbled the cash�er.

Her hands were cased �n black m�ttens, and the f�nger-t�ps that
drew �n the paper sl�ps were swollen as sausages.

"P�e and greens for one. Large coffee and crumpets. Eggs on
toast. Two fru�t cakes."

Thus the sharp vo�ces of the wa�tresses snapped. The lunchers
heard the�r orders repeated w�th approval; saw the next table served
w�th ant�c�pat�on. The�r own eggs on toast were at last del�vered.
The�r eyes strayed no more.

Damp cubes of pastry fell �nto mouths opened l�ke tr�angular bags.

Nelly Jenk�nson, the typ�st, crumbled her cake �nd�fferently
enough.
Every t�me the door opened she looked up. What d�d she expect to
see?



The coal merchant read the Telegraph w�thout stopp�ng, m�ssed
the saucer, and, feel�ng abstractedly, put the cup down on the table-
cloth.

"D�d you ever hear the l�ke of that for �mpert�nence?" Mrs. Parsons
wound up, brush�ng the crumbs from her furs.

"Hot m�lk and scone for one. Pot of tea. Roll and butter," cr�ed the
wa�tresses.

The door opened and shut.

Such �s the l�fe of the elderly.

It �s cur�ous, ly�ng �n a boat, to watch the waves. Here are three
com�ng regularly one after another, all much of a s�ze. Then, hurry�ng
after them comes a fourth, very large and menac�ng; �t l�fts the boat;
on �t goes; somehow merges w�thout accompl�sh�ng anyth�ng;
flattens �tself out w�th the rest.

What can be more v�olent than the fl�ng of boughs �n a gale, the
tree y�eld�ng �tself all up the trunk, to the very t�p of the branch,
stream�ng and shudder�ng the way the w�nd blows, yet never fly�ng �n
d�shevelment away? The corn squ�rms and abases �tself as �f
prepar�ng to tug �tself free from the roots, and yet �s t�ed down.

Why, from the very w�ndows, even �n the dusk, you see a swell�ng
run through the street, an asp�rat�on, as w�th arms outstretched, eyes
des�r�ng, mouths agape. And then we peaceably subs�de. For �f the
exaltat�on lasted we should be blown l�ke foam �nto the a�r. The stars
would sh�ne through us. We should go down the gale �n salt drops—
as somet�mes happens. For the �mpetuous sp�r�ts w�ll have none of



th�s cradl�ng. Never any sway�ng or a�mlessly loll�ng for them. Never
any mak�ng bel�eve, or ly�ng cos�ly, or gen�ally suppos�ng that one �s
much l�ke another, f�re warm, w�ne pleasant, extravagance a s�n.

"People are so n�ce, once you know them."

"I couldn't th�nk �ll of her. One must remember—" But N�ck
perhaps, or Fanny Elmer, bel�ev�ng �mpl�c�tly �n the truth of the
moment, fl�ng off, st�ng the cheek, are gone l�ke sharp ha�l.

"Oh," sa�d Fanny, burst�ng �nto the stud�o three-quarters of an hour
late because she had been hang�ng about the ne�ghbourhood of the
Foundl�ng Hosp�tal merely for the chance of see�ng Jacob walk down
the street, take out h�s latch-key, and open the door, "I'm afra�d I'm
late"; upon wh�ch N�ck sa�d noth�ng and Fanny grew def�ant.

"I'll never come aga�n!" she cr�ed at length.

"Don't, then," N�ck repl�ed, and off she ran w�thout so much as
good-n�ght.

How exqu�s�te �t was—that dress �n Evel�na's shop off Shaftesbury
Avenue! It was four o'clock on a f�ne day early �n Apr�l, and was
Fanny the one to spend four o'clock on a f�ne day �ndoors? Other
g�rls �n that very street sat over ledgers, or drew long threads wear�ly
between s�lk and gauze; or, festooned w�th r�bbons �n Swan and
Edgars, rap�dly added up pence and farth�ngs on the back of the b�ll
and tw�sted the yard and three-quarters �n t�ssue paper and asked
"Your pleasure?" of the next comer.

In Evel�na's shop off Shaftesbury Avenue the parts of a woman
were shown separate. In the left hand was her sk�rt. Tw�n�ng round a



pole �n the m�ddle was a feather boa. Ranged l�ke the heads of
malefactors on Temple Bar were hats—emerald and wh�te, l�ghtly
wreathed or droop�ng beneath deep-dyed feathers. And on the
carpet were her feet—po�nted gold, or patent leather slashed w�th
scarlet.

Feasted upon by the eyes of women, the clothes by four o'clock
were flyblown l�ke sugar cakes �n a baker's w�ndow. Fanny eyed
them too. But com�ng along Gerrard Street was a tall man �n a
shabby coat. A shadow fell across Evel�na's w�ndow—Jacob's
shadow, though �t was not Jacob. And Fanny turned and walked
along Gerrard Street and w�shed that she had read books. N�ck
never read books, never talked of Ireland, or the House of Lords;
and as for h�s f�nger-na�ls! She would learn Lat�n and read V�rg�l. She
had been a great reader. She had read Scott; she had read Dumas.
At the Slade no one read. But no one knew Fanny at the Slade, or
guessed how empty �t seemed to her; the pass�on for ear-r�ngs, for
dances, for Tonks and Steer—when �t was only the French who
could pa�nt, Jacob sa�d. For the moderns were fut�le; pa�nt�ng the
least respectable of the arts; and why read anyth�ng but Marlowe
and Shakespeare, Jacob sa�d, and F�eld�ng �f you must read novels?

"F�eld�ng," sa�d Fanny, when the man �n Char�ng Cross Road
asked her what book she wanted.

She bought Tom Jones.

At ten o'clock �n the morn�ng, �n a room wh�ch she shared w�th a
school teacher, Fanny Elmer read Tom Jones—that myst�c book. For
th�s dull stuff (Fanny thought) about people w�th odd names �s what
Jacob l�kes. Good people l�ke �t. Dowdy women who don't m�nd how
they cross the�r legs read Tom Jones—a myst�c book; for there �s



someth�ng, Fanny thought, about books wh�ch �f I had been
educated I could have l�ked—much better than ear-r�ngs and flowers,
she s�ghed, th�nk�ng of the corr�dors at the Slade and the fancy-dress
dance next week. She had noth�ng to wear.

They are real, thought Fanny Elmer, sett�ng her feet on the
mantelp�ece. Some people are. N�ck perhaps, only he was so stup�d.
And women never—except M�ss Sargent, but she went off at lunch-
t�me and gave herself a�rs. There they sat qu�etly of a n�ght read�ng,
she thought. Not go�ng to mus�c-halls; not look�ng �n at shop
w�ndows; not wear�ng each other's clothes, l�ke Robertson who had
worn her shawl, and she had worn h�s wa�stcoat, wh�ch Jacob could
only do very awkwardly; for he l�ked Tom Jones.

There �t lay on her lap, �n double columns, pr�ce three and
s�xpence; the myst�c book �n wh�ch Henry F�eld�ng ever so many
years ago rebuked Fanny Elmer for feast�ng on scarlet, �n perfect
prose, Jacob sa�d. For he never read modern novels. He l�ked Tom
Jones.

"I do l�ke Tom Jones," sa�d Fanny, at f�ve-th�rty that same day early
�n
Apr�l when Jacob took out h�s p�pe �n the arm-cha�r oppos�te.

Alas, women l�e! But not Clara Durrant. A flawless m�nd; a cand�d
nature; a v�rg�n cha�ned to a rock (somewhere off Lowndes Square)
eternally pour�ng out tea for old men �n wh�te wa�stcoats, blue-eyed,
look�ng you stra�ght �n the face, play�ng Bach. Of all women, Jacob
honoured her most. But to s�t at a table w�th bread and butter, w�th
dowagers �n velvet, and never say more to Clara Durrant than
Benson sa�d to the parrot when old M�ss Perry poured out tea, was
an �nsufferable outrage upon the l�bert�es and decenc�es of human



nature—or words to that effect. For Jacob sa�d noth�ng. Only he
glared at the f�re. Fanny la�d down Tom Jones.

She st�tched or kn�tted.

"What's that?" asked Jacob.

"For the dance at the Slade."

And she fetched her head-dress; her trousers; her shoes w�th red
tassels. What should she wear?

"I shall be �n Par�s," sa�d Jacob.

And what �s the po�nt of fancy-dress dances? thought Fanny. You
meet the same people; you wear the same clothes; Mang�n gets
drunk; Flor�nda s�ts on h�s knee. She fl�rts outrageously—w�th N�ck
Bramham just now.

"In Par�s?" sa�d Fanny.

"On my way to Greece," he repl�ed.

For, he sa�d, there �s noth�ng so detestable as London �n May.

He would forget her.

A sparrow flew past the w�ndow tra�l�ng a straw—a straw from a
stack stood by a barn �n a farmyard. The old brown span�el snuffs at
the base for a rat. Already the upper branches of the elm trees are
blotted w�th nests. The chestnuts have fl�rted the�r fans. And the
butterfl�es are flaunt�ng across the r�des �n the Forest. Perhaps the
Purple Emperor �s feast�ng, as Morr�s says, upon a mass of putr�d
carr�on at the base of an oak tree.



Fanny thought �t all came from Tom Jones. He could go alone w�th
a book �n h�s pocket and watch the badgers. He would take a tra�n at
e�ght-th�rty and walk all n�ght. He saw f�re-fl�es, and brought back
glow-worms �n p�ll-boxes. He would hunt w�th the New Forest
Staghounds. It all came from Tom Jones; and he would go to Greece
w�th a book �n h�s pocket and forget her.

She fetched her hand-glass. There was her face. And suppose
one wreathed Jacob �n a turban? There was h�s face. She l�t the
lamp. But as the dayl�ght came through the w�ndow only half was l�t
up by the lamp. And though he looked terr�ble and magn�f�cent and
would chuck the Forest, he sa�d, and come to the Slade, and be a
Turk�sh kn�ght or a Roman emperor (and he let her blacken h�s l�ps
and clenched h�s teeth and scowled �n the glass), st�ll—there lay Tom
Jones.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

"Archer," sa�d Mrs. Flanders w�th that tenderness wh�ch mothers so
often d�splay towards the�r eldest sons, "w�ll be at G�braltar to-
morrow."

The post for wh�ch she was wa�t�ng (stroll�ng up Dods H�ll wh�le the
random church bells swung a hymn tune about her head, the clock
str�k�ng four stra�ght through the c�rcl�ng notes; the glass purpl�ng
under a storm-cloud; and the two dozen houses of the v�llage
cower�ng, �nf�n�tely humble, �n company under a leaf of shadow), the
post, w�th all �ts var�ety of messages, envelopes addressed �n bold
hands, �n slant�ng hands, stamped now w�th Engl�sh stamps, aga�n
w�th Colon�al stamps, or somet�mes hast�ly dabbed w�th a yellow bar,
the post was about to scatter a myr�ad messages over the world.
Whether we ga�n or not by th�s hab�t of profuse commun�cat�on �t �s
not for us to say. But that letter-wr�t�ng �s pract�sed mendac�ously
nowadays, part�cularly by young men travell�ng �n fore�gn parts,
seems l�kely enough.

For example, take th�s scene.



Here was Jacob Flanders gone abroad and stay�ng to break h�s
journey �n Par�s. (Old M�ss B�rkbeck, h�s mother's cous�n, had d�ed
last June and left h�m a hundred pounds.)

"You needn't repeat the whole damned th�ng over aga�n,
Cruttendon," sa�d Mall�nson, the l�ttle bald pa�nter who was s�tt�ng at
a marble table, splashed w�th coffee and r�nged w�th w�ne, talk�ng
very fast, and undoubtedly more than a l�ttle drunk.

"Well, Flanders, f�n�shed wr�t�ng to your lady?" sa�d Cruttendon, as
Jacob came and took h�s seat bes�de them, hold�ng �n h�s hand an
envelope addressed to Mrs. Flanders, near Scarborough, England.

"Do you uphold Velasquez?" sa�d Cruttendon.

"By God, he does," sa�d Mall�nson.

"He always gets l�ke th�s," sa�d Cruttendon �rr�tably.

Jacob looked at Mall�nson w�th excess�ve composure.

"I'll tell you the three greatest th�ngs that were ever wr�tten �n the
whole of l�terature," Cruttendon burst out. "'Hang there l�ke fru�t my
soul.'" he began….

"Don't l�sten to a man who don't l�ke Velasquez," sa�d Mall�nson.

"Adolphe, don't g�ve Mr. Mall�nson any more w�ne," sa�d
Cruttendon.

"Fa�r play, fa�r play," sa�d Jacob jud�c�ally. "Let a man get drunk �f
he l�kes. That's Shakespeare, Cruttendon. I'm w�th you there.
Shakespeare had more guts than all these damned frogs put



together. 'Hang there l�ke fru�t my soul,'" he began quot�ng, �n a
mus�cal rhetor�cal vo�ce, flour�sh�ng h�s w�ne-glass. "The dev�l damn
you black, you cream-faced loon!" he excla�med as the w�ne washed
over the r�m.

"'Hang there l�ke fru�t my soul,'" Cruttendon and Jacob both began
aga�n at the same moment, and both burst out laugh�ng.

"Curse these fl�es," sa�d Mall�nson, fl�ck�ng at h�s bald head. "What
do they take me for?"

"Someth�ng sweet-smell�ng," sa�d Cruttendon.

"Shut up, Cruttendon," sa�d Jacob. "The fellow has no manners,"
he expla�ned to Mall�nson very pol�tely. "Wants to cut people off the�r
dr�nk. Look here. I want gr�lled bone. What's the French for gr�lled
bone? Gr�lled bone, Adolphe. Now you jugg�ns, don't you
understand?"

"And I'll tell you, Flanders, the second most beaut�ful th�ng �n the
whole of l�terature," sa�d Cruttendon, br�ng�ng h�s feet down on to the
floor, and lean�ng r�ght across the table, so that h�s face almost
touched Jacob's face.

"'Hey d�ddle d�ddle, the cat and the f�ddle,'" Mall�nson �nterrupted,
strumm�ng h�s f�ngers on the table. "The most ex-qu�-s�tely beaut�ful
th�ng �n the whole of l�terature…. Cruttendon �s a very good fellow,"
he remarked conf�dent�ally. "But he's a b�t of a fool." And he jerked
h�s head forward.

Well, not a word of th�s was ever told to Mrs. Flanders; nor what
happened when they pa�d the b�ll and left the restaurant, and walked



along the Boulevard Raspa�lle.

Then here �s another scrap of conversat�on; the t�me about eleven
�n the morn�ng; the scene a stud�o; and the day Sunday.

"I tell you, Flanders," sa�d Cruttendon, "I'd as soon have one of
Mall�nson's l�ttle p�ctures as a Chard�n. And when I say that …" he
squeezed the ta�l of an emac�ated tube … "Chard�n was a great
swell…. He sells 'em to pay h�s d�nner now. But wa�t t�ll the dealers
get hold of h�m. A great swell—oh, a very great swell."

"It's an awfully pleasant l�fe," sa�d Jacob, "mess�ng away up here.
St�ll, �t's a stup�d art, Cruttendon." He wandered off across the room.
"There's th�s man, P�erre Louys now." He took up a book.

"Now my good s�r, are you go�ng to settle down?" sa�d Cruttendon.

"That's a sol�d p�ece of work," sa�d Jacob, stand�ng a canvas on a
cha�r.

"Oh, that I d�d ages ago," sa�d Cruttendon, look�ng over h�s
shoulder.

"You're a pretty competent pa�nter �n my op�n�on," sa�d Jacob after
a t�me.

"Now �f you'd l�ke to see what I'm after at the present moment,"
sa�d Cruttendon, putt�ng a canvas before Jacob. "There. That's �t.
That's more l�ke �t. That's …" he squ�rmed h�s thumb �n a c�rcle round
a lamp globe pa�nted wh�te.

"A pretty sol�d p�ece of work," sa�d Jacob, straddl�ng h�s legs �n
front of �t. "But what I w�sh you'd expla�n …"



M�ss J�nny Carslake, pale, freckled, morb�d, came �nto the room.

"Oh J�nny, here's a fr�end. Flanders. An Engl�shman. Wealthy.
H�ghly connected. Go on, Flanders…."

Jacob sa�d noth�ng.

"It's THAT—that's not r�ght," sa�d J�nny Carslake.

"No," sa�d Cruttendon dec�dedly. "Can't be done."

He took the canvas off the cha�r and stood �t on the floor w�th �ts
back to them.

"S�t down, lad�es and gentlemen. M�ss Carslake comes from your
part of the world, Flanders. From Devonsh�re. Oh, I thought you sa�d
Devonsh�re. Very well. She's a daughter of the church too. The black
sheep of the fam�ly. Her mother wr�tes her such letters. I say—have
you one about you? It's generally Sundays they come. Sort of
church-bell effect, you know."

"Have you met all the pa�nter men?" sa�d J�nny. "Was Mall�nson
drunk? If you go to h�s stud�o he'll g�ve you one of h�s p�ctures. I say,
Teddy…."

"Half a j�ff," sa�d Cruttendon. "What's the season of the year?" He
looked out of the w�ndow.

"We take a day off on Sundays, Flanders."

"W�ll he …" sa�d J�nny, look�ng at Jacob. "You …"

"Yes, he'll come w�th us," sa�d Cruttendon.



And then, here �s Versa�lles. J�nny stood on the stone r�m and
leant over the pond, clasped by Cruttendon's arms or she would
have fallen �n. "There! There!" she cr�ed. "R�ght up to the top!" Some
slugg�sh, slop�ng-shouldered f�sh had floated up from the depths to
n�p her crumbs. "You look," she sa�d, jump�ng down. And then the
dazzl�ng wh�te water, rough and throttled, shot up �nto the a�r. The
founta�n spread �tself. Through �t came the sound of m�l�tary mus�c
far away. All the water was puckered w�th drops. A blue a�r-ball
gently bumped the surface. How all the nurses and ch�ldren and old
men and young crowded to the edge, leant over and waved the�r
st�cks! The l�ttle g�rl ran stretch�ng her arms towards her a�r-ball, but �t
sank beneath the founta�n.

Edward Cruttendon, J�nny Carslake, and Jacob Flanders walked �n
a row along the yellow gravel path; got on to the grass; so passed
under the trees; and came out at the summer-house where Mar�e
Anto�nette used to dr�nk chocolate. In went Edward and J�nny, but
Jacob wa�ted outs�de, s�tt�ng on the handle of h�s walk�ng-st�ck. Out
they came aga�n.

"Well?" sa�d Cruttendon, sm�l�ng at Jacob.

J�nny wa�ted; Edward wa�ted; and both looked at Jacob.

"Well?" sa�d Jacob, sm�l�ng and press�ng both hands on h�s st�ck.

"Come along," he dec�ded; and started off. The others followed
h�m, sm�l�ng.

And then they went to the l�ttle cafe �n the by-street where people
s�t dr�nk�ng coffee, watch�ng the sold�ers, med�tat�vely knock�ng
ashes �nto trays.



"But he's qu�te d�fferent," sa�d J�nny, fold�ng her hands over the top
of her glass. "I don't suppose you know what Ted means when he
says a th�ng l�ke that," she sa�d, look�ng at Jacob. "But I do.
Somet�mes I could k�ll myself. Somet�mes he l�es �n bed all day long
—just l�es there…. I don't want you r�ght on the table"; she waved
her hands. Swollen �r�descent p�geons were waddl�ng round the�r
feet.

"Look at that woman's hat," sa�d Cruttendon. "How do they come
to th�nk of �t? … No, Flanders, I don't th�nk I could l�ve l�ke you. When
one walks down that street oppos�te the Br�t�sh Museum—what's �t
called?—that's what I mean. It's all l�ke that. Those fat women—and
the man stand�ng �n the m�ddle of the road as �f he were go�ng to
have a f�t …"

"Everybody feeds them," sa�d J�nny, wav�ng the p�geons away.
"They're stup�d old th�ngs."

"Well, I don't know," sa�d Jacob, smok�ng h�s c�garette. "There's St.
Paul's."

"I mean go�ng to an off�ce," sa�d Cruttendon.

"Hang �t all," Jacob expostulated.

"But you don't count," sa�d J�nny, look�ng at Cruttendon. "You're
mad. I mean, you just th�nk of pa�nt�ng."

"Yes, I know. I can't help �t. I say, w�ll K�ng George g�ve way about
the peers?"

"He'll jolly well have to," sa�d Jacob.



"There!" sa�d J�nny. "He really knows."

"You see, I would �f I could," sa�d Cruttendon, "but I s�mply can't."

"I THINK I could," sa�d J�nny. "Only, �t's all the people one d�sl�kes
who do �t. At home, I mean. They talk of noth�ng else. Even people
l�ke my mother."

"Now �f I came and l�ved here—-" sa�d Jacob. "What's my share,
Cruttendon? Oh, very well. Have �t your own way. Those s�lly b�rds,
d�rectly one wants them—they've flown away."

And f�nally under the arc lamps �n the Gare des Inval�des, w�th one
of those queer movements wh�ch are so sl�ght yet so def�n�te, wh�ch
may wound or pass unnot�ced but generally �nfl�ct a good deal of
d�scomfort, J�nny and Cruttendon drew together; Jacob stood apart.
They had to separate. Someth�ng must be sa�d. Noth�ng was sa�d. A
man wheeled a trolley past Jacob's legs so near that he almost
grazed them. When Jacob recovered h�s balance the other two were
turn�ng away, though J�nny looked over her shoulder, and
Cruttendon, wav�ng h�s hand, d�sappeared l�ke the very great gen�us
that he was.

No—Mrs. Flanders was told none of th�s, though Jacob felt, �t �s
safe to say, that noth�ng �n the world was of greater �mportance; and
as for Cruttendon and J�nny, he thought them the most remarkable
people he had ever met—be�ng of course unable to foresee how �t
fell out �n the course of t�me that Cruttendon took to pa�nt�ng
orchards; had therefore to l�ve �n Kent; and must, one would th�nk,
see through apple blossom by th�s t�me, s�nce h�s w�fe, for whose
sake he d�d �t, eloped w�th a novel�st; but no; Cruttendon st�ll pa�nts
orchards, savagely, �n sol�tude. Then J�nny Carslake, after her affa�r



w�th Lefanu the Amer�can pa�nter, frequented Ind�an ph�losophers,
and now you f�nd her �n pens�ons �n Italy cher�sh�ng a l�ttle jeweller's
box conta�n�ng ord�nary pebbles p�cked off the road. But �f you look
at them stead�ly, she says, mult�pl�c�ty becomes un�ty, wh�ch �s
somehow the secret of l�fe, though �t does not prevent her from
follow�ng the macaron� as �t goes round the table, and somet�mes, on
spr�ng n�ghts, she makes the strangest conf�dences to shy young
Engl�shmen.

Jacob had noth�ng to h�de from h�s mother. It was only that he
could make no sense h�mself of h�s extraord�nary exc�tement, and as
for wr�t�ng �t down—-

"Jacob's letters are so l�ke h�m," sa�d Mrs. Jarv�s, fold�ng the sheet.

"Indeed he seems to be hav�ng …" sa�d Mrs. Flanders, and
paused, for she was cutt�ng out a dress and had to stra�ghten the
pattern, "… a very gay t�me."

Mrs. Jarv�s thought of Par�s. At her back the w�ndow was open, for
�t was a m�ld n�ght; a calm n�ght; when the moon seemed muffled
and the apple trees stood perfectly st�ll.

"I never p�ty the dead," sa�d Mrs. Jarv�s, sh�ft�ng the cush�on at her
back, and clasp�ng her hands beh�nd her head. Betty Flanders d�d
not hear, for her sc�ssors made so much no�se on the table.

"They are at rest," sa�d Mrs. Jarv�s. "And we spend our days do�ng
fool�sh unnecessary th�ngs w�thout know�ng why."

Mrs. Jarv�s was not l�ked �n the v�llage.

"You never walk at th�s t�me of n�ght?" she asked Mrs. Flanders.



"It �s certa�nly wonderfully m�ld," sa�d Mrs. Flanders.

Yet �t was years s�nce she had opened the orchard gate and gone
out on
Dods H�ll after d�nner.

"It �s perfectly dry," sa�d Mrs. Jarv�s, as they shut the orchard door
and stepped on to the turf.

"I shan't go far," sa�d Betty Flanders. "Yes, Jacob w�ll leave Par�s
on
Wednesday."

"Jacob was always my fr�end of the three," sa�d Mrs. Jarv�s.

"Now, my dear, I am go�ng no further," sa�d Mrs. Flanders. They
had cl�mbed the dark h�ll and reached the Roman camp.

The rampart rose at the�r feet—the smooth c�rcle surround�ng the
camp or the grave. How many needles Betty Flanders had lost there;
and her garnet brooch.

"It �s much clearer than th�s somet�mes," sa�d Mrs. Jarv�s, stand�ng
upon the r�dge. There were no clouds, and yet there was a haze over
the sea, and over the moors. The l�ghts of Scarborough flashed, as �f
a woman wear�ng a d�amond necklace turned her head th�s way and
that.

"How qu�et �t �s!" sa�d Mrs. Jarv�s.

Mrs. Flanders rubbed the turf w�th her toe, th�nk�ng of her garnet
brooch.



Mrs. Jarv�s found �t d�ff�cult to th�nk of herself to-n�ght. It was so
calm. There was no w�nd; noth�ng rac�ng, fly�ng, escap�ng. Black
shadows stood st�ll over the s�lver moors. The furze bushes stood
perfectly st�ll. Ne�ther d�d Mrs. Jarv�s th�nk of God. There was a
church beh�nd them, of course. The church clock struck ten. D�d the
strokes reach the furze bush, or d�d the thorn tree hear them?

Mrs. Flanders was stoop�ng down to p�ck up a pebble. Somet�mes
people do f�nd th�ngs, Mrs. Jarv�s thought, and yet �n th�s hazy
moonl�ght �t was �mposs�ble to see anyth�ng, except bones, and l�ttle
p�eces of chalk.

"Jacob bought �t w�th h�s own money, and then I brought Mr.
Parker up to see the v�ew, and �t must have dropped—" Mrs.
Flanders murmured.

D�d the bones st�r, or the rusty swords? Was Mrs. Flanders's
twopenny-halfpenny brooch for ever part of the r�ch accumulat�on?
and �f all the ghosts flocked th�ck and rubbed shoulders w�th Mrs.
Flanders �n the c�rcle, would she not have seemed perfectly �n her
place, a l�ve Engl�sh matron, grow�ng stout?

The clock struck the quarter.

The fra�l waves of sound broke among the st�ff gorse and the
hawthorn tw�gs as the church clock d�v�ded t�me �nto quarters.

Mot�onless and broad-backed the moors rece�ved the statement "It
�s f�fteen m�nutes past the hour," but made no answer, unless a
bramble st�rred.



Yet even �n th�s l�ght the legends on the tombstones could be read,
br�ef vo�ces say�ng, "I am Bertha Ruck," "I am Tom Gage." And they
say wh�ch day of the year they d�ed, and the New Testament says
someth�ng for them, very proud, very emphat�c, or consol�ng.

The moors accept all that too.

The moonl�ght falls l�ke a pale page upon the church wall, and
�llum�nes the kneel�ng fam�ly �n the n�che, and the tablet set up �n
1780 to the Squ�re of the par�sh who rel�eved the poor, and bel�eved
�n God—so the measured vo�ce goes on down the marble scroll, as
though �t could �mpose �tself upon t�me and the open a�r.

Now a fox steals out from beh�nd the gorse bushes.

Often, even at n�ght, the church seems full of people. The pews
are worn and greasy, and the cassocks �n place, and the hymn-
books on the ledges. It �s a sh�p w�th all �ts crew aboard. The t�mbers
stra�n to hold the dead and the l�v�ng, the ploughmen, the carpenters,
the fox-hunt�ng gentlemen and the farmers smell�ng of mud and
brandy. The�r tongues jo�n together �n syllabl�ng the sharp-cut words,
wh�ch for ever sl�ce asunder t�me and the broad-backed moors.
Pla�nt and bel�ef and elegy, despa�r and tr�umph, but for the most
part good sense and jolly �nd�fference, go trampl�ng out of the
w�ndows any t�me these f�ve hundred years.

St�ll, as Mrs. Jarv�s sa�d, stepp�ng out on to the moors, "How qu�et
�t �s!" Qu�et at m�dday, except when the hunt scatters across �t; qu�et
�n the afternoon, save for the dr�ft�ng sheep; at n�ght the moor �s
perfectly qu�et.



A garnet brooch has dropped �nto �ts grass. A fox pads stealth�ly. A
leaf turns on �ts edge. Mrs. Jarv�s, who �s f�fty years of age, reposes
�n the camp �n the hazy moonl�ght.

"… and," sa�d Mrs. Flanders, stra�ghten�ng her back, "I never
cared for Mr. Parker."

"Ne�ther d�d I," sa�d Mrs. Jarv�s. They began to walk home.

But the�r vo�ces floated for a l�ttle above the camp. The moonl�ght
destroyed noth�ng. The moor accepted everyth�ng. Tom Gage cr�es
aloud so long as h�s tombstone endures. The Roman skeletons are
�n safe keep�ng. Betty Flanders's darn�ng needles are safe too and
her garnet brooch. And somet�mes at m�dday, �n the sunsh�ne, the
moor seems to hoard these l�ttle treasures, l�ke a nurse. But at
m�dn�ght when no one speaks or gallops, and the thorn tree �s
perfectly st�ll, �t would be fool�sh to vex the moor w�th quest�ons—
what? and why?

The church clock, however, str�kes twelve.



CHAPTER TWELVE

The water fell off a ledge l�ke lead—l�ke a cha�n w�th th�ck wh�te l�nks.
The tra�n ran out �nto a steep green meadow, and Jacob saw str�ped
tul�ps grow�ng and heard a b�rd s�ng�ng, �n Italy.

A motor car full of Ital�an off�cers ran along the flat road and kept
up w�th the tra�n, ra�s�ng dust beh�nd �t. There were trees laced
together w�th v�nes—as V�rg�l sa�d. Here was a stat�on; and a
tremendous leave-tak�ng go�ng on, w�th women �n h�gh yellow boots
and odd pale boys �n r�nged socks. V�rg�l's bees had gone about the
pla�ns of Lombardy. It was the custom of the anc�ents to tra�n v�nes
between elms. Then at M�lan there were sharp-w�nged hawks, of a
br�ght brown, cutt�ng f�gures over the roofs.

These Ital�an carr�ages get damnably hot w�th the afternoon sun
on them, and the chances are that before the eng�ne has pulled to
the top of the gorge the clank�ng cha�n w�ll have broken. Up, up, up,
�t goes, l�ke a tra�n on a scen�c ra�lway. Every peak �s covered w�th
sharp trees, and amaz�ng wh�te v�llages are crowded on ledges.
There �s always a wh�te tower on the very summ�t, flat red-fr�lled
roofs, and a sheer drop beneath. It �s not a country �n wh�ch one
walks after tea. For one th�ng there �s no grass. A whole h�lls�de w�ll



be ruled w�th ol�ve trees. Already �n Apr�l the earth �s clotted �nto dry
dust between them. And there are ne�ther st�les nor footpaths, nor
lanes chequered w�th the shadows of leaves nor e�ghteenth-century
�nns w�th bow-w�ndows, where one eats ham and eggs. Oh no, Italy
�s all f�erceness, bareness, exposure, and black pr�ests shuffl�ng
along the roads. It �s strange, too, how you never get away from
v�llas.

St�ll, to be travell�ng on one's own w�th a hundred pounds to spend
�s a f�ne affa�r. And �f h�s money gave out, as �t probably would, he
would go on foot. He could l�ve on bread and w�ne—the w�ne �n
straw bottles—for after do�ng Greece he was go�ng to knock off
Rome. The Roman c�v�l�zat�on was a very �nfer�or affa�r, no doubt.
But Bonamy talked a lot of rot, all the same. "You ought to have been
�n Athens," he would say to Bonamy when he got back. "Stand�ng on
the Parthenon," he would say, or "The ru�ns of the Col�seum suggest
some fa�rly subl�me reflect�ons," wh�ch he would wr�te out at length �n
letters. It m�ght turn to an essay upon c�v�l�zat�on. A compar�son
between the anc�ents and moderns, w�th some pretty sharp h�ts at
Mr. Asqu�th—someth�ng �n the style of G�bbon.

A stout gentleman labor�ously hauled h�mself �n, dusty, baggy,
slung w�th gold cha�ns, and Jacob, regrett�ng that he d�d not come of
the Lat�n race, looked out of the w�ndow.

It �s a strange reflect�on that by travell�ng two days and n�ghts you
are �n the heart of Italy. Acc�dental v�llas among ol�ve trees appear;
and men-servants water�ng the cactuses. Black v�ctor�as dr�ve �n
between pompous p�llars w�th plaster sh�elds stuck to them. It �s at
once momentary and aston�sh�ngly �nt�mate—to be d�splayed before
the eyes of a fore�gner. And there �s a lonely h�ll-top where no one



ever comes, and yet �t �s seen by me who was lately dr�v�ng down
P�ccad�lly on an omn�bus. And what I should l�ke would be to get out
among the f�elds, s�t down and hear the grasshoppers, and take up a
handful of earth—Ital�an earth, as th�s �s Ital�an dust upon my shoes.

Jacob heard them cry�ng strange names at ra�lway stat�ons
through the n�ght. The tra�n stopped and he heard frogs croak�ng
close by, and he wr�nkled back the bl�nd caut�ously and saw a vast
strange marsh all wh�te �n the moonl�ght. The carr�age was th�ck w�th
c�gar smoke, wh�ch floated round the globe w�th the green shade on
�t. The Ital�an gentleman lay snor�ng w�th h�s boots off and h�s
wa�stcoat unbuttoned…. And all th�s bus�ness of go�ng to Greece
seemed to Jacob an �ntolerable wear�ness—s�tt�ng �n hotels by
oneself and look�ng at monuments—he'd have done better to go to
Cornwall w�th T�mmy Durrant…. "O—h," Jacob protested, as the
darkness began break�ng �n front of h�m and the l�ght showed
through, but the man was reach�ng across h�m to get someth�ng—
the fat Ital�an man �n h�s d�cky, unshaven, crumpled, obese, was
open�ng the door and go�ng off to have a wash.

So Jacob sat up, and saw a lean Ital�an sportsman w�th a gun
walk�ng down the road �n the early morn�ng l�ght, and the whole �dea
of the Parthenon came upon h�m �n a clap.

"By Jove!" he thought, "we must be nearly there!" and he stuck h�s
head out of the w�ndow and got the a�r full �n h�s face.

It �s h�ghly exasperat�ng that twenty-f�ve people of your
acqua�ntance should be able to say stra�ght off someth�ng very much
to the po�nt about be�ng �n Greece, wh�le for yourself there �s a
stopper upon all emot�ons whatsoever. For after wash�ng at the hotel
at Patras, Jacob had followed the tram l�nes a m�le or so out; and



followed them a m�le or so back; he had met several droves of
turkeys; several str�ngs of donkeys; had got lost �n back streets; had
read advert�sements of corsets and of Magg�'s consomme; ch�ldren
had trodden on h�s toes; the place smelt of bad cheese; and he was
glad to f�nd h�mself suddenly come out oppos�te h�s hotel. There was
an old copy of the Da�ly Ma�l ly�ng among coffee-cups; wh�ch he
read. But what could he do after d�nner?

No doubt we should be, on the whole, much worse off than we are
w�thout our aston�sh�ng g�ft for �llus�on. At the age of twelve or so,
hav�ng g�ven up dolls and broken our steam eng�nes, France, but
much more probably Italy, and Ind�a almost for a certa�nty, draws the
superfluous �mag�nat�on. One's aunts have been to Rome; and every
one has an uncle who was last heard of—poor man—�n Rangoon.
He w�ll never come back any more. But �t �s the governesses who
start the Greek myth. Look at that for a head (they say)—nose, you
see, stra�ght as a dart, curls, eyebrows—everyth�ng appropr�ate to
manly beauty; wh�le h�s legs and arms have l�nes on them wh�ch
�nd�cate a perfect degree of development—the Greeks car�ng for the
body as much as for the face. And the Greeks could pa�nt fru�t so
that b�rds pecked at �t. F�rst you read Xenophon; then Eur�p�des. One
day—that was an occas�on, by God—what people have sa�d
appears to have sense �n �t; "the Greek sp�r�t"; the Greek th�s, that,
and the other; though �t �s absurd, by the way, to say that any Greek
comes near Shakespeare. The po�nt �s, however, that we have been
brought up �n an �llus�on.

Jacob, no doubt, thought someth�ng �n th�s fash�on, the Da�ly Ma�l
crumpled �n h�s hand; h�s legs extended; the very p�cture of
boredom.



"But �t's the way we're brought up," he went on.

And �t all seemed to h�m very d�stasteful. Someth�ng ought to be
done about �t. And from be�ng moderately depressed he became l�ke
a man about to be executed. Clara Durrant had left h�m at a party to
talk to an Amer�can called P�lchard. And he had come all the way to
Greece and left her. They wore even�ng-dresses, and talked
nonsense—what damned nonsense—and he put out h�s hand for the
Globe Trotter, an �nternat�onal magaz�ne wh�ch �s suppl�ed free of
charge to the propr�etors of hotels.

In sp�te of �ts ramshackle cond�t�on modern Greece �s h�ghly
advanced �n the electr�c tramway system, so that wh�le Jacob sat �n
the hotel s�tt�ng-room the trams clanked, ch�med, rang, rang, rang
�mper�ously to get the donkeys out of the way, and one old woman
who refused to budge, beneath the w�ndows. The whole of
c�v�l�zat�on was be�ng condemned.

The wa�ter was qu�te �nd�fferent to that too. Ar�stotle, a d�rty man,
carn�vorously �nterested �n the body of the only guest now occupy�ng
the only arm-cha�r, came �nto the room ostentat�ously, put someth�ng
down, put someth�ng stra�ght, and saw that Jacob was st�ll there.

"I shall want to be called early to-morrow," sa�d Jacob, over h�s
shoulder. "I am go�ng to Olymp�a."

Th�s gloom, th�s surrender to the dark waters wh�ch lap us about,
�s a modern �nvent�on. Perhaps, as Cruttendon sa�d, we do not
bel�eve enough. Our fathers at any rate had someth�ng to demol�sh.
So have we for the matter of that, thought Jacob, crumpl�ng the Da�ly
Ma�l �n h�s hand. He would go �nto Parl�ament and make f�ne
speeches—but what use are f�ne speeches and Parl�ament, once



you surrender an �nch to the black waters? Indeed there has never
been any explanat�on of the ebb and flow �n our ve�ns—of happ�ness
and unhapp�ness. That respectab�l�ty and even�ng part�es where one
has to dress, and wretched slums at the back of Gray's Inn—
someth�ng sol�d, �mmovable, and grotesque—�s at the back of �t,
Jacob thought probable. But then there was the Br�t�sh Emp�re wh�ch
was beg�nn�ng to puzzle h�m; nor was he altogether �n favour of
g�v�ng Home Rule to Ireland. What d�d the Da�ly Ma�l say about that?

For he had grown to be a man, and was about to be �mmersed �n
th�ngs—as �ndeed the chamberma�d, empty�ng h�s bas�n upsta�rs,
f�nger�ng keys, studs, penc�ls, and bottles of tablo�ds strewn on the
dress�ng-table, was aware.

That he had grown to be a man was a fact that Flor�nda knew, as
she knew everyth�ng, by �nst�nct.

And Betty Flanders even now suspected �t, as she read h�s letter,
posted at M�lan, "Tell�ng me," she compla�ned to Mrs. Jarv�s, "really
noth�ng that I want to know"; but she brooded over �t.

Fanny Elmer felt �t to desperat�on. For he would take h�s st�ck and
h�s hat and would walk to the w�ndow, and look perfectly absent-
m�nded and very stern too, she thought.

"I am go�ng," he would say, "to cadge a meal of Bonamy."

"Anyhow, I can drown myself �n the Thames," Fanny cr�ed, as she
hurr�ed past the Foundl�ng Hosp�tal.

"But the Da�ly Ma�l �sn't to be trusted," Jacob sa�d to h�mself,
look�ng about for someth�ng else to read. And he s�ghed aga�n, be�ng



�ndeed so profoundly gloomy that gloom must have been lodged �n
h�m to cloud h�m at any moment, wh�ch was odd �n a man who
enjoyed th�ngs so, was not much g�ven to analys�s, but was horr�bly
romant�c, of course, Bonamy thought, �n h�s rooms �n L�ncoln's Inn.

"He w�ll fall �n love," thought Bonamy. "Some Greek woman w�th a
stra�ght nose."

It was to Bonamy that Jacob wrote from Patras—to Bonamy who
couldn't love a woman and never read a fool�sh book.

There are very few good books after all, for we can't count profuse
h�stor�es, travels �n mule carts to d�scover the sources of the N�le, or
the volub�l�ty of f�ct�on.

I l�ke books whose v�rtue �s all drawn together �n a page or two. I
l�ke sentences that don't budge though arm�es cross them. I l�ke
words to be hard—such were Bonamy's v�ews, and they won h�m the
host�l�ty of those whose taste �s all for the fresh growths of the
morn�ng, who throw up the w�ndow, and f�nd the popp�es spread �n
the sun, and can't forbear a shout of jub�lat�on at the aston�sh�ng
fert�l�ty of Engl�sh l�terature. That was not Bonamy's way at all. That
h�s taste �n l�terature affected h�s fr�endsh�ps, and made h�m s�lent,
secret�ve, fast�d�ous, and only qu�te at h�s ease w�th one or two
young men of h�s own way of th�nk�ng, was the charge aga�nst h�m.

But then Jacob Flanders was not at all of h�s own way of th�nk�ng
—far from �t, Bonamy s�ghed, lay�ng the th�n sheets of notepaper on
the table and fall�ng �nto thought about Jacob's character, not for the
f�rst t�me.



The trouble was th�s romant�c ve�n �n h�m. "But m�xed w�th the
stup�d�ty wh�ch leads h�m �nto these absurd pred�caments," thought
Bonamy, "there �s someth�ng—someth�ng"—he s�ghed, for he was
fonder of Jacob than of any one �n the world.

Jacob went to the w�ndow and stood w�th h�s hands �n h�s pockets.
There he saw three Greeks �n k�lts; the masts of sh�ps; �dle or busy
people of the lower classes stroll�ng or stepp�ng out br�skly, or fall�ng
�nto groups and gest�culat�ng w�th the�r hands. The�r lack of concern
for h�m was not the cause of h�s gloom; but some more profound
conv�ct�on—�t was not that he h�mself happened to be lonely, but that
all people are.

Yet next day, as the tra�n slowly rounded a h�ll on the way to
Olymp�a, the Greek peasant women were out among the v�nes; the
old Greek men were s�tt�ng at the stat�ons, s�pp�ng sweet w�ne. And
though Jacob rema�ned gloomy he had never suspected how
tremendously pleasant �t �s to be alone; out of England; on one's
own; cut off from the whole th�ng. There are very sharp bare h�lls on
the way to Olymp�a; and between them blue sea �n tr�angular
spaces. A l�ttle l�ke the Corn�sh coast. Well now, to go walk�ng by
oneself all day—to get on to that track and follow �t up between the
bushes—or are they small trees?—to the top of that mounta�n from
wh�ch one can see half the nat�ons of ant�qu�ty—

"Yes," sa�d Jacob, for h�s carr�age was empty, "let's look at the
map." Blame �t or pra�se �t, there �s no deny�ng the w�ld horse �n us.
To gallop �ntemperately; fall on the sand t�red out; to feel the earth
sp�n; to have—pos�t�vely—a rush of fr�endsh�p for stones and
grasses, as �f human�ty were over, and as for men and women, let



them go hang—there �s no gett�ng over the fact that th�s des�re
se�zes us pretty often.

The even�ng a�r sl�ghtly moved the d�rty curta�ns �n the hotel
w�ndow at
Olymp�a.

"I am full of love for every one," thought Mrs. Wentworth W�ll�ams,
"—for the poor most of all—for the peasants com�ng back �n the
even�ng w�th the�r burdens. And everyth�ng �s soft and vague and
very sad. It �s sad, �t �s sad. But everyth�ng has mean�ng," thought
Sandra Wentworth W�ll�ams, ra�s�ng her head a l�ttle and look�ng very
beaut�ful, trag�c, and exalted. "One must love everyth�ng."

She held �n her hand a l�ttle book conven�ent for travell�ng—stor�es
by Tchekov—as she stood, ve�led, �n wh�te, �n the w�ndow of the
hotel at Olymp�a. How beaut�ful the even�ng was! and her beauty
was �ts beauty. The tragedy of Greece was the tragedy of all h�gh
souls. The �nev�table comprom�se. She seemed to have grasped
someth�ng. She would wr�te �t down. And mov�ng to the table where
her husband sat read�ng she leant her ch�n �n her hands and thought
of the peasants, of suffer�ng, of her own beauty, of the �nev�table
comprom�se, and of how she would wr�te �t down. Nor d�d Evan
W�ll�ams say anyth�ng brutal, banal, or fool�sh when he shut h�s book
and put �t away to make room for the plates of soup wh�ch were now
be�ng placed before them. Only h�s droop�ng bloodhound eyes and
h�s heavy sallow cheeks expressed h�s melancholy tolerance, h�s
conv�ct�on that though forced to l�ve w�th c�rcumspect�on and
del�berat�on he could never poss�bly ach�eve any of those objects
wh�ch, as he knew, are the only ones worth pursu�ng. H�s
cons�derat�on was flawless; h�s s�lence unbroken.



"Everyth�ng seems to mean so much," sa�d Sandra. But w�th the
sound of her own vo�ce the spell was broken. She forgot the
peasants. Only there rema�ned w�th her a sense of her own beauty,
and �n front, luck�ly, there was a look�ng-glass.

"I am very beaut�ful," she thought.

She sh�fted her hat sl�ghtly. Her husband saw her look�ng �n the
glass; and agreed that beauty �s �mportant; �t �s an �nher�tance; one
cannot �gnore �t. But �t �s a barr�er; �t �s �n fact rather a bore. So he
drank h�s soup; and kept h�s eyes f�xed upon the w�ndow.

"Qua�ls," sa�d Mrs. Wentworth W�ll�ams langu�dly. "And then goat, I
suppose; and then…"

"Caramel custard presumably," sa�d her husband �n the same
cadence, w�th h�s toothp�ck out already.

She la�d her spoon upon her plate, and her soup was taken away
half f�n�shed. Never d�d she do anyth�ng w�thout d�gn�ty; for hers was
the Engl�sh type wh�ch �s so Greek, save that v�llagers have touched
the�r hats to �t, the v�carage reveres �t; and upper-gardeners and
under-gardeners respectfully stra�ghten the�r backs as she comes
down the broad terrace on Sunday morn�ng, dally�ng at the stone
urns w�th the Pr�me M�n�ster to p�ck a rose—wh�ch, perhaps, she was
try�ng to forget, as her eye wandered round the d�n�ng-room of the
�nn at Olymp�a, seek�ng the w�ndow where her book lay, where a few
m�nutes ago she had d�scovered someth�ng—someth�ng very
profound �t had been, about love and sadness and the peasants.

But �t was Evan who s�ghed; not �n despa�r nor �ndeed �n rebell�on.
But, be�ng the most amb�t�ous of men and temperamentally the most



slugg�sh, he had accompl�shed noth�ng; had the pol�t�cal h�story of
England at h�s f�nger-ends, and l�v�ng much �n company w�th
Chatham, P�tt, Burke, and Charles James Fox could not help
contrast�ng h�mself and h�s age w�th them and the�rs. "Yet there
never was a t�me when great men are more needed," he was �n the
hab�t of say�ng to h�mself, w�th a s�gh. Here he was p�ck�ng h�s teeth
�n an �nn at Olymp�a. He had done. But Sandra's eyes wandered.

"Those p�nk melons are sure to be dangerous," he sa�d gloom�ly.
And as he spoke the door opened and �n came a young man �n a
grey check su�t.

"Beaut�ful but dangerous," sa�d Sandra, �mmed�ately talk�ng to her
husband �n the presence of a th�rd person. ("Ah, an Engl�sh boy on
tour," she thought to herself.)

And Evan knew all that too.

Yes, he knew all that; and he adm�red her. Very pleasant, he
thought, to have affa�rs. But for h�mself, what w�th h�s he�ght
(Napoleon was f�ve feet four, he remembered), h�s bulk, h�s �nab�l�ty
to �mpose h�s own personal�ty (and yet great men are needed more
than ever now, he s�ghed), �t was useless. He threw away h�s c�gar,
went up to Jacob and asked h�m, w�th a s�mple sort of s�ncer�ty wh�ch
Jacob l�ked, whether he had come stra�ght out from England.

"How very Engl�sh!" Sandra laughed when the wa�ter told them
next morn�ng that the young gentleman had left at f�ve to cl�mb the
mounta�n. "I am sure he asked you for a bath?" at wh�ch the wa�ter
shook h�s head, and sa�d that he would ask the manager.

"You do not understand," laughed Sandra. "Never m�nd."



Stretched on the top of the mounta�n, qu�te alone, Jacob enjoyed
h�mself �mmensely. Probably he had never been so happy �n the
whole of h�s l�fe.

But at d�nner that n�ght Mr. W�ll�ams asked h�m whether he would
l�ke to see the paper; then Mrs. W�ll�ams asked h�m (as they strolled
on the terrace smok�ng—and how could he refuse that man's c�gar?)
whether he'd seen the theatre by moonl�ght; whether he knew
Everard Sherborn; whether he read Greek and whether (Evan rose
s�lently and went �n) �f he had to sacr�f�ce one �t would be the French
l�terature or the Russ�an?

"And now," wrote Jacob �n h�s letter to Bonamy, "I shall have to
read her cursed book"—her Tchekov, he meant, for she had lent �t
h�m.

Though the op�n�on �s unpopular �t seems l�kely enough that bare
places, f�elds too th�ck w�th stones to be ploughed, toss�ng sea-
meadows half-way between England and Amer�ca, su�t us better
than c�t�es.

There �s someth�ng absolute �n us wh�ch desp�ses qual�f�cat�on. It
�s th�s wh�ch �s teased and tw�sted �n soc�ety. People come together
�n a room. "So del�ghted," says somebody, "to meet you," and that �s
a l�e. And then: "I enjoy the spr�ng more than the autumn now. One
does, I th�nk, as one gets older." For women are always, always,
always talk�ng about what one feels, and �f they say "as one gets
older," they mean you to reply w�th someth�ng qu�te off the po�nt.

Jacob sat h�mself down �n the quarry where the Greeks had cut
marble for the theatre. It �s hot work walk�ng up Greek h�lls at
m�dday. The w�ld red cyclamen was out; he had seen the l�ttle



torto�ses hobbl�ng from clump to clump; the a�r smelt strong and
suddenly sweet, and the sun, str�k�ng on jagged spl�nters of marble,
was very dazzl�ng to the eyes. Composed, command�ng,
contemptuous, a l�ttle melancholy, and bored w�th an august k�nd of
boredom, there he sat smok�ng h�s p�pe.

Bonamy would have sa�d that th�s was the sort of th�ng that made
h�m uneasy—when Jacob got �nto the doldrums, looked l�ke a
Margate f�sherman out of a job, or a Br�t�sh Adm�ral. You couldn't
make h�m understand a th�ng when he was �n a mood l�ke that. One
had better leave h�m alone. He was dull. He was apt to be grumpy.

He was up very early, look�ng at the statues w�th h�s Baedeker.

Sandra Wentworth W�ll�ams, rang�ng the world before breakfast �n
quest of adventure or a po�nt of v�ew, all �n wh�te, not so very tall
perhaps, but uncommonly upr�ght—Sandra W�ll�ams got Jacob's
head exactly on a level w�th the head of the Hermes of Prax�teles.
The compar�son was all �n h�s favour. But before she could say a
s�ngle word he had gone out of the Museum and left her.

St�ll, a lady of fash�on travels w�th more than one dress, and �f
wh�te su�ts the morn�ng hour, perhaps sandy yellow w�th purple spots
on �t, a black hat, and a volume of Balzac, su�t the even�ng. Thus she
was arranged on the terrace when Jacob came �n. Very beaut�ful she
looked. W�th her hands folded she mused, seemed to l�sten to her
husband, seemed to watch the peasants com�ng down w�th
brushwood on the�r backs, seemed to not�ce how the h�ll changed
from blue to black, seemed to d�scr�m�nate between truth and
falsehood, Jacob thought, and crossed h�s legs suddenly, observ�ng
the extreme shabb�ness of h�s trousers.



"But he �s very d�st�ngu�shed look�ng," Sandra dec�ded.

And Evan W�ll�ams, ly�ng back �n h�s cha�r w�th the paper on h�s
knees, env�ed them. The best th�ng he could do would be to publ�sh,
w�th Macm�llans, h�s monograph upon the fore�gn pol�cy of Chatham.
But confound th�s tum�d, queasy feel�ng—th�s restlessness, swell�ng,
and heat—�t was jealousy! jealousy! jealousy! wh�ch he had sworn
never to feel aga�n.

"Come w�th us to Cor�nth, Flanders," he sa�d w�th more than h�s
usual energy, stopp�ng by Jacob's cha�r. He was rel�eved by Jacob's
reply, or rather by the sol�d, d�rect, �f shy manner �n wh�ch he sa�d
that he would l�ke very much to come w�th them to Cor�nth.

"Here �s a fellow," thought Evan W�ll�ams, "who m�ght do very well
�n pol�t�cs."

"I �ntend to come to Greece every year so long as I l�ve," Jacob
wrote to Bonamy. "It �s the only chance I can see of protect�ng
oneself from c�v�l�zat�on."

"Goodness knows what he means by that," Bonamy s�ghed. For
as he never sa�d a clumsy th�ng h�mself, these dark say�ngs of
Jacob's made h�m feel apprehens�ve, yet somehow �mpressed, h�s
own turn be�ng all for the def�n�te, the concrete, and the rat�onal.

Noth�ng could be much s�mpler than what Sandra sa�d as she
descended the Acro-Cor�nth, keep�ng to the l�ttle path, wh�le Jacob
strode over rougher ground by her s�de. She had been left
motherless at the age of four; and the Park was vast.



"One never seemed able to get out of �t," she laughed. Of course
there was the l�brary, and dear Mr. Jones, and not�ons about th�ngs.
"I used to stray �nto the k�tchen and s�t upon the butler's knees," she
laughed, sadly though.

Jacob thought that �f he had been there he would have saved her;
for she had been exposed to great dangers, he felt, and, he thought
to h�mself, "People wouldn't understand a woman talk�ng as she
talks."

She made l�ttle of the roughness of the h�ll; and wore breeches, he
saw, under her short sk�rts.

"Women l�ke Fanny Elmer don't," he thought. "What's-her-name
Carslake d�dn't; yet they pretend…"

Mrs. W�ll�ams sa�d th�ngs stra�ght out. He was surpr�sed by h�s own
knowledge of the rules of behav�our; how much more can be sa�d
than one thought; how open one can be w�th a woman; and how l�ttle
he had known h�mself before.

Evan jo�ned them on the road; and as they drove along up h�ll and
down h�ll (for Greece �s �n a state of effervescence, yet aston�sh�ngly
clean-cut, a treeless land, where you see the ground between the
blades, each h�ll cut and shaped and outl�ned as often as not aga�nst
sparkl�ng deep blue waters, �slands wh�te as sand float�ng on the
hor�zon, occas�onal groves of palm trees stand�ng �n the valleys,
wh�ch are scattered w�th black goats, spotted w�th l�ttle ol�ve trees
and somet�mes have wh�te hollows, rayed and cr�ss-crossed, �n the�r
flanks), as they drove up h�ll and down he scowled �n the corner of
the carr�age, w�th h�s paw so t�ghtly closed that the sk�n was
stretched between the knuckles and the l�ttle ha�rs stood upr�ght.



Sandra rode oppos�te, dom�nant, l�ke a V�ctory prepared to fl�ng �nto
the a�r.

"Heartless!" thought Evan (wh�ch was untrue).

"Bra�nless!" he suspected (and that was not true e�ther). "St�ll…!"
He env�ed her.

When bedt�me came the d�ff�culty was to wr�te to Bonamy, Jacob
found.
Yet he had seen Salam�s, and Marathon �n the d�stance. Poor old
Bonamy!
No; there was someth�ng queer about �t. He could not wr�te to
Bonamy.

"I shall go to Athens all the same," he resolved, look�ng very set,
w�th th�s hook dragg�ng �n h�s s�de.

The W�ll�amses had already been to Athens.

Athens �s st�ll qu�te capable of str�k�ng a young man as the oddest
comb�nat�on, the most �ncongruous assortment. Now �t �s suburban;
now �mmortal. Now cheap cont�nental jewellery �s la�d upon plush
trays. Now the stately woman stands naked, save for a wave of
drapery above the knee. No form can he set on h�s sensat�ons as he
strolls, one blaz�ng afternoon, along the Par�s�an boulevard and sk�ps
out of the way of the royal landau wh�ch, look�ng �ndescr�bably
ramshackle, rattles along the p�tted roadway, saluted by c�t�zens of
both sexes cheaply dressed �n bowler hats and cont�nental
costumes; though a shepherd �n k�lt, cap, and ga�ters very nearly
dr�ves h�s herd of goats between the royal wheels; and all the t�me
the Acropol�s surges �nto the a�r, ra�ses �tself above the town, l�ke a



large �mmob�le wave w�th the yellow columns of the Parthenon f�rmly
planted upon �t.



The yellow columns of the Parthenon are to be seen at all hours of
the day f�rmly planted upon the Acropol�s; though at sunset, when
the sh�ps �n the P�raeus f�re the�r guns, a bell r�ngs, a man �n un�form
(the wa�stcoat unbuttoned) appears; and the women roll up the black
stock�ngs wh�ch they are kn�tt�ng �n the shadow of the columns, call
to the ch�ldren, and troop off down the h�ll back to the�r houses.

There they are aga�n, the p�llars, the ped�ment, the Temple of
V�ctory and the Erechtheum, set on a tawny rock cleft w�th shadows,
d�rectly you unlatch your shutters �n the morn�ng and, lean�ng out,
hear the clatter, the clamour, the wh�p crack�ng �n the street below.
There they are.

The extreme def�n�teness w�th wh�ch they stand, now a br�ll�ant
wh�te, aga�n yellow, and �n some l�ghts red, �mposes �deas of
durab�l�ty, of the emergence through the earth of some sp�r�tual
energy elsewhere d�ss�pated �n elegant tr�fles. But th�s durab�l�ty
ex�sts qu�te �ndependently of our adm�rat�on. Although the beauty �s
suff�c�ently humane to weaken us, to st�r the deep depos�t of mud—
memor�es, abandonments, regrets, sent�mental devot�ons—the
Parthenon �s separate from all that; and �f you cons�der how �t has
stood out all n�ght, for centur�es, you beg�n to connect the blaze (at
m�dday the glare �s dazzl�ng and the fr�eze almost �nv�s�ble) w�th the
�dea that perhaps �t �s beauty alone that �s �mmortal.

Added to th�s, compared w�th the bl�stered stucco, the new love
songs rasped out to the strum of gu�tar and gramophone, and the
mob�le yet �ns�gn�f�cant faces of the street, the Parthenon �s really
aston�sh�ng �n �ts s�lent composure; wh�ch �s so v�gorous that, far
from be�ng decayed, the Parthenon appears, on the contrary, l�kely
to outlast the ent�re world.



"And the Greeks, l�ke sens�ble men, never bothered to f�n�sh the
backs of the�r statues," sa�d Jacob, shad�ng h�s eyes and observ�ng
that the s�de of the f�gure wh�ch �s turned away from v�ew �s left �n the
rough.

He noted the sl�ght �rregular�ty �n the l�ne of the steps wh�ch "the
art�st�c sense of the Greeks preferred to mathemat�cal accuracy," he
read �n h�s gu�de-book.

He stood on the exact spot where the great statue of Athena used
to stand, and �dent�f�ed the more famous landmarks of the scene
beneath.

In short he was accurate and d�l�gent; but profoundly morose.
Moreover he was pestered by gu�des. Th�s was on Monday.

But on Wednesday he wrote a telegram to Bonamy, tell�ng h�m to
come at once. And then he crumpled �t �n h�s hand and threw �t �n the
gutter.

"For one th�ng he wouldn't come," he thought. "And then I daresay
th�s sort of th�ng wears off." "Th�s sort of th�ng" be�ng that uneasy,
pa�nful feel�ng, someth�ng l�ke self�shness—one w�shes almost that
the th�ng would stop—�t �s gett�ng more and more beyond what �s
poss�ble—"If �t goes on much longer I shan't be able to cope w�th �t—
but �f some one else were see�ng �t at the same t�me—Bonamy �s
stuffed �n h�s room �n L�ncoln's Inn—oh, I say, damn �t all, I say,"—the
s�ght of Hymettus, Pentel�cus, Lycabettus on one s�de, and the sea
on the other, as one stands �n the Parthenon at sunset, the sky p�nk
feathered, the pla�n all colours, the marble tawny �n one's eyes, �s
thus oppress�ve. Luck�ly Jacob had l�ttle sense of personal
assoc�at�on; he seldom thought of Plato or Socrates �n the flesh; on



the other hand h�s feel�ng for arch�tecture was very strong; he
preferred statues to p�ctures; and he was beg�nn�ng to th�nk a great
deal about the problems of c�v�l�zat�on, wh�ch were solved, of course,
so very remarkably by the anc�ent Greeks, though the�r solut�on �s no
help to us. Then the hook gave a great tug �n h�s s�de as he lay �n
bed on Wednesday n�ght; and he turned over w�th a desperate sort
of tumble, remember�ng Sandra Wentworth W�ll�ams w�th whom he
was �n love.

Next day he cl�mbed Pentel�cus.

The day after he went up to the Acropol�s. The hour was early; the
place almost deserted; and poss�bly there was thunder �n the a�r. But
the sun struck full upon the Acropol�s.

Jacob's �ntent�on was to s�t down and read, and, f�nd�ng a drum of
marble conven�ently placed, from wh�ch Marathon could be seen,
and yet �t was �n the shade, wh�le the Erechtheum blazed wh�te �n
front of h�m, there he sat. And after read�ng a page he put h�s thumb
�n h�s book. Why not rule countr�es �n the way they should be ruled?
And he read aga�n.

No doubt h�s pos�t�on there overlook�ng Marathon somehow ra�sed
h�s sp�r�ts. Or �t may have been that a slow capac�ous bra�n has
these moments of flower�ng. Or he had, �nsens�bly, wh�le he was
abroad, got �nto the way of th�nk�ng about pol�t�cs.

And then look�ng up and see�ng the sharp outl�ne, h�s med�tat�ons
were g�ven an extraord�nary edge; Greece was over; the Parthenon
�n ru�ns; yet there he was.



(Lad�es w�th green and wh�te umbrellas passed through the
courtyard—French lad�es on the�r way to jo�n the�r husbands �n
Constant�nople.)

Jacob read on aga�n. And lay�ng the book on the ground he
began, as �f �nsp�red by what he had read, to wr�te a note upon the
�mportance of h�story—upon democracy—one of those scr�bbles
upon wh�ch the work of a l�fet�me may be based; or aga�n, �t falls out
of a book twenty years later, and one can't remember a word of �t. It
�s a l�ttle pa�nful. It had better be burnt.

Jacob wrote; began to draw a stra�ght nose; when all the French
lad�es open�ng and shutt�ng the�r umbrellas just beneath h�m
excla�med, look�ng at the sky, that one d�d not know what to expect—
ra�n or f�ne weather?

Jacob got up and strolled across to the Erechtheum. There are st�ll
several women stand�ng there hold�ng the roof on the�r heads. Jacob
stra�ghtened h�mself sl�ghtly; for stab�l�ty and balance affect the body
f�rst. These statues annulled th�ngs so! He stared at them, then
turned, and there was Madame Luc�en Grave perched on a block of
marble w�th her kodak po�nted at h�s head. Of course she jumped
down, �n sp�te of her age, her f�gure, and her t�ght boots—hav�ng,
now that her daughter was marr�ed, lapsed w�th a luxur�ous
abandonment, grand enough �n �ts way, �nto the fleshy grotesque;
she jumped down, but not before Jacob had seen her.

"Damn these women—damn these women!" he thought. And he
went to fetch h�s book wh�ch he had left ly�ng on the ground �n the
Parthenon.



"How they spo�l th�ngs," he murmured, lean�ng aga�nst one of the
p�llars, press�ng h�s book t�ght between h�s arm and h�s s�de. (As for
the weather, no doubt the storm would break soon; Athens was
under cloud.)

"It �s those damned women," sa�d Jacob, w�thout any trace of
b�tterness, but rather w�th sadness and d�sappo�ntment that what
m�ght have been should never be.

(Th�s v�olent d�s�llus�onment �s generally to be expected �n young
men �n the pr�me of l�fe, sound of w�nd and l�mb, who w�ll soon
become fathers of fam�l�es and d�rectors of banks.)

Then, mak�ng sure that the Frenchwomen had gone, and look�ng
caut�ously round h�m, Jacob strolled over to the Erechtheum and
looked rather furt�vely at the goddess on the left-hand s�de hold�ng
the roof on her head. She rem�nded h�m of Sandra Wentworth
W�ll�ams. He looked at her, then looked away. He looked at her, then
looked away. He was extraord�nar�ly moved, and w�th the battered
Greek nose �n h�s head, w�th Sandra �n h�s head, w�th all sorts of
th�ngs �n h�s head, off he started to walk r�ght up to the top of Mount
Hymettus, alone, �n the heat.

That very afternoon Bonamy went expressly to talk about Jacob to
tea w�th Clara Durrant �n the square beh�nd Sloane Street where, on
hot spr�ng days, there are str�ped bl�nds over the front w�ndows,
s�ngle horses paw�ng the macadam outs�de the doors, and elderly
gentlemen �n yellow wa�stcoats r�ng�ng bells and stepp�ng �n very
pol�tely when the ma�d demurely repl�es that Mrs. Durrant �s at home.

Bonamy sat w�th Clara �n the sunny front room w�th the barrel
organ p�p�ng sweetly outs�de; the water-cart go�ng slowly along



spray�ng the pavement; the carr�ages j�ngl�ng, and all the s�lver and
ch�ntz, brown and blue rugs and vases f�lled w�th green boughs,
str�ped w�th trembl�ng yellow bars.

The �ns�p�d�ty of what was sa�d needs no �llustrat�on—Bonamy kept
on gently return�ng qu�et answers and accumulat�ng amazement at
an ex�stence squeezed and emasculated w�th�n a wh�te sat�n shoe
(Mrs. Durrant meanwh�le enunc�at�ng str�dent pol�t�cs w�th S�r
Somebody �n the back room) unt�l the v�rg�n�ty of Clara's soul
appeared to h�m cand�d; the depths unknown; and he would have
brought out Jacob's name had he not begun to feel pos�t�vely certa�n
that Clara loved h�m—and could do noth�ng whatever.

"Noth�ng whatever!" he excla�med, as the door shut, and, for a
man of h�s temperament, got a very queer feel�ng, as he walked
through the park, of carr�ages �rres�st�bly dr�ven; of flower beds
uncomprom�s�ngly geometr�cal; of force rush�ng round geometr�cal
patterns �n the most senseless way �n the world. "Was Clara," he
thought, paus�ng to watch the boys bath�ng �n the Serpent�ne, "the
s�lent woman?—would Jacob marry her?"

But �n Athens �n the sunsh�ne, �n Athens, where �t �s almost
�mposs�ble to get afternoon tea, and elderly gentlemen who talk
pol�t�cs talk them all the other way round, �n Athens sat Sandra
Wentworth W�ll�ams, ve�led, �n wh�te, her legs stretched �n front of
her, one elbow on the arm of the bamboo cha�r, blue clouds waver�ng
and dr�ft�ng from her c�garette.

The orange trees wh�ch flour�sh �n the Square of the Const�tut�on,
the band, the dragg�ng of feet, the sky, the houses, lemon and rose
coloured—all th�s became so s�gn�f�cant to Mrs. Wentworth W�ll�ams
after her second cup of coffee that she began dramat�z�ng the story



of the noble and �mpuls�ve Engl�shwoman who had offered a seat �n
her carr�age to the old Amer�can lady at Mycenae (Mrs. Duggan)—
not altogether a false story, though �t sa�d noth�ng of Evan, stand�ng
f�rst on one foot, then on the other, wa�t�ng for the women to stop
chatter�ng.

"I am putt�ng the l�fe of Father Dam�en �nto verse," Mrs. Duggan
had sa�d, for she had lost everyth�ng—everyth�ng �n the world,
husband and ch�ld and everyth�ng, but fa�th rema�ned.

Sandra, float�ng from the part�cular to the un�versal, lay back �n a
trance.

The fl�ght of t�me wh�ch hurr�es us so trag�cally along; the eternal
drudge and drone, now burst�ng �nto f�ery flame l�ke those br�ef balls
of yellow among green leaves (she was look�ng at orange trees);
k�sses on l�ps that are to d�e; the world turn�ng, turn�ng �n mazes of
heat and sound—though to be sure there �s the qu�et even�ng w�th �ts
lovely pallor, "For I am sens�t�ve to every s�de of �t," Sandra thought,
"and Mrs. Duggan w�ll wr�te to me for ever, and I shall answer her
letters." Now the royal band march�ng by w�th the nat�onal flag st�rred
w�der r�ngs of emot�on, and l�fe became someth�ng that the
courageous mount and r�de out to sea on—the ha�r blown back (so
she env�saged �t, and the breeze st�rred sl�ghtly among the orange
trees) and she herself was emerg�ng from s�lver spray—when she
saw Jacob. He was stand�ng �n the Square w�th a book under h�s
arm look�ng vacantly about h�m. That he was heav�ly bu�lt and m�ght
become stout �n t�me was a fact.

But she suspected h�m of be�ng a mere bumpk�n.



"There �s that young man," she sa�d, peev�shly, throw�ng away her
c�garette, "that Mr. Flanders."

"Where?" sa�d Evan. "I don't see h�m."

"Oh, walk�ng away—beh�nd the trees now. No, you can't see h�m.
But we are sure to run �nto h�m," wh�ch, of course, they d�d.

But how far was he a mere bumpk�n? How far was Jacob Flanders
at the age of twenty-s�x a stup�d fellow? It �s no use try�ng to sum
people up. One must follow h�nts, not exactly what �s sa�d, nor yet
ent�rely what �s done. Some, �t �s true, take �neffaceable �mpress�ons
of character at once. Others dally, lo�ter, and get blown th�s way and
that. K�nd old lad�es assure us that cats are often the best judges of
character. A cat w�ll always go to a good man, they say; but then,
Mrs. Wh�tehorn, Jacob's landlady, loathed cats.

There �s also the h�ghly respectable op�n�on that character-
monger�ng �s much overdone nowadays. After all, what does �t
matter—that Fanny Elmer was all sent�ment and sensat�on, and Mrs.
Durrant hard as �ron? that Clara, ow�ng (so the character-mongers
sa�d) largely to her mother's �nfluence, never yet had the chance to
do anyth�ng off her own bat, and only to very observant eyes
d�splayed deeps of feel�ng wh�ch were pos�t�vely alarm�ng; and would
certa�nly throw herself away upon some one unworthy of her one of
these days unless, so the character-mongers sa�d, she had a spark
of her mother's sp�r�t �n her—was somehow hero�c. But what a term
to apply to Clara Durrant! S�mple to a degree, others thought her.
And that �s the very reason, so they sa�d, why she attracts D�ck
Bonamy—the young man w�th the Well�ngton nose. Now HE'S a dark
horse �f you l�ke. And there these goss�ps would suddenly pause.



Obv�ously they meant to h�nt at h�s pecul�ar d�spos�t�on—long
rumoured among them.

"But somet�mes �t �s prec�sely a woman l�ke Clara that men of that
temperament need…" M�ss Jul�a El�ot would h�nt.

"Well," Mr. Bowley would reply, "�t may be so."

For however long these goss�ps s�t, and however they stuff out
the�r v�ct�ms' characters t�ll they are swollen and tender as the l�vers
of geese exposed to a hot f�re, they never come to a dec�s�on.

"That young man, Jacob Flanders," they would say, "so
d�st�ngu�shed look�ng—and yet so awkward." Then they would apply
themselves to Jacob and vac�llate eternally between the two
extremes. He rode to hounds—after a fash�on, for he hadn't a penny.

"D�d you ever hear who h�s father was?" asked Jul�a El�ot.

"H�s mother, they say, �s somehow connected w�th the
Rocksb�ers," repl�ed Mr. Bowley.

"He doesn't overwork h�mself anyhow."

"H�s fr�ends are very fond of h�m."

"D�ck Bonamy, you mean?"

"No, I d�dn't mean that. It's ev�dently the other way w�th Jacob. He
�s prec�sely the young man to fall headlong �n love and repent �t for
the rest of h�s l�fe."

"Oh, Mr. Bowley," sa�d Mrs. Durrant, sweep�ng down upon them �n
her �mper�ous manner, "you remember Mrs. Adams? Well, that �s her



n�ece." And Mr. Bowley, gett�ng up, bowed pol�tely and fetched
strawberr�es.

So we are dr�ven back to see what the other s�de means—the men
�n clubs and Cab�nets—when they say that character-draw�ng �s a
fr�volous f�res�de art, a matter of p�ns and needles, exqu�s�te outl�nes
enclos�ng vacancy, flour�shes, and mere scrawls.

The battlesh�ps ray out over the North Sea, keep�ng the�r stat�ons
accurately apart. At a g�ven s�gnal all the guns are tra�ned on a target
wh�ch (the master gunner counts the seconds, watch �n hand—at the
s�xth he looks up) flames �nto spl�nters. W�th equal nonchalance a
dozen young men �n the pr�me of l�fe descend w�th composed faces
�nto the depths of the sea; and there �mpass�vely (though w�th perfect
mastery of mach�nery) suffocate uncompla�n�ngly together. L�ke
blocks of t�n sold�ers the army covers the cornf�eld, moves up the
h�lls�de, stops, reels sl�ghtly th�s way and that, and falls flat, save
that, through f�eld glasses, �t can be seen that one or two p�eces st�ll
ag�tate up and down l�ke fragments of broken match-st�ck.

These act�ons, together w�th the �ncessant commerce of banks,
laborator�es, chancellor�es, and houses of bus�ness, are the strokes
wh�ch oar the world forward, they say. And they are dealt by men as
smoothly sculptured as the �mpass�ve pol�ceman at Ludgate C�rcus.
But you w�ll observe that far from be�ng padded to rotund�ty h�s face
�s st�ff from force of w�ll, and lean from the efforts of keep�ng �t so.
When h�s r�ght arm r�ses, all the force �n h�s ve�ns flows stra�ght from
shoulder to f�nger-t�ps; not an ounce �s d�verted �nto sudden
�mpulses, sent�mental regrets, w�re-drawn d�st�nct�ons. The buses
punctually stop.



It �s thus that we l�ve, they say, dr�ven by an unse�zable force.
They say that the novel�sts never catch �t; that �t goes hurtl�ng
through the�r nets and leaves them torn to r�bbons. Th�s, they say, �s
what we l�ve by—th�s unse�zable force.

"Where are the men?" sa�d old General G�bbons, look�ng round
the draw�ng-room, full as usual on Sunday afternoons of well-
dressed people. "Where are the guns?"

Mrs. Durrant looked too.

Clara, th�nk�ng that her mother wanted her, came �n; then went out
aga�n.

They were talk�ng about Germany at the Durrants, and Jacob
(dr�ven by th�s unse�zable force) walked rap�dly down Hermes Street
and ran stra�ght �nto the W�ll�amses.

"Oh!" cr�ed Sandra, w�th a cord�al�ty wh�ch she suddenly felt. And
Evan added, "What luck!"

The d�nner wh�ch they gave h�m �n the hotel wh�ch looks on to the
Square of the Const�tut�on was excellent. Plated baskets conta�ned
fresh rolls. There was real butter. And the meat scarcely needed the
d�sgu�se of �nnumerable l�ttle red and green vegetables glazed �n
sauce.

It was strange, though. There were the l�ttle tables set out at
�ntervals on the scarlet floor w�th the Greek K�ng's monogram
wrought �n yellow. Sandra d�ned �n her hat, ve�led as usual. Evan
looked th�s way and that over h�s shoulder; �mperturbable yet supple;
and somet�mes s�ghed. It was strange. For they were Engl�sh people



come together �n Athens on a May even�ng. Jacob, help�ng h�mself to
th�s and that, answered �ntell�gently, yet w�th a r�ng �n h�s vo�ce.

The W�ll�amses were go�ng to Constant�nople early next morn�ng,
they sa�d.

"Before you are up," sa�d Sandra.

They would leave Jacob alone, then. Turn�ng very sl�ghtly, Evan
ordered someth�ng—a bottle of w�ne—from wh�ch he helped Jacob,
w�th a k�nd of sol�c�tude, w�th a k�nd of paternal sol�c�tude, �f that were
poss�ble. To be left alone—that was good for a young fellow. Never
was there a t�me when the country had more need of men. He
s�ghed.

"And you have been to the Acropol�s?" asked Sandra.

"Yes," sa�d Jacob. And they moved off to the w�ndow together,
wh�le Evan spoke to the head wa�ter about call�ng them early.

"It �s aston�sh�ng," sa�d Jacob, �n a gruff vo�ce.

Sandra opened her eyes very sl�ghtly. Poss�bly her nostr�ls
expanded a l�ttle too.

"At half-past s�x then," sa�d Evan, com�ng towards them, look�ng
as �f he faced someth�ng �n fac�ng h�s w�fe and Jacob stand�ng w�th
the�r backs to the w�ndow.

Sandra sm�led at h�m.

And, as he went to the w�ndow and had noth�ng to say she added,
�n broken half-sentences:



"Well, but how lovely—wouldn't �t be? The Acropol�s, Evan—or are
you too t�red?"

At that Evan looked at them, or, s�nce Jacob was star�ng ahead of
h�m, at h�s w�fe, surl�ly, sullenly, yet w�th a k�nd of d�stress—not that
she would p�ty h�m. Nor would the �mplacable sp�r�t of love, for
anyth�ng he could do, cease �ts tortures.

They left h�m and he sat �n the smok�ng-room, wh�ch looks out on
to the
Square of the Const�tut�on.

"Evan �s happ�er alone," sa�d Sandra. "We have been separated
from the newspapers. Well, �t �s better that people should have what
they want…. You have seen all these wonderful th�ngs s�nce we
met…. What �mpress�on … I th�nk that you are changed."

"You want to go to the Acropol�s," sa�d Jacob. "Up here then."

"One w�ll remember �t all one's l�fe," sa�d Sandra.

"Yes," sa�d Jacob. "I w�sh you could have come �n the day-t�me."

"Th�s �s more wonderful," sa�d Sandra, wav�ng her hand.

Jacob looked vaguely.

"But you should see the Parthenon �n the day-t�me," he sa�d. "You
couldn't come to-morrow—�t would be too early?"

"You have sat there for hours and hours by yourself?"

"There were some awful women th�s morn�ng," sa�d Jacob.



"Awful women?" Sandra echoed.

"Frenchwomen."

"But someth�ng very wonderful has happened," sa�d Sandra. Ten
m�nutes, f�fteen m�nutes, half an hour—that was all the t�me before
her.

"Yes," he sa�d.

"When one �s your age—when one �s young. What w�ll you do?
You w�ll fall �n love—oh yes! But don't be �n too great a hurry. I am so
much older."

She was brushed off the pavement by parad�ng men.

"Shall we go on?" Jacob asked.

"Let us go on," she �ns�sted.

For she could not stop unt�l she had told h�m—or heard h�m say—
or was �t some act�on on h�s part that she requ�red? Far away on the
hor�zon she d�scerned �t and could not rest.

"You'd never get Engl�sh people to s�t out l�ke th�s," he sa�d.

"Never—no. When you get back to England you won't forget th�s—
or come w�th us to Constant�nople!" she cr�ed suddenly.

"But then…"

Sandra s�ghed.



"You must go to Delph�, of course," she sa�d. "But," she asked
herself, "what do I want from h�m? Perhaps �t �s someth�ng that I
have m�ssed…."

"You w�ll get there about s�x �n the even�ng," she sa�d. "You w�ll see
the eagles."

Jacob looked set and even desperate by the l�ght at the street
corner and yet composed. He was suffer�ng, perhaps. He was
credulous. Yet there was someth�ng caust�c about h�m. He had �n
h�m the seeds of extreme d�s�llus�onment, wh�ch would come to h�m
from women �n m�ddle l�fe. Perhaps �f one strove hard enough to
reach the top of the h�ll �t need not come to h�m—th�s d�s�llus�onment
from women �n m�ddle l�fe.

"The hotel �s awful," she sa�d. "The last v�s�tors had left the�r
bas�ns full of d�rty water. There �s always that," she laughed.

"The people one meets ARE beastly," Jacob sa�d.

H�s exc�tement was clear enough.

"Wr�te and tell me about �t," she sa�d. "And tell me what you feel
and what you th�nk. Tell me everyth�ng."

The n�ght was dark. The Acropol�s was a jagged mound.

"I should l�ke to, awfully," he sa�d.

"When we get back to London, we shall meet…"

"Yes."

"I suppose they leave the gates open?" he asked.



"We could cl�mb them!" she answered w�ldly.

Obscur�ng the moon and altogether darken�ng the Acropol�s the
clouds passed from east to west. The clouds sol�d�f�ed; the vapours
th�ckened; the tra�l�ng ve�ls stayed and accumulated.

It was dark now over Athens, except for gauzy red streaks where
the streets ran; and the front of the Palace was cadaverous from
electr�c l�ght. At sea the p�ers stood out, marked by separate dots;
the waves be�ng �nv�s�ble, and promontor�es and �slands were dark
humps w�th a few l�ghts.

"I'd love to br�ng my brother, �f I may," Jacob murmured.

"And then when your mother comes to London—," sa�d Sandra.

The ma�nland of Greece was dark; and somewhere off Euboea a
cloud must have touched the waves and spattered them—the
dolph�ns c�rcl�ng deeper and deeper �nto the sea. V�olent was the
w�nd now rush�ng down the Sea of Marmara between Greece and
the pla�ns of Troy.

In Greece and the uplands of Alban�a and Turkey, the w�nd scours
the sand and the dust, and sows �tself th�ck w�th dry part�cles. And
then �t pelts the smooth domes of the mosques, and makes the
cypresses, stand�ng st�ff by the turbaned tombstones of
Mohammedans, creak and br�stle.

Sandra's ve�ls were sw�rled about her.

"I w�ll g�ve you my copy," sa�d Jacob. "Here. W�ll you keep �t?"

(The book was the poems of Donne.)



Now the ag�tat�on of the a�r uncovered a rac�ng star. Now �t was
dark. Now one after another l�ghts were ext�ngu�shed. Now great
towns—Par�s—Constant�nople—London—were black as strewn
rocks. Waterways m�ght be d�st�ngu�shed. In England the trees were
heavy �n leaf. Here perhaps �n some southern wood an old man l�t
dry ferns and the b�rds were startled. The sheep coughed; one flower
bent sl�ghtly towards another. The Engl�sh sky �s softer, m�lk�er than
the Eastern. Someth�ng gentle has passed �nto �t from the grass-
rounded h�lls, someth�ng damp. The salt gale blew �n at Betty
Flanders's bedroom w�ndow, and the w�dow lady, ra�s�ng herself
sl�ghtly on her elbow, s�ghed l�ke one who real�zes, but would fa�n
ward off a l�ttle longer—oh, a l�ttle longer!—the oppress�on of etern�ty.

But to return to Jacob and Sandra.

They had van�shed. There was the Acropol�s; but had they
reached �t? The columns and the Temple rema�n; the emot�on of the
l�v�ng breaks fresh on them year after year; and of that what
rema�ns?

As for reach�ng the Acropol�s who shall say that we ever do �t, or
that when Jacob woke next morn�ng he found anyth�ng hard and
durable to keep for ever? St�ll, he went w�th them to Constant�nople.

Sandra Wentworth W�ll�ams certa�nly woke to f�nd a copy of
Donne's poems upon her dress�ng-table. And the book would be
stood on the shelf �n the Engl�sh country house where Sally
Duggan's L�fe of Father Dam�en �n verse would jo�n �t one of these
days. There were ten or twelve l�ttle volumes already. Stroll�ng �n at
dusk, Sandra would open the books and her eyes would br�ghten
(but not at the pr�nt), and subs�d�ng �nto the arm-cha�r she would
suck back aga�n the soul of the moment; or, for somet�mes she was



restless, would pull out book after book and sw�ng across the whole
space of her l�fe l�ke an acrobat from bar to bar. She had had her
moments. Meanwh�le, the great clock on the land�ng t�cked and
Sandra would hear t�me accumulat�ng, and ask herself, "What for?
What for?"

"What for? What for?" Sandra would say, putt�ng the book back,
and stroll�ng to the look�ng-glass and press�ng her ha�r. And M�ss
Edwards would be startled at d�nner, as she opened her mouth to
adm�t roast mutton, by Sandra's sudden sol�c�tude: "Are you happy,
M�ss Edwards?"—a th�ng C�ssy Edwards hadn't thought of for years.

"What for? What for?" Jacob never asked h�mself any such
quest�ons, to judge by the way he laced h�s boots; shaved h�mself; to
judge by the depth of h�s sleep that n�ght, w�th the w�nd f�dget�ng at
the shutters, and half-a-dozen mosqu�toes s�ng�ng �n h�s ears. He
was young—a man. And then Sandra was r�ght when she judged
h�m to be credulous as yet. At forty �t m�ght be a d�fferent matter.
Already he had marked the th�ngs he l�ked �n Donne, and they were
savage enough. However, you m�ght place bes�de them passages of
the purest poetry �n Shakespeare.

But the w�nd was roll�ng the darkness through the streets of
Athens, roll�ng �t, one m�ght suppose, w�th a sort of trampl�ng energy
of mood wh�ch forb�ds too close an analys�s of the feel�ngs of any
s�ngle person, or �nspect�on of features. All faces—Greek, Levant�ne,
Turk�sh, Engl�sh—would have looked much the same �n that
darkness. At length the columns and the Temples wh�ten, yellow,
turn rose; and the Pyram�ds and St. Peter's ar�se, and at last
slugg�sh St. Paul's looms up.



The Chr�st�ans have the r�ght to rouse most c�t�es w�th the�r
�nterpretat�on of the day's mean�ng. Then, less melod�ously,
d�ssenters of d�fferent sects �ssue a cantankerous emendat�on. The
steamers, resound�ng l�ke g�gant�c tun�ng-forks, state the old old fact
—how there �s a sea coldly, greenly, sway�ng outs�de. But nowadays
�t �s the th�n vo�ce of duty, p�p�ng �n a wh�te thread from the top of a
funnel, that collects the largest mult�tudes, and n�ght �s noth�ng but a
long-drawn s�gh between hammer-strokes, a deep breath—you can
hear �t from an open w�ndow even �n the heart of London.

But who, save the nerve-worn and sleepless, or th�nkers stand�ng
w�th hands to the eyes on some crag above the mult�tude, see th�ngs
thus �n skeleton outl�ne, bare of flesh? In Surb�ton the skeleton �s
wrapped �n flesh.

"The kettle never bo�ls so well on a sunny morn�ng," says Mrs.
Grandage, glanc�ng at the clock on the mantelp�ece. Then the grey
Pers�an cat stretches �tself on the w�ndow-seat, and buffets a moth
w�th soft round paws. And before breakfast �s half over (they were
late today), a baby �s depos�ted �n her lap, and she must guard the
sugar bas�n wh�le Tom Grandage reads the golf�ng art�cle �n the
"T�mes," s�ps h�s coffee, w�pes h�s moustaches, and �s off to the
off�ce, where he �s the greatest author�ty upon the fore�gn exchanges
and marked for promot�on. The skeleton �s well wrapped �n flesh.
Even th�s dark n�ght when the w�nd rolls the darkness through
Lombard Street and Fetter Lane and Bedford Square �t st�rs (s�nce �t
�s summer-t�me and the he�ght of the season), plane trees spangled
w�th electr�c l�ght, and curta�ns st�ll preserv�ng the room from the
dawn. People st�ll murmur over the last word sa�d on the sta�rcase,
or stra�n, all through the�r dreams, for the vo�ce of the alarum clock.
So when the w�nd roams through a forest �nnumerable tw�gs st�r;



h�ves are brushed; �nsects sway on grass blades; the sp�der runs
rap�dly up a crease �n the bark; and the whole a�r �s tremulous w�th
breath�ng; elast�c w�th f�laments.

Only here—�n Lombard Street and Fetter Lane and Bedford
Square—each �nsect carr�es a globe of the world �n h�s head, and
the webs of the forest are schemes evolved for the smooth conduct
of bus�ness; and honey �s treasure of one sort and another; and the
st�r �n the a�r �s the �ndescr�bable ag�tat�on of l�fe.

But colour returns; runs up the stalks of the grass; blows out �nto
tul�ps and crocuses; sol�dly str�pes the tree trunks; and f�lls the gauze
of the a�r and the grasses and pools.

The Bank of England emerges; and the Monument w�th �ts br�stl�ng
head of golden ha�r; the dray horses cross�ng London Br�dge show
grey and strawberry and �ron-coloured. There �s a wh�r of w�ngs as
the suburban tra�ns rush �nto the term�nus. And the l�ght mounts over
the faces of all the tall bl�nd houses, sl�des through a ch�nk and
pa�nts the lustrous belly�ng cr�mson curta�ns; the green w�ne-glasses;
the coffee-cups; and the cha�rs stand�ng askew.

Sunl�ght str�kes �n upon shav�ng-glasses; and gleam�ng brass
cans; upon all the jolly trapp�ngs of the day; the br�ght, �nqu�s�t�ve,
armoured, resplendent, summer's day, wh�ch has long s�nce
vanqu�shed chaos; wh�ch has dr�ed the melancholy med�aeval m�sts;
dra�ned the swamp and stood glass and stone upon �t; and equ�pped
our bra�ns and bod�es w�th such an armoury of weapons that merely
to see the flash and thrust of l�mbs engaged �n the conduct of da�ly
l�fe �s better than the old pageant of arm�es drawn out �n battle array
upon the pla�n.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

"The He�ght of the season," sa�d Bonamy.

The sun had already bl�stered the pa�nt on the backs of the green
cha�rs �n Hyde Park; peeled the bark off the plane trees; and turned
the earth to powder and to smooth yellow pebbles. Hyde Park was
c�rcled, �ncessantly, by turn�ng wheels.

"The he�ght of the season," sa�d Bonamy sarcast�cally.

He was sarcast�c because of Clara Durrant; because Jacob had
come back from Greece very brown and lean, w�th h�s pockets full of
Greek notes, wh�ch he pulled out when the cha�r man came for
pence; because Jacob was s�lent.

"He has not sa�d a word to show that he �s glad to see me,"
thought
Bonamy b�tterly.

The motor cars passed �ncessantly over the br�dge of the
Serpent�ne; the upper classes walked upr�ght, or bent themselves
gracefully over the pal�ngs; the lower classes lay w�th the�r knees
cocked up, flat on the�r backs; the sheep grazed on po�nted wooden



legs; small ch�ldren ran down the slop�ng grass, stretched the�r arms,
and fell.

"Very urbane," Jacob brought out.

"Urbane" on the l�ps of Jacob had myster�ously all the shapel�ness
of a character wh�ch Bonamy thought da�ly more subl�me,
devastat�ng, terr�f�c than ever, though he was st�ll, and perhaps
would be for ever, barbar�c, obscure.

What superlat�ves! What adject�ves! How acqu�t Bonamy of
sent�mental�ty of the grossest sort; of be�ng tossed l�ke a cork on the
waves; of hav�ng no steady �ns�ght �nto character; of be�ng
unsupported by reason, and of draw�ng no comfort whatever from
the works of the class�cs?

"The he�ght of c�v�l�zat�on," sa�d Jacob.

He was fond of us�ng Lat�n words.

Magnan�m�ty, v�rtue—such words when Jacob used them �n talk
w�th Bonamy meant that he took control of the s�tuat�on; that Bonamy
would play round h�m l�ke an affect�onate span�el; and that (as l�kely
as not) they would end by roll�ng on the floor.

"And Greece?" sa�d Bonamy. "The Parthenon and all that?"

"There's none of th�s European myst�c�sm," sa�d Jacob.

"It's the atmosphere. I suppose," sa�d Bonamy. "And you went to
Constant�nople?"

"Yes," sa�d Jacob.



Bonamy paused, moved a pebble; then darted �n w�th the rap�d�ty
and certa�nty of a l�zard's tongue.

"You are �n love!" he excla�med.

Jacob blushed.

The sharpest of kn�ves never cut so deep.

As for respond�ng, or tak�ng the least account of �t, Jacob stared
stra�ght ahead of h�m, f�xed, monol�th�c—oh, very beaut�ful!—l�ke a
Br�t�sh Adm�ral, excla�med Bonamy �n a rage, r�s�ng from h�s seat and
walk�ng off; wa�t�ng for some sound; none came; too proud to look
back; walk�ng qu�cker and qu�cker unt�l he found h�mself gaz�ng �nto
motor cars and curs�ng women. Where was the pretty woman's
face? Clara's—Fanny's—Flor�nda's? Who was the pretty l�ttle
creature?

Not Clara Durrant.

The Aberdeen terr�er must be exerc�sed, and as Mr. Bowley was
go�ng that very moment—would l�ke noth�ng better than a walk—they
went together, Clara and k�nd l�ttle Bowley—Bowley who had rooms
�n the Albany, Bowley who wrote letters to the "T�mes" �n a jocular
ve�n about fore�gn hotels and the Aurora Boreal�s—Bowley who l�ked
young people and walked down P�ccad�lly w�th h�s r�ght arm rest�ng
on the boss of h�s back.

"L�ttle demon!" cr�ed Clara, and attached Troy to h�s cha�n.

Bowley ant�c�pated—hoped for—a conf�dence. Devoted to her
mother, Clara somet�mes felt her a l�ttle, well, her mother was so
sure of herself that she could not understand other people be�ng—



be�ng—"as lud�crous as I am," Clara jerked out (the dog tugg�ng her
forwards). And Bowley thought she looked l�ke a huntress and turned
over �n h�s m�nd wh�ch �t should be—some pale v�rg�n w�th a sl�p of
the moon �n her ha�r, wh�ch was a fl�ght for Bowley.

The colour was �n her cheeks. To have spoken outr�ght about her
mother—st�ll, �t was only to Mr. Bowley, who loved her, as everybody
must; but to speak was unnatural to her, yet �t was awful to feel, as
she had done all day, that she MUST tell some one.

"Wa�t t�ll we cross the road," she sa�d to the dog, bend�ng down.

Happ�ly she had recovered by that t�me.

"She th�nks so much about England," she sa�d. "She �s so anx�ous
—-"

Bowley was defrauded as usual. Clara never conf�ded �n any one.

"Why don't the young people settle �t, eh?" he wanted to ask.
"What's all th�s about England?"—a quest�on poor Clara could not
have answered, s�nce, as Mrs. Durrant d�scussed w�th S�r Edgar the
pol�cy of S�r Edward Grey, Clara only wondered why the cab�net
looked dusty, and Jacob had never come. Oh, here was Mrs. Cowley
Johnson…

And Clara would hand the pretty ch�na teacups, and sm�le at the
compl�ment—that no one �n London made tea so well as she d�d.

"We get �t at Brocklebank's," she sa�d, "�n Curs�tor Street."

Ought she not to be grateful? Ought she not to be happy?



Espec�ally s�nce her mother looked so well and enjoyed so much
talk�ng to S�r Edgar about Morocco, Venezuela, or some such place.

"Jacob! Jacob!" thought Clara; and k�nd Mr. Bowley, who was ever
so good w�th old lad�es, looked; stopped; wondered whether
El�zabeth wasn't too harsh w�th her daughter; wondered about
Bonamy, Jacob—wh�ch young fellow was �t?—and jumped up
d�rectly Clara sa�d she must exerc�se Troy.

They had reached the s�te of the old Exh�b�t�on. They looked at the
tul�ps. St�ff and curled, the l�ttle rods of waxy smoothness rose from
the earth, nour�shed yet conta�ned, suffused w�th scarlet and coral
p�nk. Each had �ts shadow; each grew tr�mly �n the d�amond-shaped
wedge as the gardener had planned �t.

"Barnes never gets them to grow l�ke that," Clara mused; she
s�ghed.

"You are neglect�ng your fr�ends," sa�d Bowley, as some one,
go�ng the other way, l�fted h�s hat. She started; acknowledged Mr.
L�onel Parry's bow; wasted on h�m what had sprung for Jacob.

("Jacob! Jacob!" she thought.)

"But you'll get run over �f I let you go," she sa�d to the dog.

"England seems all r�ght," sa�d Mr. Bowley.

The loop of the ra�l�ng beneath the statue of Ach�lles was full of
parasols and wa�stcoats; cha�ns and bangles; of lad�es and
gentlemen, loung�ng elegantly, l�ghtly observant.



"'Th�s statue was erected by the women of England…'" Clara read
out w�th a fool�sh l�ttle laugh. "Oh, Mr. Bowley! Oh!" Gallop—gallop—
gallop—a horse galloped past w�thout a r�der. The st�rrups swung;
the pebbles spurted.

"Oh, stop! Stop �t, Mr. Bowley!" she cr�ed, wh�te, trembl�ng,
gr�pp�ng h�s arm, utterly unconsc�ous, the tears com�ng.

"Tut-tut!" sa�d Mr. Bowley �n h�s dress�ng-room an hour later. "Tut-
tut!"—a comment that was profound enough, though �nart�culately
expressed, s�nce h�s valet was hand�ng h�s sh�rt studs.

Jul�a El�ot, too, had seen the horse run away, and had r�sen from
her seat to watch the end of the �nc�dent, wh�ch, s�nce she came of a
sport�ng fam�ly, seemed to her sl�ghtly r�d�culous. Sure enough the
l�ttle man came pound�ng beh�nd w�th h�s breeches dusty; looked
thoroughly annoyed; and was be�ng helped to mount by a pol�ceman
when Jul�a El�ot, w�th a sardon�c sm�le, turned towards the Marble
Arch on her errand of mercy. It was only to v�s�t a s�ck old lady who
had known her mother and perhaps the Duke of Well�ngton; for Jul�a
shared the love of her sex for the d�stressed; l�ked to v�s�t death-
beds; threw sl�ppers at wedd�ngs; rece�ved conf�dences by the
dozen; knew more ped�grees than a scholar knows dates, and was
one of the k�ndl�est, most generous, least cont�nent of women.

Yet f�ve m�nutes after she had passed the statue of Ach�lles she
had the rapt look of one brush�ng through crowds on a summer's
afternoon, when the trees are rustl�ng, the wheels churn�ng yellow,
and the tumult of the present seems l�ke an elegy for past youth and
past summers, and there rose �n her m�nd a cur�ous sadness, as �f
t�me and etern�ty showed through sk�rts and wa�stcoasts, and she
saw people pass�ng trag�cally to destruct�on. Yet, Heaven knows,



Jul�a was no fool. A sharper woman at a barga�n d�d not ex�st. She
was always punctual. The watch on her wr�st gave her twelve
m�nutes and a half �n wh�ch to reach Bruton Street. Lady Congreve
expected her at f�ve.

The g�lt clock at Verrey's was str�k�ng f�ve.

Flor�nda looked at �t w�th a dull express�on, l�ke an an�mal. She
looked at the clock; looked at the door; looked at the long glass
oppos�te; d�sposed her cloak; drew closer to the table, for she was
pregnant—no doubt about �t, Mother Stuart sa�d, recommend�ng
remed�es, consult�ng fr�ends; sunk, caught by the heel, as she
tr�pped so l�ghtly over the surface.

Her tumbler of p�nk�sh sweet stuff was set down by the wa�ter; and
she sucked, through a straw, her eyes on the look�ng-glass, on the
door, now soothed by the sweet taste. When N�ck Bramham came �n
�t was pla�n, even to the young Sw�ss wa�ter, that there was a barga�n
between them. N�ck h�tched h�s clothes together clums�ly; ran h�s
f�ngers through h�s ha�r; sat down, to an ordeal, nervously. She
looked at h�m; and set off laugh�ng; laughed—laughed—laughed.
The young Sw�ss wa�ter, stand�ng w�th crossed legs by the p�llar,
laughed too.

The door opened; �n came the roar of Regent Street, the roar of
traff�c, �mpersonal, unp�ty�ng; and sunsh�ne gra�ned w�th d�rt. The
Sw�ss wa�ter must see to the newcomers. Bramham l�fted h�s glass.

"He's l�ke Jacob," sa�d Flor�nda, look�ng at the newcomer.

"The way he stares." She stopped laugh�ng.



Jacob, lean�ng forward, drew a plan of the Parthenon �n the dust �n
Hyde Park, a network of strokes at least, wh�ch may have been the
Parthenon, or aga�n a mathemat�cal d�agram. And why was the
pebble so emphat�cally ground �n at the corner? It was not to count
h�s notes that he took out a wad of papers and read a long flow�ng
letter wh�ch Sandra had wr�tten two days ago at M�lton Dower House
w�th h�s book before her and �n her m�nd the memory of someth�ng
sa�d or attempted, some moment �n the dark on the road to the
Acropol�s wh�ch (such was her creed) mattered for ever.

"He �s," she mused, "l�ke that man �n Mol�ere."

She meant Alceste. She meant that he was severe. She meant
that she could dece�ve h�m.

"Or could I not?" she thought, putt�ng the poems of Donne back �n
the bookcase. "Jacob," she went on, go�ng to the w�ndow and
look�ng over the spotted flower-beds across the grass where the
p�ebald cows grazed under beech trees, "Jacob would be shocked."

The perambulator was go�ng through the l�ttle gate �n the ra�l�ng.
She k�ssed her hand; d�rected by the nurse, J�mmy waved h�s.

"HE'S a small boy," she sa�d, th�nk�ng of Jacob.

And yet—Alceste?

"What a nu�sance you are!" Jacob grumbled, stretch�ng out f�rst
one leg and then the other and feel�ng �n each trouser-pocket for h�s
cha�r t�cket.

"I expect the sheep have eaten �t," he sa�d. "Why do you keep
sheep?"



"Sorry to d�sturb you, s�r," sa�d the t�cket-collector, h�s hand deep �n
the enormous pouch of pence.

"Well, I hope they pay you for �t," sa�d Jacob. "There you are. No.
You can st�ck to �t. Go and get drunk."

He had parted w�th half-a-crown, tolerantly, compass�onately, w�th
cons�derable contempt for h�s spec�es.

Even now poor Fanny Elmer was deal�ng, as she walked along the
Strand, �n her �ncompetent way w�th th�s very careless, �nd�fferent,
subl�me manner he had of talk�ng to ra�lway guards or porters; or
Mrs. Wh�tehorn, when she consulted h�m about her l�ttle boy who
was beaten by the schoolmaster.

Susta�ned ent�rely upon p�cture post cards for the past two
months, Fanny's �dea of Jacob was more statuesque, noble, and
eyeless than ever. To re�nforce her v�s�on she had taken to v�s�t�ng
the Br�t�sh Museum, where, keep�ng her eyes downcast unt�l she
was alongs�de of the battered Ulysses, she opened them and got a
fresh shock of Jacob's presence, enough to last her half a day. But
th�s was wear�ng th�n. And she wrote now—poems, letters that were
never posted, saw h�s face �n advert�sements on hoard�ngs, and
would cross the road to let the barrel-organ turn her mus�ngs to
rhapsody. But at breakfast (she shared rooms w�th a teacher), when
the butter was smeared about the plate, and the prongs of the forks
were clotted w�th old egg yolk, she rev�sed these v�s�ons v�olently;
was, �n truth, very cross; was los�ng her complex�on, as Margery
Jackson told her, br�ng�ng the whole th�ng down (as she laced her
stout boots) to a level of mother-w�t, vulgar�ty, and sent�ment, for she
had loved too; and been a fool.



"One's godmothers ought to have told one," sa�d Fanny, look�ng �n
at the w�ndow of Bacon, the mapseller, �n the Strand—told one that �t
�s no use mak�ng a fuss; th�s �s l�fe, they should have sa�d, as Fanny
sa�d �t now, look�ng at the large yellow globe marked w�th steamsh�p
l�nes.

"Th�s �s l�fe. Th�s �s l�fe," sa�d Fanny.

"A very hard face," thought M�ss Barrett, on the other s�de of the
glass, buy�ng maps of the Syr�an desert and wa�t�ng �mpat�ently to be
served. "G�rls look old so soon nowadays."

The equator swam beh�nd tears.

"P�ccad�lly?" Fanny asked the conductor of the omn�bus, and
cl�mbed to the top. After all, he would, he must, come back to her.

But Jacob m�ght have been th�nk�ng of Rome; of arch�tecture; of
jur�sprudence; as he sat under the plane tree �n Hyde Park.

The omn�bus stopped outs�de Char�ng Cross; and beh�nd �t were
clogged omn�buses, vans, motor-cars, for a process�on w�th banners
was pass�ng down Wh�tehall, and elderly people were st�ffly
descend�ng from between the paws of the sl�ppery l�ons, where they
had been test�fy�ng to the�r fa�th, s�ng�ng lust�ly, ra�s�ng the�r eyes
from the�r mus�c to look �nto the sky, and st�ll the�r eyes were on the
sky as they marched beh�nd the gold letters of the�r creed.

The traff�c stopped, and the sun, no longer sprayed out by the
breeze, became almost too hot. But the process�on passed; the
banners gl�ttered —far away down Wh�tehall; the traff�c was
released; lurched on; spun to a smooth cont�nuous uproar; swerv�ng



round the curve of Cockspur Street; and sweep�ng past Government
off�ces and equestr�an statues down Wh�tehall to the pr�ckly sp�res,
the tethered grey fleet of masonry, and the large wh�te clock of
Westm�nster.

F�ve strokes B�g Ben �ntoned; Nelson rece�ved the salute. The
w�res of the Adm�ralty sh�vered w�th some far-away commun�cat�on.
A vo�ce kept remark�ng that Pr�me M�n�sters and V�ceroys spoke �n
the Re�chstag; entered Lahore; sa�d that the Emperor travelled; �n
M�lan they r�oted; sa�d there were rumours �n V�enna; sa�d that the
Ambassador at Constant�nople had aud�ence w�th the Sultan; the
fleet was at G�braltar. The vo�ce cont�nued, �mpr�nt�ng on the faces of
the clerks �n Wh�tehall (T�mothy Durrant was one of them) someth�ng
of �ts own �nexorable grav�ty, as they l�stened, dec�phered, wrote
down. Papers accumulated, �nscr�bed w�th the utterances of Ka�sers,
the stat�st�cs of r�cef�elds, the growl�ng of hundreds of work-people,
plott�ng sed�t�on �n back streets, or gather�ng �n the Calcutta bazaars,
or muster�ng the�r forces �n the uplands of Alban�a, where the h�lls
are sand-coloured, and bones l�e unbur�ed.

The vo�ce spoke pla�nly �n the square qu�et room w�th heavy
tables, where one elderly man made notes on the marg�n of
typewr�tten sheets, h�s s�lver-topped umbrella lean�ng aga�nst the
bookcase.

H�s head—bald, red-ve�ned, hollow-look�ng—represented all the
heads �n the bu�ld�ng. H�s head, w�th the am�able pale eyes, carr�ed
the burden of knowledge across the street; la�d �t before h�s
colleagues, who came equally burdened; and then the s�xteen
gentlemen, l�ft�ng the�r pens or turn�ng perhaps rather wear�ly �n the�r
cha�rs, decreed that the course of h�story should shape �tself th�s way



or that way, be�ng manfully determ�ned, as the�r faces showed, to
�mpose some coherency upon Rajahs and Ka�sers and the mutter�ng
�n bazaars, the secret gather�ngs, pla�nly v�s�ble �n Wh�tehall, of k�lted
peasants �n Alban�an uplands; to control the course of events.

P�tt and Chatham, Burke and Gladstone looked from s�de to s�de
w�th f�xed marble eyes and an a�r of �mmortal qu�escence wh�ch
perhaps the l�v�ng may have env�ed, the a�r be�ng full of wh�stl�ng and
concuss�ons, as the process�on w�th �ts banners passed down
Wh�tehall. Moreover, some were troubled w�th dyspeps�a; one had at
that very moment cracked the glass of h�s spectacles; another spoke
�n Glasgow to-morrow; altogether they looked too red, fat, pale or
lean, to be deal�ng, as the marble heads had dealt, w�th the course
of h�story.

T�mmy Durrant �n h�s l�ttle room �n the Adm�ralty, go�ng to consult a
Blue book, stopped for a moment by the w�ndow and observed the
placard t�ed round the lamp-post.

M�ss Thomas, one of the typ�sts, sa�d to her fr�end that �f the
Cab�net was go�ng to s�t much longer she should m�ss her boy
outs�de the Ga�ety.

T�mmy Durrant, return�ng w�th h�s Blue book under h�s arm,
not�ced a l�ttle knot of people at the street corner; conglomerated as
though one of them knew someth�ng; and the others, press�ng round
h�m, looked up, looked down, looked along the street. What was �t
that he knew?

T�mothy, plac�ng the Blue book before h�m, stud�ed a paper sent
round by the Treasury for �nformat�on. Mr. Crawley, h�s fellow-clerk,
�mpaled a letter on a skewer.



Jacob rose from h�s cha�r �n Hyde Park, tore h�s t�cket to p�eces,
and walked away.

"Such a sunset," wrote Mrs. Flanders �n her letter to Archer at
S�ngapore. "One couldn't make up one's m�nd to come �ndoors," she
wrote.
"It seemed w�cked to waste even a moment."

The long w�ndows of Kens�ngton Palace flushed f�ery rose as
Jacob walked away; a flock of w�ld duck flew over the Serpent�ne;
and the trees were stood aga�nst the sky, blackly, magn�f�cently.

"Jacob," wrote Mrs. Flanders, w�th the red l�ght on her page, "�s
hard at work after h�s del�ghtful journey…"

"The Ka�ser," the far-away vo�ce remarked �n Wh�tehall, "rece�ved
me �n aud�ence."

"Now I know that face—" sa�d the Reverend Andrew Floyd,
com�ng out of
Carter's shop �n P�ccad�lly, "but who the d�ckens—?" and he watched
Jacob, turned round to look at h�m, but could not be sure—

"Oh, Jacob Flanders!" he remembered �n a flash.

But he was so tall; so unconsc�ous; such a f�ne young fellow.

"I gave h�m Byron's works," Andrew Floyd mused, and started
forward, as Jacob crossed the road; but hes�tated, and let the
moment pass, and lost the opportun�ty.

Another process�on, w�thout banners, was block�ng Long Acre.
Carr�ages, w�th dowagers �n amethyst and gentlemen spotted w�th



carnat�ons, �ntercepted cabs and motor-cars turned �n the oppos�te
d�rect�on, �n wh�ch jaded men �n wh�te wa�stcoats lolled, on the�r way
home to shrubber�es and b�ll�ard-rooms �n Putney and W�mbledon.

Two barrel-organs played by the kerb, and horses com�ng out of
Aldr�dge's w�th wh�te labels on the�r buttocks straddled across the
road and were smartly jerked back.

Mrs. Durrant, s�tt�ng w�th Mr. Wortley �n a motor-car, was �mpat�ent
lest they should m�ss the overture.

But Mr. Wortley, always urbane, always �n t�me for the overture,
buttoned h�s gloves, and adm�red M�ss Clara.

"A shame to spend such a n�ght �n the theatre!" sa�d Mrs. Durrant,
see�ng all the w�ndows of the coachmakers �n Long Acre ablaze.

"Th�nk of your moors!" sa�d Mr. Wortley to Clara.

"Ah! but Clara l�kes th�s better," Mrs. Durrant laughed.

"I don't know—really," sa�d Clara, look�ng at the blaz�ng w�ndows.
She started.

She saw Jacob.

"Who?" asked Mrs. Durrant sharply, lean�ng forward.

But she saw no one.

Under the arch of the Opera House large faces and lean ones, the
powdered and the ha�ry, all al�ke were red �n the sunset; and,
qu�ckened by the great hang�ng lamps w�th the�r repressed pr�mrose
l�ghts, by the tramp, and the scarlet, and the pompous ceremony,



some lad�es looked for a moment �nto steam�ng bedrooms near by,
where women w�th loose ha�r leaned out of w�ndows, where g�rls—
where ch�ldren—(the long m�rrors held the lad�es suspended) but
one must follow; one must not block the way.

Clara's moors were f�ne enough. The Phoen�c�ans slept under
the�r p�led grey rocks; the ch�mneys of the old m�nes po�nted starkly;
early moths blurred the heather-bells; cartwheels could be heard
gr�nd�ng on the road far beneath; and the suck and s�gh�ng of the
waves sounded gently, pers�stently, for ever.

Shad�ng her eyes w�th her hand Mrs. Pascoe stood �n her
cabbage-garden look�ng out to sea. Two steamers and a sa�l�ng-sh�p
crossed each other; passed each other; and �n the bay the gulls kept
al�ght�ng on a log, r�s�ng h�gh, return�ng aga�n to the log, wh�le some
rode �n upon the waves and stood on the r�m of the water unt�l the
moon blanched all to wh�teness.

Mrs. Pascoe had gone �ndoors long ago.

But the red l�ght was on the columns of the Parthenon, and the
Greek women who were kn�tt�ng the�r stock�ngs and somet�mes
cry�ng to a ch�ld to come and have the �nsects p�cked from �ts head
were as jolly as sand-mart�ns �n the heat, quarrell�ng, scold�ng,
suckl�ng the�r bab�es, unt�l the sh�ps �n the P�raeus f�red the�r guns.

The sound spread �tself flat, and then went tunnell�ng �ts way w�th
f�tful explos�ons among the channels of the �slands.

Darkness drops l�ke a kn�fe over Greece.



"The guns?" sa�d Betty Flanders, half asleep, gett�ng out of bed
and go�ng to the w�ndow, wh�ch was decorated w�th a fr�nge of dark
leaves.

"Not at th�s d�stance," she thought. "It �s the sea."

Aga�n, far away, she heard the dull sound, as �f nocturnal women
were beat�ng great carpets. There was Morty lost, and Seabrook
dead; her sons f�ght�ng for the�r country. But were the ch�ckens safe?
Was that some one mov�ng downsta�rs? Rebecca w�th the
toothache? No. The nocturnal women were beat�ng great carpets.
Her hens sh�fted sl�ghtly on the�r perches.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

"He left everyth�ng just as �t was," Bonamy marvelled. "Noth�ng
arranged. All h�s letters strewn about for any one to read. What d�d
he expect? D�d he th�nk he would come back?" he mused, stand�ng
�n the m�ddle of Jacob's room.

The e�ghteenth century has �ts d�st�nct�on. These houses were
bu�lt, say, a hundred and f�fty years ago. The rooms are shapely, the
ce�l�ngs h�gh; over the doorways a rose or a ram's skull �s carved �n
the wood. Even the panels, pa�nted �n raspberry-coloured pa�nt, have
the�r d�st�nct�on.

Bonamy took up a b�ll for a hunt�ng-crop.

"That seems to be pa�d," he sa�d.

There were Sandra's letters.

Mrs. Durrant was tak�ng a party to Greenw�ch.

Lady Rocksb�er hoped for the pleasure….

L�stless �s the a�r �n an empty room, just swell�ng the curta�n; the
flowers �n the jar sh�ft. One f�bre �n the w�cker arm-cha�r creaks,



though no one s�ts there.

Bonamy crossed to the w�ndow. P�ckford's van swung down the
street. The omn�buses were locked together at Mud�e's corner.
Eng�nes throbbed, and carters, jamm�ng the brakes down, pulled
the�r horses sharp up. A harsh and unhappy vo�ce cr�ed someth�ng
un�ntell�g�ble. And then suddenly all the leaves seemed to ra�se
themselves.

"Jacob! Jacob!" cr�ed Bonamy, stand�ng by the w�ndow. The
leaves sank down aga�n.

"Such confus�on everywhere!" excla�med Betty Flanders, burst�ng
open the bedroom door.

Bonamy turned away from the w�ndow.

"What am I to do w�th these, Mr. Bonamy?"

She held out a pa�r of Jacob's old shoes.

End of the Project Gutenberg EBook of Jacob's Room, by V�rg�n�a
Woolf
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