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CHAPTER I

As the streets that lead from the Strand to the Embankment are
very narrow, �t �s better not to walk down them arm-�n-arm. If you
pers�st, lawyers’ clerks w�ll have to make fly�ng leaps �nto the mud;
young lady typ�sts w�ll have to f�dget beh�nd you. In the streets of
London where beauty goes unregarded, eccentr�c�ty must pay the
penalty, and �t �s better not to be very tall, to wear a long blue cloak,
or to beat the a�r w�th your left hand.

One afternoon �n the beg�nn�ng of October when the traff�c was
becom�ng br�sk a tall man strode along the edge of the pavement
w�th a lady on h�s arm. Angry glances struck upon the�r backs. The
small, ag�tated f�gures—for �n compar�son w�th th�s couple most
people looked small—decorated w�th founta�n pens, and burdened
w�th despatch-boxes, had appo�ntments to keep, and drew a weekly
salary, so that there was some reason for the unfr�endly stare wh�ch
was bestowed upon Mr. Ambrose’s he�ght and upon Mrs. Ambrose’s
cloak. But some enchantment had put both man and woman beyond
the reach of mal�ce and unpopular�ty. In h�s case one m�ght guess
from the mov�ng l�ps that �t was thought; and �n hers from the eyes
f�xed ston�ly stra�ght �n front of her at a level above the eyes of most
that �t was sorrow. It was only by scorn�ng all she met that she kept
herself from tears, and the fr�ct�on of people brush�ng past her was
ev�dently pa�nful. After watch�ng the traff�c on the Embankment for a
m�nute or two w�th a sto�cal gaze she tw�tched her husband’s sleeve,
and they crossed between the sw�ft d�scharge of motor cars. When
they were safe on the further s�de, she gently w�thdrew her arm from
h�s, allow�ng her mouth at the same t�me to relax, to tremble; then
tears rolled down, and lean�ng her elbows on the balustrade, she
sh�elded her face from the cur�ous. Mr. Ambrose attempted



consolat�on; he patted her shoulder; but she showed no s�gns of
adm�tt�ng h�m, and feel�ng �t awkward to stand bes�de a gr�ef that was
greater than h�s, he crossed h�s arms beh�nd h�m, and took a turn
along the pavement.

The embankment juts out �n angles here and there, l�ke pulp�ts;
�nstead of preachers, however, small boys occupy them, dangl�ng
str�ng, dropp�ng pebbles, or launch�ng wads of paper for a cru�se.
W�th the�r sharp eye for eccentr�c�ty, they were �ncl�ned to th�nk Mr.
Ambrose awful; but the qu�ckest w�tted cr�ed “Bluebeard!” as he
passed. In case they should proceed to tease h�s w�fe, Mr. Ambrose
flour�shed h�s st�ck at them, upon wh�ch they dec�ded that he was
grotesque merely, and four �nstead of one cr�ed “Bluebeard!” �n
chorus.

Although Mrs. Ambrose stood qu�te st�ll, much longer than �s
natural, the l�ttle boys let her be. Some one �s always look�ng �nto the
r�ver near Waterloo Br�dge; a couple w�ll stand there talk�ng for half
an hour on a f�ne afternoon; most people, walk�ng for pleasure,
contemplate for three m�nutes; when, hav�ng compared the occas�on
w�th other occas�ons, or made some sentence, they pass on.
Somet�mes the flats and churches and hotels of Westm�nster are l�ke
the outl�nes of Constant�nople �n a m�st; somet�mes the r�ver �s an
opulent purple, somet�mes mud-coloured, somet�mes sparkl�ng blue
l�ke the sea. It �s always worth wh�le to look down and see what �s
happen�ng. But th�s lady looked ne�ther up nor down; the only th�ng
she had seen, s�nce she stood there, was a c�rcular �r�descent patch
slowly float�ng past w�th a straw �n the m�ddle of �t. The straw and the
patch swam aga�n and aga�n beh�nd the tremulous med�um of a
great well�ng tear, and the tear rose and fell and dropped �nto the
r�ver. Then there struck close upon her ears—

Lars Porsena of Clus�um
By the n�ne Gods he swore—

and then more fa�ntly, as �f the speaker had passed her on h�s walk
—

That the Great House of Tarqu�n
Should suffer wrong no more.



Yes, she knew she must go back to all that, but at present she must
weep. Screen�ng her face she sobbed more stead�ly than she had
yet done, her shoulders r�s�ng and fall�ng w�th great regular�ty. It was
th�s f�gure that her husband saw when, hav�ng reached the pol�shed
Sph�nx, hav�ng entangled h�mself w�th a man sell�ng p�cture
postcards, he turned; the stanza �nstantly stopped. He came up to
her, la�d h�s hand on her shoulder, and sa�d, “Dearest.” H�s vo�ce was
suppl�cat�ng. But she shut her face away from h�m, as much as to
say, “You can’t poss�bly understand.”

As he d�d not leave her, however, she had to w�pe her eyes, and to
ra�se them to the level of the factory ch�mneys on the other bank.
She saw also the arches of Waterloo Br�dge and the carts mov�ng
across them, l�ke the l�ne of an�mals �n a shoot�ng gallery. They were
seen blankly, but to see anyth�ng was of course to end her weep�ng
and beg�n to walk.

“I would rather walk,” she sa�d, her husband hav�ng ha�led a cab
already occup�ed by two c�ty men.

The f�x�ty of her mood was broken by the act�on of walk�ng. The
shoot�ng motor cars, more l�ke sp�ders �n the moon than terrestr�al
objects, the thunder�ng drays, the j�ngl�ng hansoms, and l�ttle black
broughams, made her th�nk of the world she l�ved �n. Somewhere up
there above the p�nnacles where the smoke rose �n a po�nted h�ll, her
ch�ldren were now ask�ng for her, and gett�ng a sooth�ng reply. As for
the mass of streets, squares, and publ�c bu�ld�ngs wh�ch parted
them, she only felt at th�s moment how l�ttle London had done to
make her love �t, although th�rty of her forty years had been spent �n
a street. She knew how to read the people who were pass�ng her;
there were the r�ch who were runn�ng to and from each others’
houses at th�s hour; there were the b�goted workers dr�v�ng �n a
stra�ght l�ne to the�r off�ces; there were the poor who were unhappy
and r�ghtly mal�gnant. Already, though there was sunl�ght �n the haze,
tattered old men and women were nodd�ng off to sleep upon the
seats. When one gave up see�ng the beauty that clothed th�ngs, th�s
was the skeleton beneath.

A f�ne ra�n now made her st�ll more d�smal; vans w�th the odd
names of those engaged �n odd �ndustr�es—Sprules, Manufacturer of



Saw-dust; Grabb, to whom no p�ece of waste paper comes am�ss—
fell flat as a bad joke; bold lovers, sheltered beh�nd one cloak,
seemed to her sord�d, past the�r pass�on; the flower women, a
contented company, whose talk �s always worth hear�ng, were
sodden hags; the red, yellow, and blue flowers, whose heads were
pressed together, would not blaze. Moreover, her husband walk�ng
w�th a qu�ck rhythm�c str�de, jerk�ng h�s free hand occas�onally, was
e�ther a V�k�ng or a str�cken Nelson; the sea-gulls had changed h�s
note.

“R�dley, shall we dr�ve? Shall we dr�ve, R�dley?”
Mrs. Ambrose had to speak sharply; by th�s t�me he was far away.
The cab, by trott�ng stead�ly along the same road, soon w�thdrew

them from the West End, and plunged them �nto London. It appeared
that th�s was a great manufactur�ng place, where the people were
engaged �n mak�ng th�ngs, as though the West End, w�th �ts electr�c
lamps, �ts vast plate-glass w�ndows all sh�n�ng yellow, �ts carefully-
f�n�shed houses, and t�ny l�ve f�gures trott�ng on the pavement, or
bowled along on wheels �n the road, was the f�n�shed work. It
appeared to her a very small b�t of work for such an enormous
factory to have made. For some reason �t appeared to her as a small
golden tassel on the edge of a vast black cloak.

Observ�ng that they passed no other hansom cab, but only vans
and waggons, and that not one of the thousand men and women she
saw was e�ther a gentleman or a lady, Mrs. Ambrose understood that
after all �t �s the ord�nary th�ng to be poor, and that London �s the c�ty
of �nnumerable poor people. Startled by th�s d�scovery and see�ng
herself pac�ng a c�rcle all the days of her l�fe round P�cad�lly C�rcus
she was greatly rel�eved to pass a bu�ld�ng put up by the London
County Counc�l for N�ght Schools.

“Lord, how gloomy �t �s!” her husband groaned. “Poor creatures!”
What w�th the m�sery for her ch�ldren, the poor, and the ra�n, her

m�nd was l�ke a wound exposed to dry �n the a�r.
At th�s po�nt the cab stopped, for �t was �n danger of be�ng crushed

l�ke an egg-shell. The w�de Embankment wh�ch had had room for
cannonballs and squadrons, had now shrunk to a cobbled lane
steam�ng w�th smells of malt and o�l and blocked by waggons. Wh�le



her husband read the placards pasted on the br�ck announc�ng the
hours at wh�ch certa�n sh�ps would sa�l for Scotland, Mrs. Ambrose
d�d her best to f�nd �nformat�on. From a world exclus�vely occup�ed �n
feed�ng waggons w�th sacks, half obl�terated too �n a f�ne yellow fog,
they got ne�ther help nor attent�on. It seemed a m�racle when an old
man approached, guessed the�r cond�t�on, and proposed to row them
out to the�r sh�p �n the l�ttle boat wh�ch he kept moored at the bottom
of a fl�ght of steps. W�th some hes�tat�on they trusted themselves to
h�m, took the�r places, and were soon wav�ng up and down upon the
water, London hav�ng shrunk to two l�nes of bu�ld�ngs on e�ther s�de
of them, square bu�ld�ngs and oblong bu�ld�ngs placed �n rows l�ke a
ch�ld’s avenue of br�cks.

The r�ver, wh�ch had a certa�n amount of troubled yellow l�ght �n �t,
ran w�th great force; bulky barges floated down sw�ftly escorted by
tugs; pol�ce boats shot past everyth�ng; the w�nd went w�th the
current. The open row�ng-boat �n wh�ch they sat bobbed and
curtseyed across the l�ne of traff�c. In m�d-stream the old man stayed
h�s hands upon the oars, and as the water rushed past them,
remarked that once he had taken many passengers across, where
now he took scarcely any. He seemed to recall an age when h�s
boat, moored among rushes, carr�ed del�cate feet across to lawns at
Rotherh�the.

“They want br�dges now,” he sa�d, �nd�cat�ng the monstrous outl�ne
of the Tower Br�dge. Mournfully Helen regarded h�m, who was
putt�ng water between her and her ch�ldren. Mournfully she gazed at
the sh�p they were approach�ng; anchored �n the m�ddle of the
stream they could d�mly read her name—Euphrosyne.

Very d�mly �n the fall�ng dusk they could see the l�nes of the
r�gg�ng, the masts and the dark flag wh�ch the breeze blew out
squarely beh�nd.

As the l�ttle boat s�dled up to the steamer, and the old man sh�pped
h�s oars, he remarked once more po�nt�ng above, that sh�ps all the
world over flew that flag the day they sa�led. In the m�nds of both the
passengers the blue flag appeared a s�n�ster token, and th�s the
moment for present�ments, but nevertheless they rose, gathered
the�r th�ngs together, and cl�mbed on deck.



Down �n the saloon of her father’s sh�p, M�ss Rachel V�nrace, aged
twenty-four, stood wa�t�ng her uncle and aunt nervously. To beg�n
w�th, though nearly related, she scarcely remembered them; to go on
w�th, they were elderly people, and f�nally, as her father’s daughter
she must be �n some sort prepared to enterta�n them. She looked
forward to see�ng them as c�v�l�sed people generally look forward to
the f�rst s�ght of c�v�l�sed people, as though they were of the nature of
an approach�ng phys�cal d�scomfort—a t�ght shoe or a draughty
w�ndow. She was already unnaturally braced to rece�ve them. As she
occup�ed herself �n lay�ng forks severely stra�ght by the s�de of
kn�ves, she heard a man’s vo�ce say�ng gloom�ly:

“On a dark n�ght one would fall down these sta�rs head foremost,”
to wh�ch a woman’s vo�ce added, “And be k�lled.”

As she spoke the last words the woman stood �n the doorway. Tall,
large-eyed, draped �n purple shawls, Mrs. Ambrose was romant�c
and beaut�ful; not perhaps sympathet�c, for her eyes looked stra�ght
and cons�dered what they saw. Her face was much warmer than a
Greek face; on the other hand �t was much bolder than the face of
the usual pretty Engl�shwoman.

“Oh, Rachel, how d’you do,” she sa�d, shak�ng hands.
“How are you, dear,” sa�d Mr. Ambrose, �ncl�n�ng h�s forehead to

be k�ssed. H�s n�ece �nst�nct�vely l�ked h�s th�n angular body, and the
b�g head w�th �ts sweep�ng features, and the acute, �nnocent eyes.

“Tell Mr. Pepper,” Rachel bade the servant. Husband and w�fe then
sat down on one s�de of the table, w�th the�r n�ece oppos�te to them.

“My father told me to beg�n,” she expla�ned. “He �s very busy w�th
the men. . . . You know Mr. Pepper?”

A l�ttle man who was bent as some trees are by a gale on one s�de
of them had sl�pped �n. Nodd�ng to Mr. Ambrose, he shook hands
w�th Helen.

“Draughts,” he sa�d, erect�ng the collar of h�s coat.
“You are st�ll rheumat�c?” asked Helen. Her vo�ce was low and

seduct�ve, though she spoke absently enough, the s�ght of town and
r�ver be�ng st�ll present to her m�nd.



“Once rheumat�c, always rheumat�c, I fear,” he repl�ed. “To some
extent �t depends on the weather, though not so much as people are
apt to th�nk.”

“One does not d�e of �t, at any rate,” sa�d Helen.
“As a general rule—no,” sa�d Mr. Pepper.
“Soup, Uncle R�dley?” asked Rachel.
“Thank you, dear,” he sa�d, and, as he held h�s plate out, s�ghed

aud�bly, “Ah! she’s not l�ke her mother.” Helen was just too late �n
thump�ng her tumbler on the table to prevent Rachel from hear�ng,
and from blush�ng scarlet w�th embarrassment.

“The way servants treat flowers!” she sa�d hast�ly. She drew a
green vase w�th a cr�nkled l�p towards her, and began pull�ng out the
t�ght l�ttle chrysanthemums, wh�ch she la�d on the table-cloth,
arrang�ng them fast�d�ously s�de by s�de.

There was a pause.
“You knew Jenk�nson, d�dn’t you, Ambrose?” asked Mr. Pepper

across the table.
“Jenk�nson of Peterhouse?”
“He’s dead,” sa�d Mr. Pepper.
“Ah, dear!—I knew h�m—ages ago,” sa�d R�dley. “He was the hero

of the punt acc�dent, you remember? A queer card. Marr�ed a young
woman out of a tobaccon�st’s, and l�ved �n the Fens—never heard
what became of h�m.”

“Dr�nk—drugs,” sa�d Mr. Pepper w�th s�n�ster conc�seness. “He left
a commentary. Hopeless muddle, I’m told.”

“The man had really great ab�l�t�es,” sa�d R�dley.
“H�s �ntroduct�on to Jellaby holds �ts own st�ll,” went on Mr. Pepper,

“wh�ch �s surpr�s�ng, see�ng how text-books change.”
“There was a theory about the planets, wasn’t there?” asked

R�dley.
“A screw loose somewhere, no doubt of �t,” sa�d Mr. Pepper,

shak�ng h�s head.
Now a tremor ran through the table, and a l�ght outs�de swerved.

At the same t�me an electr�c bell rang sharply aga�n and aga�n.



“We’re off,” sa�d R�dley.
A sl�ght but percept�ble wave seemed to roll beneath the floor;

then �t sank; then another came, more percept�ble. L�ghts sl�d r�ght
across the uncurta�ned w�ndow. The sh�p gave a loud melancholy
moan.

“We’re off!” sa�d Mr. Pepper. Other sh�ps, as sad as she, answered
her outs�de on the r�ver. The chuckl�ng and h�ss�ng of water could be
pla�nly heard, and the sh�p heaved so that the steward br�ng�ng
plates had to balance h�mself as he drew the curta�n. There was a
pause.

“Jenk�nson of Cats—d’you st�ll keep up w�th h�m?” asked
Ambrose.

“As much as one ever does,” sa�d Mr. Pepper. “We meet annually.
Th�s year he has had the m�sfortune to lose h�s w�fe, wh�ch made �t
pa�nful, of course.”

“Very pa�nful,” R�dley agreed.
“There’s an unmarr�ed daughter who keeps house for h�m, I

bel�eve, but �t’s never the same, not at h�s age.”
Both gentlemen nodded sagely as they carved the�r apples.
“There was a book, wasn’t there?” R�dley enqu�red.
“There was a book, but there never w�ll be a book,” sa�d Mr.

Pepper w�th such f�erceness that both lad�es looked up at h�m.
“There never w�ll be a book, because some one else has wr�tten �t

for h�m,” sa�d Mr. Pepper w�th cons�derable ac�d�ty. “That’s what
comes of putt�ng th�ngs off, and collect�ng foss�ls, and st�ck�ng
Norman arches on one’s p�gst�es.”

“I confess I sympath�se,” sa�d R�dley w�th a melancholy s�gh. “I
have a weakness for people who can’t beg�n.”

“. . . The accumulat�ons of a l�fet�me wasted,” cont�nued Mr.
pepper. “He had accumulat�ons enough to f�ll a barn.”

“It’s a v�ce that some of us escape,” sa�d R�dley. “Our fr�end M�les
has another work out to-day.”

Mr. Pepper gave an ac�d l�ttle laugh. “Accord�ng to my
calculat�ons,” he sa�d, “he has produced two volumes and a half



annually, wh�ch, allow�ng for t�me spent �n the cradle and so forth,
shows a commendable �ndustry.”

“Yes, the old Master’s say�ng of h�m has been pretty well real�sed,”
sa�d R�dley.

“A way they had,” sa�d Mr. Pepper. “You know the Bruce
collect�on?—not for publ�cat�on, of course.”

“I should suppose not,” sa�d R�dley s�gn�f�cantly. “For a D�v�ne he
was—remarkably free.”

“The Pump �n Nev�lle’s Row, for example?” enqu�red Mr. Pepper.
“Prec�sely,” sa�d Ambrose.
Each of the lad�es, be�ng after the fash�on of the�r sex, h�ghly

tra�ned �n promot�ng men’s talk w�thout l�sten�ng to �t, could th�nk—
about the educat�on of ch�ldren, about the use of fog s�rens �n an
opera—w�thout betray�ng herself. Only �t struck Helen that Rachel
was perhaps too st�ll for a hostess, and that she m�ght have done
someth�ng w�th her hands.

“Perhaps—?” she sa�d at length, upon wh�ch they rose and left,
vaguely to the surpr�se of the gentlemen, who had e�ther thought
them attent�ve or had forgotten the�r presence.

“Ah, one could tell strange stor�es of the old days,” they heard
R�dley say, as he sank �nto h�s cha�r aga�n. Glanc�ng back, at the
doorway, they saw Mr. Pepper as though he had suddenly loosened
h�s clothes, and had become a v�vac�ous and mal�c�ous old ape.

W�nd�ng ve�ls round the�r heads, the women walked on deck. They
were now mov�ng stead�ly down the r�ver, pass�ng the dark shapes of
sh�ps at anchor, and London was a swarm of l�ghts w�th a pale yellow
canopy droop�ng above �t. There were the l�ghts of the great
theatres, the l�ghts of the long streets, l�ghts that �nd�cated huge
squares of domest�c comfort, l�ghts that hung h�gh �n a�r. No
darkness would ever settle upon those lamps, as no darkness had
settled upon them for hundreds of years. It seemed dreadful that the
town should blaze for ever �n the same spot; dreadful at least to
people go�ng away to adventure upon the sea, and behold�ng �t as a
c�rcumscr�bed mound, eternally burnt, eternally scarred. From the



deck of the sh�p the great c�ty appeared a crouched and cowardly
f�gure, a sedentary m�ser.

Lean�ng over the ra�l, s�de by s�de, Helen sa�d, “Won’t you be
cold?” Rachel repl�ed, “No. . . . How beaut�ful!” she added a moment
later. Very l�ttle was v�s�ble—a few masts, a shadow of land here, a
l�ne of br�ll�ant w�ndows there. They tr�ed to make head aga�nst the
w�nd.

“It blows—�t blows!” gasped Rachel, the words rammed down her
throat. Struggl�ng by her s�de, Helen was suddenly overcome by the
sp�r�t of movement, and pushed along w�th her sk�rts wrapp�ng
themselves round her knees, and both arms to her ha�r. But slowly
the �ntox�cat�on of movement d�ed down, and the w�nd became rough
and ch�lly. They looked through a ch�nk �n the bl�nd and saw that long
c�gars were be�ng smoked �n the d�n�ng-room; they saw Mr. Ambrose
throw h�mself v�olently aga�nst the back of h�s cha�r, wh�le Mr. Pepper
cr�nkled h�s cheeks as though they had been cut �n wood. The ghost
of a roar of laughter came out to them, and was drowned at once �n
the w�nd. In the dry yellow-l�ghted room Mr. Pepper and Mr. Ambrose
were obl�v�ous of all tumult; they were �n Cambr�dge, and �t was
probably about the year 1875.

“They’re old fr�ends,” sa�d Helen, sm�l�ng at the s�ght. “Now, �s
there a room for us to s�t �n?”

Rachel opened a door.
“It’s more l�ke a land�ng than a room,” she sa�d. Indeed �t had

noth�ng of the shut stat�onary character of a room on shore. A table
was rooted �n the m�ddle, and seats were stuck to the s�des. Happ�ly
the trop�cal suns had bleached the tapestr�es to a faded blue-green
colour, and the m�rror w�th �ts frame of shells, the work of the
steward’s love, when the t�me hung heavy �n the southern seas, was
qua�nt rather than ugly. Tw�sted shells w�th red l�ps l�ke un�corn’s
horns ornamented the mantelp�ece, wh�ch was draped by a pall of
purple plush from wh�ch depended a certa�n number of balls. Two
w�ndows opened on to the deck, and the l�ght beat�ng through them
when the sh�p was roasted on the Amazons had turned the pr�nts on
the oppos�te wall to a fa�nt yellow colour, so that “The Col�seum” was
scarcely to be d�st�ngu�shed from Queen Alexandra play�ng w�th her



Span�els. A pa�r of w�cker arm-cha�rs by the f�res�de �nv�ted one to
warm one’s hands at a grate full of g�lt shav�ngs; a great lamp swung
above the table—the k�nd of lamp wh�ch makes the l�ght of
c�v�l�sat�on across dark f�elds to one walk�ng �n the country.

“It’s odd that every one should be an old fr�end of Mr. Pepper’s,”
Rachel started nervously, for the s�tuat�on was d�ff�cult, the room
cold, and Helen cur�ously s�lent.

“I suppose you take h�m for granted?” sa�d her aunt.
“He’s l�ke th�s,” sa�d Rachel, l�ght�ng on a foss�l�sed f�sh �n a bas�n,

and d�splay�ng �t.
“I expect you’re too severe,” Helen remarked.
Rachel �mmed�ately tr�ed to qual�fy what she had sa�d aga�nst her

bel�ef.
“I don’t really know h�m,” she sa�d, and took refuge �n facts,

bel�ev�ng that elderly people really l�ke them better than feel�ngs. She
produced what she knew of W�ll�am Pepper. She told Helen that he
always called on Sundays when they were at home; he knew about
a great many th�ngs—about mathemat�cs, h�story, Greek, zoology,
econom�cs, and the Iceland�c Sagas. He had turned Pers�an poetry
�nto Engl�sh prose, and Engl�sh prose �nto Greek �amb�cs; he was an
author�ty upon co�ns; and—one other th�ng—oh yes, she thought �t
was veh�cular traff�c.

He was here e�ther to get th�ngs out of the sea, or to wr�te upon
the probable course of Odysseus, for Greek after all was h�s hobby.

“I’ve got all h�s pamphlets,” she sa�d. “L�ttle pamphlets. L�ttle yellow
books.” It d�d not appear that she had read them.

“Has he ever been �n love?” asked Helen, who had chosen a seat.
Th�s was unexpectedly to the po�nt.
“H�s heart’s a p�ece of old shoe leather,” Rachel declared,

dropp�ng the f�sh. But when quest�oned she had to own that she had
never asked h�m.

“I shall ask h�m,” sa�d Helen.
“The last t�me I saw you, you were buy�ng a p�ano,” she cont�nued.

“Do you remember—the p�ano, the room �n the att�c, and the great



plants w�th the pr�ckles?”
“Yes, and my aunts sa�d the p�ano would come through the floor,

but at the�r age one wouldn’t m�nd be�ng k�lled �n the n�ght?” she
enqu�red.

“I heard from Aunt Bess�e not long ago,” Helen stated. “She �s
afra�d that you w�ll spo�l your arms �f you �ns�st upon so much
pract�s�ng.”

“The muscles of the forearm—and then one won’t marry?”
“She d�dn’t put �t qu�te l�ke that,” repl�ed Mrs. Ambrose.
“Oh, no—of course she wouldn’t,” sa�d Rachel w�th a s�gh.
Helen looked at her. Her face was weak rather than dec�ded,

saved from �ns�p�d�ty by the large enqu�r�ng eyes; den�ed beauty, now
that she was sheltered �ndoors, by the lack of colour and def�n�te
outl�ne. Moreover, a hes�tat�on �n speak�ng, or rather a tendency to
use the wrong words, made her seem more than normally
�ncompetent for her years. Mrs. Ambrose, who had been speak�ng
much at random, now reflected that she certa�nly d�d not look
forward to the �nt�macy of three or four weeks on board sh�p wh�ch
was threatened. Women of her own age usually bor�ng her, she
supposed that g�rls would be worse. She glanced at Rachel aga�n.
Yes! how clear �t was that she would be vac�llat�ng, emot�onal, and
when you sa�d someth�ng to her �t would make no more last�ng
�mpress�on than the stroke of a st�ck upon water. There was noth�ng
to take hold of �n g�rls—noth�ng hard, permanent, sat�sfactory. D�d
W�lloughby say three weeks, or d�d he say four? She tr�ed to
remember.

At th�s po�nt, however, the door opened and a tall burly man
entered the room, came forward and shook Helen’s hand w�th an
emot�onal k�nd of heart�ness, W�lloughby h�mself, Rachel’s father,
Helen’s brother-�n-law. As a great deal of flesh would have been
needed to make a fat man of h�m, h�s frame be�ng so large, he was
not fat; h�s face was a large framework too, look�ng, by the smallness
of the features and the glow �n the hollow of the cheek, more f�tted to
w�thstand assaults of the weather than to express sent�ments and
emot�ons, or to respond to them �n others.



“It �s a great pleasure that you have come,” he sa�d, “for both of
us.”

Rachel murmured �n obed�ence to her father’s glance.
“We’ll do our best to make you comfortable. And R�dley. We th�nk �t

an honour to have charge of h�m. Pepper’ll have some one to
contrad�ct h�m—wh�ch I daren’t do. You f�nd th�s ch�ld grown, don’t
you? A young woman, eh?”

St�ll hold�ng Helen’s hand he drew h�s arm round Rachel’s
shoulder, thus mak�ng them come uncomfortably close, but Helen
forbore to look.

“You th�nk she does us cred�t?” he asked.
“Oh yes,” sa�d Helen.
“Because we expect great th�ngs of her,” he cont�nued, squeez�ng

h�s daughter’s arm and releas�ng her. “But about you now.” They sat
down s�de by s�de on the l�ttle sofa. “D�d you leave the ch�ldren well?
They’ll be ready for school, I suppose. Do they take after you or
Ambrose? They’ve got good heads on the�r shoulders, I’ll be
bound?”

At th�s Helen �mmed�ately br�ghtened more than she had yet done,
and expla�ned that her son was s�x and her daughter ten. Everybody
sa�d that her boy was l�ke her and her g�rl l�ke R�dley. As for bra�ns,
they were qu�ck brats, she thought, and modestly she ventured on a
l�ttle story about her son,—how left alone for a m�nute he had taken
the pat of butter �n h�s f�ngers, run across the room w�th �t, and put �t
on the f�re—merely for the fun of the th�ng, a feel�ng wh�ch she could
understand.

“And you had to show the young rascal that these tr�cks wouldn’t
do, eh?”

“A ch�ld of s�x? I don’t th�nk they matter.”
“I’m an old-fash�oned father.”
“Nonsense, W�lloughby; Rachel knows better.”
Much as W�lloughby would doubtless have l�ked h�s daughter to

pra�se h�m she d�d not; her eyes were unreflect�ng as water, her
f�ngers st�ll toy�ng w�th the foss�l�sed f�sh, her m�nd absent. The elder



people went on to speak of arrangements that could be made for
R�dley’s comfort—a table placed where he couldn’t help look�ng at
the sea, far from bo�lers, at the same t�me sheltered from the v�ew of
people pass�ng. Unless he made th�s a hol�day, when h�s books were
all packed, he would have no hol�day whatever; for out at Santa
Mar�na Helen knew, by exper�ence, that he would work all day; h�s
boxes, she sa�d, were packed w�th books.

“Leave �t to me—leave �t to me!” sa�d W�lloughby, obv�ously
�ntend�ng to do much more than she asked of h�m. But R�dley and
Mr. Pepper were heard fumbl�ng at the door.

“How are you, V�nrace?” sa�d R�dley, extend�ng a l�mp hand as he
came �n, as though the meet�ng were melancholy to both, but on the
whole more so to h�m.

W�lloughby preserved h�s heart�ness, tempered by respect. For the
moment noth�ng was sa�d.

“We looked �n and saw you laugh�ng,” Helen remarked. “Mr.
Pepper had just told a very good story.”

“P�sh. None of the stor�es were good,” sa�d her husband peev�shly.
“St�ll a severe judge, R�dley?” enqu�red Mr. V�nrace.
“We bored you so that you left,” sa�d R�dley, speak�ng d�rectly to

h�s w�fe.
As th�s was qu�te true Helen d�d not attempt to deny �t, and her

next remark, “But d�dn’t they �mprove after we’d gone?” was
unfortunate, for her husband answered w�th a droop of h�s shoulders,
“If poss�ble they got worse.”

The s�tuat�on was now one of cons�derable d�scomfort for every
one concerned, as was proved by a long �nterval of constra�nt and
s�lence. Mr. Pepper, �ndeed, created a d�vers�on of a k�nd by leap�ng
on to h�s seat, both feet tucked under h�m, w�th the act�on of a
sp�nster who detects a mouse, as the draught struck at h�s ankles.
Drawn up there, suck�ng at h�s c�gar, w�th h�s arms enc�rcl�ng h�s
knees, he looked l�ke the �mage of Buddha, and from th�s elevat�on
began a d�scourse, addressed to nobody, for nobody had called for
�t, upon the unplumbed depths of ocean. He professed h�mself
surpr�sed to learn that although Mr. V�nrace possessed ten sh�ps,



regularly ply�ng between London and Buenos A�res, not one of them
was b�dden to �nvest�gate the great wh�te monsters of the lower
waters.

“No, no,” laughed W�lloughby, “the monsters of the earth are too
many for me!”

Rachel was heard to s�gh, “Poor l�ttle goats!”
“If �t weren’t for the goats there’d be no mus�c, my dear; mus�c

depends upon goats,” sa�d her father rather sharply, and Mr. Pepper
went on to descr�be the wh�te, ha�rless, bl�nd monsters ly�ng curled
on the r�dges of sand at the bottom of the sea, wh�ch would explode
�f you brought them to the surface, the�r s�des burst�ng asunder and
scatter�ng entra�ls to the w�nds when released from pressure, w�th
cons�derable deta�l and w�th such show of knowledge, that R�dley
was d�sgusted, and begged h�m to stop.

From all th�s Helen drew her own conclus�ons, wh�ch were gloomy
enough. Pepper was a bore; Rachel was an unl�cked g�rl, no doubt
prol�f�c of conf�dences, the very f�rst of wh�ch would be: “You see, I
don’t get on w�th my father.” W�lloughby, as usual, loved h�s bus�ness
and bu�lt h�s Emp�re, and between them all she would be
cons�derably bored. Be�ng a woman of act�on, however, she rose,
and sa�d that for her part she was go�ng to bed. At the door she
glanced back �nst�nct�vely at Rachel, expect�ng that as two of the
same sex they would leave the room together. Rachel rose, looked
vaguely �nto Helen’s face, and remarked w�th her sl�ght stammer,
“I’m go�ng out to t-t-tr�umph �n the w�nd.”

Mrs. Ambrose’s worst susp�c�ons were conf�rmed; she went down
the passage lurch�ng from s�de to s�de, and fend�ng off the wall now
w�th her r�ght arm, now w�th her left; at each lurch she excla�med
emphat�cally, “Damn!”



CHAPTER II

Uncomfortable as the n�ght, w�th �ts rock�ng movement, and salt
smells, may have been, and �n one case undoubtedly was, for Mr.
Pepper had �nsuff�c�ent clothes upon h�s bed, the breakfast next
morn�ng wore a k�nd of beauty. The voyage had begun, and had
begun happ�ly w�th a soft blue sky, and a calm sea. The sense of
untapped resources, th�ngs to say as yet unsa�d, made the hour
s�gn�f�cant, so that �n future years the ent�re journey perhaps would
be represented by th�s one scene, w�th the sound of s�rens hoot�ng �n
the r�ver the n�ght before, somehow m�x�ng �n.

The table was cheerful w�th apples and bread and eggs. Helen
handed W�lloughby the butter, and as she d�d so cast her eye on h�m
and reflected, “And she marr�ed you, and she was happy, I suppose.”

She went off on a fam�l�ar tra�n of thought, lead�ng on to all k�nds of
well-known reflect�ons, from the old wonder, why Theresa had
marr�ed W�lloughby?

“Of course, one sees all that,” she thought, mean�ng that one sees
that he �s b�g and burly, and has a great boom�ng vo�ce, and a f�st
and a w�ll of h�s own; “but—” here she sl�pped �nto a f�ne analys�s of
h�m wh�ch �s best represented by one word, “sent�mental,” by wh�ch
she meant that he was never s�mple and honest about h�s feel�ngs.
For example, he seldom spoke of the dead, but kept ann�versar�es
w�th s�ngular pomp. She suspected h�m of nameless atroc�t�es w�th
regard to h�s daughter, as �ndeed she had always suspected h�m of
bully�ng h�s w�fe. Naturally she fell to compar�ng her own fortunes
w�th the fortunes of her fr�end, for W�lloughby’s w�fe had been
perhaps the one woman Helen called fr�end, and th�s compar�son
often made the staple of the�r talk. R�dley was a scholar, and
W�lloughby was a man of bus�ness. R�dley was br�ng�ng out the th�rd



volume of P�ndar when W�lloughby was launch�ng h�s f�rst sh�p. They
bu�lt a new factory the very year the commentary on Ar�stotle—was
�t?—appeared at the Un�vers�ty Press. “And Rachel,” she looked at
her, mean�ng, no doubt, to dec�de the argument, wh�ch was
otherw�se too evenly balanced, by declar�ng that Rachel was not
comparable to her own ch�ldren. “She really m�ght be s�x years old,”
was all she sa�d, however, th�s judgment referr�ng to the smooth
unmarked outl�ne of the g�rl’s face, and not condemn�ng her
otherw�se, for �f Rachel were ever to th�nk, feel, laugh, or express
herself, �nstead of dropp�ng m�lk from a he�ght as though to see what
k�nd of drops �t made, she m�ght be �nterest�ng though never exactly
pretty. She was l�ke her mother, as the �mage �n a pool on a st�ll
summer’s day �s l�ke the v�v�d flushed face that hangs over �t.

Meanwh�le Helen herself was under exam�nat�on, though not from
e�ther of her v�ct�ms. Mr. Pepper cons�dered her; and h�s med�tat�ons,
carr�ed on wh�le he cut h�s toast �nto bars and neatly buttered them,
took h�m through a cons�derable stretch of autob�ography. One of h�s
penetrat�ng glances assured h�m that he was r�ght last n�ght �n
judg�ng that Helen was beaut�ful. Blandly he passed her the jam. She
was talk�ng nonsense, but not worse nonsense than people usually
do talk at breakfast, the cerebral c�rculat�on, as he knew to h�s cost,
be�ng apt to g�ve trouble at that hour. He went on say�ng “No” to her,
on pr�nc�ple, for he never y�elded to a woman on account of her sex.
And here, dropp�ng h�s eyes to h�s plate, he became
autob�ograph�cal. He had not marr�ed h�mself for the suff�c�ent
reason that he had never met a woman who commanded h�s
respect. Condemned to pass the suscept�ble years of youth �n a
ra�lway stat�on �n Bombay, he had seen only coloured women,
m�l�tary women, off�c�al women; and h�s �deal was a woman who
could read Greek, �f not Pers�an, was �rreproachably fa�r �n the face,
and able to understand the small th�ngs he let fall wh�le undress�ng.
As �t was he had contracted hab�ts of wh�ch he was not �n the least
ashamed. Certa�n odd m�nutes every day went to learn�ng th�ngs by
heart; he never took a t�cket w�thout not�ng the number; he devoted
January to Petron�us, February to Catullus, March to the Etruscan
vases perhaps; anyhow he had done good work �n Ind�a, and there
was noth�ng to regret �n h�s l�fe except the fundamental defects wh�ch



no w�se man regrets, when the present �s st�ll h�s. So conclud�ng he
looked up suddenly and sm�led. Rachel caught h�s eye.

“And now you’ve chewed someth�ng th�rty-seven t�mes, I
suppose?” she thought, but sa�d pol�tely aloud, “Are your legs
troubl�ng you to-day, Mr. Pepper?”

“My shoulder blades?” he asked, sh�ft�ng them pa�nfully. “Beauty
has no effect upon ur�c ac�d that I’m aware of,” he s�ghed,
contemplat�ng the round pane oppos�te, through wh�ch the sky and
sea showed blue. At the same t�me he took a l�ttle parchment volume
from h�s pocket and la�d �t on the table. As �t was clear that he �nv�ted
comment, Helen asked h�m the name of �t. She got the name; but
she got also a d�squ�s�t�on upon the proper method of mak�ng roads.
Beg�nn�ng w�th the Greeks, who had, he sa�d, many d�ff�cult�es to
contend w�th, he cont�nued w�th the Romans, passed to England and
the r�ght method, wh�ch speed�ly became the wrong method, and
wound up w�th such a fury of denunc�at�on d�rected aga�nst the road-
makers of the present day �n general, and the road-makers of
R�chmond Park �n part�cular, where Mr. Pepper had the hab�t of
cycl�ng every morn�ng before breakfast, that the spoons fa�rly j�ngled
aga�nst the coffee cups, and the �ns�des of at least four rolls mounted
�n a heap bes�de Mr. Pepper’s plate.

“Pebbles!” he concluded, v�c�ously dropp�ng another bread pellet
upon the heap. “The roads of England are mended w�th pebbles!
‘W�th the f�rst heavy ra�nfall,’ I’ve told ’em, ‘your road w�ll be a
swamp.’ Aga�n and aga�n my words have proved true. But d’you
suppose they l�sten to me when I tell ’em so, when I po�nt out the
consequences, the consequences to the publ�c purse, when I
recommend ’em to read Coryphaeus? No, Mrs. Ambrose, you w�ll
form no just op�n�on of the stup�d�ty of mank�nd unt�l you have sat
upon a Borough Counc�l!” The l�ttle man f�xed her w�th a glance of
feroc�ous energy.

“I have had servants,” sa�d Mrs. Ambrose, concentrat�ng her gaze.
“At th�s moment I have a nurse. She’s a good woman as they go, but
she’s determ�ned to make my ch�ldren pray. So far, ow�ng to great
care on my part, they th�nk of God as a k�nd of walrus; but now that
my back’s turned—R�dley,” she demanded, sw�ng�ng round upon her



husband, “what shall we do �f we f�nd them say�ng the Lord’s Prayer
when we get home aga�n?”

R�dley made the sound wh�ch �s represented by “Tush.” But
W�lloughby, whose d�scomfort as he l�stened was man�fested by a
sl�ght movement rock�ng of h�s body, sa�d awkwardly, “Oh, surely,
Helen, a l�ttle rel�g�on hurts nobody.”

“I would rather my ch�ldren told l�es,” she repl�ed, and wh�le
W�lloughby was reflect�ng that h�s s�ster-�n-law was even more
eccentr�c than he remembered, pushed her cha�r back and swept
upsta�rs. In a second they heard her call�ng back, “Oh, look! We’re
out at sea!”

They followed her on to the deck. All the smoke and the houses
had d�sappeared, and the sh�p was out �n a w�de space of sea very
fresh and clear though pale �n the early l�ght. They had left London
s�tt�ng on �ts mud. A very th�n l�ne of shadow tapered on the hor�zon,
scarcely th�ck enough to stand the burden of Par�s, wh�ch
nevertheless rested upon �t. They were free of roads, free of
mank�nd, and the same exh�larat�on at the�r freedom ran through
them all. The sh�p was mak�ng her way stead�ly through small waves
wh�ch slapped her and then f�zzled l�ke effervesc�ng water, leav�ng a
l�ttle border of bubbles and foam on e�ther s�de. The colourless
October sky above was th�nly clouded as �f by the tra�l of wood-f�re
smoke, and the a�r was wonderfully salt and br�sk. Indeed �t was too
cold to stand st�ll. Mrs. Ambrose drew her arm w�th�n her husband’s,
and as they moved off �t could be seen from the way �n wh�ch her
slop�ng cheek turned up to h�s that she had someth�ng pr�vate to
commun�cate. They went a few paces and Rachel saw them k�ss.

Down she looked �nto the depth of the sea. Wh�le �t was sl�ghtly
d�sturbed on the surface by the passage of the Euphrosyne, beneath
�t was green and d�m, and �t grew d�mmer and d�mmer unt�l the sand
at the bottom was only a pale blur. One could scarcely see the black
r�bs of wrecked sh�ps, or the sp�ral towers made by the burrow�ngs of
great eels, or the smooth green-s�ded monsters who came by
fl�cker�ng th�s way and that.

—“And, Rachel, �f any one wants me, I’m busy t�ll one,” sa�d her
father, enforc�ng h�s words as he often d�d, when he spoke to h�s



daughter, by a smart blow upon the shoulder.
“Unt�l one,” he repeated. “And you’ll f�nd yourself some

employment, eh? Scales, French, a l�ttle German, eh? There’s Mr.
Pepper who knows more about separable verbs than any man �n
Europe, eh?” and he went off laugh�ng. Rachel laughed, too, as
�ndeed she had laughed ever s�nce she could remember, w�thout
th�nk�ng �t funny, but because she adm�red her father.

But just as she was turn�ng w�th a v�ew perhaps to f�nd�ng some
employment, she was �ntercepted by a woman who was so broad
and so th�ck that to be �ntercepted by her was �nev�table. The
d�screet tentat�ve way �n wh�ch she moved, together w�th her sober
black dress, showed that she belonged to the lower orders;
nevertheless she took up a rock-l�ke pos�t�on, look�ng about her to
see that no gentry were near before she del�vered her message,
wh�ch had reference to the state of the sheets, and was of the
utmost grav�ty.

“How ever we’re to get through th�s voyage, M�ss Rachel, I really
can’t tell,” she began w�th a shake of her head. “There’s only just
sheets enough to go round, and the master’s has a rotten place you
could put your f�ngers through. And the counterpanes. D�d you not�ce
the counterpanes? I thought to myself a poor person would have
been ashamed of them. The one I gave Mr. Pepper was hardly f�t to
cover a dog. . . . No, M�ss Rachel, they could not be mended; they’re
only f�t for dust sheets. Why, �f one sewed one’s f�nger to the bone,
one would have one’s work undone the next t�me they went to the
laundry.”

Her vo�ce �n �ts �nd�gnat�on wavered as �f tears were near.
There was noth�ng for �t but to descend and �nspect a large p�le of

l�nen heaped upon a table. Mrs. Cha�ley handled the sheets as �f she
knew each by name, character, and const�tut�on. Some had yellow
sta�ns, others had places where the threads made long ladders; but
to the ord�nary eye they looked much as sheets usually do look, very
ch�ll, wh�te, cold, and �rreproachably clean.

Suddenly Mrs. Cha�ley, turn�ng from the subject of sheets,
d�sm�ss�ng them ent�rely, clenched her f�sts on the top of them, and
procla�med, “And you couldn’t ask a l�v�ng creature to s�t where I s�t!”



Mrs. Cha�ley was expected to s�t �n a cab�n wh�ch was large
enough, but too near the bo�lers, so that after f�ve m�nutes she could
hear her heart “go,” she compla�ned, putt�ng her hand above �t,
wh�ch was a state of th�ngs that Mrs. V�nrace, Rachel’s mother,
would never have dreamt of �nfl�ct�ng—Mrs. V�nrace, who knew
every sheet �n her house, and expected of every one the best they
could do, but no more.

It was the eas�est th�ng �n the world to grant another room, and the
problem of sheets s�multaneously and m�raculously solved �tself, the
spots and ladders not be�ng past cure after all, but—

“L�es! L�es! L�es!” excla�med the m�stress �nd�gnantly, as she ran
up on to the deck. “What’s the use of tell�ng me l�es?”

In her anger that a woman of f�fty should behave l�ke a ch�ld and
come cr�ng�ng to a g�rl because she wanted to s�t where she had not
leave to s�t, she d�d not th�nk of the part�cular case, and, unpack�ng
her mus�c, soon forgot all about the old woman and her sheets.

Mrs. Cha�ley folded her sheets, but her express�on test�f�ed to
flatness w�th�n. The world no longer cared about her, and a sh�p was
not a home. When the lamps were l�t yesterday, and the sa�lors went
tumbl�ng above her head, she had cr�ed; she would cry th�s even�ng;
she would cry to-morrow. It was not home. Meanwh�le she arranged
her ornaments �n the room wh�ch she had won too eas�ly. They were
strange ornaments to br�ng on a sea voyage—ch�na pugs, tea-sets
�n m�n�ature, cups stamped flor�dly w�th the arms of the c�ty of Br�stol,
ha�r-p�n boxes crusted w�th shamrock, antelopes’ heads �n coloured
plaster, together w�th a mult�tude of t�ny photographs, represent�ng
downr�ght workmen �n the�r Sunday best, and women hold�ng wh�te
bab�es. But there was one portra�t �n a g�lt frame, for wh�ch a na�l was
needed, and before she sought �t Mrs. Cha�ley put on her spectacles
and read what was wr�tten on a sl�p of paper at the back:

“Th�s p�cture of her m�stress �s g�ven to Emma Cha�ley by
W�lloughby V�nrace �n grat�tude for th�rty years of devoted serv�ce.”

Tears obl�terated the words and the head of the na�l.
“So long as I can do someth�ng for your fam�ly,” she was say�ng,

as she hammered at �t, when a vo�ce called melod�ously �n the
passage:



“Mrs. Cha�ley! Mrs. Cha�ley!”
Cha�ley �nstantly t�d�ed her dress, composed her face, and opened

the door.
“I’m �n a f�x,” sa�d Mrs. Ambrose, who was flushed and out of

breath. “You know what gentlemen are. The cha�rs too h�gh—the
tables too low—there’s s�x �nches between the floor and the door.
What I want’s a hammer, an old qu�lt, and have you such a th�ng as a
k�tchen table? Anyhow, between us”—she now flung open the door
of her husband’s s�tt�ng room, and revealed R�dley pac�ng up and
down, h�s forehead all wr�nkled, and the collar of h�s coat turned up.

“It’s as though they’d taken pa�ns to torment me!” he cr�ed,
stopp�ng dead. “D�d I come on th�s voyage �n order to catch
rheumat�sm and pneumon�a? Really one m�ght have cred�ted
V�nrace w�th more sense. My dear,” Helen was on her knees under a
table, “you are only mak�ng yourself unt�dy, and we had much better
recogn�se the fact that we are condemned to s�x weeks of
unspeakable m�sery. To come at all was the he�ght of folly, but now
that we are here I suppose that I can face �t l�ke a man. My d�seases
of course w�ll be �ncreased—I feel already worse than I d�d
yesterday, but we’ve only ourselves to thank, and the ch�ldren
happ�ly—”

“Move! Move! Move!” cr�ed Helen, chas�ng h�m from corner to
corner w�th a cha�r as though he were an errant hen. “Out of the way,
R�dley, and �n half an hour you’ll f�nd �t ready.”

She turned h�m out of the room, and they could hear h�m groan�ng
and swear�ng as he went along the passage.

“I daresay he �sn’t very strong,” sa�d Mrs. Cha�ley, look�ng at Mrs.
Ambrose compass�onately, as she helped to sh�ft and carry.

“It’s books,” s�ghed Helen, l�ft�ng an armful of sad volumes from
the floor to the shelf. “Greek from morn�ng to n�ght. If ever M�ss
Rachel marr�es, Cha�ley, pray that she may marry a man who
doesn’t know h�s ABC.”

The prel�m�nary d�scomforts and harshnesses, wh�ch generally
make the f�rst days of a sea voyage so cheerless and try�ng to the
temper, be�ng somehow l�ved through, the succeed�ng days passed



pleasantly enough. October was well advanced, but stead�ly burn�ng
w�th a warmth that made the early months of the summer appear
very young and capr�c�ous. Great tracts of the earth lay now beneath
the autumn sun, and the whole of England, from the bald moors to
the Corn�sh rocks, was l�t up from dawn to sunset, and showed �n
stretches of yellow, green, and purple. Under that �llum�nat�on even
the roofs of the great towns gl�ttered. In thousands of small gardens,
m�ll�ons of dark-red flowers were bloom�ng, unt�l the old lad�es who
had tended them so carefully came down the paths w�th the�r
sc�ssors, sn�pped through the�r ju�cy stalks, and la�d them upon cold
stone ledges �n the v�llage church. Innumerable part�es of p�cn�ckers
com�ng home at sunset cr�ed, “Was there ever such a day as th�s?”
“It’s you,” the young men wh�spered; “Oh, �t’s you,” the young women
repl�ed. All old people and many s�ck people were drawn, were �t
only for a foot or two, �nto the open a�r, and prognost�cated pleasant
th�ngs about the course of the world. As for the conf�dences and
express�ons of love that were heard not only �n cornf�elds but �n
lampl�t rooms, where the w�ndows opened on the garden, and men
w�th c�gars k�ssed women w�th grey ha�rs, they were not to be
counted. Some sa�d that the sky was an emblem of the l�fe to come.
Long-ta�led b�rds clattered and screamed, and crossed from wood to
wood, w�th golden eyes �n the�r plumage.

But wh�le all th�s went on by land, very few people thought about
the sea. They took �t for granted that the sea was calm; and there
was no need, as there �s �n many houses when the creeper taps on
the bedroom w�ndows, for the couples to murmur before they k�ss,
“Th�nk of the sh�ps to-n�ght,” or “Thank Heaven, I’m not the man �n
the l�ghthouse!” For all they �mag�ned, the sh�ps when they van�shed
on the sky-l�ne d�ssolved, l�ke snow �n water. The grown-up v�ew,
�ndeed, was not much clearer than the v�ew of the l�ttle creatures �n
bath�ng drawers who were trott�ng �n to the foam all along the coasts
of England, and scoop�ng up buckets full of water. They saw wh�te
sa�ls or tufts of smoke pass across the hor�zon, and �f you had sa�d
that these were waterspouts, or the petals of wh�te sea flowers, they
would have agreed.

The people �n sh�ps, however, took an equally s�ngular v�ew of
England. Not only d�d �t appear to them to be an �sland, and a very



small �sland, but �t was a shr�nk�ng �sland �n wh�ch people were
�mpr�soned. One f�gured them f�rst swarm�ng about l�ke a�mless ants,
and almost press�ng each other over the edge; and then, as the sh�p
w�thdrew, one f�gured them mak�ng a va�n clamour, wh�ch, be�ng
unheard, e�ther ceased, or rose �nto a brawl. F�nally, when the sh�p
was out of s�ght of land, �t became pla�n that the people of England
were completely mute. The d�sease attacked other parts of the earth;
Europe shrank, As�a shrank, Afr�ca and Amer�ca shrank, unt�l �t
seemed doubtful whether the sh�p would ever run aga�nst any of
those wr�nkled l�ttle rocks aga�n. But, on the other hand, an �mmense
d�gn�ty had descended upon her; she was an �nhab�tant of the great
world, wh�ch has so few �nhab�tants, travell�ng all day across an
empty un�verse, w�th ve�ls drawn before her and beh�nd. She was
more lonely than the caravan cross�ng the desert; she was �nf�n�tely
more myster�ous, mov�ng by her own power and susta�ned by her
own resources. The sea m�ght g�ve her death or some unexampled
joy, and none would know of �t. She was a br�de go�ng forth to her
husband, a v�rg�n unknown of men; �n her v�gor and pur�ty she m�ght
be l�kened to all beaut�ful th�ngs, for as a sh�p she had a l�fe of her
own.

Indeed �f they had not been blessed �n the�r weather, one blue day
be�ng bowled up after another, smooth, round, and flawless, Mrs.
Ambrose would have found �t very dull. As �t was, she had her
embro�dery frame set up on deck, w�th a l�ttle table by her s�de on
wh�ch lay open a black volume of ph�losophy. She chose a thread
from the var�-coloured tangle that lay �n her lap, and sewed red �nto
the bark of a tree, or yellow �nto the r�ver torrent. She was work�ng at
a great des�gn of a trop�cal r�ver runn�ng through a trop�cal forest,
where spotted deer would eventually browse upon masses of fru�t,
bananas, oranges, and g�ant pomegranates, wh�le a troop of naked
nat�ves wh�rled darts �nto the a�r. Between the st�tches she looked to
one s�de and read a sentence about the Real�ty of Matter, or the
Nature of Good. Round her men �n blue jerseys knelt and scrubbed
the boards, or leant over the ra�ls and wh�stled, and not far off Mr.
Pepper sat cutt�ng up roots w�th a penkn�fe. The rest were occup�ed
�n other parts of the sh�p: R�dley at h�s Greek—he had never found
quarters more to h�s l�k�ng; W�lloughby at h�s documents, for he used



a voyage to work off arrears of bus�ness; and Rachel—Helen,
between her sentences of ph�losophy, wondered somet�mes what
Rachel d�d do w�th herself? She meant vaguely to go and see. They
had scarcely spoken two words to each other s�nce that f�rst even�ng;
they were pol�te when they met, but there had been no conf�dence of
any k�nd. Rachel seemed to get on very well w�th her father—much
better, Helen thought, than she ought to—and was as ready to let
Helen alone as Helen was to let her alone.

At that moment Rachel was s�tt�ng �n her room do�ng absolutely
noth�ng. When the sh�p was full th�s apartment bore some
magn�f�cent t�tle and was the resort of elderly sea-s�ck lad�es who left
the deck to the�r youngsters. By v�rtue of the p�ano, and a mess of
books on the floor, Rachel cons�dered �t her room, and there she
would s�t for hours play�ng very d�ff�cult mus�c, read�ng a l�ttle
German, or a l�ttle Engl�sh when the mood took her, and do�ng—as
at th�s moment—absolutely noth�ng.

The way she had been educated, jo�ned to a f�ne natural
�ndolence, was of course partly the reason of �t, for she had been
educated as the major�ty of well-to-do g�rls �n the last part of the
n�neteenth century were educated. K�ndly doctors and gentle old
professors had taught her the rud�ments of about ten d�fferent
branches of knowledge, but they would as soon have forced her to
go through one p�ece of drudgery thoroughly as they would have told
her that her hands were d�rty. The one hour or the two hours weekly
passed very pleasantly, partly ow�ng to the other pup�ls, partly to the
fact that the w�ndow looked upon the back of a shop, where f�gures
appeared aga�nst the red w�ndows �n w�nter, partly to the acc�dents
that are bound to happen when more than two people are �n the
same room together. But there was no subject �n the world wh�ch she
knew accurately. Her m�nd was �n the state of an �ntell�gent man’s �n
the beg�nn�ng of the re�gn of Queen El�zabeth; she would bel�eve
pract�cally anyth�ng she was told, �nvent reasons for anyth�ng she
sa�d. The shape of the earth, the h�story of the world, how tra�ns
worked, or money was �nvested, what laws were �n force, wh�ch
people wanted what, and why they wanted �t, the most elementary
�dea of a system �n modern l�fe—none of th�s had been �mparted to
her by any of her professors or m�stresses. But th�s system of



educat�on had one great advantage. It d�d not teach anyth�ng, but �t
put no obstacle �n the way of any real talent that the pup�l m�ght
chance to have. Rachel, be�ng mus�cal, was allowed to learn noth�ng
but mus�c; she became a fanat�c about mus�c. All the energ�es that
m�ght have gone �nto languages, sc�ence, or l�terature, that m�ght
have made her fr�ends, or shown her the world, poured stra�ght �nto
mus�c. F�nd�ng her teachers �nadequate, she had pract�cally taught
herself. At the age of twenty-four she knew as much about mus�c as
most people do when they are th�rty; and could play as well as
nature allowed her to, wh�ch, as became da�ly more obv�ous, was a
really generous allowance. If th�s one def�n�te g�ft was surrounded by
dreams and �deas of the most extravagant and fool�sh descr�pt�on,
no one was any the w�ser.

Her educat�on be�ng thus ord�nary, her c�rcumstances were no
more out of the common. She was an only ch�ld and had never been
bull�ed and laughed at by brothers and s�sters. Her mother hav�ng
d�ed when she was eleven, two aunts, the s�sters of her father,
brought her up, and they l�ved for the sake of the a�r �n a comfortable
house �n R�chmond. She was of course brought up w�th excess�ve
care, wh�ch as a ch�ld was for her health; as a g�rl and a young
woman was for what �t seems almost crude to call her morals. Unt�l
qu�te lately she had been completely �gnorant that for women such
th�ngs ex�sted. She groped for knowledge �n old books, and found �t
�n repuls�ve chunks, but she d�d not naturally care for books and thus
never troubled her head about the censorsh�p wh�ch was exerc�sed
f�rst by her aunts, later by her father. Fr�ends m�ght have told her
th�ngs, but she had few of her own age,—R�chmond be�ng an
awkward place to reach,—and, as �t happened, the only g�rl she
knew well was a rel�g�ous zealot, who �n the fervour of �nt�macy
talked about God, and the best ways of tak�ng up one’s cross, a top�c
only f�tfully �nterest�ng to one whose m�nd reached other stages at
other t�mes.

But ly�ng �n her cha�r, w�th one hand beh�nd her head, the other
grasp�ng the knob on the arm, she was clearly follow�ng her thoughts
�ntently. Her educat�on left her abundant t�me for th�nk�ng. Her eyes
were f�xed so stead�ly upon a ball on the ra�l of the sh�p that she
would have been startled and annoyed �f anyth�ng had chanced to



obscure �t for a second. She had begun her med�tat�ons w�th a shout
of laughter, caused by the follow�ng translat�on from Tr�stan:

In shr�nk�ng trep�dat�on
H�s shame he seems to h�de
Wh�le to the k�ng h�s relat�on
He br�ngs the corpse-l�ke Br�de.
Seems �t so senseless what I say?

She cr�ed that �t d�d, and threw down the book. Next she had
p�cked up Cowper’s Letters, the class�c prescr�bed by her father
wh�ch had bored her, so that one sentence chanc�ng to say
someth�ng about the smell of broom �n h�s garden, she had
thereupon seen the l�ttle hall at R�chmond laden w�th flowers on the
day of her mother’s funeral, smell�ng so strong that now any flower-
scent brought back the s�ckly horr�ble sensat�on; and so from one
scene she passed, half-hear�ng, half-see�ng, to another. She saw her
Aunt Lucy arrang�ng flowers �n the draw�ng-room.

“Aunt Lucy,” she volunteered, “I don’t l�ke the smell of broom; �t
rem�nds me of funerals.”

“Nonsense, Rachel,” Aunt Lucy repl�ed; “don’t say such fool�sh
th�ngs, dear. I always th�nk �t a part�cularly cheerful plant.”

Ly�ng �n the hot sun her m�nd was f�xed upon the characters of her
aunts, the�r v�ews, and the way they l�ved. Indeed th�s was a subject
that lasted her hundreds of morn�ng walks round R�chmond Park,
and blotted out the trees and the people and the deer. Why d�d they
do the th�ngs they d�d, and what d�d they feel, and what was �t all
about? Aga�n she heard Aunt Lucy talk�ng to Aunt Eleanor. She had
been that morn�ng to take up the character of a servant, “And, of
course, at half-past ten �n the morn�ng one expects to f�nd the
housema�d brush�ng the sta�rs.” How odd! How unspeakably odd!
But she could not expla�n to herself why suddenly as her aunt spoke
the whole system �n wh�ch they l�ved had appeared before her eyes
as someth�ng qu�te unfam�l�ar and �nexpl�cable, and themselves as
cha�rs or umbrellas dropped about here and there w�thout any
reason. She could only say w�th her sl�ght stammer, “Are you f-f-fond
of Aunt Eleanor, Aunt Lucy?” to wh�ch her aunt repl�ed, w�th her



nervous hen-l�ke tw�tter of a laugh, “My dear ch�ld, what quest�ons
you do ask!”

“How fond? Very fond!” Rachel pursued.
“I can’t say I’ve ever thought ‘how,’” sa�d M�ss V�nrace. “If one

cares one doesn’t th�nk ‘how,’ Rachel,” wh�ch was a�med at the n�ece
who had never yet “come” to her aunts as cord�ally as they w�shed.

“But you know I care for you, don’t you, dear, because you’re your
mother’s daughter, �f for no other reason, and there are plenty of
other reasons”—and she leant over and k�ssed her w�th some
emot�on, and the argument was sp�lt �rretr�evably about the place l�ke
a bucket of m�lk.

By these means Rachel reached that stage �n th�nk�ng, �f th�nk�ng �t
can be called, when the eyes are �ntent upon a ball or a knob and
the l�ps cease to move. Her efforts to come to an understand�ng had
only hurt her aunt’s feel�ngs, and the conclus�on must be that �t �s
better not to try. To feel anyth�ng strongly was to create an abyss
between oneself and others who feel strongly perhaps but d�fferently.
It was far better to play the p�ano and forget all the rest. The
conclus�on was very welcome. Let these odd men and women—her
aunts, the Hunts, R�dley, Helen, Mr. Pepper, and the rest—be
symbols,—featureless but d�gn�f�ed, symbols of age, of youth, of
motherhood, of learn�ng, and beaut�ful often as people upon the
stage are beaut�ful. It appeared that nobody ever sa�d a th�ng they
meant, or ever talked of a feel�ng they felt, but that was what mus�c
was for. Real�ty dwell�ng �n what one saw and felt, but d�d not talk
about, one could accept a system �n wh�ch th�ngs went round and
round qu�te sat�sfactor�ly to other people, w�thout often troubl�ng to
th�nk about �t, except as someth�ng superf�c�ally strange. Absorbed
by her mus�c she accepted her lot very complacently, blaz�ng �nto
�nd�gnat�on perhaps once a fortn�ght, and subs�d�ng as she subs�ded
now. Inextr�cably m�xed �n dreamy confus�on, her m�nd seemed to
enter �nto commun�on, to be del�ghtfully expanded and comb�ned
w�th the sp�r�t of the wh�t�sh boards on deck, w�th the sp�r�t of the sea,
w�th the sp�r�t of Beethoven Op. 112, even w�th the sp�r�t of poor
W�ll�am Cowper there at Olney. L�ke a ball of th�stledown �t k�ssed the
sea, rose, k�ssed �t aga�n, and thus r�s�ng and k�ss�ng passed f�nally



out of s�ght. The r�s�ng and fall�ng of the ball of th�stledown was
represented by the sudden droop forward of her own head, and
when �t passed out of s�ght she was asleep.

Ten m�nutes later Mrs. Ambrose opened the door and looked at
her. It d�d not surpr�se her to f�nd that th�s was the way �n wh�ch
Rachel passed her morn�ngs. She glanced round the room at the
p�ano, at the books, at the general mess. In the f�rst place she
cons�dered Rachel aesthet�cally; ly�ng unprotected she looked
somehow l�ke a v�ct�m dropped from the claws of a b�rd of prey, but
cons�dered as a woman, a young woman of twenty-four, the s�ght
gave r�se to reflect�ons. Mrs. Ambrose stood th�nk�ng for at least two
m�nutes. She then sm�led, turned no�selessly away and went, lest the
sleeper should waken, and there should be the awkwardness of
speech between them.



CHAPTER III

Early next morn�ng there was a sound as of cha�ns be�ng drawn
roughly overhead; the steady heart of the Euphrosyne slowly ceased
to beat; and Helen, pok�ng her nose above deck, saw a stat�onary
castle upon a stat�onary h�ll. They had dropped anchor �n the mouth
of the Tagus, and �nstead of cleav�ng new waves perpetually, the
same waves kept return�ng and wash�ng aga�nst the s�des of the
sh�p.

As soon as breakfast was done, W�lloughby d�sappeared over the
vessel’s s�de, carry�ng a brown leather case, shout�ng over h�s
shoulder that every one was to m�nd and behave themselves, for he
would be kept �n L�sbon do�ng bus�ness unt�l f�ve o’clock that
afternoon.

At about that hour he reappeared, carry�ng h�s case, profess�ng
h�mself t�red, bothered, hungry, th�rsty, cold, and �n �mmed�ate need
of h�s tea. Rubb�ng h�s hands, he told them the adventures of the
day: how he had come upon poor old Jackson comb�ng h�s
moustache before the glass �n the off�ce, l�ttle expect�ng h�s descent,
had put h�m through such a morn�ng’s work as seldom came h�s
way; then treated h�m to a lunch of champagne and ortolans; pa�d a
call upon Mrs. Jackson, who was fatter than ever, poor woman, but
asked k�ndly after Rachel—and O Lord, l�ttle Jackson had confessed
to a confounded p�ece of weakness—well, well, no harm was done,
he supposed, but what was the use of h�s g�v�ng orders �f they were
promptly d�sobeyed? He had sa�d d�st�nctly that he would take no
passengers on th�s tr�p. Here he began search�ng �n h�s pockets and
eventually d�scovered a card, wh�ch he planked down on the table
before Rachel. On �t she read, “Mr. and Mrs. R�chard Dalloway, 23
Browne Street, Mayfa�r.”



“Mr. R�chard Dalloway,” cont�nued V�nrace, “seems to be a
gentleman who th�nks that because he was once a member of
Parl�ament, and h�s w�fe’s the daughter of a peer, they can have
what they l�ke for the ask�ng. They got round poor l�ttle Jackson
anyhow. Sa�d they must have passages—produced a letter from
Lord Glenaway, ask�ng me as a personal favour—overruled any
object�ons Jackson made (I don’t bel�eve they came to much), and
so there’s noth�ng for �t but to subm�t, I suppose.”

But �t was ev�dent that for some reason or other W�lloughby was
qu�te pleased to subm�t, although he made a show of growl�ng.

The truth was that Mr. and Mrs. Dalloway had found themselves
stranded �n L�sbon. They had been travell�ng on the Cont�nent for
some weeks, ch�efly w�th a v�ew to broaden�ng Mr. Dalloway’s m�nd.
Unable for a season, by one of the acc�dents of pol�t�cal l�fe, to serve
h�s country �n Parl�ament, Mr. Dalloway was do�ng the best he could
to serve �t out of Parl�ament. For that purpose the Lat�n countr�es d�d
very well, although the East, of course, would have done better.

“Expect to hear of me next �n Petersburg or Teheran,” he had sa�d,
turn�ng to wave farewell from the steps of the Travellers’. But a
d�sease had broken out �n the East, there was cholera �n Russ�a, and
he was heard of, not so romant�cally, �n L�sbon. They had been
through France; he had stopped at manufactur�ng centres where,
produc�ng letters of �ntroduct�on, he had been shown over works,
and noted facts �n a pocket-book. In Spa�n he and Mrs. Dalloway had
mounted mules, for they w�shed to understand how the peasants
l�ve. Are they r�pe for rebell�on, for example? Mrs. Dalloway had then
�ns�sted upon a day or two at Madr�d w�th the p�ctures. F�nally they
arr�ved �n L�sbon and spent s�x days wh�ch, �n a journal pr�vately
�ssued afterwards, they descr�bed as of “un�que �nterest.” R�chard
had aud�ences w�th m�n�sters, and foretold a cr�s�s at no d�stant date,
“the foundat�ons of government be�ng �ncurably corrupt. Yet how
blame, etc.”; wh�le Clar�ssa �nspected the royal stables, and took
several snapshots show�ng men now ex�led and w�ndows now
broken. Among other th�ngs she photographed F�eld�ng’s grave, and
let loose a small b�rd wh�ch some ruff�an had trapped, “because one
hates to th�nk of anyth�ng �n a cage where Engl�sh people l�e bur�ed,”



the d�ary stated. The�r tour was thoroughly unconvent�onal, and
followed no med�tated plan. The fore�gn correspondents of the T�mes
dec�ded the�r route as much as anyth�ng else. Mr. Dalloway w�shed
to look at certa�n guns, and was of op�n�on that the Afr�can coast �s
far more unsettled than people at home were �ncl�ned to bel�eve. For
these reasons they wanted a slow �nqu�s�t�ve k�nd of sh�p,
comfortable, for they were bad sa�lors, but not extravagant, wh�ch
would stop for a day or two at th�s port and at that, tak�ng �n coal
wh�le the Dalloways saw th�ngs for themselves. Meanwh�le they
found themselves stranded �n L�sbon, unable for the moment to lay
hands upon the prec�se vessel they wanted. They heard of the
Euphrosyne, but heard also that she was pr�mar�ly a cargo boat, and
only took passengers by spec�al arrangement, her bus�ness be�ng to
carry dry goods to the Amazons, and rubber home aga�n. “By spec�al
arrangement,” however, were words of h�gh encouragement to them,
for they came of a class where almost everyth�ng was spec�ally
arranged, or could be �f necessary. On th�s occas�on all that R�chard
d�d was to wr�te a note to Lord Glenaway, the head of the l�ne wh�ch
bears h�s t�tle; to call on poor old Jackson; to represent to h�m how
Mrs. Dalloway was so-and-so, and he had been someth�ng or other
else, and what they wanted was such and such a th�ng. It was done.
They parted w�th compl�ments and pleasure on both s�des, and here,
a week later, came the boat row�ng up to the sh�p �n the dusk w�th
the Dalloways on board of �t; �n three m�nutes they were stand�ng
together on the deck of the Euphrosyne. The�r arr�val, of course,
created some st�r, and �t was seen by several pa�rs of eyes that Mrs.
Dalloway was a tall sl�ght woman, her body wrapped �n furs, her
head �n ve�ls, wh�le Mr. Dalloway appeared to be a m�ddle-s�zed man
of sturdy bu�ld, dressed l�ke a sportsman on an autumnal moor.
Many sol�d leather bags of a r�ch brown hue soon surrounded them,
�n add�t�on to wh�ch Mr. Dalloway carr�ed a despatch box, and h�s
w�fe a dress�ng-case suggest�ve of a d�amond necklace and bottles
w�th s�lver tops.

“It’s so l�ke Wh�stler!” she excla�med, w�th a wave towards the
shore, as she shook Rachel by the hand, and Rachel had only t�me
to look at the grey h�lls on one s�de of her before W�lloughby
�ntroduced Mrs. Cha�ley, who took the lady to her cab�n.



Momentary though �t seemed, nevertheless the �nterrupt�on was
upsett�ng; every one was more or less put out by �t, from Mr. Gr�ce,
the steward, to R�dley h�mself. A few m�nutes later Rachel passed
the smok�ng-room, and found Helen mov�ng arm-cha�rs. She was
absorbed �n her arrangements, and on see�ng Rachel remarked
conf�dent�ally:

“If one can g�ve men a room to themselves where they w�ll s�t, �t’s
all to the good. Arm-cha�rs are the �mportant th�ngs—” She began
wheel�ng them about. “Now, does �t st�ll look l�ke a bar at a ra�lway
stat�on?”

She wh�pped a plush cover off a table. The appearance of the
place was marvellously �mproved.

Aga�n, the arr�val of the strangers made �t obv�ous to Rachel, as
the hour of d�nner approached, that she must change her dress; and
the r�ng�ng of the great bell found her s�tt�ng on the edge of her berth
�n such a pos�t�on that the l�ttle glass above the washstand reflected
her head and shoulders. In the glass she wore an express�on of
tense melancholy, for she had come to the depress�ng conclus�on,
s�nce the arr�val of the Dalloways, that her face was not the face she
wanted, and �n all probab�l�ty never would be.

However, punctual�ty had been �mpressed on her, and whatever
face she had, she must go �n to d�nner.

These few m�nutes had been used by W�lloughby �n sketch�ng to
the Dalloways the people they were to meet, and check�ng them
upon h�s f�ngers.

“There’s my brother-�n-law, Ambrose, the scholar (I daresay you’ve
heard h�s name), h�s w�fe, my old fr�end Pepper, a very qu�et fellow,
but knows everyth�ng, I’m told. And that’s all. We’re a very small
party. I’m dropp�ng them on the coast.”

Mrs. Dalloway, w�th her head a l�ttle on one s�de, d�d her best to
recollect Ambrose—was �t a surname?—but fa�led. She was made
sl�ghtly uneasy by what she had heard. She knew that scholars
marr�ed any one—g�rls they met �n farms on read�ng part�es; or l�ttle
suburban women who sa�d d�sagreeably, “Of course I know �t’s my
husband you want; not me.”



But Helen came �n at that po�nt, and Mrs. Dalloway saw w�th rel�ef
that though sl�ghtly eccentr�c �n appearance, she was not unt�dy, held
herself well, and her vo�ce had restra�nt �n �t, wh�ch she held to be
the s�gn of a lady. Mr. Pepper had not troubled to change h�s neat
ugly su�t.

“But after all,” Clar�ssa thought to herself as she followed V�nrace
�n to d�nner, “every one’s �nterest�ng really.”

When seated at the table she had some need of that assurance,
ch�efly because of R�dley, who came �n late, looked dec�dedly
unkempt, and took to h�s soup �n profound gloom.

An �mpercept�ble s�gnal passed between husband and w�fe,
mean�ng that they grasped the s�tuat�on and would stand by each
other loyally. W�th scarcely a pause Mrs. Dalloway turned to
W�lloughby and began:

“What I f�nd so t�resome about the sea �s that there are no flowers
�n �t. Imag�ne f�elds of hollyhocks and v�olets �n m�d-ocean! How
d�v�ne!”

“But somewhat dangerous to nav�gat�on,” boomed R�chard, �n the
bass, l�ke the bassoon to the flour�sh of h�s w�fe’s v�ol�n. “Why, weeds
can be bad enough, can’t they, V�nrace? I remember cross�ng �n the
Mauretan�a once, and say�ng to the Capta�n—R�chards—d�d you
know h�m?—‘Now tell me what per�ls you really dread most for your
sh�p, Capta�n R�chards?’ expect�ng h�m to say �cebergs, or derel�cts,
or fog, or someth�ng of that sort. Not a b�t of �t. I’ve always
remembered h�s answer. ‘Sedg�us aquat�c�,’ he sa�d, wh�ch I take to
be a k�nd of duck-weed.”

Mr. Pepper looked up sharply, and was about to put a quest�on
when W�lloughby cont�nued:

“They’ve an awful t�me of �t—those capta�ns! Three thousand souls
on board!”

“Yes, �ndeed,” sa�d Clar�ssa. She turned to Helen w�th an a�r of
profund�ty. “I’m conv�nced people are wrong when they say �t’s work
that wears one; �t’s respons�b�l�ty. That’s why one pays one’s cook
more than one’s housema�d, I suppose.”



“Accord�ng to that, one ought to pay one’s nurse double; but one
doesn’t,” sa�d Helen.

“No; but th�nk what a joy to have to do w�th bab�es, �nstead of
saucepans!” sa�d Mrs. Dalloway, look�ng w�th more �nterest at Helen,
a probable mother.

“I’d much rather be a cook than a nurse,” sa�d Helen. “Noth�ng
would �nduce me to take charge of ch�ldren.”

“Mothers always exaggerate,” sa�d R�dley. “A well-bred ch�ld �s no
respons�b�l�ty. I’ve travelled all over Europe w�th m�ne. You just wrap
’em up warm and put ’em �n the rack.”

Helen laughed at that. Mrs. Dalloway excla�med, look�ng at R�dley:
“How l�ke a father! My husband’s just the same. And then one

talks of the equal�ty of the sexes!”
“Does one?” sa�d Mr. Pepper.
“Oh, some do!” cr�ed Clar�ssa. “My husband had to pass an �rate

lady every afternoon last sess�on who sa�d noth�ng else, I �mag�ne.”
“She sat outs�de the house; �t was very awkward,” sa�d Dalloway.

“At last I plucked up courage and sa�d to her, ‘My good creature,
you’re only �n the way where you are. You’re h�nder�ng me, and
you’re do�ng no good to yourself.’”

“And then she caught h�m by the coat, and would have scratched
h�s eyes out—” Mrs. Dalloway put �n.

“Pooh—that’s been exaggerated,” sa�d R�chard. “No, I p�ty them, I
confess. The d�scomfort of s�tt�ng on those steps must be awful.”

“Serve them r�ght,” sa�d W�lloughby curtly.
“Oh, I’m ent�rely w�th you there,” sa�d Dalloway. “Nobody can

condemn the utter folly and fut�l�ty of such behav�our more than I do;
and as for the whole ag�tat�on, well! may I be �n my grave before a
woman has the r�ght to vote �n England! That’s all I say.”

The solemn�ty of her husband’s assert�on made Clar�ssa grave.
“It’s unth�nkable,” she sa�d. “Don’t tell me you’re a suffrag�st?” she

turned to R�dley.
“I don’t care a f�g one way or t’other,” sa�d Ambrose. “If any

creature �s so deluded as to th�nk that a vote does h�m or her any



good, let h�m have �t. He’ll soon learn better.”
“You’re not a pol�t�c�an, I see,” she sm�led.
“Goodness, no,” sa�d R�dley.
“I’m afra�d your husband won’t approve of me,” sa�d Dalloway

as�de, to Mrs. Ambrose. She suddenly recollected that he had been
�n Parl�ament.

“Don’t you ever f�nd �t rather dull?” she asked, not know�ng exactly
what to say.

R�chard spread h�s hands before h�m, as �f �nscr�pt�ons were to be
read �n the palms of them.

“If you ask me whether I ever f�nd �t rather dull,” he sa�d, “I am
bound to say yes; on the other hand, �f you ask me what career do
you cons�der on the whole, tak�ng the good w�th the bad, the most
enjoyable and env�able, not to speak of �ts more ser�ous s�de, of all
careers, for a man, I am bound to say, ‘The Pol�t�c�an’s.’”

“The Bar or pol�t�cs, I agree,” sa�d W�lloughby. “You get more run
for your money.”

“All one’s facult�es have the�r play,” sa�d R�chard. “I may be
tread�ng on dangerous ground; but what I feel about poets and
art�sts �n general �s th�s: on your own l�nes, you can’t be beaten—
granted; but off your own l�nes—puff—one has to make allowances.
Now, I shouldn’t l�ke to th�nk that any one had to make allowances
for me.”

“I don’t qu�te agree, R�chard,” sa�d Mrs. Dalloway. “Th�nk of
Shelley. I feel that there’s almost everyth�ng one wants �n ‘Adona�s.’”

“Read ‘Adona�s’ by all means,” R�chard conceded. “But whenever I
hear of Shelley I repeat to myself the words of Matthew Arnold,
‘What a set! What a set!’”

Th�s roused R�dley’s attent�on. “Matthew Arnold? A detestable
pr�g!” he snapped.

“A pr�g—granted,” sa�d R�chard; “but, I th�nk a man of the world.
That’s where my po�nt comes �n. We pol�t�c�ans doubtless seem to
you” (he grasped somehow that Helen was the representat�ve of the
arts) “a gross commonplace set of people; but we see both s�des; we



may be clumsy, but we do our best to get a grasp of th�ngs. Now
your art�sts f�nd th�ngs �n a mess, shrug the�r shoulders, turn as�de to
the�r v�s�ons—wh�ch I grant may be very beaut�ful—and leave th�ngs
�n a mess. Now that seems to me evad�ng one’s respons�b�l�t�es.
Bes�des, we aren’t all born w�th the art�st�c faculty.”

“It’s dreadful,” sa�d Mrs. Dalloway, who, wh�le her husband spoke,
had been th�nk�ng. “When I’m w�th art�sts I feel so �ntensely the
del�ghts of shutt�ng oneself up �n a l�ttle world of one’s own, w�th
p�ctures and mus�c and everyth�ng beaut�ful, and then I go out �nto
the streets and the f�rst ch�ld I meet w�th �ts poor, hungry, d�rty l�ttle
face makes me turn round and say, ‘No, I can’t shut myself up—I
won’t l�ve �n a world of my own. I should l�ke to stop all the pa�nt�ng
and wr�t�ng and mus�c unt�l th�s k�nd of th�ng ex�sts no longer.’ Don’t
you feel,” she wound up, address�ng Helen, “that l�fe’s a perpetual
confl�ct?” Helen cons�dered for a moment. “No,” she sa�d. “I don’t
th�nk I do.”

There was a pause, wh�ch was dec�dedly uncomfortable. Mrs.
Dalloway then gave a l�ttle sh�ver, and asked whether she m�ght
have her fur cloak brought to her. As she adjusted the soft brown fur
about her neck a fresh top�c struck her.

“I own,” she sa�d, “that I shall never forget the Ant�gone. I saw �t at
Cambr�dge years ago, and �t’s haunted me ever s�nce. Don’t you
th�nk �t’s qu�te the most modern th�ng you ever saw?” she asked
R�dley. “It seemed to me I’d known twenty Clytemnestras. Old Lady
D�tchl�ng for one. I don’t know a word of Greek, but I could l�sten to �t
for ever—”

Here Mr. Pepper struck up:

πολλὰ τὰ δεινά, κοὐδὲν ἀν-
θρώπου δεινότερον πέλει.
τοῦτο καὶ πολιοῦ πέραν
πόντου χειμερίῳ νότῳ
χωρεῖ, περιβρυχίοισι
περῶν ὑπ᾽ οἴδμασι.

Mrs. Dalloway looked at h�m w�th compressed l�ps.



“I’d g�ve ten years of my l�fe to know Greek,” she sa�d, when he
had done.

“I could teach you the alphabet �n half an hour,” sa�d R�dley, “and
you’d read Homer �n a month. I should th�nk �t an honour to �nstruct
you.”

Helen, engaged w�th Mr. Dalloway and the hab�t, now fallen �nto
decl�ne, of quot�ng Greek �n the House of Commons, noted, �n the
great commonplace book that l�es open bes�de us as we talk, the
fact that all men, even men l�ke R�dley, really prefer women to be
fash�onable.

Clar�ssa excla�med that she could th�nk of noth�ng more del�ghtful.
For an �nstant she saw herself �n her draw�ng-room �n Browne Street
w�th a Plato open on her knees—Plato �n the or�g�nal Greek. She
could not help bel�ev�ng that a real scholar, �f spec�ally �nterested,
could sl�p Greek �nto her head w�th scarcely any trouble.

R�dley engaged her to come to-morrow.
“If only your sh�p �s go�ng to treat us k�ndly!” she excla�med,

draw�ng W�lloughby �nto play. For the sake of guests, and these were
d�st�ngu�shed, W�lloughby was ready w�th a bow of h�s head to vouch
for the good behav�our even of the waves.

“I’m dreadfully bad; and my husband’s not very good,” s�ghed
Clar�ssa.

“I am never s�ck,” R�chard expla�ned. “At least, I have only been
actually s�ck once,” he corrected h�mself. “That was cross�ng the
Channel. But a choppy sea, I confess, or st�ll worse, a swell, makes
me d�st�nctly uncomfortable. The great th�ng �s never to m�ss a meal.
You look at the food, and you say, ‘I can’t’; you take a mouthful, and
Lord knows how you’re go�ng to swallow �t; but persevere, and you
often settle the attack for good. My w�fe’s a coward.”

They were push�ng back the�r cha�rs. The lad�es were hes�tat�ng at
the doorway.

“I’d better show the way,” sa�d Helen, advanc�ng.
Rachel followed. She had taken no part �n the talk; no one had

spoken to her; but she had l�stened to every word that was sa�d. She
had looked from Mrs. Dalloway to Mr. Dalloway, and from Mr.



Dalloway back aga�n. Clar�ssa, �ndeed, was a fasc�nat�ng spectacle.
She wore a wh�te dress and a long gl�tter�ng necklace. What w�th her
clothes, and her arch del�cate face, wh�ch showed exqu�s�tely p�nk
beneath ha�r turn�ng grey, she was aston�sh�ngly l�ke an e�ghteenth-
century masterp�ece—a Reynolds or a Romney. She made Helen
and the others look coarse and slovenly bes�de her. S�tt�ng l�ghtly
upr�ght she seemed to be deal�ng w�th the world as she chose; the
enormous sol�d globe spun round th�s way and that beneath her
f�ngers. And her husband! Mr. Dalloway roll�ng that r�ch del�berate
vo�ce was even more �mpress�ve. He seemed to come from the
humm�ng o�ly centre of the mach�ne where the pol�shed rods are
sl�d�ng, and the p�stons thump�ng; he grasped th�ngs so f�rmly but so
loosely; he made the others appear l�ke old ma�ds cheapen�ng
remnants. Rachel followed �n the wake of the matrons, as �f �n a
trance; a cur�ous scent of v�olets came back from Mrs. Dalloway,
m�ngl�ng w�th the soft rustl�ng of her sk�rts, and the t�nkl�ng of her
cha�ns. As she followed, Rachel thought w�th supreme self-
abasement, tak�ng �n the whole course of her l�fe and the l�ves of all
her fr�ends, “She sa�d we l�ved �n a world of our own. It’s true. We’re
perfectly absurd.”

“We s�t �n here,” sa�d Helen, open�ng the door of the saloon.
“You play?” sa�d Mrs. Dalloway to Mrs. Ambrose, tak�ng up the

score of Tr�stan wh�ch lay on the table.
“My n�ece does,” sa�d Helen, lay�ng her hand on Rachel’s

shoulder.
“Oh, how I envy you!” Clar�ssa addressed Rachel for the f�rst t�me.

“D’you remember th�s? Isn’t �t d�v�ne?” She played a bar or two w�th
r�nged f�ngers upon the page.

“And then Tr�stan goes l�ke th�s, and Isolde—oh!—�t’s all too
thr�ll�ng! Have you been to Bayreuth?”

“No, I haven’t,” sa�d Rachel.
“Then that’s st�ll to come. I shall never forget my f�rst Pars�fal—a

gr�ll�ng August day, and those fat old German women, come �n the�r
stuffy h�gh frocks, and then the dark theatre, and the mus�c
beg�nn�ng, and one couldn’t help sobb�ng. A k�nd man went and
fetched me water, I remember; and I could only cry on h�s shoulder!



It caught me here” (she touched her throat). “It’s l�ke noth�ng else �n
the world! But where’s your p�ano?”

“It’s �n another room,” Rachel expla�ned.
“But you w�ll play to us?” Clar�ssa entreated. “I can’t �mag�ne

anyth�ng n�cer than to s�t out �n the moonl�ght and l�sten to mus�c—
only that sounds too l�ke a schoolg�rl! You know,” she sa�d, turn�ng to
Helen, “I don’t th�nk mus�c’s altogether good for people—I’m afra�d
not.”

“Too great a stra�n?” asked Helen.
“Too emot�onal, somehow,” sa�d Clar�ssa. “One not�ces �t at once

when a boy or g�rl takes up mus�c as a profess�on. S�r W�ll�am
Broadley told me just the same th�ng. Don’t you hate the k�nd of
att�tudes people go �nto over Wagner—l�ke th�s—” She cast her eyes
to the ce�l�ng, clasped her hands, and assumed a look of �ntens�ty. “It
really doesn’t mean that they apprec�ate h�m; �n fact, I always th�nk
�t’s the other way round. The people who really care about an art are
always the least affected. D’you know Henry Ph�l�ps, the pa�nter?”
she asked.

“I have seen h�m,” sa�d Helen.
“To look at, one m�ght th�nk he was a successful stockbroker, and

not one of the greatest pa�nters of the age. That’s what I l�ke.”
“There are a great many successful stockbrokers, �f you l�ke

look�ng at them,” sa�d Helen.
Rachel w�shed vehemently that her aunt would not be so perverse.
“When you see a mus�c�an w�th long ha�r, don’t you know

�nst�nct�vely that he’s bad?” Clar�ssa asked, turn�ng to Rachel. “Watts
and Joach�m—they looked just l�ke you and me.”

“And how much n�cer they’d have looked w�th curls!” sa�d Helen.
“The quest�on �s, are you go�ng to a�m at beauty or are you not?”

“Cleanl�ness!” sa�d Clar�ssa, “I do want a man to look clean!”
“By cleanl�ness you really mean well-cut clothes,” sa�d Helen.
“There’s someth�ng one knows a gentleman by,” sa�d Clar�ssa, “but

one can’t say what �t �s.”
“Take my husband now, does he look l�ke a gentleman?”



The quest�on seemed to Clar�ssa �n extraord�nar�ly bad taste. “One
of the th�ngs that can’t be sa�d,” she would have put �t. She could f�nd
no answer, but a laugh.

“Well, anyhow,” she sa�d, turn�ng to Rachel, “I shall �ns�st upon
your play�ng to me to-morrow.”

There was that �n her manner that made Rachel love her.
Mrs. Dalloway h�d a t�ny yawn, a mere d�lat�on of the nostr�ls.
“D’you know,” she sa�d, “I’m extraord�nar�ly sleepy. It’s the sea a�r. I

th�nk I shall escape.”
A man’s vo�ce, wh�ch she took to be that of Mr. Pepper, str�dent �n

d�scuss�on, and advanc�ng upon the saloon, gave her the alarm.
“Good-n�ght—good-n�ght!” she sa�d. “Oh, I know my way—do pray

for calm! Good-n�ght!”
Her yawn must have been the �mage of a yawn. Instead of lett�ng

her mouth droop, dropp�ng all her clothes �n a bunch as though they
depended on one str�ng, and stretch�ng her l�mbs to the utmost end
of her berth, she merely changed her dress for a dress�ng-gown, w�th
�nnumerable fr�lls, and wrapp�ng her feet �n a rug, sat down w�th a
wr�t�ng-pad on her knee. Already th�s cramped l�ttle cab�n was the
dress�ng room of a lady of qual�ty. There were bottles conta�n�ng
l�qu�ds; there were trays, boxes, brushes, p�ns. Ev�dently not an �nch
of her person lacked �ts proper �nstrument. The scent wh�ch had
�ntox�cated Rachel pervaded the a�r. Thus establ�shed, Mrs.
Dalloway began to wr�te. A pen �n her hands became a th�ng one
caressed paper w�th, and she m�ght have been strok�ng and t�ckl�ng
a k�tten as she wrote:

P�cture us, my dear, afloat �n the very oddest sh�p you can
�mag�ne. It’s not the sh�p, so much as the people. One does come
across queer sorts as one travels. I must say I f�nd �t hugely
amus�ng. There’s the manager of the l�ne—called V�nrace—a n�ce
b�g Engl�shman, doesn’t say much—you know the sort. As for the
rest—they m�ght have come tra�l�ng out of an old number of Punch.
They’re l�ke people play�ng croquet �n the ’s�xt�es. How long they’ve
all been shut up �n th�s sh�p I don’t know—years and years I should



say—but one feels as though one had boarded a l�ttle separate
world, and they’d never been on shore, or done ord�nary th�ngs �n
the�r l�ves. It’s what I’ve always sa�d about l�terary people—they’re far
the hardest of any to get on w�th. The worst of �t �s, these people—a
man and h�s w�fe and a n�ece—m�ght have been, one feels, just l�ke
everybody else, �f they hadn’t got swallowed up by Oxford or
Cambr�dge or some such place, and been made cranks of. The
man’s really del�ghtful (�f he’d cut h�s na�ls), and the woman has qu�te
a f�ne face, only she dresses, of course, �n a potato sack, and wears
her ha�r l�ke a L�berty shopg�rl’s. They talk about art, and th�nk us
such poops for dress�ng �n the even�ng. However, I can’t help that; I’d
rather d�e than come �n to d�nner w�thout chang�ng—wouldn’t you? It
matters ever so much more than the soup. (It’s odd how th�ngs l�ke
that do matter so much more than what’s generally supposed to
matter. I’d rather have my head cut off than wear flannel next the
sk�n.) Then there’s a n�ce shy g�rl—poor th�ng—I w�sh one could rake
her out before �t’s too late. She has qu�te n�ce eyes and ha�r, only, of
course, she’ll get funny too. We ought to start a soc�ety for
broaden�ng the m�nds of the young—much more useful than
m�ss�onar�es, Hester! Oh, I’d forgotten there’s a dreadful l�ttle th�ng
called Pepper. He’s just l�ke h�s name. He’s �ndescr�bably
�ns�gn�f�cant, and rather queer �n h�s temper, poor dear. It’s l�ke s�tt�ng
down to d�nner w�th an �ll-cond�t�oned fox-terr�er, only one can’t comb
h�m out, and spr�nkle h�m w�th powder, as one would one’s dog. It’s a
p�ty, somet�mes, one can’t treat people l�ke dogs! The great comfort
�s that we’re away from newspapers, so that R�chard w�ll have a real
hol�day th�s t�me. Spa�n wasn’t a hol�day. . . .

“You coward!” sa�d R�chard, almost f�ll�ng the room w�th h�s sturdy
f�gure.

“I d�d my duty at d�nner!” cr�ed Clar�ssa.
“You’ve let yourself �n for the Greek alphabet, anyhow.”
“Oh, my dear! Who �s Ambrose?”
“I gather that he was a Cambr�dge don; l�ves �n London now, and

ed�ts class�cs.”



“D�d you ever see such a set of cranks? The woman asked me �f I
thought her husband looked l�ke a gentleman!”

“It was hard to keep the ball roll�ng at d�nner, certa�nly,” sa�d
R�chard. “Why �s �t that the women, �n that class, are so much
queerer than the men?”

“They’re not half bad-look�ng, really—only—they’re so odd!”
They both laughed, th�nk�ng of the same th�ngs, so that there was

no need to compare the�r �mpress�ons.
“I see I shall have qu�te a lot to say to V�nrace,” sa�d R�chard. “He

knows Sutton and all that set. He can tell me a good deal about the
cond�t�ons of sh�p-bu�ld�ng �n the North.”

“Oh, I’m glad. The men always are so much better than the
women.”

“One always has someth�ng to say to a man certa�nly,” sa�d
R�chard. “But I’ve no doubt you’ll chatter away fast enough about the
bab�es, Clar�ce.”

“Has she got ch�ldren? She doesn’t look l�ke �t somehow.”
“Two. A boy and g�rl.”
A pang of envy shot through Mrs. Dalloway’s heart.
“We must have a son, D�ck,” she sa�d.
“Good Lord, what opportun�t�es there are now for young men!” sa�d

Dalloway, for h�s talk had set h�m th�nk�ng. “I don’t suppose there’s
been so good an open�ng s�nce the days of P�tt.”

“And �t’s yours!” sa�d Clar�ssa.
“To be a leader of men,” R�chard sol�loqu�sed. “It’s a f�ne career.

My God—what a career!”
The chest slowly curved beneath h�s wa�stcoat.
“D’you know, D�ck, I can’t help th�nk�ng of England,” sa�d h�s w�fe

med�tat�vely, lean�ng her head aga�nst h�s chest. “Be�ng on th�s sh�p
seems to make �t so much more v�v�d—what �t really means to be
Engl�sh. One th�nks of all we’ve done, and our nav�es, and the
people �n Ind�a and Afr�ca, and how we’ve gone on century after
century, send�ng out boys from l�ttle country v�llages—and of men
l�ke you, D�ck, and �t makes one feel as �f one couldn’t bear not to be



Engl�sh! Th�nk of the l�ght burn�ng over the House, D�ck! When I
stood on deck just now I seemed to see �t. It’s what one means by
London.”

“It’s the cont�nu�ty,” sa�d R�chard sentent�ously. A v�s�on of Engl�sh
h�story, K�ng follow�ng K�ng, Pr�me M�n�ster Pr�me M�n�ster, and Law
Law had come over h�m wh�le h�s w�fe spoke. He ran h�s m�nd along
the l�ne of conservat�ve pol�cy, wh�ch went stead�ly from Lord
Sal�sbury to Alfred, and gradually enclosed, as though �t were a
lasso that opened and caught th�ngs, enormous chunks of the
hab�table globe.

“It’s taken a long t�me, but we’ve pretty nearly done �t,” he sa�d; “�t
rema�ns to consol�date.”

“And these people don’t see �t!” Clar�ssa excla�med.
“It takes all sorts to make a world,” sa�d her husband. “There

would never be a government �f there weren’t an oppos�t�on.”
“D�ck, you’re better than I am,” sa�d Clar�ssa. “You see round,

where I only see there.” She pressed a po�nt on the back of h�s hand.
“That’s my bus�ness, as I tr�ed to expla�n at d�nner.”
“What I l�ke about you, D�ck,” she cont�nued, “�s that you’re always

the same, and I’m a creature of moods.”
“You’re a pretty creature, anyhow,” he sa�d, gaz�ng at her w�th

deeper eyes.
“You th�nk so, do you? Then k�ss me.”
He k�ssed her pass�onately, so that her half-wr�tten letter sl�d to the

ground. P�ck�ng �t up, he read �t w�thout ask�ng leave.
“Where’s your pen?” he sa�d; and added �n h�s l�ttle mascul�ne

hand:

R.D. loqu�tur: Clar�ce has om�tted to tell you that she
looked exceed�ngly pretty at d�nner, and made a
conquest by wh�ch she has bound herself to learn the
Greek alphabet. I w�ll take th�s occas�on of add�ng that
we are both enjoy�ng ourselves �n these outland�sh
parts, and only w�sh for the presence of our fr�ends



(yourself and John, to w�t) to make the tr�p perfectly
enjoyable as �t prom�ses to be �nstruct�ve. . . .

Vo�ces were heard at the end of the corr�dor. Mrs. Ambrose was
speak�ng low; W�ll�am Pepper was remark�ng �n h�s def�n�te and
rather ac�d vo�ce, “That �s the type of lady w�th whom I f�nd myself
d�st�nctly out of sympathy. She—”

But ne�ther R�chard nor Clar�ssa prof�ted by the verd�ct, for d�rectly
�t seemed l�kely that they would overhear, R�chard crackled a sheet
of paper.

“I often wonder,” Clar�ssa mused �n bed, over the l�ttle wh�te
volume of Pascal wh�ch went w�th her everywhere, “whether �t �s
really good for a woman to l�ve w�th a man who �s morally her
super�or, as R�chard �s m�ne. It makes one so dependent. I suppose I
feel for h�m what my mother and women of her generat�on felt for
Chr�st. It just shows that one can’t do w�thout someth�ng.” She then
fell �nto a sleep, wh�ch was as usual extremely sound and refresh�ng,
but v�s�ted by fantast�c dreams of great Greek letters stalk�ng round
the room, when she woke up and laughed to herself, remember�ng
where she was and that the Greek letters were real people, ly�ng
asleep not many yards away. Then, th�nk�ng of the black sea outs�de
toss�ng beneath the moon, she shuddered, and thought of her
husband and the others as compan�ons on the voyage. The dreams
were not conf�ned to her �ndeed, but went from one bra�n to another.
They all dreamt of each other that n�ght, as was natural, cons�der�ng
how th�n the part�t�ons were between them, and how strangely they
had been l�fted off the earth to s�t next each other �n m�d-ocean, and
see every deta�l of each other’s faces, and hear whatever they
chanced to say.



CHAPTER IV

Next morn�ng Clar�ssa was up before anyone else. She dressed,
and was out on deck, breath�ng the fresh a�r of a calm morn�ng, and,
mak�ng the c�rcu�t of the sh�p for the second t�me, she ran stra�ght
�nto the lean person of Mr. Gr�ce, the steward. She apolog�sed, and
at the same t�me asked h�m to enl�ghten her: what were those sh�ny
brass stands for, half glass on the top? She had been wonder�ng,
and could not guess. When he had done expla�n�ng, she cr�ed
enthus�ast�cally:

“I do th�nk that to be a sa�lor must be the f�nest th�ng �n the world!”
“And what d’you know about �t?” sa�d Mr. Gr�ce, k�ndl�ng �n a

strange manner. “Pardon me. What does any man or woman brought
up �n England know about the sea? They profess to know; but they
don’t.”

The b�tterness w�th wh�ch he spoke was om�nous of what was to
come. He led her off to h�s own quarters, and, s�tt�ng on the edge of
a brass-bound table, look�ng uncommonly l�ke a sea-gull, w�th her
wh�te taper�ng body and th�n alert face, Mrs. Dalloway had to l�sten to
the t�rade of a fanat�cal man. D�d she real�se, to beg�n w�th, what a
very small part of the world the land was? How peaceful, how
beaut�ful, how ben�gnant �n compar�son the sea? The deep waters
could susta�n Europe una�ded �f every earthly an�mal d�ed of the
plague to-morrow. Mr. Gr�ce recalled dreadful s�ghts wh�ch he had
seen �n the r�chest c�ty of the world—men and women stand�ng �n
l�ne hour after hour to rece�ve a mug of greasy soup. “And I thought
of the good flesh down here wa�t�ng and ask�ng to be caught. I’m not
exactly a Protestant, and I’m not a Cathol�c, but I could almost pray
for the days of popery to come aga�n—because of the fasts.”



As he talked he kept open�ng drawers and mov�ng l�ttle glass jars.
Here were the treasures wh�ch the great ocean had bestowed upon
h�m—pale f�sh �n green�sh l�qu�ds, blobs of jelly w�th stream�ng
tresses, f�sh w�th l�ghts �n the�r heads, they l�ved so deep.

“They have swum about among bones,” Clar�ssa s�ghed.
“You’re th�nk�ng of Shakespeare,” sa�d Mr. Gr�ce, and tak�ng down

a copy from a shelf well l�ned w�th books, rec�ted �n an emphat�c
nasal vo�ce:

“Full fathom f�ve thy father l�es,

“A grand fellow, Shakespeare,” he sa�d, replac�ng the volume.
Clar�ssa was so glad to hear h�m say so.
“Wh�ch �s your favour�te play? I wonder �f �t’s the same as m�ne?”
“Henry the F�fth,” sa�d Mr. Gr�ce.
“Joy!” cr�ed Clar�ssa. “It �s!”
Hamlet was what you m�ght call too �ntrospect�ve for Mr. Gr�ce, the

sonnets too pass�onate; Henry the F�fth was to h�m the model of an
Engl�sh gentleman. But h�s favour�te read�ng was Huxley, Herbert
Spencer, and Henry George; wh�le Emerson and Thomas Hardy he
read for relaxat�on. He was g�v�ng Mrs. Dalloway h�s v�ews upon the
present state of England when the breakfast bell rung so �mper�ously
that she had to tear herself away, prom�s�ng to come back and be
shown h�s sea-weeds.

The party, wh�ch had seemed so odd to her the n�ght before, was
already gathered round the table, st�ll under the �nfluence of sleep,
and therefore uncommun�cat�ve, but her entrance sent a l�ttle flutter
l�ke a breath of a�r through them all.

“I’ve had the most �nterest�ng talk of my l�fe!” she excla�med, tak�ng
her seat bes�de W�lloughby. “D’you real�se that one of your men �s a
ph�losopher and a poet?”

“A very �nterest�ng fellow—that’s what I always say,” sa�d
W�lloughby, d�st�ngu�sh�ng Mr. Gr�ce. “Though Rachel f�nds h�m a
bore.”



“He’s a bore when he talks about currents,” sa�d Rachel. Her eyes
were full of sleep, but Mrs. Dalloway st�ll seemed to her wonderful.

“I’ve never met a bore yet!” sa�d Clar�ssa.
“And I should say the world was full of them!” excla�med Helen.

But her beauty, wh�ch was rad�ant �n the morn�ng l�ght, took the
contrar�ness from her words.

“I agree that �t’s the worst one can poss�bly say of any one,” sa�d
Clar�ssa. “How much rather one would be a murderer than a bore!”
she added, w�th her usual a�r of say�ng someth�ng profound. “One
can fancy l�k�ng a murderer. It’s the same w�th dogs. Some dogs are
awful bores, poor dears.”

It happened that R�chard was s�tt�ng next to Rachel. She was
cur�ously consc�ous of h�s presence and appearance—h�s well-cut
clothes, h�s crackl�ng sh�rt-front, h�s cuffs w�th blue r�ngs round them,
and the square-t�pped, very clean f�ngers w�th the red stone on the
l�ttle f�nger of the left hand.

“We had a dog who was a bore and knew �t,” he sa�d, address�ng
her �n cool, easy tones. “He was a Skye terr�er, one of those long
chaps, w�th l�ttle feet pok�ng out from the�r ha�r l�ke—l�ke caterp�llars
—no, l�ke sofas I should say. Well, we had another dog at the same
t�me, a black br�sk an�mal—a Sch�pperke, I th�nk, you call them. You
can’t �mag�ne a greater contrast. The Skye so slow and del�berate,
look�ng up at you l�ke some old gentleman �n the club, as much as to
say, ‘You don’t really mean �t, do you?’ and the Sch�pperke as qu�ck
as a kn�fe. I l�ked the Skye best, I must confess. There was
someth�ng pathet�c about h�m.”

The story seemed to have no cl�max.
“What happened to h�m?” Rachel asked.
“That’s a very sad story,” sa�d R�chard, lower�ng h�s vo�ce and

peel�ng an apple. “He followed my w�fe �n the car one day and got
run over by a brute of a cycl�st.”

“Was he k�lled?” asked Rachel.
But Clar�ssa at her end of the table had overheard.
“Don’t talk of �t!” she cr�ed. “It’s a th�ng I can’t bear to th�nk of to

th�s day.”



Surely the tears stood �n her eyes?
“That’s the pa�nful th�ng about pets,” sa�d Mr. Dalloway; “they d�e.

The f�rst sorrow I can remember was for the death of a dormouse. I
regret to say that I sat upon �t. St�ll, that d�dn’t make one any the less
sorry. Here l�es the duck that Samuel Johnson sat on, eh? I was b�g
for my age.”

“Then we had canar�es,” he cont�nued, “a pa�r of r�ng-doves, a
lemur, and at one t�me a mart�n.”

“D�d you l�ve �n the country?” Rachel asked h�m.
“We l�ved �n the country for s�x months of the year. When I say ‘we’

I mean four s�sters, a brother, and myself. There’s noth�ng l�ke
com�ng of a large fam�ly. S�sters part�cularly are del�ghtful.”

“D�ck, you were horr�bly spo�lt!” cr�ed Clar�ssa across the table.
“No, no. Apprec�ated,” sa�d R�chard.
Rachel had other quest�ons on the t�p of her tongue; or rather one

enormous quest�on, wh�ch she d�d not �n the least know how to put
�nto words. The talk appeared too a�ry to adm�t of �t.

“Please tell me—everyth�ng.” That was what she wanted to say.
He had drawn apart one l�ttle ch�nk and showed aston�sh�ng
treasures. It seemed to her �ncred�ble that a man l�ke that should be
w�ll�ng to talk to her. He had s�sters and pets, and once l�ved �n the
country. She st�rred her tea round and round; the bubbles wh�ch
swam and clustered �n the cup seemed to her l�ke the un�on of the�r
m�nds.

The talk meanwh�le raced past her, and when R�chard suddenly
stated �n a jocular tone of vo�ce, “I’m sure M�ss V�nrace, now, has
secret lean�ngs towards Cathol�c�sm,” she had no �dea what to
answer, and Helen could not help laugh�ng at the start she gave.

However, breakfast was over and Mrs. Dalloway was r�s�ng. “I
always th�nk rel�g�on’s l�ke collect�ng beetles,” she sa�d, summ�ng up
the d�scuss�on as she went up the sta�rs w�th Helen. “One person
has a pass�on for black beetles; another hasn’t; �t’s no good argu�ng
about �t. What’s your black beetle now?”

“I suppose �t’s my ch�ldren,” sa�d Helen.



“Ah—that’s d�fferent,” Clar�ssa breathed. “Do tell me. You have a
boy, haven’t you? Isn’t �t detestable, leav�ng them?”

It was as though a blue shadow had fallen across a pool. The�r
eyes became deeper, and the�r vo�ces more cord�al. Instead of
jo�n�ng them as they began to pace the deck, Rachel was �nd�gnant
w�th the prosperous matrons, who made her feel outs�de the�r world
and motherless, and turn�ng back, she left them abruptly. She
slammed the door of her room, and pulled out her mus�c. It was all
old mus�c—Bach and Beethoven, Mozart and Purcell—the pages
yellow, the engrav�ng rough to the f�nger. In three m�nutes she was
deep �n a very d�ff�cult, very class�cal fugue �n A, and over her face
came a queer remote �mpersonal express�on of complete absorpt�on
and anx�ous sat�sfact�on. Now she stumbled; now she faltered and
had to play the same bar tw�ce over; but an �nv�s�ble l�ne seemed to
str�ng the notes together, from wh�ch rose a shape, a bu�ld�ng. She
was so far absorbed �n th�s work, for �t was really d�ff�cult to f�nd how
all these sounds should stand together, and drew upon the whole of
her facult�es, that she never heard a knock at the door. It was burst
�mpuls�vely open, and Mrs. Dalloway stood �n the room leav�ng the
door open, so that a str�p of the wh�te deck and of the blue sea
appeared through the open�ng. The shape of the Bach fugue
crashed to the ground.

“Don’t let me �nterrupt,” Clar�ssa �mplored. “I heard you play�ng,
and I couldn’t res�st. I adore Bach!”

Rachel flushed and fumbled her f�ngers �n her lap. She stood up
awkwardly.

“It’s too d�ff�cult,” she sa�d.
“But you were play�ng qu�te splend�dly! I ought to have stayed

outs�de.”
“No,” sa�d Rachel.
She sl�d Cowper’s Letters and Wuther�ng He�ghts out of the arm-

cha�r, so that Clar�ssa was �nv�ted to s�t there.
“What a dear l�ttle room!” she sa�d, look�ng round. “Oh, Cowper’s

Letters! I’ve never read them. Are they n�ce?”
“Rather dull,” sa�d Rachel.



“He wrote awfully well, d�dn’t he?” sa�d Clar�ssa; “—�f one l�kes that
k�nd of th�ng—f�n�shed h�s sentences and all that. Wuther�ng He�ghts!
Ah—that’s more �n my l�ne. I really couldn’t ex�st w�thout the Brontes!
Don’t you love them? St�ll, on the whole, I’d rather l�ve w�thout them
than w�thout Jane Austen.”

L�ghtly and at random though she spoke, her manner conveyed an
extraord�nary degree of sympathy and des�re to befr�end.

“Jane Austen? I don’t l�ke Jane Austen,” sa�d Rachel.
“You monster!” Clar�ssa excla�med. “I can only just forg�ve you. Tell

me why?”
“She’s so—so—well, so l�ke a t�ght pla�t,” Rachel floundered.
“Ah—I see what you mean. But I don’t agree. And you won’t when

you’re older. At your age I only l�ked Shelley. I can remember
sobb�ng over h�m �n the garden.

He has outsoared the shadow of our n�ght,
Envy and calumny and hate and pa�n—

you remember?

Can touch h�m not and torture not aga�n
From the contag�on of the world’s slow sta�n.

How d�v�ne!—and yet what nonsense!” She looked l�ghtly round the
room. “I always th�nk �t’s l�v�ng, not dy�ng, that counts. I really respect
some snuffy old stockbroker who’s gone on add�ng up column after
column all h�s days, and trott�ng back to h�s v�lla at Br�xton w�th some
old pug dog he worsh�ps, and a dreary l�ttle w�fe s�tt�ng at the end of
the table, and go�ng off to Margate for a fortn�ght—I assure you I
know heaps l�ke that—well, they seem to me really nobler than poets
whom every one worsh�ps, just because they’re gen�uses and d�e
young. But I don’t expect you to agree w�th me!”

She pressed Rachel’s shoulder.
“Um-m-m—” she went on quot�ng—

Unrest wh�ch men m�scall del�ght—



“when you’re my age you’ll see that the world �s crammed w�th
del�ghtful th�ngs. I th�nk young people make such a m�stake about
that—not lett�ng themselves be happy. I somet�mes th�nk that
happ�ness �s the only th�ng that counts. I don’t know you well enough
to say, but I should guess you m�ght be a l�ttle �ncl�ned to—when
one’s young and attract�ve—I’m go�ng to say �t!—everyth�ng’s at
one’s feet.” She glanced round as much as to say, “not only a few
stuffy books and Bach.”

“I long to ask quest�ons,” she cont�nued. “You �nterest me so much.
If I’m �mpert�nent, you must just box my ears.”

“And I—I want to ask quest�ons,” sa�d Rachel w�th such
earnestness that Mrs. Dalloway had to check her sm�le.

“D’you m�nd �f we walk?” she sa�d. “The a�r’s so del�c�ous.”
She snuffed �t l�ke a racehorse as they shut the door and stood on

deck.
“Isn’t �t good to be al�ve?” she excla�med, and drew Rachel’s arm

w�th�n hers.
“Look, look! How exqu�s�te!”
The shores of Portugal were beg�nn�ng to lose the�r substance; but

the land was st�ll the land, though at a great d�stance. They could
d�st�ngu�sh the l�ttle towns that were spr�nkled �n the folds of the h�lls,
and the smoke r�s�ng fa�ntly. The towns appeared to be very small �n
compar�son w�th the great purple mounta�ns beh�nd them.

“Honestly, though,” sa�d Clar�ssa, hav�ng looked, “I don’t l�ke
v�ews. They’re too �nhuman.” They walked on.

“How odd �t �s!” she cont�nued �mpuls�vely. “Th�s t�me yesterday
we’d never met. I was pack�ng �n a stuffy l�ttle room �n the hotel. We
know absolutely noth�ng about each other—and yet—I feel as �f I d�d
know you!”

“You have ch�ldren—your husband was �n Parl�ament?”
“You’ve never been to school, and you l�ve—?”
“W�th my aunts at R�chmond.”
“R�chmond?”
“You see, my aunts l�ke the Park. They l�ke the qu�et.”



“And you don’t! I understand!” Clar�ssa laughed.
“I l�ke walk�ng �n the Park alone; but not—w�th the dogs,” she

f�n�shed.
“No; and some people are dogs; aren’t they?” sa�d Clar�ssa, as �f

she had guessed a secret. “But not every one—oh no, not every
one.”

“Not every one,” sa�d Rachel, and stopped.
“I can qu�te �mag�ne you walk�ng alone,” sa�d Clar�ssa: “and

th�nk�ng—�n a l�ttle world of your own. But how you w�ll enjoy �t—
some day!”

“I shall enjoy walk�ng w�th a man—�s that what you mean?” sa�d
Rachel, regard�ng Mrs. Dalloway w�th her large enqu�r�ng eyes.

“I wasn’t th�nk�ng of a man part�cularly,” sa�d Clar�ssa. “But you
w�ll.”

“No. I shall never marry,” Rachel determ�ned.
“I shouldn’t be so sure of that,” sa�d Clar�ssa. Her s�delong glance

told Rachel that she found her attract�ve although she was
�nexpl�cably amused.

“Why do people marry?” Rachel asked.
“That’s what you’re go�ng to f�nd out,” Clar�ssa laughed.
Rachel followed her eyes and found that they rested for a second,

on the robust f�gure of R�chard Dalloway, who was engaged �n
str�k�ng a match on the sole of h�s boot; wh�le W�lloughby expounded
someth�ng, wh�ch seemed to be of great �nterest to them both.

“There’s noth�ng l�ke �t,” she concluded. “Do tell me about the
Ambroses. Or am I ask�ng too many quest�ons?”

“I f�nd you easy to talk to,” sa�d Rachel.
The short sketch of the Ambroses was, however, somewhat

perfunctory, and conta�ned l�ttle but the fact that Mr. Ambrose was
her uncle.

“Your mother’s brother?”
When a name has dropped out of use, the l�ghtest touch upon �t

tells. Mrs. Dalloway went on:



“Are you l�ke your mother?”
“No; she was d�fferent,” sa�d Rachel.
She was overcome by an �ntense des�re to tell Mrs. Dalloway

th�ngs she had never told any one—th�ngs she had not real�sed
herself unt�l th�s moment.

“I am lonely,” she began. “I want—” She d�d not know what she
wanted, so that she could not f�n�sh the sentence; but her l�p
qu�vered.

But �t seemed that Mrs. Dalloway was able to understand w�thout
words.

“I know,” she sa�d, actually putt�ng one arm round Rachel’s
shoulder. “When I was your age I wanted too. No one understood
unt�l I met R�chard. He gave me all I wanted. He’s man and woman
as well.” Her eyes rested upon Mr. Dalloway, lean�ng upon the ra�l,
st�ll talk�ng. “Don’t th�nk I say that because I’m h�s w�fe—I see h�s
faults more clearly than I see any one else’s. What one wants �n the
person one l�ves w�th �s that they should keep one at one’s best. I
often wonder what I’ve done to be so happy!” she excla�med, and a
tear sl�d down her cheek. She w�ped �t away, squeezed Rachel’s
hand, and excla�med:

“How good l�fe �s!” At that moment, stand�ng out �n the fresh
breeze, w�th the sun upon the waves, and Mrs. Dalloway’s hand
upon her arm, �t seemed �ndeed as �f l�fe wh�ch had been unnamed
before was �nf�n�tely wonderful, and too good to be true.

Here Helen passed them, and see�ng Rachel arm-�n-arm w�th a
comparat�ve stranger, look�ng exc�ted, was amused, but at the same
t�me sl�ghtly �rr�tated. But they were �mmed�ately jo�ned by R�chard,
who had enjoyed a very �nterest�ng talk w�th W�lloughby and was �n a
soc�able mood.

“Observe my Panama,” he sa�d, touch�ng the br�m of h�s hat. “Are
you aware, M�ss V�nrace, how much can be done to �nduce f�ne
weather by appropr�ate headdress? I have determ�ned that �t �s a hot
summer day; I warn you that noth�ng you can say w�ll shake me.
Therefore I am go�ng to s�t down. I adv�se you to follow my example.”
Three cha�rs �n a row �nv�ted them to be seated.



Lean�ng back, R�chard surveyed the waves.
“That’s a very pretty blue,” he sa�d. “But there’s a l�ttle too much of

�t. Var�ety �s essent�al to a v�ew. Thus, �f you have h�lls you ought to
have a r�ver; �f a r�ver, h�lls. The best v�ew �n the world �n my op�n�on
�s that from Boars H�ll on a f�ne day—�t must be a f�ne day, mark you
—A rug?—Oh, thank you, my dear . . . �n that case you have also the
advantage of assoc�at�ons—the Past.”

“D’you want to talk, D�ck, or shall I read aloud?”
Clar�ssa had fetched a book w�th the rugs.
“Persuas�on,” announced R�chard, exam�n�ng the volume.
“That’s for M�ss V�nrace,” sa�d Clar�ssa. “She can’t bear our

beloved Jane.”
“That—�f I may say so—�s because you have not read her,” sa�d

R�chard. “She �s �ncomparably the greatest female wr�ter we
possess.”

“She �s the greatest,” he cont�nued, “and for th�s reason: she does
not attempt to wr�te l�ke a man. Every other woman does; on that
account, I don’t read ’em.”

“Produce your �nstances, M�ss V�nrace,” he went on, jo�n�ng h�s
f�nger-t�ps. “I’m ready to be converted.”

He wa�ted, wh�le Rachel va�nly tr�ed to v�nd�cate her sex from the
sl�ght he put upon �t.

“I’m afra�d he’s r�ght,” sa�d Clar�ssa. “He generally �s—the wretch!”
“I brought Persuas�on,” she went on, “because I thought �t was a

l�ttle less threadbare than the others—though, D�ck, �t’s no good your
pretend�ng to know Jane by heart, cons�der�ng that she always
sends you to sleep!”

“After the labours of leg�slat�on, I deserve sleep,” sa�d R�chard.
“You’re not to th�nk about those guns,” sa�d Clar�ssa, see�ng that

h�s eye, pass�ng over the waves, st�ll sought the land med�tat�vely,
“or about nav�es, or emp�res, or anyth�ng.” So say�ng she opened the
book and began to read:

“‘S�r Walter Ell�ott, of Kellynch Hall, �n Somersetsh�re, was a man
who, for h�s own amusement, never took up any book but the



Baronetage’—don’t you know S�r Walter?—‘There he found
occupat�on for an �dle hour, and consolat�on �n a d�stressed one.’ She
does wr�te well, doesn’t she? ‘There—’” She read on �n a l�ght
humorous vo�ce. She was determ�ned that S�r Walter should take her
husband’s m�nd off the guns of Br�ta�n, and d�vert h�m �n an exqu�s�te,
qua�nt, spr�ghtly, and sl�ghtly r�d�culous world. After a t�me �t
appeared that the sun was s�nk�ng �n that world, and the po�nts
becom�ng softer. Rachel looked up to see what caused the change.
R�chard’s eyel�ds were clos�ng and open�ng; open�ng and clos�ng. A
loud nasal breath announced that he no longer cons�dered
appearances, that he was sound asleep.

“Tr�umph!” Clar�ssa wh�spered at the end of a sentence. Suddenly
she ra�sed her hand �n protest. A sa�lor hes�tated; she gave the book
to Rachel, and stepped l�ghtly to take the message—“Mr. Gr�ce
w�shed to know �f �t was conven�ent,” etc. She followed h�m. R�dley,
who had prowled unheeded, started forward, stopped, and, w�th a
gesture of d�sgust, strode off to h�s study. The sleep�ng pol�t�c�an was
left �n Rachel’s charge. She read a sentence, and took a look at h�m.
In sleep he looked l�ke a coat hang�ng at the end of a bed; there
were all the wr�nkles, and the sleeves and trousers kept the�r shape
though no longer f�lled out by legs and arms. You can then best
judge the age and state of the coat. She looked h�m all over unt�l �t
seemed to her that he must protest.

He was a man of forty perhaps; and here there were l�nes round
h�s eyes, and there cur�ous clefts �n h�s cheeks. Sl�ghtly battered he
appeared, but dogged and �n the pr�me of l�fe.

“S�sters and a dormouse and some canar�es,” Rachel murmured,
never tak�ng her eyes off h�m. “I wonder, I wonder.” She ceased, her
ch�n upon her hand, st�ll look�ng at h�m. A bell ch�med beh�nd them,
and R�chard ra�sed h�s head. Then he opened h�s eyes wh�ch wore
for a second the queer look of a shorts�ghted person’s whose
spectacles are lost. It took h�m a moment to recover from the
�mpropr�ety of hav�ng snored, and poss�bly grunted, before a young
lady. To wake and f�nd oneself left alone w�th one was also sl�ghtly
d�sconcert�ng.



“I suppose I’ve been doz�ng,” he sa�d. “What’s happened to
everyone? Clar�ssa?”

“Mrs. Dalloway has gone to look at Mr. Gr�ce’s f�sh,” Rachel
repl�ed.

“I m�ght have guessed,” sa�d R�chard. “It’s a common occurrence.
And how have you �mproved the sh�n�ng hour? Have you become a
convert?”

“I don’t th�nk I’ve read a l�ne,” sa�d Rachel.
“That’s what I always f�nd. There are too many th�ngs to look at. I

f�nd nature very st�mulat�ng myself. My best �deas have come to me
out of doors.”

“When you were walk�ng?”
“Walk�ng—r�d�ng—yacht�ng—I suppose the most momentous

conversat�ons of my l�fe took place wh�le perambulat�ng the great
court at Tr�n�ty. I was at both un�vers�t�es. It was a fad of my father’s.
He thought �t broaden�ng to the m�nd. I th�nk I agree w�th h�m. I can
remember—what an age ago �t seems!—settl�ng the bas�s of a future
state w�th the present Secretary for Ind�a. We thought ourselves very
w�se. I’m not sure we weren’t. We were happy, M�ss V�nrace, and we
were young—g�fts wh�ch make for w�sdom.”

“Have you done what you sa�d you’d do?” she asked.
“A search�ng quest�on! I answer—Yes and No. If on the one hand I

have not accompl�shed what I set out to accompl�sh—wh�ch of us
does!—on the other I can fa�rly say th�s: I have not lowered my
�deal.”

He looked resolutely at a sea-gull, as though h�s �deal flew on the
w�ngs of the b�rd.

“But,” sa�d Rachel, “what �s your �deal?”
“There you ask too much, M�ss V�nrace,” sa�d R�chard playfully.
She could only say that she wanted to know, and R�chard was

suff�c�ently amused to answer.
“Well, how shall I reply? In one word—Un�ty. Un�ty of a�m, of

dom�n�on, of progress. The d�spers�on of the best �deas over the
greatest area.”



“The Engl�sh?”
“I grant that the Engl�sh seem, on the whole, wh�ter than most

men, the�r records cleaner. But, good Lord, don’t run away w�th the
�dea that I don’t see the drawbacks—horrors—unment�onable th�ngs
done �n our very m�dst! I’m under no �llus�ons. Few people, I
suppose, have fewer �llus�ons than I have. Have you ever been �n a
factory, M�ss V�nrace!—No, I suppose not—I may say I hope not.”

As for Rachel, she had scarcely walked through a poor street, and
always under the escort of father, ma�d, or aunts.

“I was go�ng to say that �f you’d ever seen the k�nd of th�ng that’s
go�ng on round you, you’d understand what �t �s that makes me and
men l�ke me pol�t�c�ans. You asked me a moment ago whether I’d
done what I set out to do. Well, when I cons�der my l�fe, there �s one
fact I adm�t that I’m proud of; ow�ng to me some thousands of g�rls �n
Lancash�re—and many thousands to come after them—can spend
an hour every day �n the open a�r wh�ch the�r mothers had to spend
over the�r looms. I’m prouder of that, I own, than I should be of
wr�t�ng Keats and Shelley �nto the barga�n!”

It became pa�nful to Rachel to be one of those who wr�te Keats
and Shelley. She l�ked R�chard Dalloway, and warmed as he
warmed. He seemed to mean what he sa�d.

“I know noth�ng!” she excla�med.
“It’s far better that you should know noth�ng,” he sa�d paternally,

“and you wrong yourself, I’m sure. You play very n�cely, I’m told, and
I’ve no doubt you’ve read heaps of learned books.”

Elderly banter would no longer check her.
“You talk of un�ty,” she sa�d. “You ought to make me understand.”
“I never allow my w�fe to talk pol�t�cs,” he sa�d ser�ously. “For th�s

reason. It �s �mposs�ble for human be�ngs, const�tuted as they are,
both to f�ght and to have �deals. If I have preserved m�ne, as I am
thankful to say that �n great measure I have, �t �s due to the fact that I
have been able to come home to my w�fe �n the even�ng and to f�nd
that she has spent her day �n call�ng, mus�c, play w�th the ch�ldren,
domest�c dut�es—what you w�ll; her �llus�ons have not been



destroyed. She g�ves me courage to go on. The stra�n of publ�c l�fe �s
very great,” he added.

Th�s made h�m appear a battered martyr, part�ng every day w�th
some of the f�nest gold, �n the serv�ce of mank�nd.

“I can’t th�nk,” Rachel excla�med, “how any one does �t!”
“Expla�n, M�ss V�nrace,” sa�d R�chard. “Th�s �s a matter I want to

clear up.”
H�s k�ndness was genu�ne, and she determ�ned to take the chance

he gave her, although to talk to a man of such worth and author�ty
made her heart beat.

“It seems to me l�ke th�s,” she began, do�ng her best f�rst to
recollect and then to expose her sh�ver�ng pr�vate v�s�ons.

“There’s an old w�dow �n her room, somewhere, let us suppose �n
the suburbs of Leeds.”

R�chard bent h�s head to show that he accepted the w�dow.
“In London you’re spend�ng your l�fe, talk�ng, wr�t�ng th�ngs, gett�ng

b�lls through, m�ss�ng what seems natural. The result of �t all �s that
she goes to her cupboard and f�nds a l�ttle more tea, a few lumps of
sugar, or a l�ttle less tea and a newspaper. W�dows all over the
country I adm�t do th�s. St�ll, there’s the m�nd of the w�dow—the
affect�ons; those you leave untouched. But you waste you own.”

“If the w�dow goes to her cupboard and f�nds �t bare,” R�chard
answered, “her sp�r�tual outlook we may adm�t w�ll be affected. If I
may p�ck holes �n your ph�losophy, M�ss V�nrace, wh�ch has �ts
mer�ts, I would po�nt out that a human be�ng �s not a set of
compartments, but an organ�sm. Imag�nat�on, M�ss V�nrace; use your
�mag�nat�on; that’s where you young L�berals fa�l. Conce�ve the world
as a whole. Now for your second po�nt; when you assert that �n try�ng
to set the house �n order for the benef�t of the young generat�on I am
wast�ng my h�gher capab�l�t�es, I totally d�sagree w�th you. I can
conce�ve no more exalted a�m—to be the c�t�zen of the Emp�re. Look
at �t �n th�s way, M�ss V�nrace; conce�ve the state as a compl�cated
mach�ne; we c�t�zens are parts of that mach�ne; some fulf�l more
�mportant dut�es; others (perhaps I am one of them) serve only to
connect some obscure parts of the mechan�sm, concealed from the



publ�c eye. Yet �f the meanest screw fa�ls �n �ts task, the proper
work�ng of the whole �s �mper�lled.”

It was �mposs�ble to comb�ne the �mage of a lean black w�dow,
gaz�ng out of her w�ndow, and long�ng for some one to talk to, w�th
the �mage of a vast mach�ne, such as one sees at South Kens�ngton,
thump�ng, thump�ng, thump�ng. The attempt at commun�cat�on had
been a fa�lure.

“We don’t seem to understand each other,” she sa�d.
“Shall I say someth�ng that w�ll make you very angry?” he repl�ed.
“It won’t,” sa�d Rachel.
“Well, then; no woman has what I may call the pol�t�cal �nst�nct.

You have very great v�rtues; I am the f�rst, I hope, to adm�t that; but I
have never met a woman who even saw what �s meant by
statesmansh�p. I am go�ng to make you st�ll more angry. I hope that I
never shall meet such a woman. Now, M�ss V�nrace, are we enem�es
for l�fe?”

Van�ty, �rr�tat�on, and a thrust�ng des�re to be understood, urged
her to make another attempt.

“Under the streets, �n the sewers, �n the w�res, �n the telephones,
there �s someth�ng al�ve; �s that what you mean? In th�ngs l�ke dust-
carts, and men mend�ng roads? You feel that all the t�me when you
walk about London, and when you turn on a tap and the water
comes?”

“Certa�nly,” sa�d R�chard. “I understand you to mean that the whole
of modern soc�ety �s based upon cooperat�ve effort. If only more
people would real�se that, M�ss V�nrace, there would be fewer of your
old w�dows �n sol�tary lodg�ngs!”

Rachel cons�dered.
“Are you a L�beral or are you a Conservat�ve?” she asked.
“I call myself a Conservat�ve for conven�ence sake,” sa�d R�chard,

sm�l�ng. “But there �s more �n common between the two part�es than
people generally allow.”

There was a pause, wh�ch d�d not come on Rachel’s s�de from any
lack of th�ngs to say; as usual she could not say them, and was



further confused by the fact that the t�me for talk�ng probably ran
short. She was haunted by absurd jumbled �deas—how, �f one went
back far enough, everyth�ng perhaps was �ntell�g�ble; everyth�ng was
�n common; for the mammoths who pastured �n the f�elds of
R�chmond H�gh Street had turned �nto pav�ng stones and boxes full
of r�bbon, and her aunts.

“D�d you say you l�ved �n the country when you were a ch�ld?” she
asked.

Crude as her manners seemed to h�m, R�chard was flattered.
There could be no doubt that her �nterest was genu�ne.

“I d�d,” he sm�led.
“And what happened?” she asked. “Or do I ask too many

quest�ons?”
“I’m flattered, I assure you. But—let me see—what happened?

Well, r�d�ng, lessons, s�sters. There was an enchanted rubb�sh heap,
I remember, where all k�nds of queer th�ngs happened. Odd, what
th�ngs �mpress ch�ldren! I can remember the look of the place to th�s
day. It’s a fallacy to th�nk that ch�ldren are happy. They’re not; they’re
unhappy. I’ve never suffered so much as I d�d when I was a ch�ld.”

“Why?” she asked.
“I d�dn’t get on well w�th my father,” sa�d R�chard shortly. “He was a

very able man, but hard. Well—�t makes one determ�ned not to s�n �n
that way oneself. Ch�ldren never forget �njust�ce. They forg�ve heaps
of th�ngs grown-up people m�nd; but that s�n �s the unpardonable s�n.
M�nd you—I daresay I was a d�ff�cult ch�ld to manage; but when I
th�nk what I was ready to g�ve! No, I was more s�nned aga�nst than
s�nn�ng. And then I went to school, where I d�d very fa�rly well; and
and then, as I say, my father sent me to both un�vers�t�es. . . . D’you
know, M�ss V�nrace, you’ve made me th�nk? How l�ttle, after all, one
can tell anybody about one’s l�fe! Here I s�t; there you s�t; both, I
doubt not, chock-full of the most �nterest�ng exper�ences, �deas,
emot�ons; yet how commun�cate? I’ve told you what every second
person you meet m�ght tell you.”

“I don’t th�nk so,” she sa�d. “It’s the way of say�ng th�ngs, �sn’t �t,
not the th�ngs?”



“True,” sa�d R�chard. “Perfectly true.” He paused. “When I look
back over my l�fe—I’m forty-two—what are the great facts that stand
out? What were the revelat�ons, �f I may call them so? The m�sery of
the poor and—” (he hes�tated and p�tched over) “love!”

Upon that word he lowered h�s vo�ce; �t was a word that seemed to
unve�l the sk�es for Rachel.

“It’s an odd th�ng to say to a young lady,” he cont�nued. “But have
you any �dea what—what I mean by that? No, of course not. I don’t
use the word �n a convent�onal sense. I use �t as young men use �t.
G�rls are kept very �gnorant, aren’t they? Perhaps �t’s w�se—perhaps
—You don’t know?”

He spoke as �f he had lost consc�ousness of what he was say�ng.
“No; I don’t,” she sa�d, scarcely speak�ng above her breath.
“Warsh�ps, D�ck! Over there! Look!” Clar�ssa, released from Mr.

Gr�ce, apprec�at�ve of all h�s seaweeds, sk�mmed towards them,
gest�culat�ng.

She had s�ghted two s�n�ster grey vessels, low �n the water, and
bald as bone, one closely follow�ng the other w�th the look of eyeless
beasts seek�ng the�r prey. Consc�ousness returned to R�chard
�nstantly.

“By George!” he excla�med, and stood sh�eld�ng h�s eyes.
“Ours, D�ck?” sa�d Clar�ssa.
“The Med�terranean Fleet,” he answered.
The Euphrosyne was slowly d�pp�ng her flag. R�chard ra�sed h�s

hat. Convuls�vely Clar�ssa squeezed Rachel’s hand.
“Aren’t you glad to be Engl�sh!” she sa�d.
The warsh�ps drew past, cast�ng a cur�ous effect of d�sc�pl�ne and

sadness upon the waters, and �t was not unt�l they were aga�n
�nv�s�ble that people spoke to each other naturally. At lunch the talk
was all of valour and death, and the magn�f�cent qual�t�es of Br�t�sh
adm�rals. Clar�ssa quoted one poet, W�lloughby quoted another. L�fe
on board a man-of-war was splend�d, so they agreed, and sa�lors,
whenever one met them, were qu�te espec�ally n�ce and s�mple.



Th�s be�ng so, no one l�ked �t when Helen remarked that �t seemed
to her as wrong to keep sa�lors as to keep a Zoo, and that as for
dy�ng on a battle-f�eld, surely �t was t�me we ceased to pra�se
courage—“or to wr�te bad poetry about �t,” snarled Pepper.

But Helen was really wonder�ng why Rachel, s�tt�ng s�lent, looked
so queer and flushed.



CHAPTER V

She was not able to follow up her observat�ons, however, or to
come to any conclus�on, for by one of those acc�dents wh�ch are
l�able to happen at sea, the whole course of the�r l�ves was now put
out of order.

Even at tea the floor rose beneath the�r feet and p�tched too low
aga�n, and at d�nner the sh�p seemed to groan and stra�n as though
a lash were descend�ng. She who had been a broad-backed dray-
horse, upon whose h�nd-quarters p�errots m�ght waltz, became a colt
�n a f�eld. The plates slanted away from the kn�ves, and Mrs.
Dalloway’s face blanched for a second as she helped herself and
saw the potatoes roll th�s way and that. W�lloughby, of course,
extolled the v�rtues of h�s sh�p, and quoted what had been sa�d of her
by experts and d�st�ngu�shed passengers, for he loved h�s own
possess�ons. St�ll, d�nner was uneasy, and d�rectly the lad�es were
alone Clar�ssa owned that she would be better off �n bed, and went,
sm�l�ng bravely.

Next morn�ng the storm was on them, and no pol�teness could
�gnore �t. Mrs. Dalloway stayed �n her room. R�chard faced three
meals, eat�ng val�antly at each; but at the th�rd, certa�n glazed
asparagus sw�mm�ng �n o�l f�nally conquered h�m.

“That beats me,” he sa�d, and w�thdrew.
“Now we are alone once more,” remarked W�ll�am Pepper, look�ng

round the table; but no one was ready to engage h�m �n talk, and the
meal ended �n s�lence.

On the follow�ng day they met—but as fly�ng leaves meet �n the a�r.
S�ck they were not; but the w�nd propelled them hast�ly �nto rooms,
v�olently downsta�rs. They passed each other gasp�ng on deck; they



shouted across tables. They wore fur coats; and Helen was never
seen w�thout a bandanna on her head. For comfort they retreated to
the�r cab�ns, where w�th t�ghtly wedged feet they let the sh�p bounce
and tumble. The�r sensat�ons were the sensat�ons of potatoes �n a
sack on a gallop�ng horse. The world outs�de was merely a v�olent
grey tumult. For two days they had a perfect rest from the�r old
emot�ons. Rachel had just enough consc�ousness to suppose herself
a donkey on the summ�t of a moor �n a ha�l-storm, w�th �ts coat blown
�nto furrows; then she became a w�zened tree, perpetually dr�ven
back by the salt Atlant�c gale.

Helen, on the other hand, staggered to Mrs. Dalloway’s door,
knocked, could not be heard for the slamm�ng of doors and the
batter�ng of w�nd, and entered.

There were bas�ns, of course. Mrs. Dalloway lay half-ra�sed on a
p�llow, and d�d not open her eyes. Then she murmured, “Oh, D�ck, �s
that you?”

Helen shouted—for she was thrown aga�nst the washstand—“How
are you?”

Clar�ssa opened one eye. It gave her an �ncred�bly d�ss�pated
appearance. “Awful!” she gasped. Her l�ps were wh�te �ns�de.

Plant�ng her feet w�de, Helen contr�ved to pour champagne �nto a
tumbler w�th a tooth-brush �n �t.

“Champagne,” she sa�d.
“There’s a tooth-brush �n �t,” murmured Clar�ssa, and sm�led; �t

m�ght have been the contort�on of one weep�ng. She drank.
“D�sgust�ng,” she wh�spered, �nd�cat�ng the bas�ns. Rel�cs of

humour st�ll played over her face l�ke moonsh�ne.
“Want more?” Helen shouted. Speech was aga�n beyond

Clar�ssa’s reach. The w�nd la�d the sh�p sh�ver�ng on her s�de. Pale
agon�es crossed Mrs. Dalloway �n waves. When the curta�ns flapped,
grey l�ghts puffed across her. Between the spasms of the storm,
Helen made the curta�n fast, shook the p�llows, stretched the bed-
clothes, and smoothed the hot nostr�ls and forehead w�th cold scent.

“You are good!” Clar�ssa gasped. “Horr�d mess!”



She was try�ng to apolog�se for wh�te underclothes fallen and
scattered on the floor. For one second she opened a s�ngle eye, and
saw that the room was t�dy.

“That’s n�ce,” she gasped.
Helen left her; far, far away she knew that she felt a k�nd of l�k�ng

for Mrs. Dalloway. She could not help respect�ng her sp�r�t and her
des�re, even �n the throes of s�ckness, for a t�dy bedroom. Her
pett�coats, however, rose above her knees.

Qu�te suddenly the storm relaxed �ts grasp. It happened at tea; the
expected paroxysm of the blast gave out just as �t reached �ts cl�max
and dw�ndled away, and the sh�p �nstead of tak�ng the usual plunge
went stead�ly. The monotonous order of plung�ng and r�s�ng, roar�ng
and relax�ng, was �nterfered w�th, and every one at table looked up
and felt someth�ng loosen w�th�n them. The stra�n was slackened and
human feel�ngs began to peep aga�n, as they do when dayl�ght
shows at the end of a tunnel.

“Try a turn w�th me,” R�dley called across to Rachel.
“Fool�sh!” cr�ed Helen, but they went stumbl�ng up the ladder.

Choked by the w�nd the�r sp�r�ts rose w�th a rush, for on the sk�rts of
all the grey tumult was a m�sty spot of gold. Instantly the world
dropped �nto shape; they were no longer atoms fly�ng �n the vo�d, but
people r�d�ng a tr�umphant sh�p on the back of the sea. W�nd and
space were ban�shed; the world floated l�ke an apple �n a tub, and
the m�nd of man, wh�ch had been unmoored also, once more
attached �tself to the old bel�efs.

Hav�ng scrambled tw�ce round the sh�p and rece�ved many sound
cuffs from the w�nd, they saw a sa�lor’s face pos�t�vely sh�ne golden.
They looked, and beheld a complete yellow c�rcle of sun; next m�nute
�t was traversed by sa�l�ng stands of cloud, and then completely
h�dden. By breakfast the next morn�ng, however, the sky was swept
clean, the waves, although steep, were blue, and after the�r v�ew of
the strange under-world, �nhab�ted by phantoms, people began to
l�ve among tea-pots and loaves of bread w�th greater zest than ever.

R�chard and Clar�ssa, however, st�ll rema�ned on the borderland.
She d�d not attempt to s�t up; her husband stood on h�s feet,
contemplated h�s wa�stcoat and trousers, shook h�s head, and then



lay down aga�n. The �ns�de of h�s bra�n was st�ll r�s�ng and fall�ng l�ke
the sea on the stage. At four o’clock he woke from sleep and saw the
sunl�ght make a v�v�d angle across the red plush curta�ns and the
grey tweed trousers. The ord�nary world outs�de sl�d �nto h�s m�nd,
and by the t�me he was dressed he was an Engl�sh gentleman aga�n.

He stood bes�de h�s w�fe. She pulled h�m down to her by the lapel
of h�s coat, k�ssed h�m, and held h�m fast for a m�nute.

“Go and get a breath of a�r, D�ck,” she sa�d. “You look qu�te
washed out. . . . How n�ce you smell! . . . And be pol�te to that
woman. She was so k�nd to me.”

Thereupon Mrs. Dalloway turned to the cool s�de of her p�llow,
terr�bly flattened but st�ll �nv�nc�ble.

R�chard found Helen talk�ng to her brother-�n-law, over two d�shes
of yellow cake and smooth bread and butter.

“You look very �ll!” she excla�med on see�ng h�m. “Come and have
some tea.”

He remarked that the hands that moved about the cups were
beaut�ful.

“I hear you’ve been very good to my w�fe,” he sa�d. “She’s had an
awful t�me of �t. You came �n and fed her w�th champagne. Were you
among the saved yourself?”

“I? Oh, I haven’t been s�ck for twenty years—sea-s�ck, I mean.”
“There are three stages of convalescence, I always say,” broke �n

the hearty vo�ce of W�lloughby. “The m�lk stage, the bread-and-butter
stage, and the roast-beef stage. I should say you were at the bread-
and-butter stage.” He handed h�m the plate.

“Now, I should adv�se a hearty tea, then a br�sk walk on deck; and
by d�nner-t�me you’ll be clamour�ng for beef, eh?” He went off
laugh�ng, excus�ng h�mself on the score of bus�ness.

“What a splend�d fellow he �s!” sa�d R�chard. “Always keen on
someth�ng.”

“Yes,” sa�d Helen, “he’s always been l�ke that.”
“Th�s �s a great undertak�ng of h�s,” R�chard cont�nued. “It’s a

bus�ness that won’t stop w�th sh�ps, I should say. We shall see h�m �n



Parl�ament, or I’m much m�staken. He’s the k�nd of man we want �n
Parl�ament—the man who has done th�ngs.”

But Helen was not much �nterested �n her brother-�n-law.
“I expect your head’s ach�ng, �sn’t �t?” she asked, pour�ng a fresh

cup.
“Well, �t �s,” sa�d R�chard. “It’s hum�l�at�ng to f�nd what a slave one

�s to one’s body �n th�s world. D’you know, I can never work w�thout a
kettle on the hob. As often as not I don’t dr�nk tea, but I must feel that
I can �f I want to.”

“That’s very bad for you,” sa�d Helen.
“It shortens one’s l�fe; but I’m afra�d, Mrs. Ambrose, we pol�t�c�ans

must make up our m�nds to that at the outset. We’ve got to burn the
candle at both ends, or—”

“You’ve cooked your goose!” sa�d Helen br�ghtly.
“We can’t make you take us ser�ously, Mrs. Ambrose,” he

protested. “May I ask how you’ve spent your t�me? Read�ng—
ph�losophy?” (He saw the black book.) “Metaphys�cs and f�sh�ng!” he
excla�med. “If I had to l�ve aga�n I bel�eve I should devote myself to
one or the other.” He began turn�ng the pages.

“‘Good, then, �s �ndef�nable,’” he read out. “How jolly to th�nk that’s
go�ng on st�ll! ‘So far as I know there �s only one eth�cal wr�ter,
Professor Henry S�dgw�ck, who has clearly recogn�sed and stated
th�s fact.’ That’s just the k�nd of th�ng we used to talk about when we
were boys. I can remember argu�ng unt�l f�ve �n the morn�ng w�th
Duffy—now Secretary for Ind�a—pac�ng round and round those
clo�sters unt�l we dec�ded �t was too late to go to bed, and we went
for a r�de �nstead. Whether we ever came to any conclus�on—that’s
another matter. St�ll, �t’s the argu�ng that counts. It’s th�ngs l�ke that
that stand out �n l�fe. Noth�ng’s been qu�te so v�v�d s�nce. It’s the
ph�losophers, �t’s the scholars,” he cont�nued, “they’re the people
who pass the torch, who keep the l�ght burn�ng by wh�ch we l�ve.
Be�ng a pol�t�c�an doesn’t necessar�ly bl�nd one to that, Mrs.
Ambrose.”

“No. Why should �t?” sa�d Helen. “But can you remember �f your
w�fe takes sugar?”



She l�fted the tray and went off w�th �t to Mrs. Dalloway.
R�chard tw�sted a muffler tw�ce round h�s throat and struggled up

on deck. H�s body, wh�ch had grown wh�te and tender �n a dark
room, t�ngled all over �n the fresh a�r. He felt h�mself a man
undoubtedly �n the pr�me of l�fe. Pr�de glowed �n h�s eye as he let the
w�nd buffet h�m and stood f�rm. W�th h�s head sl�ghtly lowered he
sheered round corners, strode uph�ll, and met the blast. There was a
coll�s�on. For a second he could not see what the body was he had
run �nto. “Sorry.” “Sorry.” It was Rachel who apolog�sed. They both
laughed, too much blown about to speak. She drove open the door
of her room and stepped �nto �ts calm. In order to speak to her, �t was
necessary that R�chard should follow. They stood �n a wh�rlpool of
w�nd; papers began fly�ng round �n c�rcles, the door crashed to, and
they tumbled, laugh�ng, �nto cha�rs. R�chard sat upon Bach.

“My word! What a tempest!” he excla�med.
“F�ne, �sn’t �t?” sa�d Rachel. Certa�nly the struggle and w�nd had

g�ven her a dec�s�on she lacked; red was �n her cheeks, and her ha�r
was down.

“Oh, what fun!” he cr�ed. “What am I s�tt�ng on? Is th�s your room?
How jolly!” “There—s�t there,” she commanded. Cowper sl�d once
more.

“How jolly to meet aga�n,” sa�d R�chard. “It seems an age.
Cowper’s Letters? . . . Bach? . . . Wuther�ng He�ghts? . . . Is th�s
where you med�tate on the world, and then come out and pose poor
pol�t�c�ans w�th quest�ons? In the �ntervals of sea-s�ckness I’ve
thought a lot of our talk. I assure you, you made me th�nk.”

“I made you th�nk! But why?”
“What sol�tary �cebergs we are, M�ss V�nrace! How l�ttle we can

commun�cate! There are lots of th�ngs I should l�ke to tell you about
—to hear your op�n�on of. Have you ever read Burke?”

“Burke?” she repeated. “Who was Burke?”
“No? Well, then I shall make a po�nt of send�ng you a copy. The

Speech on the French Revolut�on—The Amer�can Rebell�on? Wh�ch
shall �t be, I wonder?” He noted someth�ng �n h�s pocket-book. “And
then you must wr�te and tell me what you th�nk of �t. Th�s ret�cence—



th�s �solat�on—that’s what’s the matter w�th modern l�fe! Now, tell me
about yourself. What are your �nterests and occupat�ons? I should
�mag�ne that you were a person w�th very strong �nterests. Of course
you are! Good God! When I th�nk of the age we l�ve �n, w�th �ts
opportun�t�es and poss�b�l�t�es, the mass of th�ngs to be done and
enjoyed—why haven’t we ten l�ves �nstead of one? But about
yourself?”

“You see, I’m a woman,” sa�d Rachel.
“I know—I know,” sa�d R�chard, throw�ng h�s head back, and

draw�ng h�s f�ngers across h�s eyes.
“How strange to be a woman! A young and beaut�ful woman,” he

cont�nued sentent�ously, “has the whole world at her feet. That’s true,
M�ss V�nrace. You have an �nest�mable power—for good or for ev�l.
What couldn’t you do—” he broke off.

“What?” asked Rachel.
“You have beauty,” he sa�d. The sh�p lurched. Rachel fell sl�ghtly

forward. R�chard took her �n h�s arms and k�ssed her. Hold�ng her
t�ght, he k�ssed her pass�onately, so that she felt the hardness of h�s
body and the roughness of h�s cheek pr�nted upon hers. She fell
back �n her cha�r, w�th tremendous beats of the heart, each of wh�ch
sent black waves across her eyes. He clasped h�s forehead �n h�s
hands.

“You tempt me,” he sa�d. The tone of h�s vo�ce was terr�fy�ng. He
seemed choked �n fr�ght. They were both trembl�ng. Rachel stood up
and went. Her head was cold, her knees shak�ng, and the phys�cal
pa�n of the emot�on was so great that she could only keep herself
mov�ng above the great leaps of her heart. She leant upon the ra�l of
the sh�p, and gradually ceased to feel, for a ch�ll of body and m�nd
crept over her. Far out between the waves l�ttle black and wh�te sea-
b�rds were r�d�ng. R�s�ng and fall�ng w�th smooth and graceful
movements �n the hollows of the waves they seemed s�ngularly
detached and unconcerned.

“You’re peaceful,” she sa�d. She became peaceful too, at the same
t�me possessed w�th a strange exultat�on. L�fe seemed to hold �nf�n�te
poss�b�l�t�es she had never guessed at. She leant upon the ra�l and
looked over the troubled grey waters, where the sunl�ght was f�tfully



scattered upon the crests of the waves, unt�l she was cold and
absolutely calm aga�n. Nevertheless someth�ng wonderful had
happened.

At d�nner, however, she d�d not feel exalted, but merely
uncomfortable, as �f she and R�chard had seen someth�ng together
wh�ch �s h�dden �n ord�nary l�fe, so that they d�d not l�ke to look at
each other. R�chard sl�d h�s eyes over her uneas�ly once, and never
looked at her aga�n. Formal plat�tudes were manufactured w�th effort,
but W�lloughby was k�ndled.

“Beef for Mr. Dalloway!” he shouted. “Come now—after that walk
you’re at the beef stage, Dalloway!”

Wonderful mascul�ne stor�es followed about Br�ght and D�srael�
and coal�t�on governments, wonderful stor�es wh�ch made the people
at the d�nner-table seem featureless and small. After d�nner, s�tt�ng
alone w�th Rachel under the great sw�ng�ng lamp, Helen was struck
by her pallor. It once more occurred to her that there was someth�ng
strange �n the g�rl’s behav�our.

“You look t�red. Are you t�red?” she asked.
“Not t�red,” sa�d Rachel. “Oh, yes, I suppose I am t�red.”
Helen adv�sed bed, and she went, not see�ng R�chard aga�n. She

must have been very t�red for she fell asleep at once, but after an
hour or two of dreamless sleep, she dreamt. She dreamt that she
was walk�ng down a long tunnel, wh�ch grew so narrow by degrees
that she could touch the damp br�cks on e�ther s�de. At length the
tunnel opened and became a vault; she found herself trapped �n �t,
br�cks meet�ng her wherever she turned, alone w�th a l�ttle deformed
man who squatted on the floor g�bber�ng, w�th long na�ls. H�s face
was p�tted and l�ke the face of an an�mal. The wall beh�nd h�m oozed
w�th damp, wh�ch collected �nto drops and sl�d down. St�ll and cold as
death she lay, not dar�ng to move, unt�l she broke the agony by
toss�ng herself across the bed, and woke cry�ng “Oh!”

L�ght showed her the fam�l�ar th�ngs: her clothes, fallen off the
cha�r; the water jug gleam�ng wh�te; but the horror d�d not go at once.
She felt herself pursued, so that she got up and actually locked her
door. A vo�ce moaned for her; eyes des�red her. All n�ght long
barbar�an men harassed the sh�p; they came scuffl�ng down the



passages, and stopped to snuffle at her door. She could not sleep
aga�n.



CHAPTER VI

“That’s the tragedy of l�fe—as I always say!” sa�d Mrs. Dalloway.
“Beg�nn�ng th�ngs and hav�ng to end them. St�ll, I’m not go�ng to let
th�s end, �f you’re w�ll�ng.” It was the morn�ng, the sea was calm, and
the sh�p once aga�n was anchored not far from another shore.

She was dressed �n her long fur cloak, w�th the ve�ls wound
around her head, and once more the r�ch boxes stood on top of each
other so that the scene of a few days back seemed to be repeated.

“D’you suppose we shall ever meet �n London?” sa�d R�dley
�ron�cally. “You’ll have forgotten all about me by the t�me you step out
there.”

He po�nted to the shore of the l�ttle bay, where they could now see
the separate trees w�th mov�ng branches.

“How horr�d you are!” she laughed. “Rachel’s com�ng to see me
anyhow—the �nstant you get back,” she sa�d, press�ng Rachel’s arm.
“Now—you’ve no excuse!”

W�th a s�lver penc�l she wrote her name and address on the flyleaf
of Persuas�on, and gave the book to Rachel. Sa�lors were
shoulder�ng the luggage, and people were beg�nn�ng to congregate.
There were Capta�n Cobbold, Mr. Gr�ce, W�lloughby, Helen, and an
obscure grateful man �n a blue jersey.

“Oh, �t’s t�me,” sa�d Clar�ssa. “Well, good-bye. I do l�ke you,” she
murmured as she k�ssed Rachel. People �n the way made �t
unnecessary for R�chard to shake Rachel by the hand; he managed
to look at her very st�ffly for a second before he followed h�s w�fe
down the sh�p’s s�de.

The boat separat�ng from the vessel made off towards the land,
and for some m�nutes Helen, R�dley, and Rachel leant over the ra�l,



watch�ng. Once Mrs. Dalloway turned and waved; but the boat
stead�ly grew smaller and smaller unt�l �t ceased to r�se and fall, and
noth�ng could be seen save two resolute backs.

“Well, that’s over,” sa�d R�dley after a long s�lence. “We shall never
see them aga�n,” he added, turn�ng to go to h�s books. A feel�ng of
empt�ness and melancholy came over them; they knew �n the�r
hearts that �t was over, and that they had parted for ever, and the
knowledge f�lled them w�th far greater depress�on than the length of
the�r acqua�ntance seemed to just�fy. Even as the boat pulled away
they could feel other s�ghts and sounds beg�nn�ng to take the place
of the Dalloways, and the feel�ng was so unpleasant that they tr�ed to
res�st �t. For so, too, would they be forgotten.

In much the same way as Mrs. Cha�ley downsta�rs was sweep�ng
the w�thered rose-leaves off the dress�ng-table, so Helen was
anx�ous to make th�ngs stra�ght aga�n after the v�s�tors had gone.
Rachel’s obv�ous languor and l�stlessness made her an easy prey,
and �ndeed Helen had dev�sed a k�nd of trap. That someth�ng had
happened she now felt pretty certa�n; moreover, she had come to
th�nk that they had been strangers long enough; she w�shed to know
what the g�rl was l�ke, partly of course because Rachel showed no
d�spos�t�on to be known. So, as they turned from the ra�l, she sa�d:

“Come and talk to me �nstead of pract�s�ng,” and led the way to the
sheltered s�de where the deck-cha�rs were stretched �n the sun.
Rachel followed her �nd�fferently. Her m�nd was absorbed by R�chard;
by the extreme strangeness of what had happened, and by a
thousand feel�ngs of wh�ch she had not been consc�ous before. She
made scarcely any attempt to l�sten to what Helen was say�ng, as
Helen �ndulged �n commonplaces to beg�n w�th. Wh�le Mrs. Ambrose
arranged her embro�dery, sucked her s�lk, and threaded her needle,
she lay back gaz�ng at the hor�zon.

“D�d you l�ke those people?” Helen asked her casually.
“Yes,” she repl�ed blankly.
“You talked to h�m, d�dn’t you?”
She sa�d noth�ng for a m�nute.
“He k�ssed me,” she sa�d w�thout any change of tone.



Helen started, looked at her, but could not make out what she felt.
“M-m-m’yes,” she sa�d, after a pause. “I thought he was that k�nd

of man.”
“What k�nd of man?” sa�d Rachel.
“Pompous and sent�mental.”
“I l�ke h�m,” sa�d Rachel.
“So you really d�dn’t m�nd?”
For the f�rst t�me s�nce Helen had known her Rachel’s eyes l�t up

br�ghtly.
“I d�d m�nd,” she sa�d vehemently. “I dreamt. I couldn’t sleep.”
“Tell me what happened,” sa�d Helen. She had to keep her l�ps

from tw�tch�ng as she l�stened to Rachel’s story. It was poured out
abruptly w�th great ser�ousness and no sense of humour.

“We talked about pol�t�cs. He told me what he had done for the
poor somewhere. I asked h�m all sorts of quest�ons. He told me
about h�s own l�fe. The day before yesterday, after the storm, he
came �n to see me. It happened then, qu�te suddenly. He k�ssed me.
I don’t know why.” As she spoke she grew flushed. “I was a good
deal exc�ted,” she cont�nued. “But I d�dn’t m�nd t�ll afterwards; when
—” she paused, and saw the f�gure of the bloated l�ttle man aga�n—“I
became terr�f�ed.”

From the look �n her eyes �t was ev�dent she was aga�n terr�f�ed.
Helen was really at a loss what to say. From the l�ttle she knew of
Rachel’s upbr�ng�ng she supposed that she had been kept ent�rely
�gnorant as to the relat�ons of men w�th women. W�th a shyness
wh�ch she felt w�th women and not w�th men she d�d not l�ke to
expla�n s�mply what these are. Therefore she took the other course
and bel�ttled the whole affa�r.

“Oh, well,” she sa�d, “He was a s�lly creature, and �f I were you, I’d
th�nk no more about �t.”

“No,” sa�d Rachel, s�tt�ng bolt upr�ght, “I shan’t do that. I shall th�nk
about �t all day and all n�ght unt�l I f�nd out exactly what �t does
mean.”

“Don’t you ever read?” Helen asked tentat�vely.



“Cowper’s Letters—that k�nd of th�ng. Father gets them for me or
my Aunts.”

Helen could hardly restra�n herself from say�ng out loud what she
thought of a man who brought up h�s daughter so that at the age of
twenty-four she scarcely knew that men des�red women and was
terr�f�ed by a k�ss. She had good reason to fear that Rachel had
made herself �ncred�bly r�d�culous.

“You don’t know many men?” she asked.
“Mr. Pepper,” sa�d Rachel �ron�cally.
“So no one’s ever wanted to marry you?”
“No,” she answered �ngenuously.
Helen reflected that as, from what she had sa�d, Rachel certa�nly

would th�nk these th�ngs out, �t m�ght be as well to help her.
“You oughtn’t to be fr�ghtened,” she sa�d. “It’s the most natural

th�ng �n the world. Men w�ll want to k�ss you, just as they’ll want to
marry you. The p�ty �s to get th�ngs out of proport�on. It’s l�ke not�c�ng
the no�ses people make when they eat, or men sp�tt�ng; or, �n short,
any small th�ng that gets on one’s nerves.”

Rachel seemed to be �nattent�ve to these remarks.
“Tell me,” she sa�d suddenly, “what are those women �n

P�ccad�lly?”
“In P�cad�lly? They are prost�tuted,” sa�d Helen.
“It �s terr�fy�ng—�t �s d�sgust�ng,” Rachel asserted, as �f she

�ncluded Helen �n the hatred.
“It �s,” sa�d Helen. “But—”
“I d�d l�ke h�m,” Rachel mused, as �f speak�ng to herself. “I wanted

to talk to h�m; I wanted to know what he’d done. The women �n
Lancash�re—”

It seemed to her as she recalled the�r talk that there was
someth�ng lovable about R�chard, good �n the�r attempted fr�endsh�p,
and strangely p�teous �n the way they had parted.

The soften�ng of her mood was apparent to Helen.
“You see,” she sa�d, “you must take th�ngs as they are; and �f you

want fr�endsh�p w�th men you must run r�sks. Personally,” she



cont�nued, break�ng �nto a sm�le, “I th�nk �t’s worth �t; I don’t m�nd
be�ng k�ssed; I’m rather jealous, I bel�eve, that Mr. Dalloway k�ssed
you and d�dn’t k�ss me. Though,” she added, “he bored me
cons�derably.”

But Rachel d�d not return the sm�le or d�sm�ss the whole affa�r, as
Helen meant her to. Her m�nd was work�ng very qu�ckly,
�ncons�stently and pa�nfully. Helen’s words hewed down great blocks
wh�ch had stood there always, and the l�ght wh�ch came �n was cold.
After s�tt�ng for a t�me w�th f�xed eyes, she burst out:

“So that’s why I can’t walk alone!”
By th�s new l�ght she saw her l�fe for the f�rst t�me a creep�ng

hedged-�n th�ng, dr�ven caut�ously between h�gh walls, here turned
as�de, there plunged �n darkness, made dull and cr�ppled for ever—
her l�fe that was the only chance she had—a thousand words and
act�ons became pla�n to her.

“Because men are brutes! I hate men!” she excla�med.
“I thought you sa�d you l�ked h�m?” sa�d Helen.
“I l�ked h�m, and I l�ked be�ng k�ssed,” she answered, as �f that only

added more d�ff�cult�es to her problem.
Helen was surpr�sed to see how genu�ne both shock and problem

were, but she could th�nk of no way of eas�ng the d�ff�culty except by
go�ng on talk�ng. She wanted to make her n�ece talk, and so to
understand why th�s rather dull, k�ndly, plaus�ble pol�t�c�an had made
so deep an �mpress�on on her, for surely at the age of twenty-four
th�s was not natural.

“And d�d you l�ke Mrs. Dalloway too?” she asked.
As she spoke she saw Rachel redden; for she remembered s�lly

th�ngs she had sa�d, and also, �t occurred to her that she treated th�s
exqu�s�te woman rather badly, for Mrs. Dalloway had sa�d that she
loved her husband.

“She was qu�te n�ce, but a th�mble-pated creature,” Helen
cont�nued. “I never heard such nonsense! Ch�tter-chatter-ch�tter-
chatter—f�sh and the Greek alphabet—never l�stened to a word any
one sa�d—chock-full of �d�ot�c theor�es about the way to br�ng up



ch�ldren—I’d far rather talk to h�m any day. He was pompous, but he
d�d at least understand what was sa�d to h�m.”

The glamour �nsens�bly faded a l�ttle both from R�chard and
Clar�ssa. They had not been so wonderful after all, then, �n the eyes
of a mature person.

“It’s very d�ff�cult to know what people are l�ke,” Rachel remarked,
and Helen saw w�th pleasure that she spoke more naturally. “I
suppose I was taken �n.”

There was l�ttle doubt about that accord�ng to Helen, but she
restra�ned herself and sa�d aloud:

“One has to make exper�ments.”
“And they were n�ce,” sa�d Rachel. “They were extraord�nar�ly

�nterest�ng.” She tr�ed to recall the �mage of the world as a l�ve th�ng
that R�chard had g�ven her, w�th dra�ns l�ke nerves, and bad houses
l�ke patches of d�seased sk�n. She recalled h�s watch-words—Un�ty
—Imag�nat�on, and saw aga�n the bubbles meet�ng �n her tea-cup as
he spoke of s�sters and canar�es, boyhood and h�s father, her small
world becom�ng wonderfully enlarged.

“But all people don’t seem to you equally �nterest�ng, do they?”
asked Mrs. Ambrose.

Rachel expla�ned that most people had h�therto been symbols; but
that when they talked to one they ceased to be symbols, and
became—“I could l�sten to them for ever!” she excla�med. She then
jumped up, d�sappeared downsta�rs for a m�nute, and came back
w�th a fat red book.

“Who’s Who,” she sa�d, lay�ng �t upon Helen’s knee and turn�ng the
pages. “It g�ves short l�ves of people—for �nstance: ‘S�r Roland Beal;
born 1852; parents from Moffatt; educated at Rugby; passed f�rst �nto
R.E.; marr�ed 1878 the daughter of T. F�shw�ck; served �n the
Bechuanaland Exped�t�on 1884-85 (honourably ment�oned). Clubs:
Un�ted Serv�ce, Naval and M�l�tary. Recreat�ons: an enthus�ast�c
curler.’”

S�tt�ng on the deck at Helen’s feet she went on turn�ng the pages
and read�ng b�ograph�es of bankers, wr�ters, clergymen, sa�lors,
surgeons, judges, professors, statesmen, ed�tors, ph�lanthrop�sts,



merchants, and actresses; what clubs they belonged to, where they
l�ved, what games they played, and how many acres they owned.

She became absorbed �n the book.
Helen meanwh�le st�tched at her embro�dery and thought over the

th�ngs they had sa�d. Her conclus�on was that she would very much
l�ke to show her n�ece, �f �t were poss�ble, how to l�ve, or as she put �t,
how to be a reasonable person. She thought that there must be
someth�ng wrong �n th�s confus�on between pol�t�cs and k�ss�ng
pol�t�c�ans, and that an elder person ought to be able to help.

“I qu�te agree,” she sa�d, “that people are very �nterest�ng; only—”
Rachel, putt�ng her f�nger between the pages, looked up enqu�r�ngly.

“Only I th�nk you ought to d�scr�m�nate,” she ended. “It’s a p�ty to
be �nt�mate w�th people who are—well, rather second-rate, l�ke the
Dalloways, and to f�nd �t out later.”

“But how does one know?” Rachel asked.
“I really can’t tell you,” repl�ed Helen cand�dly, after a moment’s

thought. “You’ll have to f�nd out for yourself. But try and—Why don’t
you call me Helen?” she added. “‘Aunt’s’ a horr�d name. I never l�ked
my Aunts.”

“I should l�ke to call you Helen,” Rachel answered.
“D’you th�nk me very unsympathet�c?”
Rachel rev�ewed the po�nts wh�ch Helen had certa�nly fa�led to

understand; they arose ch�efly from the d�fference of nearly twenty
years �n age between them, wh�ch made Mrs. Ambrose appear too
humorous and cool �n a matter of such moment.

“No,” she sa�d. “Some th�ngs you don’t understand, of course.”
“Of course,” Helen agreed. “So now you can go ahead and be a

person on your own account,” she added.
The v�s�on of her own personal�ty, of herself as a real everlast�ng

th�ng, d�fferent from anyth�ng else, unmergeable, l�ke the sea or the
w�nd, flashed �nto Rachel’s m�nd, and she became profoundly
exc�ted at the thought of l�v�ng.

“I can by m-m-myself,” she stammered, “�n sp�te of you, �n sp�te of
the Dalloways, and Mr. Pepper, and Father, and my Aunts, �n sp�te of



these?” She swept her hand across a whole page of statesmen and
sold�ers.

“In sp�te of them all,” sa�d Helen gravely. She then put down her
needle, and expla�ned a plan wh�ch had come �nto her head as they
talked. Instead of wander�ng on down the Amazons unt�l she
reached some sulphurous trop�cal port, where one had to l�e w�th�n
doors all day beat�ng off �nsects w�th a fan, the sens�ble th�ng to do
surely was to spend the season w�th them �n the�r v�lla by the
seas�de, where among other advantages Mrs. Ambrose herself
would be at hand to—“After all, Rachel,” she broke off, “�t’s s�lly to
pretend that because there’s twenty years’ d�fference between us we
therefore can’t talk to each other l�ke human be�ngs.”

“No; because we l�ke each other,” sa�d Rachel.
“Yes,” Mrs. Ambrose agreed.
That fact, together w�th other facts, had been made clear by the�r

twenty m�nutes’ talk, although how they had come to these
conclus�ons they could not have sa�d.

However they were come by, they were suff�c�ently ser�ous to send
Mrs. Ambrose a day or two later �n search of her brother-�n-law. She
found h�m s�tt�ng �n h�s room work�ng, apply�ng a stout blue penc�l
author�tat�vely to bundles of f�lmy paper. Papers lay to left and to
r�ght of h�m, there were great envelopes so gorged w�th papers that
they sp�lt papers on to the table. Above h�m hung a photograph of a
woman’s head. The need of s�tt�ng absolutely st�ll before a Cockney
photographer had g�ven her l�ps a queer l�ttle pucker, and her eyes
for the same reason looked as though she thought the whole
s�tuat�on r�d�culous. Nevertheless �t was the head of an �nd�v�dual and
�nterest�ng woman, who would no doubt have turned and laughed at
W�lloughby �f she could have caught h�s eye; but when he looked up
at her he s�ghed profoundly. In h�s m�nd th�s work of h�s, the great
factor�es at Hull wh�ch showed l�ke mounta�ns at n�ght, the sh�ps that
crossed the ocean punctually, the schemes for comb�n�ng th�s and
that and bu�ld�ng up a sol�d mass of �ndustry, was all an offer�ng to
her; he la�d h�s success at her feet; and was always th�nk�ng how to
educate h�s daughter so that Theresa m�ght be glad. He was a very
amb�t�ous man; and although he had not been part�cularly k�nd to her



wh�le she l�ved, as Helen thought, he now bel�eved that she watched
h�m from Heaven, and �nsp�red what was good �n h�m.

Mrs. Ambrose apolog�sed for the �nterrupt�on, and asked whether
she m�ght speak to h�m about a plan of hers. Would he consent to
leave h�s daughter w�th them when they landed, �nstead of tak�ng her
on up the Amazons?

“We would take great care of her,” she added, “and we should
really l�ke �t.”

W�lloughby looked very grave and carefully la�d as�de h�s papers.
“She’s a good g�rl,” he sa�d at length. “There �s a l�keness?”—he

nodded h�s head at the photograph of Theresa and s�ghed. Helen
looked at Theresa purs�ng up her l�ps before the Cockney
photographer. It suggested her �n an absurd human way, and she felt
an �ntense des�re to share some joke.

“She’s the only th�ng that’s left to me,” s�ghed W�lloughby. “We go
on year after year w�thout talk�ng about these th�ngs—” He broke off.
“But �t’s better so. Only l�fe’s very hard.”

Helen was sorry for h�m, and patted h�m on the shoulder, but she
felt uncomfortable when her brother-�n-law expressed h�s feel�ngs,
and took refuge �n pra�s�ng Rachel, and expla�n�ng why she thought
her plan m�ght be a good one.

“True,” sa�d W�lloughby when she had done. “The soc�al cond�t�ons
are bound to be pr�m�t�ve. I should be out a good deal. I agreed
because she w�shed �t. And of course I have complete conf�dence �n
you. . . . You see, Helen,” he cont�nued, becom�ng conf�dent�al, “I
want to br�ng her up as her mother would have w�shed. I don’t hold
w�th these modern v�ews—any more than you do, eh? She’s a n�ce
qu�et g�rl, devoted to her mus�c—a l�ttle less of that would do no
harm. St�ll, �t’s kept her happy, and we lead a very qu�et l�fe at
R�chmond. I should l�ke her to beg�n to see more people. I want to
take her about w�th me when I get home. I’ve half a m�nd to rent a
house �n London, leav�ng my s�sters at R�chmond, and take her to
see one or two people who’d be k�nd to her for my sake. I’m
beg�nn�ng to real�se,” he cont�nued, stretch�ng h�mself out, “that all
th�s �s tend�ng to Parl�ament, Helen. It’s the only way to get th�ngs
done as one wants them done. I talked to Dalloway about �t. In that



case, of course, I should want Rachel to be able to take more part �n
th�ngs. A certa�n amount of enterta�n�ng would be necessary—
d�nners, an occas�onal even�ng party. One’s const�tuents l�ke to be
fed, I bel�eve. In all these ways Rachel could be of great help to me.
So,” he wound up, “I should be very glad, �f we arrange th�s v�s�t
(wh�ch must be upon a bus�ness foot�ng, m�nd), �f you could see your
way to help�ng my g�rl, br�ng�ng her out—she’s a l�ttle shy now,—
mak�ng a woman of her, the k�nd of woman her mother would have
l�ked her to be,” he ended, jerk�ng h�s head at the photograph.

W�lloughby’s self�shness, though cons�stent as Helen saw w�th real
affect�on for h�s daughter, made her determ�ned to have the g�rl to
stay w�th her, even �f she had to prom�se a complete course of
�nstruct�on �n the fem�n�ne graces. She could not help laugh�ng at the
not�on of �t—Rachel a Tory hostess!—and marvell�ng as she left h�m
at the aston�sh�ng �gnorance of a father.

Rachel, when consulted, showed less enthus�asm than Helen
could have w�shed. One moment she was eager, the next doubtful.
V�s�ons of a great r�ver, now blue, now yellow �n the trop�cal sun and
crossed by br�ght b�rds, now wh�te �n the moon, now deep �n shade
w�th mov�ng trees and canoes sl�d�ng out from the tangled banks,
beset her. Helen prom�sed a r�ver. Then she d�d not want to leave
her father. That feel�ng seemed genu�ne too, but �n the end Helen
preva�led, although when she had won her case she was beset by
doubts, and more than once regretted the �mpulse wh�ch had
entangled her w�th the fortunes of another human be�ng.



CHAPTER VII

From a d�stance the Euphrosyne looked very small. Glasses were
turned upon her from the decks of great l�ners, and she was
pronounced a tramp, a cargo-boat, or one of those wretched l�ttle
passenger steamers where people rolled about among the cattle on
deck. The �nsect-l�ke f�gures of Dalloways, Ambroses, and V�nraces
were also der�ded, both from the extreme smallness of the�r persons
and the doubt wh�ch only strong glasses could d�spel as to whether
they were really l�ve creatures or only lumps on the r�gg�ng. Mr.
Pepper w�th all h�s learn�ng had been m�staken for a cormorant, and
then, as unjustly, transformed �nto a cow. At n�ght, �ndeed, when the
waltzes were sw�ng�ng �n the saloon, and g�fted passengers rec�t�ng,
the l�ttle sh�p—shrunk to a few beads of l�ght out among the dark
waves, and one h�gh �n a�r upon the mast-head—seemed someth�ng
myster�ous and �mpress�ve to heated partners rest�ng from the
dance. She became a sh�p pass�ng �n the n�ght—an emblem of the
lonel�ness of human l�fe, an occas�on for queer conf�dences and
sudden appeals for sympathy.

On and on she went, by day and by n�ght, follow�ng her path, unt�l
one morn�ng broke and showed the land. Los�ng �ts shadow-l�ke
appearance �t became f�rst cleft and mounta�nous, next coloured
grey and purple, next scattered w�th wh�te blocks wh�ch gradually
separated themselves, and then, as the progress of the sh�p acted
upon the v�ew l�ke a f�eld-glass of �ncreas�ng power, became streets
of houses. By n�ne o’clock the Euphrosyne had taken up her pos�t�on
�n the m�ddle of a great bay; she dropped her anchor; �mmed�ately,
as �f she were a recumbent g�ant requ�r�ng exam�nat�on, small boats
came swarm�ng about her. She rang w�th cr�es; men jumped on to
her; her deck was thumped by feet. The lonely l�ttle �sland was



�nvaded from all quarters at once, and after four weeks of s�lence �t
was bew�lder�ng to hear human speech. Mrs. Ambrose alone heeded
none of th�s st�r. She was pale w�th suspense wh�le the boat w�th ma�l
bags was mak�ng towards them. Absorbed �n her letters she d�d not
not�ce that she had left the Euphrosyne, and felt no sadness when
the sh�p l�fted up her vo�ce and bellowed thr�ce l�ke a cow separated
from �ts calf.

“The ch�ldren are well!” she excla�med. Mr. Pepper, who sat
oppos�te w�th a great mound of bag and rug upon h�s knees, sa�d,
“Grat�fy�ng.” Rachel, to whom the end of the voyage meant a
complete change of perspect�ve, was too much bew�ldered by the
approach of the shore to real�se what ch�ldren were well or why �t
was grat�fy�ng. Helen went on read�ng.

Mov�ng very slowly, and rear�ng absurdly h�gh over each wave, the
l�ttle boat was now approach�ng a wh�te crescent of sand. Beh�nd th�s
was a deep green valley, w�th d�st�nct h�lls on e�ther s�de. On the
slope of the r�ght-hand h�ll wh�te houses w�th brown roofs were
settled, l�ke nest�ng sea-b�rds, and at �ntervals cypresses str�ped the
h�ll w�th black bars. Mounta�ns whose s�des were flushed w�th red,
but whose crowns were bald, rose as a p�nnacle, half-conceal�ng
another p�nnacle beh�nd �t. The hour be�ng st�ll early, the whole v�ew
was exqu�s�tely l�ght and a�ry; the blues and greens of sky and tree
were �ntense but not sultry. As they drew nearer and could
d�st�ngu�sh deta�ls, the effect of the earth w�th �ts m�nute objects and
colours and d�fferent forms of l�fe was overwhelm�ng after four weeks
of the sea, and kept them s�lent.

“Three hundred years odd,” sa�d Mr. Pepper med�tat�vely at length.
As nobody sa�d, “What?” he merely extracted a bottle and

swallowed a p�ll. The p�ece of �nformat�on that d�ed w�th�n h�m was to
the effect that three hundred years ago f�ve El�zabethan barques had
anchored where the Euphrosyne now floated. Half-drawn up upon
the beach lay an equal number of Span�sh galleons, unmanned, for
the country was st�ll a v�rg�n land beh�nd a ve�l. Sl�pp�ng across the
water, the Engl�sh sa�lors bore away bars of s�lver, bales of l�nen,
t�mbers of cedar wood, golden cruc�f�xes knobbed w�th emeralds.
When the Span�ards came down from the�r dr�nk�ng, a f�ght ensued,



the two part�es churn�ng up the sand, and dr�v�ng each other �nto the
surf. The Span�ards, bloated w�th f�ne l�v�ng upon the fru�ts of the
m�raculous land, fell �n heaps; but the hardy Engl�shmen, tawny w�th
sea-voyag�ng, ha�ry for lack of razors, w�th muscles l�ke w�re, fangs
greedy for flesh, and f�ngers �tch�ng for gold, despatched the
wounded, drove the dy�ng �nto the sea, and soon reduced the
nat�ves to a state of superst�t�ous wonderment. Here a settlement
was made; women were �mported; ch�ldren grew. All seemed to
favour the expans�on of the Br�t�sh Emp�re, and had there been men
l�ke R�chard Dalloway �n the t�me of Charles the F�rst, the map would
undoubtedly be red where �t �s now an od�ous green. But �t must be
supposed that the pol�t�cal m�nd of that age lacked �mag�nat�on, and,
merely for want of a few thousand pounds and a few thousand men,
the spark d�ed that should have been a conflagrat�on. From the
�nter�or came Ind�ans w�th subtle po�sons, naked bod�es, and pa�nted
�dols; from the sea came vengeful Span�ards and rapac�ous
Portuguese; exposed to all these enem�es (though the cl�mate
proved wonderfully k�nd and the earth abundant) the Engl�sh
dw�ndled away and all but d�sappeared. Somewhere about the
m�ddle of the seventeenth century a s�ngle sloop watched �ts season
and sl�pped out by n�ght, bear�ng w�th�n �t all that was left of the great
Br�t�sh colony, a few men, a few women, and perhaps a dozen dusky
ch�ldren. Engl�sh h�story then den�es all knowledge of the place.
Ow�ng to one cause and another c�v�l�sat�on sh�fted �ts centre to a
spot some four or f�ve hundred m�les to the south, and to-day Santa
Mar�na �s not much larger than �t was three hundred years ago. In
populat�on �t �s a happy comprom�se, for Portuguese fathers wed
Ind�an mothers, and the�r ch�ldren �ntermarry w�th the Span�sh.
Although they get the�r ploughs from Manchester, they make the�r
coats from the�r own sheep, the�r s�lk from the�r own worms, and the�r
furn�ture from the�r own cedar trees, so that �n arts and �ndustr�es the
place �s st�ll much where �t was �n El�zabethan days.

The reasons wh�ch had drawn the Engl�sh across the sea to found
a small colony w�th�n the last ten years are not so eas�ly descr�bed,
and w�ll never perhaps be recorded �n h�story books. Granted fac�l�ty
of travel, peace, good trade, and so on, there was bes�des a k�nd of
d�ssat�sfact�on among the Engl�sh w�th the older countr�es and the



enormous accumulat�ons of carved stone, sta�ned glass, and r�ch
brown pa�nt�ng wh�ch they offered to the tour�st. The movement �n
search of someth�ng new was of course �nf�n�tely small, affect�ng only
a handful of well-to-do people. It began by a few schoolmasters
serv�ng the�r passage out to South Amer�ca as the pursers of tramp
steamers. They returned �n t�me for the summer term, when the�r
stor�es of the splendours and hardsh�ps of l�fe at sea, the humours of
sea-capta�ns, the wonders of n�ght and dawn, and the marvels of the
place del�ghted outs�ders, and somet�mes found the�r way �nto pr�nt.
The country �tself taxed all the�r powers of descr�pt�on, for they sa�d �t
was much b�gger than Italy, and really nobler than Greece. Aga�n,
they declared that the nat�ves were strangely beaut�ful, very b�g �n
stature, dark, pass�onate, and qu�ck to se�ze the kn�fe. The place
seemed new and full of new forms of beauty, �n proof of wh�ch they
showed handkerch�efs wh�ch the women had worn round the�r
heads, and pr�m�t�ve carv�ngs coloured br�ght greens and blues.
Somehow or other, as fash�ons do, the fash�on spread; an old
monastery was qu�ckly turned �nto a hotel, wh�le a famous l�ne of
steamsh�ps altered �ts route for the conven�ence of passengers.

Oddly enough �t happened that the least sat�sfactory of Helen
Ambrose’s brothers had been sent out years before to make h�s
fortune, at any rate to keep clear of race-horses, �n the very spot
wh�ch had now become so popular. Often, lean�ng upon the column
�n the verandah, he had watched the Engl�sh sh�ps w�th Engl�sh
schoolmasters for pursers steam�ng �nto the bay. Hav�ng at length
earned enough to take a hol�day, and be�ng s�ck of the place, he
proposed to put h�s v�lla, on the slope of the mounta�n, at h�s s�ster’s
d�sposal. She, too, had been a l�ttle st�rred by the talk of a new world,
where there was always sun and never a fog, wh�ch went on around
her, and the chance, when they were plann�ng where to spend the
w�nter out of England, seemed too good to be m�ssed. For these
reasons she determ�ned to accept W�lloughby’s offer of free
passages on h�s sh�p, to place the ch�ldren w�th the�r grand-parents,
and to do the th�ng thoroughly wh�le she was about �t.

Tak�ng seats �n a carr�age drawn by long-ta�led horses w�th
pheasants’ feathers erect between the�r ears, the Ambroses, Mr.
Pepper, and Rachel rattled out of the harbour. The day �ncreased �n



heat as they drove up the h�ll. The road passed through the town,
where men seemed to be beat�ng brass and cry�ng “Water,” where
the passage was blocked by mules and cleared by wh�ps and
curses, where the women walked barefoot, the�r heads balanc�ng
baskets, and cr�pples hast�ly d�splayed mut�lated members; �t �ssued
among steep green f�elds, not so green but that the earth showed
through. Great trees now shaded all but the centre of the road, and a
mounta�n stream, so shallow and so sw�ft that �t pla�ted �tself �nto
strands as �t ran, raced along the edge. H�gher they went, unt�l
R�dley and Rachel walked beh�nd; next they turned along a lane
scattered w�th stones, where Mr. Pepper ra�sed h�s st�ck and s�lently
�nd�cated a shrub, bear�ng among sparse leaves a volum�nous purple
blossom; and at a r�ckety canter the last stage of the way was
accompl�shed.

The v�lla was a roomy wh�te house, wh�ch, as �s the case w�th
most cont�nental houses, looked to an Engl�sh eye fra�l, ramshackle,
and absurdly fr�volous, more l�ke a pagoda �n a tea-garden than a
place where one slept. The garden called urgently for the serv�ces of
gardener. Bushes waved the�r branches across the paths, and the
blades of grass, w�th spaces of earth between them, could be
counted. In the c�rcular p�ece of ground �n front of the verandah were
two cracked vases, from wh�ch red flowers drooped, w�th a stone
founta�n between them, now parched �n the sun. The c�rcular garden
led to a long garden, where the gardener’s shears had scarcely
been, unless now and then, when he cut a bough of blossom for h�s
beloved. A few tall trees shaded �t, and round bushes w�th wax-l�ke
flowers mobbed the�r heads together �n a row. A garden smoothly
la�d w�th turf, d�v�ded by th�ck hedges, w�th ra�sed beds of br�ght
flowers, such as we keep w�th�n walls �n England, would have been
out of place upon the s�de of th�s bare h�ll. There was no ugl�ness to
shut out, and the v�lla looked stra�ght across the shoulder of a slope,
r�bbed w�th ol�ve trees, to the sea.

The �ndecency of the whole place struck Mrs. Cha�ley forc�bly.
There were no bl�nds to shut out the sun, nor was there any furn�ture
to speak of for the sun to spo�l. Stand�ng �n the bare stone hall, and
survey�ng a sta�rcase of superb breadth, but cracked and carpetless,
she further ventured the op�n�on that there were rats, as large as



terr�ers at home, and that �f one put one’s foot down w�th any force
one would come through the floor. As for hot water—at th�s po�nt her
�nvest�gat�ons left her speechless.

“Poor creature!” she murmured to the sallow Span�sh servant-g�rl
who came out w�th the p�gs and hens to rece�ve them, “no wonder
you hardly look l�ke a human be�ng!” Mar�a accepted the compl�ment
w�th an exqu�s�te Span�sh grace. In Cha�ley’s op�n�on they would
have done better to stay on board an Engl�sh sh�p, but none knew
better than she that her duty commanded her to stay.

When they were settled �n, and �n tra�n to f�nd da�ly occupat�on,
there was some speculat�on as to the reasons wh�ch �nduced Mr.
Pepper to stay, tak�ng up h�s lodg�ng �n the Ambroses’ house. Efforts
had been made for some days before land�ng to �mpress upon h�m
the advantages of the Amazons.

“That great stream!” Helen would beg�n, gaz�ng as �f she saw a
v�s�onary cascade, “I’ve a good m�nd to go w�th you myself,
W�lloughby—only I can’t. Th�nk of the sunsets and the moonr�ses—I
bel�eve the colours are un�mag�nable.”

“There are w�ld peacocks,” Rachel hazarded.
“And marvellous creatures �n the water,” Helen asserted.
“One m�ght d�scover a new rept�le,” Rachel cont�nued.
“There’s certa�n to be a revolut�on, I’m told,” Helen urged.
The effect of these subterfuges was a l�ttle dashed by R�dley, who,

after regard�ng Pepper for some moments, s�ghed aloud, “Poor
fellow!” and �nwardly speculated upon the unk�ndness of women.

He stayed, however, �n apparent contentment for s�x days, play�ng
w�th a m�croscope and a notebook �n one of the many sparsely
furn�shed s�tt�ng-rooms, but on the even�ng of the seventh day, as
they sat at d�nner, he appeared more restless than usual. The
d�nner-table was set between two long w�ndows wh�ch were left
uncurta�ned by Helen’s orders. Darkness fell as sharply as a kn�fe �n
th�s cl�mate, and the town then sprang out �n c�rcles and l�nes of
br�ght dots beneath them. Bu�ld�ngs wh�ch never showed by day
showed by n�ght, and the sea flowed r�ght over the land judg�ng by
the mov�ng l�ghts of the steamers. The s�ght fulf�lled the same



purpose as an orchestra �n a London restaurant, and s�lence had �ts
sett�ng. W�ll�am Pepper observed �t for some t�me; he put on h�s
spectacles to contemplate the scene.

“I’ve �dent�f�ed the b�g block to the left,” he observed, and po�nted
w�th h�s fork at a square formed by several rows of l�ghts.

“One should �nfer that they can cook vegetables,” he added.
“An hotel?” sa�d Helen.
“Once a monastery,” sa�d Mr. Pepper.
Noth�ng more was sa�d then, but, the day after, Mr. Pepper

returned from a m�dday walk, and stood s�lently before Helen who
was read�ng �n the verandah.

“I’ve taken a room over there,” he sa�d.
“You’re not go�ng?” she excla�med.
“On the whole—yes,” he remarked. “No pr�vate cook can cook

vegetables.”
Know�ng h�s d�sl�ke of quest�ons, wh�ch she to some extent

shared, Helen asked no more. St�ll, an uneasy susp�c�on lurked �n
her m�nd that W�ll�am was h�d�ng a wound. She flushed to th�nk that
her words, or her husband’s, or Rachel’s had penetrated and stung.
She was half-moved to cry, “Stop, W�ll�am; expla�n!” and would have
returned to the subject at luncheon �f W�ll�am had not shown h�mself
�nscrutable and ch�ll, l�ft�ng fragments of salad on the po�nt of h�s
fork, w�th the gesture of a man prong�ng seaweed, detect�ng gravel,
suspect�ng germs.

“If you all d�e of typho�d I won’t be respons�ble!” he snapped.
“If you d�e of dulness, ne�ther w�ll I,” Helen echoed �n her heart.
She reflected that she had never yet asked h�m whether he had

been �n love. They had got further and further from that subject
�nstead of draw�ng nearer to �t, and she could not help feel�ng �t a
rel�ef when W�ll�am Pepper, w�th all h�s knowledge, h�s m�croscope,
h�s note-books, h�s genu�ne k�ndl�ness and good sense, but a certa�n
dryness of soul, took h�s departure. Also she could not help feel�ng �t
sad that fr�endsh�ps should end thus, although �n th�s case to have
the room empty was someth�ng of a comfort, and she tr�ed to



console herself w�th the reflect�on that one never knows how far
other people feel the th�ngs they m�ght be supposed to feel.



CHAPTER VIII

The next few months passed away, as many years can pass away,
w�thout def�n�te events, and yet, �f suddenly d�sturbed, �t would be
seen that such months or years had a character unl�ke others. The
three months wh�ch had passed had brought them to the beg�nn�ng
of March. The cl�mate had kept �ts prom�se, and the change of
season from w�nter to spr�ng had made very l�ttle d�fference, so that
Helen, who was s�tt�ng �n the draw�ng-room w�th a pen �n her hand,
could keep the w�ndows open though a great f�re of logs burnt on
one s�de of her. Below, the sea was st�ll blue and the roofs st�ll brown
and wh�te, though the day was fad�ng rap�dly. It was dusk �n the
room, wh�ch, large and empty at all t�mes, now appeared larger and
empt�er than usual. Her own f�gure, as she sat wr�t�ng w�th a pad on
her knee, shared the general effect of s�ze and lack of deta�l, for the
flames wh�ch ran along the branches, suddenly devour�ng l�ttle green
tufts, burnt �nterm�ttently and sent �rregular �llum�nat�ons across her
face and the plaster walls. There were no p�ctures on the walls but
here and there boughs laden w�th heavy-petalled flowers spread
w�dely aga�nst them. Of the books fallen on the bare floor and
heaped upon the large table, �t was only poss�ble �n th�s l�ght to trace
the outl�ne.

Mrs. Ambrose was wr�t�ng a very long letter. Beg�nn�ng “Dear
Bernard,” �t went on to descr�be what had been happen�ng �n the
V�lla San Gervas�o dur�ng the past three months, as, for �nstance,
that they had had the Br�t�sh Consul to d�nner, and had been taken
over a Span�sh man-of-war, and had seen a great many process�ons
and rel�g�ous fest�vals, wh�ch were so beaut�ful that Mrs. Ambrose
couldn’t conce�ve why, �f people must have a rel�g�on, they d�dn’t all
become Roman Cathol�cs. They had made several exped�t�ons



though none of any length. It was worth com�ng �f only for the sake of
the flower�ng trees wh�ch grew w�ld qu�te near the house, and the
amaz�ng colours of sea and earth. The earth, �nstead of be�ng brown,
was red, purple, green. “You won’t bel�eve me,” she added, “there �s
no colour l�ke �t �n England.” She adopted, �ndeed, a condescend�ng
tone towards that poor �sland, wh�ch was now advanc�ng ch�lly
crocuses and n�pped v�olets �n nooks, �n copses, �n cosy corners,
tended by rosy old gardeners �n mufflers, who were always touch�ng
the�r hats and bobb�ng obsequ�ously. She went on to der�de the
�slanders themselves. Rumours of London all �n a ferment over a
General Elect�on had reached them even out here. “It seems
�ncred�ble,” she went on, “that people should care whether Asqu�th �s
�n or Austen Chamberla�n out, and wh�le you scream yourselves
hoarse about pol�t�cs you let the only people who are try�ng for
someth�ng good starve or s�mply laugh at them. When have you ever
encouraged a l�v�ng art�st? Or bought h�s best work? Why are you all
so ugly and so serv�le? Here the servants are human be�ngs. They
talk to one as �f they were equals. As far as I can tell there are no
ar�stocrats.”

Perhaps �t was the ment�on of ar�stocrats that rem�nded her of
R�chard Dalloway and Rachel, for she ran on w�th the same penful to
descr�be her n�ece.

“It’s an odd fate that has put me �n charge of a g�rl,” she wrote,
“cons�der�ng that I have never got on well w�th women, or had much
to do w�th them. However, I must retract some of the th�ngs that I
have sa�d aga�nst them. If they were properly educated I don’t see
why they shouldn’t be much the same as men—as sat�sfactory I
mean; though, of course, very d�fferent. The quest�on �s, how should
one educate them. The present method seems to me abom�nable.
Th�s g�rl, though twenty-four, had never heard that men des�red
women, and, unt�l I expla�ned �t, d�d not know how ch�ldren were
born. Her �gnorance upon other matters as �mportant” (here Mrs.
Ambrose’s letter may not be quoted) . . . “was complete. It seems to
me not merely fool�sh but cr�m�nal to br�ng people up l�ke that. Let
alone the suffer�ng to them, �t expla�ns why women are what they are
—the wonder �s they’re no worse. I have taken �t upon myself to
enl�ghten her, and now, though st�ll a good deal prejud�ced and l�able



to exaggerate, she �s more or less a reasonable human be�ng.
Keep�ng them �gnorant, of course, defeats �ts own object, and when
they beg�n to understand they take �t all much too ser�ously. My
brother-�n-law really deserved a catastrophe—wh�ch he won’t get. I
now pray for a young man to come to my help; some one, I mean,
who would talk to her openly, and prove how absurd most of her
�deas about l�fe are. Unluck�ly such men seem almost as rare as the
women. The Engl�sh colony certa�nly doesn’t prov�de one; art�sts,
merchants, cult�vated people—they are stup�d, convent�onal, and
fl�rtat�ous. . . .” She ceased, and w�th her pen �n her hand sat look�ng
�nto the f�re, mak�ng the logs �nto caves and mounta�ns, for �t had
grown too dark to go on wr�t�ng. Moreover, the house began to st�r as
the hour of d�nner approached; she could hear the plates be�ng
ch�nked �n the d�n�ng-room next door, and Cha�ley �nstruct�ng the
Span�sh g�rl where to put th�ngs down �n v�gorous Engl�sh. The bell
rang; she rose, met R�dley and Rachel outs�de, and they all went �n
to d�nner.

Three months had made but l�ttle d�fference �n the appearance
e�ther of R�dley or Rachel; yet a keen observer m�ght have thought
that the g�rl was more def�n�te and self-conf�dent �n her manner than
before. Her sk�n was brown, her eyes certa�nly br�ghter, and she
attended to what was sa�d as though she m�ght be go�ng to
contrad�ct �t. The meal began w�th the comfortable s�lence of people
who are qu�te at the�r ease together. Then R�dley, lean�ng on h�s
elbow and look�ng out of the w�ndow, observed that �t was a lovely
n�ght.

“Yes,” sa�d Helen. She added, “The season’s begun,” look�ng at
the l�ghts beneath them. She asked Mar�a �n Span�sh whether the
hotel was not f�ll�ng up w�th v�s�tors. Mar�a �nformed her w�th pr�de
that there would come a t�me when �t was pos�t�vely d�ff�cult to buy
eggs—the shopkeepers would not m�nd what pr�ces they asked; they
would get them, at any rate, from the Engl�sh.

“That’s an Engl�sh steamer �n the bay,” sa�d Rachel, look�ng at a
tr�angle of l�ghts below. “She came �n early th�s morn�ng.”

“Then we may hope for some letters and send ours back,” sa�d
Helen.



For some reason the ment�on of letters always made R�dley groan,
and the rest of the meal passed �n a br�sk argument between
husband and w�fe as to whether he was or was not wholly �gnored by
the ent�re c�v�l�sed world.

“Cons�der�ng the last batch,” sa�d Helen, “you deserve beat�ng.
You were asked to lecture, you were offered a degree, and some
s�lly woman pra�sed not only your books but your beauty—she sa�d
he was what Shelley would have been �f Shelley had l�ved to f�fty-f�ve
and grown a beard. Really, R�dley, I th�nk you’re the va�nest man I
know,” she ended, r�s�ng from the table, “wh�ch I may tell you �s
say�ng a good deal.”

F�nd�ng her letter ly�ng before the f�re she added a few l�nes to �t,
and then announced that she was go�ng to take the letters now—
R�dley must br�ng h�s—and Rachel?

“I hope you’ve wr�tten to your Aunts? It’s h�gh t�me.”
The women put on cloaks and hats, and after �nv�t�ng R�dley to

come w�th them, wh�ch he emphat�cally refused to do, excla�m�ng
that Rachel he expected to be a fool, but Helen surely knew better,
they turned to go. He stood over the f�re gaz�ng �nto the depths of the
look�ng-glass, and compress�ng h�s face �nto the l�keness of a
commander survey�ng a f�eld of battle, or a martyr watch�ng the
flames l�ck h�s toes, rather than that of a secluded Professor.

Helen la�d hold of h�s beard.
“Am I a fool?” she sa�d.
“Let me go, Helen.”
“Am I a fool?” she repeated.
“V�le woman!” he excla�med, and k�ssed her.
“We’ll leave you to your van�t�es,” she called back as they went out

of the door.
It was a beaut�ful even�ng, st�ll l�ght enough to see a long way

down the road, though the stars were com�ng out. The p�llar-box was
let �nto a h�gh yellow wall where the lane met the road, and hav�ng
dropped the letters �nto �t, Helen was for turn�ng back.



“No, no,” sa�d Rachel, tak�ng her by the wr�st. “We’re go�ng to see
l�fe. You prom�sed.”

“See�ng l�fe” was the phrase they used for the�r hab�t of stroll�ng
through the town after dark. The soc�al l�fe of Santa Mar�na was
carr�ed on almost ent�rely by lamp-l�ght, wh�ch the warmth of the
n�ghts and the scents culled from flowers made pleasant enough.
The young women, w�th the�r ha�r magn�f�cently swept �n co�ls, a red
flower beh�nd the ear, sat on the doorsteps, or �ssued out on to
balcon�es, wh�le the young men ranged up and down beneath,
shout�ng up a greet�ng from t�me to t�me and stopp�ng here and there
to enter �nto amorous talk. At the open w�ndows merchants could be
seen mak�ng up the day’s account, and older women l�ft�ng jars from
shelf to shelf. The streets were full of people, men for the most part,
who �nterchanged the�r v�ews of the world as they walked, or
gathered round the w�ne-tables at the street corner, where an old
cr�pple was twang�ng h�s gu�tar str�ngs, wh�le a poor g�rl cr�ed her
pass�onate song �n the gutter. The two Engl�shwomen exc�ted some
fr�endly cur�os�ty, but no one molested them.

Helen sauntered on, observ�ng the d�fferent people �n the�r shabby
clothes, who seemed so careless and so natural, w�th sat�sfact�on.

“Just th�nk of the Mall to-n�ght!” she excla�med at length. “It’s the
f�fteenth of March. Perhaps there’s a Court.” She thought of the
crowd wa�t�ng �n the cold spr�ng a�r to see the grand carr�ages go by.
“It’s very cold, �f �t’s not ra�n�ng,” she sa�d. “F�rst there are men sell�ng
p�cture postcards; then there are wretched l�ttle shop-g�rls w�th round
bandboxes; then there are bank clerks �n ta�l coats; and then—any
number of dressmakers. People from South Kens�ngton dr�ve up �n a
h�red fly; off�c�als have a pa�r of bays; earls, on the other hand, are
allowed one footman to stand up beh�nd; dukes have two, royal
dukes—so I was told—have three; the k�ng, I suppose, can have as
many as he l�kes. And the people bel�eve �n �t!”

Out here �t seemed as though the people of England must be
shaped �n the body l�ke the k�ngs and queens, kn�ghts and pawns of
the chessboard, so strange were the�r d�fferences, so marked and so
�mpl�c�tly bel�eved �n.

They had to part �n order to c�rcumvent a crowd.



“They bel�eve �n God,” sa�d Rachel as they rega�ned each other.
She meant that the people �n the crowd bel�eved �n H�m; for she
remembered the crosses w�th bleed�ng plaster f�gures that stood
where foot-paths jo�ned, and the �nexpl�cable mystery of a serv�ce �n
a Roman Cathol�c church.

“We shall never understand!” she s�ghed.
They had walked some way and �t was now n�ght, but they could

see a large �ron gate a l�ttle way farther down the road on the�r left.
“Do you mean to go r�ght up to the hotel?” Helen asked.
Rachel gave the gate a push; �t swung open, and, see�ng no one

about and judg�ng that noth�ng was pr�vate �n th�s country, they
walked stra�ght on. An avenue of trees ran along the road, wh�ch
was completely stra�ght. The trees suddenly came to an end; the
road turned a corner, and they found themselves confronted by a
large square bu�ld�ng. They had come out upon the broad terrace
wh�ch ran round the hotel and were only a few feet d�stant from the
w�ndows. A row of long w�ndows opened almost to the ground. They
were all of them uncurta�ned, and all br�ll�antly l�ghted, so that they
could see everyth�ng �ns�de. Each w�ndow revealed a d�fferent
sect�on of the l�fe of the hotel. They drew �nto one of the broad
columns of shadow wh�ch separated the w�ndows and gazed �n.
They found themselves just outs�de the d�n�ng-room. It was be�ng
swept; a wa�ter was eat�ng a bunch of grapes w�th h�s leg across the
corner of a table. Next door was the k�tchen, where they were
wash�ng up; wh�te cooks were d�pp�ng the�r arms �nto cauldrons,
wh�le the wa�ters made the�r meal vorac�ously off broken meats,
sopp�ng up the gravy w�th b�ts of crumb. Mov�ng on, they became
lost �n a plantat�on of bushes, and then suddenly found themselves
outs�de the draw�ng-room, where the lad�es and gentlemen, hav�ng
d�ned well, lay back �n deep arm-cha�rs, occas�onally speak�ng or
turn�ng over the pages of magaz�nes. A th�n woman was flour�sh�ng
up and down the p�ano.

“What �s a dahabeeyah, Charles?” the d�st�nct vo�ce of a w�dow,
seated �n an arm-cha�r by the w�ndow, asked her son.

It was the end of the p�ece, and h�s answer was lost �n the general
clear�ng of throats and tapp�ng of knees.



“They’re all old �n th�s room,” Rachel wh�spered.
Creep�ng on, they found that the next w�ndow revealed two men �n

sh�rt-sleeves play�ng b�ll�ards w�th two young lad�es.
“He p�nched my arm!” the plump young woman cr�ed, as she

m�ssed her stroke.
“Now you two—no ragg�ng,” the young man w�th the red face

reproved them, who was mark�ng.
“Take care or we shall be seen,” wh�spered Helen, pluck�ng Rachel

by the arm. Incaut�ously her head had r�sen to the m�ddle of the
w�ndow.

Turn�ng the corner they came to the largest room �n the hotel,
wh�ch was suppl�ed w�th four w�ndows, and was called the Lounge,
although �t was really a hall. Hung w�th armour and nat�ve
embro�der�es, furn�shed w�th d�vans and screens, wh�ch shut off
conven�ent corners, the room was less formal than the others, and
was ev�dently the haunt of youth. S�gnor Rodr�guez, whom they
knew to be the manager of the hotel, stood qu�te near them �n the
doorway survey�ng the scene—the gentlemen loung�ng �n cha�rs, the
couples lean�ng over coffee-cups, the game of cards �n the centre
under profuse clusters of electr�c l�ght. He was congratulat�ng h�mself
upon the enterpr�se wh�ch had turned the refectory, a cold stone
room w�th pots on trestles, �nto the most comfortable room �n the
house. The hotel was very full, and proved h�s w�sdom �n decree�ng
that no hotel can flour�sh w�thout a lounge.

The people were scattered about �n couples or part�es of four, and
e�ther they were actually better acqua�nted, or the �nformal room
made the�r manners eas�er. Through the open w�ndow came an
uneven humm�ng sound l�ke that wh�ch r�ses from a flock of sheep
pent w�th�n hurdles at dusk. The card-party occup�ed the centre of
the foreground.

Helen and Rachel watched them play for some m�nutes w�thout
be�ng able to d�st�ngu�sh a word. Helen was observ�ng one of the
men �ntently. He was a lean, somewhat cadaverous man of about
her own age, whose prof�le was turned to them, and he was the
partner of a h�ghly-coloured g�rl, obv�ously Engl�sh by b�rth.



Suddenly, �n the strange way �n wh�ch some words detach
themselves from the rest, they heard h�m say qu�te d�st�nctly:—

“All you want �s pract�ce, M�ss Warr�ngton; courage and pract�ce—
one’s no good w�thout the other.”

“Hughl�ng Ell�ot! Of course!” Helen excla�med. She ducked her
head �mmed�ately, for at the sound of h�s name he looked up. The
game went on for a few m�nutes, and was then broken up by the
approach of a wheeled cha�r, conta�n�ng a volum�nous old lady who
paused by the table and sa�d:—

“Better luck to-n�ght, Susan?”
“All the luck’s on our s�de,” sa�d a young man who unt�l now had

kept h�s back turned to the w�ndow. He appeared to be rather stout,
and had a th�ck crop of ha�r.

“Luck, Mr. Hewet?” sa�d h�s partner, a m�ddle-aged lady w�th
spectacles. “I assure you, Mrs. Paley, our success �s due solely to
our br�ll�ant play.”

“Unless I go to bed early I get pract�cally no sleep at all,” Mrs.
Paley was heard to expla�n, as �f to just�fy her se�zure of Susan, who
got up and proceeded to wheel the cha�r to the door.

“They’ll get some one else to take my place,” she sa�d cheerfully.
But she was wrong. No attempt was made to f�nd another player,
and after the young man had bu�lt three stor�es of a card-house,
wh�ch fell down, the players strolled off �n d�fferent d�rect�ons.

Mr. Hewet turned h�s full face towards the w�ndow. They could see
that he had large eyes obscured by glasses; h�s complex�on was
rosy, h�s l�ps clean-shaven; and, seen among ord�nary people, �t
appeared to be an �nterest�ng face. He came stra�ght towards them,
but h�s eyes were f�xed not upon the eavesdroppers but upon a spot
where the curta�n hung �n folds.

“Asleep?” he sa�d.
Helen and Rachel started to th�nk that some one had been s�tt�ng

near to them unobserved all the t�me. There were legs �n the
shadow. A melancholy vo�ce �ssued from above them.

“Two women,” �t sa�d.



A scuffl�ng was heard on the gravel. The women had fled. They
d�d not stop runn�ng unt�l they felt certa�n that no eye could penetrate
the darkness and the hotel was only a square shadow �n the
d�stance, w�th red holes regularly cut �n �t.



CHAPTER IX

An hour passed, and the downsta�rs rooms at the hotel grew d�m
and were almost deserted, wh�le the l�ttle box-l�ke squares above
them were br�ll�antly �rrad�ated. Some forty or f�fty people were go�ng
to bed. The thump of jugs set down on the floor above could be
heard and the cl�nk of ch�na, for there was not as th�ck a part�t�on
between the rooms as one m�ght w�sh, so M�ss Allan, the elderly lady
who had been play�ng br�dge, determ�ned, g�v�ng the wall a smart rap
w�th her knuckles. It was only matchboard, she dec�ded, run up to
make many l�ttle rooms of one large one. Her grey pett�coats sl�pped
to the ground, and, stoop�ng, she folded her clothes w�th neat, �f not
lov�ng f�ngers, screwed her ha�r �nto a pla�t, wound her father’s great
gold watch, and opened the complete works of Wordsworth. She
was read�ng the “Prelude,” partly because she always read the
“Prelude” abroad, and partly because she was engaged �n wr�t�ng a
short Pr�mer of Engl�sh L�terature—Beowulf to Sw�nburne—wh�ch
would have a paragraph on Wordsworth. She was deep �n the f�fth
book, stopp�ng �ndeed to penc�l a note, when a pa�r of boots
dropped, one after another, on the floor above her. She looked up
and speculated. Whose boots were they, she wondered. She then
became aware of a sw�sh�ng sound next door—a woman, clearly,
putt�ng away her dress. It was succeeded by a gentle tapp�ng sound,
such as that wh�ch accompan�es ha�r-dress�ng. It was very d�ff�cult to
keep her attent�on f�xed upon the “Prelude.” Was �t Susan Warr�ngton
tapp�ng? She forced herself, however, to read to the end of the book,
when she placed a mark between the pages, s�ghed contentedly,
and then turned out the l�ght.

Very d�fferent was the room through the wall, though as l�ke �n
shape as one egg-box �s l�ke another. As M�ss Allan read her book,



Susan Warr�ngton was brush�ng her ha�r. Ages have consecrated
th�s hour, and the most majest�c of all domest�c act�ons, to talk of
love between women; but M�ss Warr�ngton be�ng alone could not
talk; she could only look w�th extreme sol�c�tude at her own face �n
the glass. She turned her head from s�de to s�de, toss�ng heavy locks
now th�s way now that; and then w�thdrew a pace or two, and
cons�dered herself ser�ously.

“I’m n�ce-look�ng,” she determ�ned. “Not pretty—poss�bly,” she
drew herself up a l�ttle. “Yes—most people would say I was
handsome.”

She was really wonder�ng what Arthur Venn�ng would say she
was. Her feel�ng about h�m was dec�dedly queer. She would not
adm�t to herself that she was �n love w�th h�m or that she wanted to
marry h�m, yet she spent every m�nute when she was alone �n
wonder�ng what he thought of her, and �n compar�ng what they had
done to-day w�th what they had done the day before.

“He d�dn’t ask me to play, but he certa�nly followed me �nto the
hall,” she med�tated, summ�ng up the even�ng. She was th�rty years
of age, and ow�ng to the number of her s�sters and the seclus�on of
l�fe �n a country parsonage had as yet had no proposal of marr�age.
The hour of conf�dences was often a sad one, and she had been
known to jump �nto bed, treat�ng her ha�r unk�ndly, feel�ng herself
overlooked by l�fe �n compar�son w�th others. She was a b�g, well-
made woman, the red ly�ng upon her cheeks �n patches that were
too well def�ned, but her ser�ous anx�ety gave her a k�nd of beauty.

She was just about to pull back the bed-clothes when she
excla�med, “Oh, but I’m forgett�ng,” and went to her wr�t�ng-table. A
brown volume lay there stamped w�th the f�gure of the year. She
proceeded to wr�te �n the square ugly hand of a mature ch�ld, as she
wrote da�ly year after year, keep�ng the d�ar�es, though she seldom
looked at them.

“A.M.—Talked to Mrs. H. Ell�ot about country ne�ghbours. She
knows the Manns; also the Selby-Carroways. How small the world �s!
L�ke her. Read a chapter of M�ss Appleby’s Adventure to Aunt E.
P.M.—Played lawn-tenn�s w�th Mr. Perrott and Evelyn M. Don’t l�ke
Mr. P. Have a feel�ng that he �s not ‘qu�te,’ though clever certa�nly.



Beat them. Day splend�d, v�ew wonderful. One gets used to no trees,
though much too bare at f�rst. Cards after d�nner. Aunt E. cheerful,
though tw�ngy, she says. Mem.: ask about damp sheets.”

She knelt �n prayer, and then lay down �n bed, tuck�ng the blankets
comfortably about her, and �n a few m�nutes her breath�ng showed
that she was asleep. W�th �ts profoundly peaceful s�ghs and
hes�tat�ons �t resembled that of a cow stand�ng up to �ts knees all
n�ght through �n the long grass.

A glance �nto the next room revealed l�ttle more than a nose,
prom�nent above the sheets. Grow�ng accustomed to the darkness,
for the w�ndows were open and showed grey squares w�th spl�nters
of starl�ght, one could d�st�ngu�sh a lean form, terr�bly l�ke the body of
a dead person, the body �ndeed of W�ll�am Pepper, asleep too.
Th�rty-s�x, th�rty-seven, th�rty-e�ght—here were three Portuguese
men of bus�ness, asleep presumably, s�nce a snore came w�th the
regular�ty of a great t�ck�ng clock. Th�rty-n�ne was a corner room, at
the end of the passage, but late though �t was—“One” struck gently
downsta�rs—a l�ne of l�ght under the door showed that some one
was st�ll awake.

“How late you are, Hugh!” a woman, ly�ng �n bed, sa�d �n a peev�sh
but sol�c�tous vo�ce. Her husband was brush�ng h�s teeth, and for
some moments d�d not answer.

“You should have gone to sleep,” he repl�ed. “I was talk�ng to
Thornbury.”

“But you know that I never can sleep when I’m wa�t�ng for you,”
she sa�d.

To that he made no answer, but only remarked, “Well then, we’ll
turn out the l�ght.” They were s�lent.

The fa�nt but penetrat�ng pulse of an electr�c bell could now be
heard �n the corr�dor. Old Mrs. Paley, hav�ng woken hungry but
w�thout her spectacles, was summon�ng her ma�d to f�nd the b�scu�t-
box. The ma�d hav�ng answered the bell, drear�ly respectful even at
th�s hour though muffled �n a mack�ntosh, the passage was left �n
s�lence. Downsta�rs all was empty and dark; but on the upper floor a
l�ght st�ll burnt �n the room where the boots had dropped so heav�ly
above M�ss Allan’s head. Here was the gentleman who, a few hours



prev�ously, �n the shade of the curta�n, had seemed to cons�st
ent�rely of legs. Deep �n an arm-cha�r he was read�ng the th�rd
volume of G�bbon’s H�story of the Decl�ne and Fall of Rome by
candle-l�ght. As he read he knocked the ash automat�cally, now and
aga�n, from h�s c�garette and turned the page, wh�le a whole
process�on of splend�d sentences entered h�s capac�ous brow and
went march�ng through h�s bra�n �n order. It seemed l�kely that th�s
process m�ght cont�nue for an hour or more, unt�l the ent�re reg�ment
had sh�fted �ts quarters, had not the door opened, and the young
man, who was �ncl�ned to be stout, come �n w�th large naked feet.

“Oh, H�rst, what I forgot to say was—”
“Two m�nutes,” sa�d H�rst, ra�s�ng h�s f�nger.
He safely stowed away the last words of the paragraph.
“What was �t you forgot to say?” he asked.
“D’you th�nk you do make enough allowance for feel�ngs?” asked

Mr. Hewet. He had aga�n forgotten what he had meant to say.
After �ntense contemplat�on of the �mmaculate G�bbon Mr. H�rst

sm�led at the quest�on of h�s fr�end. He la�d as�de h�s book and
cons�dered.

“I should call yours a s�ngularly unt�dy m�nd,” he observed.
“Feel�ngs? Aren’t they just what we do allow for? We put love up
there, and all the rest somewhere down below.” W�th h�s left hand he
�nd�cated the top of a pyram�d, and w�th h�s r�ght the base.

“But you d�dn’t get out of bed to tell me that,” he added severely.
“I got out of bed,” sa�d Hewet vaguely, “merely to talk I suppose.”
“Meanwh�le I shall undress,” sa�d H�rst. When naked of all but h�s

sh�rt, and bent over the bas�n, Mr. H�rst no longer �mpressed one w�th
the majesty of h�s �ntellect, but w�th the pathos of h�s young yet ugly
body, for he stooped, and he was so th�n that there were dark l�nes
between the d�fferent bones of h�s neck and shoulders.

“Women �nterest me,” sa�d Hewet, who, s�tt�ng on the bed w�th h�s
ch�n rest�ng on h�s knees, pa�d no attent�on to the undress�ng of Mr.
H�rst.

“They’re so stup�d,” sa�d H�rst. “You’re s�tt�ng on my pyjamas.”



“I suppose they are stup�d?” Hewet wondered.
“There can’t be two op�n�ons about that, I �mag�ne,” sa�d H�rst,

hopp�ng br�skly across the room, “unless you’re �n love—that fat
woman Warr�ngton?” he enqu�red.

“Not one fat woman—all fat women,” Hewet s�ghed.
“The women I saw to-n�ght were not fat,” sa�d H�rst, who was

tak�ng advantage of Hewet’s company to cut h�s toe-na�ls.
“Descr�be them,” sa�d Hewet.
“You know I can’t descr�be th�ngs!” sa�d H�rst. “They were much

l�ke other women, I should th�nk. They always are.”
“No; that’s where we d�ffer,” sa�d Hewet. “I say everyth�ng’s

d�fferent. No two people are �n the least the same. Take you and me
now.”

“So I used to th�nk once,” sa�d H�rst. “But now they’re all types.
Don’t take us,—take th�s hotel. You could draw c�rcles round the
whole lot of them, and they’d never stray outs�de.”

(“You can k�ll a hen by do�ng that”), Hewet murmured.
“Mr. Hughl�ng Ell�ot, Mrs. Hughl�ng Ell�ot, M�ss Allan, Mr. and Mrs.

Thornbury—one c�rcle,” H�rst cont�nued. “M�ss Warr�ngton, Mr. Arthur
Venn�ng, Mr. Perrott, Evelyn M. another c�rcle; then there are a
whole lot of nat�ves; f�nally ourselves.”

“Are we all alone �n our c�rcle?” asked Hewet.
“Qu�te alone,” sa�d H�rst. “You try to get out, but you can’t. You only

make a mess of th�ngs by try�ng.”
“I’m not a hen �n a c�rcle,” sa�d Hewet. “I’m a dove on a tree-top.”
“I wonder �f th�s �s what they call an �ngrow�ng toe-na�l?” sa�d H�rst,

exam�n�ng the b�g toe on h�s left foot.
“I fl�t from branch to branch,” cont�nued Hewet. “The world �s

profoundly pleasant.” He lay back on the bed, upon h�s arms.
“I wonder �f �t’s really n�ce to be as vague as you are?” asked H�rst,

look�ng at h�m. “It’s the lack of cont�nu�ty—that’s what’s so odd about
you,” he went on. “At the age of twenty-seven, wh�ch �s nearly th�rty,
you seem to have drawn no conclus�ons. A party of old women
exc�tes you st�ll as though you were three.”



Hewet contemplated the angular young man who was neatly
brush�ng the r�ms of h�s toe-na�ls �nto the f�re-place �n s�lence for a
moment.

“I respect you, H�rst,” he remarked.
“I envy you—some th�ngs,” sa�d H�rst. “One: your capac�ty for not

th�nk�ng; two: people l�ke you better than they l�ke me. Women l�ke
you, I suppose.”

“I wonder whether that �sn’t really what matters most?” sa�d Hewet.
Ly�ng now flat on the bed he waved h�s hand �n vague c�rcles above
h�m.

“Of course �t �s,” sa�d H�rst. “But that’s not the d�ff�culty. The
d�ff�culty �s, �sn’t �t, to f�nd an appropr�ate object?”

“There are no female hens �n your c�rcle?” asked Hewet.
“Not the ghost of one,” sa�d H�rst.
Although they had known each other for three years H�rst had

never yet heard the true story of Hewet’s loves. In general
conversat�on �t was taken for granted that they were many, but �n
pr�vate the subject was allowed to lapse. The fact that he had money
enough to do no work, and that he had left Cambr�dge after two
terms ow�ng to a d�fference w�th the author�t�es, and had then
travelled and dr�fted, made h�s l�fe strange at many po�nts where h�s
fr�ends’ l�ves were much of a p�ece.

“I don’t see your c�rcles—I don’t see them,” Hewet cont�nued. “I
see a th�ng l�ke a teetotum sp�nn�ng �n and out—knock�ng �nto th�ngs
—dash�ng from s�de to s�de—collect�ng numbers—more and more
and more, t�ll the whole place �s th�ck w�th them. Round and round
they go—out there, over the r�m—out of s�ght.”

H�s f�ngers showed that the waltz�ng teetotums had spun over the
edge of the counterpane and fallen off the bed �nto �nf�n�ty.

“Could you contemplate three weeks alone �n th�s hotel?” asked
H�rst, after a moment’s pause.

Hewet proceeded to th�nk.
“The truth of �t �s that one never �s alone, and one never �s �n

company,” he concluded.



“Mean�ng?” sa�d H�rst.
“Mean�ng? Oh, someth�ng about bubbles—auras—what d’you call

’em? You can’t see my bubble; I can’t see yours; all we see of each
other �s a speck, l�ke the w�ck �n the m�ddle of that flame. The flame
goes about w�th us everywhere; �t’s not ourselves exactly, but what
we feel; the world �s short, or people ma�nly; all k�nds of people.”

“A n�ce streaky bubble yours must be!” sa�d H�rst.
“And suppos�ng my bubble could run �nto some one else’s bubble

—”
“And they both burst?” put �n H�rst.
“Then—then—then—” pondered Hewet, as �f to h�mself, “�t would

be an e-nor-mous world,” he sa�d, stretch�ng h�s arms to the�r full
w�dth, as though even so they could hardly clasp the b�llowy
un�verse, for when he was w�th H�rst he always felt unusually
sangu�ne and vague.

“I don’t th�nk you altogether as fool�sh as I used to, Hewet,” sa�d
H�rst. “You don’t know what you mean but you try to say �t.”

“But aren’t you enjoy�ng yourself here?” asked Hewet.
“On the whole—yes,” sa�d H�rst. “I l�ke observ�ng people. I l�ke

look�ng at th�ngs. Th�s country �s amaz�ngly beaut�ful. D�d you not�ce
how the top of the mounta�n turned yellow to-n�ght? Really we must
take our lunch and spend the day out. You’re gett�ng d�sgust�ngly
fat.” He po�nted at the calf of Hewet’s bare leg.

“We’ll get up an exped�t�on,” sa�d Hewet energet�cally. “We’ll ask
the ent�re hotel. We’ll h�re donkeys and—”

“Oh, Lord!” sa�d H�rst, “do shut �t! I can see M�ss Warr�ngton and
M�ss Allan and Mrs. Ell�ot and the rest squatt�ng on the stones and
quack�ng, ‘How jolly!’”

“We’ll ask Venn�ng and Perrott and M�ss Murgatroyd—every one
we can lay hands on,” went on Hewet. “What’s the name of the l�ttle
old grasshopper w�th the eyeglasses? Pepper?—Pepper shall lead
us.”

“Thank God, you’ll never get the donkeys,” sa�d H�rst.



“I must make a note of that,” sa�d Hewet, slowly dropp�ng h�s feet
to the floor. “H�rst escorts M�ss Warr�ngton; Pepper advances alone
on a wh�te ass; prov�s�ons equally d�str�buted—or shall we h�re a
mule? The matrons—there’s Mrs. Paley, by Jove!—share a
carr�age.”

“That’s where you’ll go wrong,” sa�d H�rst. “Putt�ng v�rg�ns among
matrons.”

“How long should you th�nk that an exped�t�on l�ke that would take,
H�rst?” asked Hewet.

“From twelve to s�xteen hours I would say,” sa�d H�rst. “The t�me
usually occup�ed by a f�rst conf�nement.”

“It w�ll need cons�derable organ�sat�on,” sa�d Hewet. He was now
padd�ng softly round the room, and stopped to st�r the books on the
table. They lay heaped one upon another.

“We shall want some poets too,” he remarked. “Not G�bbon; no;
d’you happen to have Modern Love or John Donne? You see, I
contemplate pauses when people get t�red of look�ng at the v�ew,
and then �t would be n�ce to read someth�ng rather d�ff�cult aloud.”

“Mrs. Paley w�ll enjoy herself,” sa�d H�rst.
“Mrs. Paley w�ll enjoy �t certa�nly,” sa�d Hewet. “It’s one of the

saddest th�ngs I know—the way elderly lad�es cease to read poetry.
And yet how appropr�ate th�s �s:

I speak as one who plumbs
    L�fe’s d�m profound,
One who at length can sound
    Clear v�ews and certa�n.
But—after love what comes?
    A scene that lours,
A few sad vacant hours,
    And then, the Curta�n.

I daresay Mrs. Paley �s the only one of us who can really understand
that.”

“We’ll ask her,” sa�d H�rst. “Please, Hewet, �f you must go to bed,
draw my curta�n. Few th�ngs d�stress me more than the moonl�ght.”



Hewet retreated, press�ng the poems of Thomas Hardy beneath
h�s arm, and �n the�r beds next door to each other both the young
men were soon asleep.

Between the ext�nct�on of Hewet’s candle and the r�s�ng of a dusky
Span�sh boy who was the f�rst to survey the desolat�on of the hotel �n
the early morn�ng, a few hours of s�lence �ntervened. One could
almost hear a hundred people breath�ng deeply, and however
wakeful and restless �t would have been hard to escape sleep �n the
m�ddle of so much sleep. Look�ng out of the w�ndows, there was only
darkness to be seen. All over the shadowed half of the world people
lay prone, and a few fl�cker�ng l�ghts �n empty streets marked the
places where the�r c�t�es were bu�lt. Red and yellow omn�buses were
crowd�ng each other �n P�ccad�lly; sumptuous women were rock�ng at
a standst�ll; but here �n the darkness an owl fl�tted from tree to tree,
and when the breeze l�fted the branches the moon flashed as �f �t
were a torch. Unt�l all people should awake aga�n the houseless
an�mals were abroad, the t�gers and the stags, and the elephants
com�ng down �n the darkness to dr�nk at pools. The w�nd at n�ght
blow�ng over the h�lls and woods was purer and fresher than the
w�nd by day, and the earth, robbed of deta�l, more myster�ous than
the earth coloured and d�v�ded by roads and f�elds. For s�x hours th�s
profound beauty ex�sted, and then as the east grew wh�ter and
wh�ter the ground swam to the surface, the roads were revealed, the
smoke rose and the people st�rred, and the sun shone upon the
w�ndows of the hotel at Santa Mar�na unt�l they were uncurta�ned,
and the gong blar�ng all through the house gave not�ce of breakfast.

D�rectly breakfast was over, the lad�es as usual c�rcled vaguely,
p�ck�ng up papers and putt�ng them down aga�n, about the hall.

“And what are you go�ng to do to-day?” asked Mrs. Ell�ot dr�ft�ng
up aga�nst M�ss Warr�ngton.

Mrs. Ell�ot, the w�fe of Hughl�ng the Oxford Don, was a short
woman, whose express�on was hab�tually pla�nt�ve. Her eyes moved
from th�ng to th�ng as though they never found anyth�ng suff�c�ently
pleasant to rest upon for any length of t�me.

“I’m go�ng to try to get Aunt Emma out �nto the town,” sa�d Susan.
“She’s not seen a th�ng yet.”



“I call �t so sp�r�ted of her at her age,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot, “com�ng all
th�s way from her own f�res�de.”

“Yes, we always tell her she’ll d�e on board sh�p,” Susan repl�ed.
“She was born on one,” she added.

“In the old days,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot, “a great many people were. I
always p�ty the poor women so! We’ve got a lot to compla�n of!” She
shook her head. Her eyes wandered about the table, and she
remarked �rrelevantly, “The poor l�ttle Queen of Holland! Newspaper
reporters pract�cally, one may say, at her bedroom door!”

“Were you talk�ng of the Queen of Holland?” sa�d the pleasant
vo�ce of M�ss Allan, who was search�ng for the th�ck pages of The
T�mes among a l�tter of th�n fore�gn sheets.

“I always envy any one who l�ves �n such an excess�vely flat
country,” she remarked.

“How very strange!” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot. “I f�nd a flat country so
depress�ng.”

“I’m afra�d you can’t be very happy here then, M�ss Allan,” sa�d
Susan.

“On the contrary,” sa�d M�ss Allan, “I am exceed�ngly fond of
mounta�ns.” Perce�v�ng The T�mes at some d�stance, she moved off
to secure �t.

“Well, I must f�nd my husband,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot, f�dget�ng away.
“And I must go to my aunt,” sa�d M�ss Warr�ngton, and tak�ng up

the dut�es of the day they moved away.
Whether the fl�ms�ness of fore�gn sheets and the coarseness of

the�r type �s any proof of fr�vol�ty and �gnorance, there �s no doubt
that Engl�sh people scarce cons�der news read there as news, any
more than a programme bought from a man �n the street �nsp�res
conf�dence �n what �t says. A very respectable elderly pa�r, hav�ng
�nspected the long tables of newspapers, d�d not th�nk �t worth the�r
wh�le to read more than the headl�nes.

“The debate on the f�fteenth should have reached us by now,” Mrs.
Thornbury murmured. Mr. Thornbury, who was beaut�fully clean and
had red rubbed �nto h�s handsome worn face l�ke traces of pa�nt on a



weather-beaten wooden f�gure, looked over h�s glasses and saw that
M�ss Allan had The T�mes.

The couple therefore sat themselves down �n arm-cha�rs and
wa�ted.

“Ah, there’s Mr. Hewet,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury. “Mr. Hewet,” she
cont�nued, “do come and s�t by us. I was tell�ng my husband how
much you rem�nded me of a dear old fr�end of m�ne—Mary Umpleby.
She was a most del�ghtful woman, I assure you. She grew roses. We
used to stay w�th her �n the old days.”

“No young man l�kes to have �t sa�d that he resembles an elderly
sp�nster,” sa�d Mr. Thornbury.

“On the contrary,” sa�d Mr. Hewet, “I always th�nk �t a compl�ment
to rem�nd people of some one else. But M�ss Umpleby—why d�d she
grow roses?”

“Ah, poor th�ng,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, “that’s a long story. She had
gone through dreadful sorrows. At one t�me I th�nk she would have
lost her senses �f �t hadn’t been for her garden. The so�l was very
much aga�nst her—a bless�ng �n d�sgu�se; she had to be up at dawn
—out �n all weathers. And then there are creatures that eat roses.
But she tr�umphed. She always d�d. She was a brave soul.” She
s�ghed deeply but at the same t�me w�th res�gnat�on.

“I d�d not real�se that I was monopol�s�ng the paper,” sa�d M�ss
Allan, com�ng up to them.

“We were so anx�ous to read about the debate,” sa�d Mrs.
Thornbury, accept�ng �t on behalf of her husband.

“One doesn’t real�se how �nterest�ng a debate can be unt�l one has
sons �n the navy. My �nterests are equally balanced, though; I have
sons �n the army too; and one son who makes speeches at the
Un�on—my baby!”

“H�rst would know h�m, I expect,” sa�d Hewet.
“Mr. H�rst has such an �nterest�ng face,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury. “But I

feel one ought to be very clever to talk to h�m. Well, W�ll�am?” she
enqu�red, for Mr. Thornbury grunted.

“They’re mak�ng a mess of �t,” sa�d Mr. Thornbury. He had reached
the second column of the report, a spasmod�c column, for the Ir�sh



members had been brawl�ng three weeks ago at Westm�nster over a
quest�on of naval eff�c�ency. After a d�sturbed paragraph or two, the
column of pr�nt once more ran smoothly.

“You have read �t?” Mrs. Thornbury asked M�ss Allan.
“No, I am ashamed to say I have only read about the d�scover�es

�n Crete,” sa�d M�ss Allan.
“Oh, but I would g�ve so much to real�se the anc�ent world!” cr�ed

Mrs. Thornbury. “Now that we old people are alone,—we’re on our
second honeymoon,—I am really go�ng to put myself to school
aga�n. After all we are founded on the past, aren’t we, Mr. Hewet?
My sold�er son says that there �s st�ll a great deal to be learnt from
Hann�bal. One ought to know so much more than one does.
Somehow when I read the paper, I beg�n w�th the debates f�rst, and,
before I’ve done, the door always opens—we’re a very large party at
home—and so one never does th�nk enough about the anc�ents and
all they’ve done for us. But you beg�n at the beg�nn�ng, M�ss Allan.”

“When I th�nk of the Greeks I th�nk of them as naked black men,”
sa�d M�ss Allan, “wh�ch �s qu�te �ncorrect, I’m sure.”

“And you, Mr. H�rst?” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, perce�v�ng that the
gaunt young man was near. “I’m sure you read everyth�ng.”

“I conf�ne myself to cr�cket and cr�me,” sa�d H�rst. “The worst of
com�ng from the upper classes,” he cont�nued, “�s that one’s fr�ends
are never k�lled �n ra�lway acc�dents.”

Mr. Thornbury threw down the paper, and emphat�cally dropped
h�s eyeglasses. The sheets fell �n the m�ddle of the group, and were
eyed by them all.

“It’s not gone well?” asked h�s w�fe sol�c�tously.
Hewet p�cked up one sheet and read, “A lady was walk�ng

yesterday �n the streets of Westm�nster when she perce�ved a cat �n
the w�ndow of a deserted house. The fam�shed an�mal—”

“I shall be out of �t anyway,” Mr. Thornbury �nterrupted peev�shly.
“Cats are often forgotten,” M�ss Allan remarked.
“Remember, W�ll�am, the Pr�me M�n�ster has reserved h�s answer,”

sa�d Mrs. Thornbury.



“At the age of e�ghty, Mr. Joshua Harr�s of Eeles Park,
Brondesbury, has had a son,” sa�d H�rst.

“. . . The fam�shed an�mal, wh�ch had been not�ced by workmen for
some days, was rescued, but—by Jove! �t b�t the man’s hand to
p�eces!”

“W�ld w�th hunger, I suppose,” commented M�ss Allan.
“You’re all neglect�ng the ch�ef advantage of be�ng abroad,” sa�d

Mr. Hughl�ng Ell�ot, who had jo�ned the group. “You m�ght read your
news �n French, wh�ch �s equ�valent to read�ng no news at all.”

Mr. Ell�ot had a profound knowledge of Copt�c, wh�ch he concealed
as far as poss�ble, and quoted French phrases so exqu�s�tely that �t
was hard to bel�eve that he could also speak the ord�nary tongue. He
had an �mmense respect for the French.

“Com�ng?” he asked the two young men. “We ought to start before
�t’s really hot.”

“I beg of you not to walk �n the heat, Hugh,” h�s w�fe pleaded,
g�v�ng h�m an angular parcel enclos�ng half a ch�cken and some
ra�s�ns.

“Hewet w�ll be our barometer,” sa�d Mr. Ell�ot. “He w�ll melt before I
shall.” Indeed, �f so much as a drop had melted off h�s spare r�bs, the
bones would have la�n bare. The lad�es were left alone now,
surround�ng The T�mes wh�ch lay upon the floor. M�ss Allan looked at
her father’s watch.

“Ten m�nutes to eleven,” she observed.
“Work?” asked Mrs. Thornbury.
“Work,” repl�ed M�ss Allan.
“What a f�ne creature she �s!” murmured Mrs. Thornbury, as the

square f�gure �n �ts manly coat w�thdrew.
“And I’m sure she has a hard l�fe,” s�ghed Mrs. Ell�ot.
“Oh, �t �s a hard l�fe,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury. “Unmarr�ed women—

earn�ng the�r l�v�ngs—�t’s the hardest l�fe of all.”
“Yet she seems pretty cheerful,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot.
“It must be very �nterest�ng,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury. “I envy her her

knowledge.”



“But that �sn’t what women want,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot.
“I’m afra�d �t’s all a great many can hope to have,” s�ghed Mrs.

Thornbury. “I bel�eve that there are more of us than ever now. S�r
Harley Lethbr�dge was tell�ng me only the other day how d�ff�cult �t �s
to f�nd boys for the navy—partly because of the�r teeth, �t �s true. And
I have heard young women talk qu�te openly of—”

“Dreadful, dreadful!” excla�med Mrs. Ell�ot. “The crown, as one
may call �t, of a woman’s l�fe. I, who know what �t �s to be ch�ldless—”
she s�ghed and ceased.

“But we must not be hard,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury. “The cond�t�ons
are so much changed s�nce I was a young woman.”

“Surely matern�ty does not change,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot.
“In some ways we can learn a great deal from the young,” sa�d

Mrs. Thornbury. “I learn so much from my own daughters.”
“I bel�eve that Hughl�ng really doesn’t m�nd,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot. “But

then he has h�s work.”
“Women w�thout ch�ldren can do so much for the ch�ldren of

others,” observed Mrs. Thornbury gently.
“I sketch a great deal,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot, “but that �sn’t really an

occupat�on. It’s so d�sconcert�ng to f�nd g�rls just beg�nn�ng do�ng
better than one does oneself! And nature’s d�ff�cult—very d�ff�cult!”

“Are there not �nst�tut�ons—clubs—that you could help?” asked
Mrs. Thornbury.

“They are so exhaust�ng,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot. “I look strong, because
of my colour; but I’m not; the youngest of eleven never �s.”

“If the mother �s careful before,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury jud�c�ally,
“there �s no reason why the s�ze of the fam�ly should make any
d�fference. And there �s no tra�n�ng l�ke the tra�n�ng that brothers and
s�sters g�ve each other. I am sure of that. I have seen �t w�th my own
ch�ldren. My eldest boy Ralph, for �nstance—”

But Mrs. Ell�ot was �nattent�ve to the elder lady’s exper�ence, and
her eyes wandered about the hall.

“My mother had two m�scarr�ages, I know,” she sa�d suddenly.
“The f�rst because she met one of those great danc�ng bears—they



shouldn’t be allowed; the other—�t was a horr�d story—our cook had
a ch�ld and there was a d�nner party. So I put my dyspeps�a down to
that.”

“And a m�scarr�age �s so much worse than a conf�nement,” Mrs.
Thornbury murmured absentm�ndedly, adjust�ng her spectacles and
p�ck�ng up The T�mes. Mrs. Ell�ot rose and fluttered away.

When she had heard what one of the m�ll�on vo�ces speak�ng �n
the paper had to say, and not�ced that a cous�n of hers had marr�ed a
clergyman at M�nehead—�gnor�ng the drunken women, the golden
an�mals of Crete, the movements of battal�ons, the d�nners, the
reforms, the f�res, the �nd�gnant, the learned and benevolent, Mrs.
Thornbury went upsta�rs to wr�te a letter for the ma�l.

The paper lay d�rectly beneath the clock, the two together seem�ng
to represent stab�l�ty �n a chang�ng world. Mr. Perrott passed through;
Mr. Venn�ng po�sed for a second on the edge of a table. Mrs. Paley
was wheeled past. Susan followed. Mr. Venn�ng strolled after her.
Portuguese m�l�tary fam�l�es, the�r clothes suggest�ng late r�s�ng �n
unt�dy bedrooms, tra�led across, attended by conf�dent�al nurses
carry�ng no�sy ch�ldren. As m�dday drew on, and the sun beat
stra�ght upon the roof, an eddy of great fl�es droned �n a c�rcle; �ced
dr�nks were served under the palms; the long bl�nds were pulled
down w�th a shr�ek, turn�ng all the l�ght yellow. The clock now had a
s�lent hall to t�ck �n, and an aud�ence of four or f�ve somnolent
merchants. By degrees wh�te f�gures w�th shady hats came �n at the
door, adm�tt�ng a wedge of the hot summer day, and shutt�ng �t out
aga�n. After rest�ng �n the d�mness for a m�nute, they went upsta�rs.
S�multaneously, the clock wheezed one, and the gong sounded,
beg�nn�ng softly, work�ng �tself �nto a frenzy, and ceas�ng. There was
a pause. Then all those who had gone upsta�rs came down; cr�pples
came, plant�ng both feet on the same step lest they should sl�p; pr�m
l�ttle g�rls came, hold�ng the nurse’s f�nger; fat old men came st�ll
button�ng wa�stcoats. The gong had been sounded �n the garden,
and by degrees recumbent f�gures rose and strolled �n to eat, s�nce
the t�me had come for them to feed aga�n. There were pools and
bars of shade �n the garden even at m�dday, where two or three
v�s�tors could l�e work�ng or talk�ng at the�r ease.



Ow�ng to the heat of the day, luncheon was generally a s�lent
meal, when people observed the�r ne�ghbors and took stock of any
new faces there m�ght be, hazard�ng guesses as to who they were
and what they d�d. Mrs. Paley, although well over seventy and
cr�ppled �n the legs, enjoyed her food and the pecul�ar�t�es of her
fellow-be�ngs. She was seated at a small table w�th Susan.

“I shouldn’t l�ke to say what she �s!” she chuckled, survey�ng a tall
woman dressed consp�cuously �n wh�te, w�th pa�nt �n the hollows of
her cheeks, who was always late, and always attended by a shabby
female follower, at wh�ch remark Susan blushed, and wondered why
her aunt sa�d such th�ngs.

Lunch went on method�cally, unt�l each of the seven courses was
left �n fragments and the fru�t was merely a toy, to be peeled and
sl�ced as a ch�ld destroys a da�sy, petal by petal. The food served as
an ext�ngu�sher upon any fa�nt flame of the human sp�r�t that m�ght
surv�ve the m�dday heat, but Susan sat �n her room afterwards,
turn�ng over and over the del�ghtful fact that Mr. Venn�ng had come
to her �n the garden, and had sat there qu�te half an hour wh�le she
read aloud to her aunt. Men and women sought d�fferent corners
where they could l�e unobserved, and from two to four �t m�ght be
sa�d w�thout exaggerat�on that the hotel was �nhab�ted by bod�es
w�thout souls. D�sastrous would have been the result �f a f�re or a
death had suddenly demanded someth�ng hero�c of human nature,
but traged�es come �n the hungry hours. Towards four o’clock the
human sp�r�t aga�n began to l�ck the body, as a flame l�cks a black
promontory of coal. Mrs. Paley felt �t unseemly to open her toothless
jaw so w�dely, though there was no one near, and Mrs. Ell�ot
surveyed her round flushed face anx�ously �n the look�ng-glass.

Half an hour later, hav�ng removed the traces of sleep, they met
each other �n the hall, and Mrs. Paley observed that she was go�ng
to have her tea.

“You l�ke your tea too, don’t you?” she sa�d, and �nv�ted Mrs. Ell�ot,
whose husband was st�ll out, to jo�n her at a spec�al table wh�ch she
had placed for her under a tree.

“A l�ttle s�lver goes a long way �n th�s country,” she chuckled.
She sent Susan back to fetch another cup.



“They have such excellent b�scu�ts here,” she sa�d, contemplat�ng
a plateful. “Not sweet b�scu�ts, wh�ch I don’t l�ke—dry b�scu�ts . . .
Have you been sketch�ng?”

“Oh, I’ve done two or three l�ttle daubs,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot, speak�ng
rather louder than usual. “But �t’s so d�ff�cult after Oxfordsh�re, where
there are so many trees. The l�ght’s so strong here. Some people
adm�re �t, I know, but I f�nd �t very fat�gu�ng.”

“I really don’t need cook�ng, Susan,” sa�d Mrs. Paley, when her
n�ece returned. “I must trouble you to move me.” Everyth�ng had to
be moved. F�nally the old lady was placed so that the l�ght wavered
over her, as though she were a f�sh �n a net. Susan poured out tea,
and was just remark�ng that they were hav�ng hot weather �n
W�ltsh�re too, when Mr. Venn�ng asked whether he m�ght jo�n them.

“It’s so n�ce to f�nd a young man who doesn’t desp�se tea,” sa�d
Mrs. Paley, rega�n�ng her good humour. “One of my nephews the
other day asked for a glass of sherry—at f�ve o’clock! I told h�m he
could get �t at the publ�c house round the corner, but not �n my
draw�ng room.”

“I’d rather go w�thout lunch than tea,” sa�d Mr. Venn�ng. “That’s not
str�ctly true. I want both.”

Mr. Venn�ng was a dark young man, about th�rty-two years of age,
very slapdash and conf�dent �n h�s manner, although at th�s moment
obv�ously a l�ttle exc�ted. H�s fr�end Mr. Perrott was a barr�ster, and
as Mr. Perrott refused to go anywhere w�thout Mr. Venn�ng �t was
necessary, when Mr. Perrott came to Santa Mar�na about a
Company, for Mr. Venn�ng to come too. He was a barr�ster also, but
he loathed a profess�on wh�ch kept h�m �ndoors over books, and
d�rectly h�s w�dowed mother d�ed he was go�ng, so he conf�ded to
Susan, to take up fly�ng ser�ously, and become partner �n a large
bus�ness for mak�ng aeroplanes. The talk rambled on. It dealt, of
course, w�th the beaut�es and s�ngular�t�es of the place, the streets,
the people, and the quant�t�es of unowned yellow dogs.

“Don’t you th�nk �t dreadfully cruel the way they treat dogs �n th�s
country?” asked Mrs. Paley.

“I’d have ’em all shot,” sa�d Mr. Venn�ng.



“Oh, but the darl�ng pupp�es,” sa�d Susan.
“Jolly l�ttle chaps,” sa�d Mr. Venn�ng. “Look here, you’ve got

noth�ng to eat.” A great wedge of cake was handed Susan on the
po�nt of a trembl�ng kn�fe. Her hand trembled too as she took �t.

“I have such a dear dog at home,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot.
“My parrot can’t stand dogs,” sa�d Mrs. Paley, w�th the a�r of one

mak�ng a conf�dence. “I always suspect that he (or she) was teased
by a dog when I was abroad.”

“You d�dn’t get far th�s morn�ng, M�ss Warr�ngton,” sa�d Mr.
Venn�ng.

“It was hot,” she answered. The�r conversat�on became pr�vate,
ow�ng to Mrs. Paley’s deafness and the long sad h�story wh�ch Mrs.
Ell�ot had embarked upon of a w�re-ha�red terr�er, wh�te w�th just one
black spot, belong�ng to an uncle of hers, wh�ch had comm�tted
su�c�de. “An�mals do comm�t su�c�de,” she s�ghed, as �f she asserted
a pa�nful fact.

“Couldn’t we explore the town th�s even�ng?” Mr. Venn�ng
suggested.

“My aunt—” Susan began.
“You deserve a hol�day,” he sa�d. “You’re always do�ng th�ngs for

other people.”
“But that’s my l�fe,” she sa�d, under cover of ref�ll�ng the teapot.
“That’s no one’s l�fe,” he returned, “no young person’s. You’ll

come?”
“I should l�ke to come,” she murmured.
At th�s moment Mrs. Ell�ot looked up and excla�med, “Oh, Hugh!

He’s br�ng�ng some one,” she added.
“He would l�ke some tea,” sa�d Mrs. Paley. “Susan, run and get

some cups—there are the two young men.”
“We’re th�rst�ng for tea,” sa�d Mr. Ell�ot. “You know Mr. Ambrose,

H�lda? We met on the h�ll.”
“He dragged me �n,” sa�d R�dley, “or I should have been ashamed.

I’m dusty and d�rty and d�sagreeable.” He po�nted to h�s boots wh�ch
were wh�te w�th dust, wh�le a dejected flower droop�ng �n h�s



buttonhole, l�ke an exhausted an�mal over a gate, added to the effect
of length and unt�d�ness. He was �ntroduced to the others. Mr. Hewet
and Mr. H�rst brought cha�rs, and tea began aga�n, Susan pour�ng
cascades of water from pot to pot, always cheerfully, and w�th the
competence of long use.

“My w�fe’s brother,” R�dley expla�ned to H�lda, whom he fa�led to
remember, “has a house here, wh�ch he has lent us. I was s�tt�ng on
a rock th�nk�ng of noth�ng at all when Ell�ot started up l�ke a fa�ry �n a
pantom�me.”

“Our ch�cken got �nto the salt,” Hewet sa�d dolefully to Susan. “Nor
�s �t true that bananas �nclude mo�sture as well as sustenance.”

H�rst was already dr�nk�ng.
“We’ve been curs�ng you,” sa�d R�dley �n answer to Mrs. Ell�ot’s

k�nd enqu�r�es about h�s w�fe. “You tour�sts eat up all the eggs, Helen
tells me. That’s an eye-sore too”—he nodded h�s head at the hotel.
“D�sgust�ng luxury, I call �t. We l�ve w�th p�gs �n the draw�ng-room.”

“The food �s not at all what �t ought to be, cons�der�ng the pr�ce,”
sa�d Mrs. Paley ser�ously. “But unless one goes to a hotel where �s
one to go to?”

“Stay at home,” sa�d R�dley. “I often w�sh I had! Everyone ought to
stay at home. But, of course, they won’t.”

Mrs. Paley conce�ved a certa�n grudge aga�nst R�dley, who
seemed to be cr�t�c�s�ng her hab�ts after an acqua�ntance of f�ve
m�nutes.

“I bel�eve �n fore�gn travel myself,” she stated, “�f one knows one’s
nat�ve land, wh�ch I th�nk I can honestly say I do. I should not allow
any one to travel unt�l they had v�s�ted Kent and Dorsetsh�re—Kent
for the hops, and Dorsetsh�re for �ts old stone cottages. There �s
noth�ng to compare w�th them here.”

“Yes—I always th�nk that some people l�ke the flat and other
people l�ke the downs,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot rather vaguely.

H�rst, who had been eat�ng and dr�nk�ng w�thout �nterrupt�on, now
l�t a c�garette, and observed, “Oh, but we’re all agreed by th�s t�me
that nature’s a m�stake. She’s e�ther very ugly, appall�ngly
uncomfortable, or absolutely terr�fy�ng. I don’t know wh�ch alarms me



most—a cow or a tree. I once met a cow �n a f�eld by n�ght. The
creature looked at me. I assure you �t turned my ha�r grey. It’s a
d�sgrace that the an�mals should be allowed to go at large.”

“And what d�d the cow th�nk of h�m?” Venn�ng mumbled to Susan,
who �mmed�ately dec�ded �n her own m�nd that Mr. H�rst was a
dreadful young man, and that although he had such an a�r of be�ng
clever he probably wasn’t as clever as Arthur, �n the ways that really
matter.

“Wasn’t �t W�lde who d�scovered the fact that nature makes no
allowance for h�p-bones?” enqu�red Hughl�ng Ell�ot. He knew by th�s
t�me exactly what scholarsh�ps and d�st�nct�on H�rst enjoyed, and had
formed a very h�gh op�n�on of h�s capac�t�es.

But H�rst merely drew h�s l�ps together very t�ghtly and made no
reply.

R�dley conjectured that �t was now perm�ss�ble for h�m to take h�s
leave. Pol�teness requ�red h�m to thank Mrs. Ell�ot for h�s tea, and to
add, w�th a wave of h�s hand, “You must come up and see us.”

The wave �ncluded both H�rst and Hewet, and Hewet answered, “I
should l�ke �t �mmensely.”

The party broke up, and Susan, who had never felt so happy �n
her l�fe, was just about to start for her walk �n the town w�th Arthur,
when Mrs. Paley beckoned her back. She could not understand from
the book how Double Demon pat�ence �s played; and suggested that
�f they sat down and worked �t out together �t would f�ll up the t�me
n�cely before d�nner.



CHAPTER X

Among the prom�ses wh�ch Mrs. Ambrose had made her n�ece
should she stay was a room cut off from the rest of the house, large,
pr�vate—a room �n wh�ch she could play, read, th�nk, defy the world,
a fortress as well as a sanctuary. Rooms, she knew, became more
l�ke worlds than rooms at the age of twenty-four. Her judgment was
correct, and when she shut the door Rachel entered an enchanted
place, where the poets sang and th�ngs fell �nto the�r r�ght
proport�ons. Some days after the v�s�on of the hotel by n�ght she was
s�tt�ng alone, sunk �n an arm-cha�r, read�ng a br�ghtly-covered red
volume lettered on the back Works of Henr�k Ibsen. Mus�c was open
on the p�ano, and books of mus�c rose �n two jagged p�llars on the
floor; but for the moment mus�c was deserted.

Far from look�ng bored or absent-m�nded, her eyes were
concentrated almost sternly upon the page, and from her breath�ng,
wh�ch was slow but repressed, �t could be seen that her whole body
was constra�ned by the work�ng of her m�nd. At last she shut the
book sharply, lay back, and drew a deep breath, express�ve of the
wonder wh�ch always marks the trans�t�on from the �mag�nary world
to the real world.

“What I want to know,” she sa�d aloud, “�s th�s: What �s the truth?
What’s the truth of �t all?” She was speak�ng partly as herself, and
partly as the hero�ne of the play she had just read. The landscape
outs�de, because she had seen noth�ng but pr�nt for the space of two
hours, now appeared amaz�ngly sol�d and clear, but although there
were men on the h�ll wash�ng the trunks of ol�ve trees w�th a wh�te
l�qu�d, for the moment she herself was the most v�v�d th�ng �n �t—an
hero�c statue �n the m�ddle of the foreground, dom�nat�ng the v�ew.
Ibsen’s plays always left her �n that cond�t�on. She acted them for



days at a t�me, greatly to Helen’s amusement; and then �t would be
Mered�th’s turn and she became D�ana of the Crossways. But Helen
was aware that �t was not all act�ng, and that some sort of change
was tak�ng place �n the human be�ng. When Rachel became t�red of
the r�g�d�ty of her pose on the back of the cha�r, she turned round,
sl�d comfortably down �nto �t, and gazed out over the furn�ture
through the w�ndow oppos�te wh�ch opened on the garden. (Her
m�nd wandered away from Nora, but she went on th�nk�ng of th�ngs
that the book suggested to her, of women and l�fe.)

Dur�ng the three months she had been here she had made up
cons�derably, as Helen meant she should, for t�me spent �n
�nterm�nable walks round sheltered gardens, and the household
goss�p of her aunts. But Mrs. Ambrose would have been the f�rst to
d�scla�m any �nfluence, or �ndeed any bel�ef that to �nfluence was
w�th�n her power. She saw her less shy, and less ser�ous, wh�ch was
all to the good, and the v�olent leaps and the �nterm�nable mazes
wh�ch had led to that result were usually not even guessed at by her.
Talk was the med�c�ne she trusted to, talk about everyth�ng, talk that
was free, unguarded, and as cand�d as a hab�t of talk�ng w�th men
made natural �n her own case. Nor d�d she encourage those hab�ts
of unself�shness and am�ab�l�ty founded upon �ns�ncer�ty wh�ch are
put at so h�gh a value �n m�xed households of men and women. She
des�red that Rachel should th�nk, and for th�s reason offered books
and d�scouraged too ent�re a dependence upon Bach and Beethoven
and Wagner. But when Mrs. Ambrose would have suggested Defoe,
Maupassant, or some spac�ous chron�cle of fam�ly l�fe, Rachel chose
modern books, books �n sh�ny yellow covers, books w�th a great deal
of g�ld�ng on the back, wh�ch were tokens �n her aunt’s eyes of harsh
wrangl�ng and d�sputes about facts wh�ch had no such �mportance as
the moderns cla�med for them. But she d�d not �nterfere. Rachel read
what she chose, read�ng w�th the cur�ous l�teralness of one to whom
wr�tten sentences are unfam�l�ar, and handl�ng words as though they
were made of wood, separately of great �mportance, and possessed
of shapes l�ke tables or cha�rs. In th�s way she came to conclus�ons,
wh�ch had to be remodelled accord�ng to the adventures of the day,
and were �ndeed recast as l�berally as any one could des�re, leav�ng
always a small gra�n of bel�ef beh�nd them.



Ibsen was succeeded by a novel such as Mrs. Ambrose detested,
whose purpose was to d�str�bute the gu�lt of a woman’s downfall
upon the r�ght shoulders; a purpose wh�ch was ach�eved, �f the
reader’s d�scomfort were any proof of �t. She threw the book down,
looked out of the w�ndow, turned away from the w�ndow, and
relapsed �nto an arm-cha�r.

The morn�ng was hot, and the exerc�se of read�ng left her m�nd
contract�ng and expand�ng l�ke the ma�n-spr�ng of a clock, and the
small no�ses of m�dday, wh�ch one can ascr�be to no def�n�te cause,
�n a regular rhythm. It was all very real, very b�g, very �mpersonal,
and after a moment or two she began to ra�se her f�rst f�nger and to
let �t fall on the arm of her cha�r so as to br�ng back to herself some
consc�ousness of her own ex�stence. She was next overcome by the
unspeakable queerness of the fact that she should be s�tt�ng �n an
arm-cha�r, �n the morn�ng, �n the m�ddle of the world. Who were the
people mov�ng �n the house—mov�ng th�ngs from one place to
another? And l�fe, what was that? It was only a l�ght pass�ng over the
surface and van�sh�ng, as �n t�me she would van�sh, though the
furn�ture �n the room would rema�n. Her d�ssolut�on became so
complete that she could not ra�se her f�nger any more, and sat
perfectly st�ll, l�sten�ng and look�ng always at the same spot. It
became stranger and stranger. She was overcome w�th awe that
th�ngs should ex�st at all. . . . She forgot that she had any f�ngers to
ra�se. . . . The th�ngs that ex�sted were so �mmense and so desolate.
. . . She cont�nued to be consc�ous of these vast masses of
substance for a long stretch of t�me, the clock st�ll t�ck�ng �n the m�dst
of the un�versal s�lence.

“Come �n,” she sa�d mechan�cally, for a str�ng �n her bra�n seemed
to be pulled by a pers�stent knock�ng at the door. W�th great
slowness the door opened and a tall human be�ng came towards her,
hold�ng out her arm and say�ng:

“What am I to say to th�s?”
The utter absurd�ty of a woman com�ng �nto a room w�th a p�ece of

paper �n her hand amazed Rachel.
“I don’t know what to answer, or who Terence Hewet �s,” Helen

cont�nued, �n the toneless vo�ce of a ghost. She put a paper before



Rachel on wh�ch were wr�tten the �ncred�ble words:

DEAR MRS. AMBROSE—I am gett�ng up a p�cn�c for next
Fr�day, when we propose to start at eleven-th�rty �f the
weather �s f�ne, and to make the ascent of Monte
Rosa. It w�ll take some t�me, but the v�ew should be
magn�f�cent. It would g�ve me great pleasure �f you and
M�ss V�nrace would consent to be of the party.—Yours
s�ncerely,

TERENCE HEWET

Rachel read the words aloud to make herself bel�eve �n them. For
the same reason she put her hand on Helen’s shoulder.

“Books—books—books,” sa�d Helen, �n her absent-m�nded way.
“More new books—I wonder what you f�nd �n them. . . .”

For the second t�me Rachel read the letter, but to herself. Th�s
t�me, �nstead of seem�ng vague as ghosts, each word was
aston�sh�ngly prom�nent; they came out as the tops of mounta�ns
come through a m�st. Fr�day—eleven-th�rty—M�ss V�nrace. The
blood began to run �n her ve�ns; she felt her eyes br�ghten.

“We must go,” she sa�d, rather surpr�s�ng Helen by her dec�s�on.
“We must certa�nly go”—such was the rel�ef of f�nd�ng that th�ngs st�ll
happened, and �ndeed they appeared the br�ghter for the m�st
surround�ng them.

“Monte Rosa—that’s the mounta�n over there, �sn’t �t?” sa�d Helen;
“but Hewet—who’s he? One of the young men R�dley met, I
suppose. Shall I say yes, then? It may be dreadfully dull.”

She took the letter back and went, for the messenger was wa�t�ng
for her answer.

The party wh�ch had been suggested a few n�ghts ago �n Mr.
H�rst’s bedroom had taken shape and was the source of great
sat�sfact�on to Mr. Hewet, who had seldom used h�s pract�cal
ab�l�t�es, and was pleased to f�nd them equal to the stra�n. H�s
�nv�tat�ons had been un�versally accepted, wh�ch was the more
encourag�ng as they had been �ssued aga�nst H�rst’s adv�ce to



people who were very dull, not at all su�ted to each other, and sure
not to come.

“Undoubtedly,” he sa�d, as he tw�rled and untw�rled a note s�gned
Helen Ambrose, “the g�fts needed to make a great commander have
been absurdly overrated. About half the �ntellectual effort wh�ch �s
needed to rev�ew a book of modern poetry has enabled me to get
together seven or e�ght people, of oppos�te sexes, at the same spot
at the same hour on the same day. What else �s generalsh�p, H�rst?
What more d�d Well�ngton do on the f�eld of Waterloo? It’s l�ke
count�ng the number of pebbles of a path, ted�ous but not d�ff�cult.”

He was s�tt�ng �n h�s bedroom, one leg over the arm of the cha�r,
and H�rst was wr�t�ng a letter oppos�te. H�rst was qu�ck to po�nt out
that all the d�ff�cult�es rema�ned.

“For �nstance, here are two women you’ve never seen. Suppose
one of them suffers from mounta�n-s�ckness, as my s�ster does, and
the other—”

“Oh, the women are for you,” Hewet �nterrupted. “I asked them
solely for your benef�t. What you want, H�rst, you know, �s the soc�ety
of young women of your own age. You don’t know how to get on w�th
women, wh�ch �s a great defect, cons�der�ng that half the world
cons�sts of women.”

H�rst groaned that he was qu�te aware of that.
But Hewet’s complacency was a l�ttle ch�lled as he walked w�th

H�rst to the place where a general meet�ng had been appo�nted. He
wondered why on earth he had asked these people, and what one
really expected to get from bunch�ng human be�ngs up together.

“Cows,” he reflected, “draw together �n a f�eld; sh�ps �n a calm; and
we’re just the same when we’ve noth�ng else to do. But why do we
do �t?—�s �t to prevent ourselves from see�ng to the bottom of th�ngs”
(he stopped by a stream and began st�rr�ng �t w�th h�s walk�ng-st�ck
and cloud�ng the water w�th mud), “mak�ng c�t�es and mounta�ns and
whole un�verses out of noth�ng, or do we really love each other, or do
we, on the other hand, l�ve �n a state of perpetual uncerta�nty,
know�ng noth�ng, leap�ng from moment to moment as from world to
world?—wh�ch �s, on the whole, the v�ew I �ncl�ne to.”



He jumped over the stream; H�rst went round and jo�ned h�m,
remark�ng that he had long ceased to look for the reason of any
human act�on.

Half a m�le further, they came to a group of plane trees and the
salmon-p�nk farmhouse stand�ng by the stream wh�ch had been
chosen as meet�ng-place. It was a shady spot, ly�ng conven�ently just
where the h�ll sprung out from the flat. Between the th�n stems of the
plane trees the young men could see l�ttle knots of donkeys
pastur�ng, and a tall woman rubb�ng the nose of one of them, wh�le
another woman was kneel�ng by the stream lapp�ng water out of her
palms.

As they entered the shady place, Helen looked up and then held
out her hand.

“I must �ntroduce myself,” she sa�d. “I am Mrs. Ambrose.”
Hav�ng shaken hands, she sa�d, “That’s my n�ece.”
Rachel approached awkwardly. She held out her hand, but

w�thdrew �t. “It’s all wet,” she sa�d.
Scarcely had they spoken, when the f�rst carr�age drew up.
The donkeys were qu�ckly jerked �nto attent�on, and the second

carr�age arr�ved. By degrees the grove f�lled w�th people—the Ell�ots,
the Thornburys, Mr. Venn�ng and Susan, M�ss Allan, Evelyn
Murgatroyd, and Mr. Perrott. Mr. H�rst acted the part of hoarse
energet�c sheep-dog. By means of a few words of caust�c Lat�n he
had the an�mals marshalled, and by �ncl�n�ng a sharp shoulder he
l�fted the lad�es. “What Hewet fa�ls to understand,” he remarked, “�s
that we must break the back of the ascent before m�dday.” He was
ass�st�ng a young lady, by name Evelyn Murgatroyd, as he spoke.
She rose l�ght as a bubble to her seat. W�th a feather droop�ng from
a broad-br�mmed hat, �n wh�te from top to toe, she looked l�ke a
gallant lady of the t�me of Charles the F�rst lead�ng royal�st troops
�nto act�on.

“R�de w�th me,” she commanded; and, as soon as H�rst had swung
h�mself across a mule, the two started, lead�ng the cavalcade.

“You’re not to call me M�ss Murgatroyd. I hate �t,” she sa�d. “My
name’s Evelyn. What’s yours?”



“St. John,” he sa�d.
“I l�ke that,” sa�d Evelyn. “And what’s your fr�end’s name?”
“H�s �n�t�als be�ng R. S. T., we call h�m Monk,” sa�d H�rst.
“Oh, you’re all too clever,” she sa�d. “Wh�ch way? P�ck me a

branch. Let’s canter.”
She gave her donkey a sharp cut w�th a sw�tch and started

forward. The full and romant�c career of Evelyn Murgatroyd �s best
h�t off by her own words, “Call me Evelyn and I’ll call you St. John.”
She sa�d that on very sl�ght provocat�on—her surname was enough
—but although a great many young men had answered her already
w�th cons�derable sp�r�t she went on say�ng �t and mak�ng cho�ce of
none. But her donkey stumbled to a jog-trot, and she had to r�de �n
advance alone, for the path when �t began to ascend one of the
sp�nes of the h�ll became narrow and scattered w�th stones. The
cavalcade wound on l�ke a jo�nted caterp�llar, tufted w�th the wh�te
parasols of the lad�es, and the panama hats of the gentlemen. At
one po�nt where the ground rose sharply, Evelyn M. jumped off,
threw her re�ns to the nat�ve boy, and adjured St. John H�rst to
d�smount too. The�r example was followed by those who felt the
need of stretch�ng.

“I don’t see any need to get off,” sa�d M�ss Allan to Mrs. Ell�ot just
beh�nd her, “cons�der�ng the d�ff�culty I had gett�ng on.”

“These l�ttle donkeys stand anyth�ng, n’est-ce pas?” Mrs. Ell�ot
addressed the gu�de, who obl�g�ngly bowed h�s head.

“Flowers,” sa�d Helen, stoop�ng to p�ck the lovely l�ttle br�ght
flowers wh�ch grew separately here and there. “You p�nch the�r
leaves and then they smell,” she sa�d, lay�ng one on M�ss Allan’s
knee.

“Haven’t we met before?” asked M�ss Allan, look�ng at her.
“I was tak�ng �t for granted,” Helen laughed, for �n the confus�on of

meet�ng they had not been �ntroduced.
“How sens�ble!” ch�rped Mrs. Ell�ot. “That’s just what one would

always l�ke—only unfortunately �t’s not poss�ble.”
“Not poss�ble?” sa�d Helen. “Everyth�ng’s poss�ble. Who knows

what mayn’t happen before n�ght-fall?” she cont�nued, mock�ng the



poor lady’s t�m�d�ty, who depended so �mpl�c�tly upon one th�ng
follow�ng another that the mere gl�mpse of a world where d�nner
could be d�sregarded, or the table moved one �nch from �ts
accustomed place, f�lled her w�th fears for her own stab�l�ty.

H�gher and h�gher they went, becom�ng separated from the world.
The world, when they turned to look back, flattened �tself out, and
was marked w�th squares of th�n green and grey.

“Towns are very small,” Rachel remarked, obscur�ng the whole of
Santa Mar�na and �ts suburbs w�th one hand. The sea f�lled �n all the
angles of the coast smoothly, break�ng �n a wh�te fr�ll, and here and
there sh�ps were set f�rmly �n the blue. The sea was sta�ned w�th
purple and green blots, and there was a gl�tter�ng l�ne upon the r�m
where �t met the sky. The a�r was very clear and s�lent save for the
sharp no�se of grasshoppers and the hum of bees, wh�ch sounded
loud �n the ear as they shot past and van�shed. The party halted and
sat for a t�me �n a quarry on the h�lls�de.

“Amaz�ngly clear,” excla�med St. John, �dent�fy�ng one cleft �n the
land after another.

Evelyn M. sat bes�de h�m, propp�ng her ch�n on her hand. She
surveyed the v�ew w�th a certa�n look of tr�umph.

“D’you th�nk Gar�bald� was ever up here?” she asked Mr. H�rst. Oh,
�f she had been h�s br�de! If, �nstead of a p�cn�c party, th�s was a party
of patr�ots, and she, red-sh�rted l�ke the rest, had la�n among gr�m
men, flat on the turf, a�m�ng her gun at the wh�te turrets beneath
them, screen�ng her eyes to p�erce through the smoke! So th�nk�ng,
her foot st�rred restlessly, and she excla�med:

“I don’t call th�s l�fe, do you?”
“What do you call l�fe?” sa�d St. John.
“F�ght�ng—revolut�on,” she sa�d, st�ll gaz�ng at the doomed c�ty.

“You only care for books, I know.”
“You’re qu�te wrong,” sa�d St. John.
“Expla�n,” she urged, for there were no guns to be a�med at

bod�es, and she turned to another k�nd of warfare.
“What do I care for? People,” he sa�d.



“Well, I am surpr�sed!” she excla�med. “You look so awfully
ser�ous. Do let’s be fr�ends and tell each other what we’re l�ke. I hate
be�ng caut�ous, don’t you?”

But St. John was dec�dedly caut�ous, as she could see by the
sudden constr�ct�on of h�s l�ps, and had no �ntent�on of reveal�ng h�s
soul to a young lady. “The ass �s eat�ng my hat,” he remarked, and
stretched out for �t �nstead of answer�ng her. Evelyn blushed very
sl�ghtly and then turned w�th some �mpetuos�ty upon Mr. Perrott, and
when they mounted aga�n �t was Mr. Perrott who l�fted her to her
seat.

“When one has la�d the eggs one eats the omelette,” sa�d
Hughl�ng Ell�ot, exqu�s�tely �n French, a h�nt to the rest of them that �t
was t�me to r�de on aga�n.

The m�dday sun wh�ch H�rst had foretold was beg�nn�ng to beat
down hotly. The h�gher they got the more of the sky appeared, unt�l
the mounta�n was only a small tent of earth aga�nst an enormous
blue background. The Engl�sh fell s�lent; the nat�ves who walked
bes�de the donkeys broke �nto queer waver�ng songs and tossed
jokes from one to the other. The way grew very steep, and each r�der
kept h�s eyes f�xed on the hobbl�ng curved form of the r�der and
donkey d�rectly �n front of h�m. Rather more stra�n was be�ng put
upon the�r bod�es than �s qu�te leg�t�mate �n a party of pleasure, and
Hewet overheard one or two sl�ghtly grumbl�ng remarks.

“Exped�t�ons �n such heat are perhaps a l�ttle unw�se,” Mrs. Ell�ot
murmured to M�ss Allan.

But M�ss Allan returned, “I always l�ke to get to the top”; and �t was
true, although she was a b�g woman, st�ff �n the jo�nts, and unused to
donkey-r�d�ng, but as her hol�days were few she made the most of
them.

The v�vac�ous wh�te f�gure rode well �n front; she had somehow
possessed herself of a leafy branch and wore �t round her hat l�ke a
garland. They went on for a few m�nutes �n s�lence.

“The v�ew w�ll be wonderful,” Hewet assured them, turn�ng round
�n h�s saddle and sm�l�ng encouragement. Rachel caught h�s eye and
sm�led too. They struggled on for some t�me longer, noth�ng be�ng
heard but the clatter of hooves str�v�ng on the loose stones. Then



they saw that Evelyn was off her ass, and that Mr. Perrott was
stand�ng �n the att�tude of a statesman �n Parl�ament Square,
stretch�ng an arm of stone towards the v�ew. A l�ttle to the left of them
was a low ru�ned wall, the stump of an El�zabethan watch-tower.

“I couldn’t have stood �t much longer,” Mrs. Ell�ot conf�ded to Mrs.
Thornbury, but the exc�tement of be�ng at the top �n another moment
and see�ng the v�ew prevented any one from answer�ng her. One
after another they came out on the flat space at the top and stood
overcome w�th wonder. Before them they beheld an �mmense space
—grey sands runn�ng �nto forest, and forest merg�ng �n mounta�ns,
and mounta�ns washed by a�r, the �nf�n�te d�stances of South
Amer�ca. A r�ver ran across the pla�n, as flat as the land, and
appear�ng qu�te as stat�onary. The effect of so much space was at
f�rst rather ch�ll�ng. They felt themselves very small, and for some
t�me no one sa�d anyth�ng. Then Evelyn excla�med, “Splend�d!” She
took hold of the hand that was next her; �t chanced to be M�ss Allan’s
hand.

“North—South—East—West,” sa�d M�ss Allan, jerk�ng her head
sl�ghtly towards the po�nts of the compass.

Hewet, who had gone a l�ttle �n front, looked up at h�s guests as �f
to just�fy h�mself for hav�ng brought them. He observed how
strangely the people stand�ng �n a row w�th the�r f�gures bent sl�ghtly
forward and the�r clothes plastered by the w�nd to the shape of the�r
bod�es resembled naked statues. On the�r pedestal of earth they
looked unfam�l�ar and noble, but �n another moment they had broken
the�r rank, and he had to see to the lay�ng out of food. H�rst came to
h�s help, and they handed packets of ch�cken and bread from one to
another.

As St. John gave Helen her packet she looked h�m full �n the face
and sa�d:

“Do you remember—two women?”
He looked at her sharply.
“I do,” he answered.
“So you’re the two women!” Hewet excla�med, look�ng from Helen

to Rachel.



“Your l�ghts tempted us,” sa�d Helen. “We watched you play�ng
cards, but we never knew that we were be�ng watched.”

“It was l�ke a th�ng �n a play,” Rachel added.
“And H�rst couldn’t descr�be you,” sa�d Hewet.
It was certa�nly odd to have seen Helen and to f�nd noth�ng to say

about her.
Hughl�ng Ell�ot put up h�s eyeglass and grasped the s�tuat�on.
“I don’t know of anyth�ng more dreadful,” he sa�d, pull�ng at the

jo�nt of a ch�cken’s leg, “than be�ng seen when one �sn’t consc�ous of
�t. One feels sure one has been caught do�ng someth�ng r�d�culous—
look�ng at one’s tongue �n a hansom, for �nstance.”

Now the others ceased to look at the v�ew, and draw�ng together
sat down �n a c�rcle round the baskets.

“And yet those l�ttle look�ng-glasses �n hansoms have a fasc�nat�on
of the�r own,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury. “One’s features look so d�fferent
when one can only see a b�t of them.”

“There w�ll soon be very few hansom cabs left,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot.
“And four-wheeled cabs—I assure you even at Oxford �t’s almost
�mposs�ble to get a four-wheeled cab.”

“I wonder what happens to the horses,” sa�d Susan.
“Veal p�e,” sa�d Arthur.
“It’s h�gh t�me that horses should become ext�nct anyhow,” sa�d

H�rst. “They’re d�stress�ngly ugly, bes�des be�ng v�c�ous.”
But Susan, who had been brought up to understand that the horse

�s the noblest of God’s creatures, could not agree, and Venn�ng
thought H�rst an unspeakable ass, but was too pol�te not to cont�nue
the conversat�on.

“When they see us fall�ng out of aeroplanes they get some of the�r
own back, I expect,” he remarked.

“You fly?” sa�d old Mr. Thornbury, putt�ng on h�s spectacles to look
at h�m.

“I hope to, some day,” sa�d Arthur.
Here fly�ng was d�scussed at length, and Mrs. Thornbury del�vered

an op�n�on wh�ch was almost a speech to the effect that �t would be



qu�te necessary �n t�me of war, and �n England we were terr�bly
beh�nd-hand. “If I were a young fellow,” she concluded, “I should
certa�nly qual�fy.” It was odd to look at the l�ttle elderly lady, �n her
grey coat and sk�rt, w�th a sandw�ch �n her hand, her eyes l�ght�ng up
w�th zeal as she �mag�ned herself a young man �n an aeroplane. For
some reason, however, the talk d�d not run eas�ly after th�s, and all
they sa�d was about dr�nk and salt and the v�ew. Suddenly M�ss
Allan, who was seated w�th her back to the ru�ned wall, put down her
sandw�ch, p�cked someth�ng off her neck, and remarked, “I’m
covered w�th l�ttle creatures.” It was true, and the d�scovery was very
welcome. The ants were pour�ng down a glac�er of loose earth
heaped between the stones of the ru�n—large brown ants w�th
pol�shed bod�es. She held out one on the back of her hand for Helen
to look at.

“Suppose they st�ng?” sa�d Helen.
“They w�ll not st�ng, but they may �nfest the v�ctuals,” sa�d M�ss

Allan, and measures were taken at once to d�vert the ants from the�r
course. At Hewet’s suggest�on �t was dec�ded to adopt the methods
of modern warfare aga�nst an �nvad�ng army. The table-cloth
represented the �nvaded country, and round �t they bu�lt barr�cades of
baskets, set up the w�ne bottles �n a rampart, made fort�f�cat�ons of
bread and dug fosses of salt. When an ant got through �t was
exposed to a f�re of bread-crumbs, unt�l Susan pronounced that that
was cruel, and rewarded those brave sp�r�ts w�th spo�l �n the shape of
tongue. Play�ng th�s game they lost the�r st�ffness, and even became
unusually dar�ng, for Mr. Perrott, who was very shy, sa�d, “Perm�t
me,” and removed an ant from Evelyn’s neck.

“It would be no laugh�ng matter really,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot
conf�dent�ally to Mrs. Thornbury, “�f an ant d�d get between the vest
and the sk�n.”

The no�se grew suddenly more clamorous, for �t was d�scovered
that a long l�ne of ants had found the�r way on to the table-cloth by a
back entrance, and �f success could be gauged by no�se, Hewet had
every reason to th�nk h�s party a success. Nevertheless he became,
for no reason at all, profoundly depressed.



“They are not sat�sfactory; they are �gnoble,” he thought, survey�ng
h�s guests from a l�ttle d�stance, where he was gather�ng together the
plates. He glanced at them all, stoop�ng and sway�ng and
gest�culat�ng round the table-cloth. Am�able and modest, respectable
�n many ways, lovable even �n the�r contentment and des�re to be
k�nd, how med�ocre they all were, and capable of what �ns�p�d cruelty
to one another! There was Mrs. Thornbury, sweet but tr�v�al �n her
maternal ego�sm; Mrs. Ell�ot, perpetually compla�n�ng of her lot; her
husband a mere pea �n a pod; and Susan—she had no self, and
counted ne�ther one way nor the other; Venn�ng was as honest and
as brutal as a schoolboy; poor old Thornbury merely trod h�s round
l�ke a horse �n a m�ll; and the less one exam�ned �nto Evelyn’s
character the better, he suspected. Yet these were the people w�th
money, and to them rather than to others was g�ven the
management of the world. Put among them some one more v�tal,
who cared for l�fe or for beauty, and what an agony, what a waste
would they �nfl�ct on h�m �f he tr�ed to share w�th them and not to
scourge!

“There’s H�rst,” he concluded, com�ng to the f�gure of h�s fr�end;
w�th h�s usual l�ttle frown of concentrat�on upon h�s forehead he was
peel�ng the sk�n off a banana. “And he’s as ugly as s�n.” For the
ugl�ness of St. John H�rst, and the l�m�tat�ons that went w�th �t, he
made the rest �n some way respons�ble. It was the�r fault that he had
to l�ve alone. Then he came to Helen, attracted to her by the sound
of her laugh. She was laugh�ng at M�ss Allan. “You wear
comb�nat�ons �n th�s heat?” she sa�d �n a vo�ce wh�ch was meant to
be pr�vate. He l�ked the look of her �mmensely, not so much her
beauty, but her largeness and s�mpl�c�ty, wh�ch made her stand out
from the rest l�ke a great stone woman, and he passed on �n a
gentler mood. H�s eye fell upon Rachel. She was ly�ng back rather
beh�nd the others rest�ng on one elbow; she m�ght have been
th�nk�ng prec�sely the same thoughts as Hewet h�mself. Her eyes
were f�xed rather sadly but not �ntently upon the row of people
oppos�te her. Hewet crawled up to her on h�s knees, w�th a p�ece of
bread �n h�s hand.

“What are you look�ng at?” he asked.



She was a l�ttle startled, but answered d�rectly, “Human be�ngs.”



CHAPTER XI

One after another they rose and stretched themselves, and �n a
few m�nutes d�v�ded more or less �nto two separate part�es. One of
these part�es was dom�nated by Hughl�ng Ell�ot and Mrs. Thornbury,
who, hav�ng both read the same books and cons�dered the same
quest�ons, were now anx�ous to name the places beneath them and
to hang upon them stores of �nformat�on about nav�es and arm�es,
pol�t�cal part�es, nat�ves and m�neral products—all of wh�ch
comb�ned, they sa�d, to prove that South Amer�ca was the country of
the future.

Evelyn M. l�stened w�th her br�ght blue eyes f�xed upon the
oracles.

“How �t makes one long to be a man!” she excla�med.
Mr. Perrott answered, survey�ng the pla�n, that a country w�th a

future was a very f�ne th�ng.
“If I were you,” sa�d Evelyn, turn�ng to h�m and draw�ng her glove

vehemently through her f�ngers, “I’d ra�se a troop and conquer some
great terr�tory and make �t splend�d. You’d want women for that. I’d
love to start l�fe from the very beg�nn�ng as �t ought to be—noth�ng
squal�d—but great halls and gardens and splend�d men and women.
But you—you only l�ke Law Courts!”

“And would you really be content w�thout pretty frocks and sweets
and all the th�ngs young lad�es l�ke?” asked Mr. Perrott, conceal�ng a
certa�n amount of pa�n beneath h�s �ron�cal manner.

“I’m not a young lady,” Evelyn flashed; she b�t her underl�p. “Just
because I l�ke splend�d th�ngs you laugh at me. Why are there no
men l�ke Gar�bald� now?” she demanded.



“Look here,” sa�d Mr. Perrott, “you don’t g�ve me a chance. You
th�nk we ought to beg�n th�ngs fresh. Good. But I don’t see prec�sely
—conquer a terr�tory? They’re all conquered already, aren’t they?”

“It’s not any terr�tory �n part�cular,” Evelyn expla�ned. “It’s the �dea,
don’t you see? We lead such tame l�ves. And I feel sure you’ve got
splend�d th�ngs �n you.”

Hewet saw the scars and hollows �n Mr. Perrott’s sagac�ous face
relax pathet�cally. He could �mag�ne the calculat�ons wh�ch even then
went on w�th�n h�s m�nd, as to whether he would be just�f�ed �n ask�ng
a woman to marry h�m, cons�der�ng that he made no more than f�ve
hundred a year at the Bar, owned no pr�vate means, and had an
�nval�d s�ster to support. Mr. Perrott aga�n knew that he was not
“qu�te,” as Susan stated �n her d�ary; not qu�te a gentleman she
meant, for he was the son of a grocer �n Leeds, had started l�fe w�th
a basket on h�s back, and now, though pract�cally �nd�st�ngu�shable
from a born gentleman, showed h�s or�g�n to keen eyes �n an
�mpeccable neatness of dress, lack of freedom �n manner, extreme
cleanl�ness of person, and a certa�n �ndescr�bable t�m�d�ty and
prec�s�on w�th h�s kn�fe and fork wh�ch m�ght be the rel�c of days
when meat was rare, and the way of handl�ng �t by no means
g�ngerly.

The two part�es who were stroll�ng about and los�ng the�r un�ty now
came together, and jo�ned each other �n a long stare over the yellow
and green patches of the heated landscape below. The hot a�r
danced across �t, mak�ng �t �mposs�ble to see the roofs of a v�llage on
the pla�n d�st�nctly. Even on the top of the mounta�n where a breeze
played l�ghtly, �t was very hot, and the heat, the food, the �mmense
space, and perhaps some less well-def�ned cause produced a
comfortable drows�ness and a sense of happy relaxat�on �n them.
They d�d not say much, but felt no constra�nt �n be�ng s�lent.

“Suppose we go and see what’s to be seen over there?” sa�d
Arthur to Susan, and the pa�r walked off together, the�r departure
certa�nly send�ng some thr�ll of emot�on through the rest.

“An odd lot, aren’t they?” sa�d Arthur. “I thought we should never
get ’em all to the top. But I’m glad we came, by Jove! I wouldn’t have
m�ssed th�s for someth�ng.”



“I don’t l�ke Mr. H�rst,” sa�d Susan �nconsequently. “I suppose he’s
very clever, but why should clever people be so—I expect he’s
awfully n�ce, really,” she added, �nst�nct�vely qual�fy�ng what m�ght
have seemed an unk�nd remark.

“H�rst? Oh, he’s one of these learned chaps,” sa�d Arthur
�nd�fferently. “He don’t look as �f he enjoyed �t. You should hear h�m
talk�ng to Ell�ot. It’s as much as I can do to follow ’em at all. . . . I was
never good at my books.”

W�th these sentences and the pauses that came between them
they reached a l�ttle h�llock, on the top of wh�ch grew several sl�m
trees.

“D’you m�nd �f we s�t down here?” sa�d Arthur, look�ng about h�m.
“It’s jolly �n the shade—and the v�ew—” They sat down, and looked
stra�ght ahead of them �n s�lence for some t�me.

“But I do envy those clever chaps somet�mes,” Arthur remarked. “I
don’t suppose they ever . . .” He d�d not f�n�sh h�s sentence.

“I can’t see why you should envy them,” sa�d Susan, w�th great
s�ncer�ty.

“Odd th�ngs happen to one,” sa�d Arthur. “One goes along
smoothly enough, one th�ng follow�ng another, and �t’s all very jolly
and pla�n sa�l�ng, and you th�nk you know all about �t, and suddenly
one doesn’t know where one �s a b�t, and everyth�ng seems d�fferent
from what �t used to seem. Now to-day, com�ng up that path, r�d�ng
beh�nd you, I seemed to see everyth�ng as �f—” he paused and
plucked a p�ece of grass up by the roots. He scattered the l�ttle
lumps of earth wh�ch were st�ck�ng to the roots—“As �f �t had a k�nd
of mean�ng. You’ve made the d�fference to me,” he jerked out, “I
don’t see why I shouldn’t tell you. I’ve felt �t ever s�nce I knew you. . .
. It’s because I love you.”

Even wh�le they had been say�ng commonplace th�ngs Susan had
been consc�ous of the exc�tement of �nt�macy, wh�ch seemed not
only to lay bare someth�ng �n her, but �n the trees and the sky, and
the progress of h�s speech wh�ch seemed �nev�table was pos�t�vely
pa�nful to her, for no human be�ng had ever come so close to her
before.



She was struck mot�onless as h�s speech went on, and her heart
gave great separate leaps at the last words. She sat w�th her f�ngers
curled round a stone, look�ng stra�ght �n front of her down the
mounta�n over the pla�n. So then, �t had actually happened to her, a
proposal of marr�age.

Arthur looked round at her; h�s face was oddly tw�sted. She was
draw�ng her breath w�th such d�ff�culty that she could hardly answer.

“You m�ght have known.” He se�zed her �n h�s arms; aga�n and
aga�n and aga�n they clasped each other, murmur�ng �nart�culately.

“Well,” s�ghed Arthur, s�nk�ng back on the ground, “that’s the most
wonderful th�ng that’s ever happened to me.” He looked as �f he were
try�ng to put th�ngs seen �n a dream bes�de real th�ngs.

There was a long s�lence.
“It’s the most perfect th�ng �n the world,” Susan stated, very gently

and w�th great conv�ct�on. It was no longer merely a proposal of
marr�age, but of marr�age w�th Arthur, w�th whom she was �n love.

In the s�lence that followed, hold�ng h�s hand t�ghtly �n hers, she
prayed to God that she m�ght make h�m a good w�fe.

“And what w�ll Mr. Perrott say?” she asked at the end of �t.
“Dear old fellow,” sa�d Arthur who, now that the f�rst shock was

over, was relax�ng �nto an enormous sense of pleasure and
contentment. “We must be very n�ce to h�m, Susan.”

He told her how hard Perrott’s l�fe had been, and how absurdly
devoted he was to Arthur h�mself. He went on to tell her about h�s
mother, a w�dow lady, of strong character. In return Susan sketched
the portra�ts of her own fam�ly—Ed�th �n part�cular, her youngest
s�ster, whom she loved better than any one else, “except you, Arthur.
. . . Arthur,” she cont�nued, “what was �t that you f�rst l�ked me for?”

“It was a buckle you wore one n�ght at sea,” sa�d Arthur, after due
cons�derat�on. “I remember not�c�ng—�t’s an absurd th�ng to not�ce!—
that you d�dn’t take peas, because I don’t e�ther.”

From th�s they went on to compare the�r more ser�ous tastes, or
rather Susan ascerta�ned what Arthur cared about, and professed
herself very fond of the same th�ng. They would l�ve �n London,
perhaps have a cottage �n the country near Susan’s fam�ly, for they



would f�nd �t strange w�thout her at f�rst. Her m�nd, stunned to beg�n
w�th, now flew to the var�ous changes that her engagement would
make—how del�ghtful �t would be to jo�n the ranks of the marr�ed
women—no longer to hang on to groups of g�rls much younger than
herself—to escape the long sol�tude of an old ma�d’s l�fe. Now and
then her amaz�ng good fortune overcame her, and she turned to
Arthur w�th an exclamat�on of love.

They lay �n each other’s arms and had no not�on that they were
observed. Yet two f�gures suddenly appeared among the trees above
them. “Here’s shade,” began Hewet, when Rachel suddenly stopped
dead. They saw a man and woman ly�ng on the ground beneath
them, roll�ng sl�ghtly th�s way and that as the embrace t�ghtened and
slackened. The man then sat upr�ght and the woman, who now
appeared to be Susan Warr�ngton, lay back upon the ground, w�th
her eyes shut and an absorbed look upon her face, as though she
were not altogether consc�ous. Nor could you tell from her
express�on whether she was happy, or had suffered someth�ng.
When Arthur aga�n turned to her, butt�ng her as a lamb butts a ewe,
Hewet and Rachel retreated w�thout a word. Hewet felt
uncomfortably shy.

“I don’t l�ke that,” sa�d Rachel after a moment.
“I can remember not l�k�ng �t e�ther,” sa�d Hewet. “I can remember

—” but he changed h�s m�nd and cont�nued �n an ord�nary tone of
vo�ce, “Well, we may take �t for granted that they’re engaged. D’you
th�nk he’ll ever fly, or w�ll she put a stop to that?”

But Rachel was st�ll ag�tated; she could not get away from the
s�ght they had just seen. Instead of answer�ng Hewet she pers�sted.

“Love’s an odd th�ng, �sn’t �t, mak�ng one’s heart beat.”
“It’s so enormously �mportant, you see,” Hewet repl�ed. “The�r l�ves

are now changed for ever.”
“And �t makes one sorry for them too,” Rachel cont�nued, as

though she were trac�ng the course of her feel�ngs. “I don’t know
e�ther of them, but I could almost burst �nto tears. That’s s�lly, �sn’t �t?”

“Just because they’re �n love,” sa�d Hewet. “Yes,” he added after a
moment’s cons�derat�on, “there’s someth�ng horr�bly pathet�c about �t,



I agree.”
And now, as they had walked some way from the grove of trees,

and had come to a rounded hollow very tempt�ng to the back, they
proceeded to s�t down, and the �mpress�on of the lovers lost some of
�ts force, though a certa�n �ntens�ty of v�s�on, wh�ch was probably the
result of the s�ght, rema�ned w�th them. As a day upon wh�ch any
emot�on has been repressed �s d�fferent from other days, so th�s day
was now d�fferent, merely because they had seen other people at a
cr�s�s of the�r l�ves.

“A great encampment of tents they m�ght be,” sa�d Hewet, look�ng
�n front of h�m at the mounta�ns. “Isn’t �t l�ke a water-colour too—you
know the way water-colours dry �n r�dges all across the paper—I’ve
been wonder�ng what they looked l�ke.”

H�s eyes became dreamy, as though he were match�ng th�ngs, and
rem�nded Rachel �n the�r colour of the green flesh of a sna�l. She sat
bes�de h�m look�ng at the mounta�ns too. When �t became pa�nful to
look any longer, the great s�ze of the v�ew seem�ng to enlarge her
eyes beyond the�r natural l�m�t, she looked at the ground; �t pleased
her to scrut�n�se th�s �nch of the so�l of South Amer�ca so m�nutely
that she not�ced every gra�n of earth and made �t �nto a world where
she was endowed w�th the supreme power. She bent a blade of
grass, and set an �nsect on the utmost tassel of �t, and wondered �f
the �nsect real�sed h�s strange adventure, and thought how strange �t
was that she should have bent that tassel rather than any other of
the m�ll�on tassels.

“You’ve never told me your name,” sa�d Hewet suddenly. “M�ss
Somebody V�nrace. . . . I l�ke to know people’s Chr�st�an names.”

“Rachel,” she repl�ed.
“Rachel,” he repeated. “I have an aunt called Rachel, who put the

l�fe of Father Dam�en �nto verse. She �s a rel�g�ous fanat�c—the result
of the way she was brought up, down �n Northamptonsh�re, never
see�ng a soul. Have you any aunts?”

“I l�ve w�th them,” sa�d Rachel.
“And I wonder what they’re do�ng now?” Hewet enqu�red.



“They are probably buy�ng wool,” Rachel determ�ned. She tr�ed to
descr�be them. “They are small, rather pale women,” she began,
“very clean. We l�ve �n R�chmond. They have an old dog, too, who
w�ll only eat the marrow out of bones. . . . They are always go�ng to
church. They t�dy the�r drawers a good deal.” But here she was
overcome by the d�ff�culty of descr�b�ng people.

“It’s �mposs�ble to bel�eve that �t’s all go�ng on st�ll!” she excla�med.
The sun was beh�nd them and two long shadows suddenly lay

upon the ground �n front of them, one wav�ng because �t was made
by a sk�rt, and the other stat�onary, because thrown by a pa�r of legs
�n trousers.

“You look very comfortable!” sa�d Helen’s vo�ce above them.
“H�rst,” sa�d Hewet, po�nt�ng at the sc�ssorl�ke shadow; he then

rolled round to look up at them.
“There’s room for us all here,” he sa�d.
When H�rst had seated h�mself comfortably, he sa�d:
“D�d you congratulate the young couple?”
It appeared that, com�ng to the same spot a few m�nutes after

Hewet and Rachel, Helen and H�rst had seen prec�sely the same
th�ng.

“No, we d�dn’t congratulate them,” sa�d Hewet. “They seemed very
happy.”

“Well,” sa�d H�rst, purs�ng up h�s l�ps, “so long as I needn’t marry
e�ther of them—”

“We were very much moved,” sa�d Hewet.
“I thought you would be,” sa�d H�rst. “Wh�ch was �t, Monk? The

thought of the �mmortal pass�ons, or the thought of new-born males
to keep the Roman Cathol�cs out? I assure you,” he sa�d to Helen,
“he’s capable of be�ng moved by e�ther.”

Rachel was a good deal stung by h�s banter, wh�ch she felt to be
d�rected equally aga�nst them both, but she could th�nk of no
repartee.

“Noth�ng moves H�rst,” Hewet laughed; he d�d not seem to be
stung at all. “Unless �t were a transf�n�te number fall�ng �n love w�th a



f�n�te one—I suppose such th�ngs do happen, even �n mathemat�cs.”
“On the contrary,” sa�d H�rst w�th a touch of annoyance, “I cons�der

myself a person of very strong pass�ons.” It was clear from the way
he spoke that he meant �t ser�ously; he spoke of course for the
benef�t of the lad�es.

“By the way, H�rst,” sa�d Hewet, after a pause, “I have a terr�ble
confess�on to make. Your book—the poems of Wordsworth, wh�ch �f
you remember I took off your table just as we were start�ng, and
certa�nly put �n my pocket here—”

“Is lost,” H�rst f�n�shed for h�m.
“I cons�der that there �s st�ll a chance,” Hewet urged, slapp�ng

h�mself to r�ght and left, “that I never d�d take �t after all.”
“No,” sa�d H�rst. “It �s here.” He po�nted to h�s breast.
“Thank God,” Hewet excla�med. “I need no longer feel as though

I’d murdered a ch�ld!”
“I should th�nk you were always los�ng th�ngs,” Helen remarked,

look�ng at h�m med�tat�vely.
“I don’t lose th�ngs,” sa�d Hewet. “I m�slay them. That was the

reason why H�rst refused to share a cab�n w�th me on the voyage
out.”

“You came out together?” Helen enqu�red.
“I propose that each member of th�s party now g�ves a short

b�ograph�cal sketch of h�mself or herself,” sa�d H�rst, s�tt�ng upr�ght.
“M�ss V�nrace, you come f�rst; beg�n.”

Rachel stated that she was twenty-four years of age, the daughter
of a sh�p-owner, that she had never been properly educated; played
the p�ano, had no brothers or s�sters, and l�ved at R�chmond w�th
aunts, her mother be�ng dead.

“Next,” sa�d H�rst, hav�ng taken �n these facts; he po�nted at
Hewet. “I am the son of an Engl�sh gentleman. I am twenty-seven,”
Hewet began. “My father was a fox-hunt�ng squ�re. He d�ed when I
was ten �n the hunt�ng f�eld. I can remember h�s body com�ng home,
on a shutter I suppose, just as I was go�ng down to tea, and not�c�ng



that there was jam for tea, and wonder�ng whether I should be
allowed—”

“Yes; but keep to the facts,” H�rst put �n.
“I was educated at W�nchester and Cambr�dge, wh�ch I had to

leave after a t�me. I have done a good many th�ngs s�nce—”
“Profess�on?”
“None—at least—”
“Tastes?”
“L�terary. I’m wr�t�ng a novel.”
“Brothers and s�sters?”
“Three s�sters, no brother, and a mother.”
“Is that all we’re to hear about you?” sa�d Helen. She stated that

she was very old—forty last October, and her father had been a
sol�c�tor �n the c�ty who had gone bankrupt, for wh�ch reason she had
never had much educat�on—they l�ved �n one place after another—
but an elder brother used to lend her books.

“If I were to tell you everyth�ng—” she stopped and sm�led. “It
would take too long,” she concluded. “I marr�ed when I was th�rty,
and I have two ch�ldren. My husband �s a scholar. And now—�t’s your
turn,” she nodded at H�rst.

“You’ve left out a great deal,” he reproved her. “My name �s St.
John Alar�c H�rst,” he began �n a jaunty tone of vo�ce. “I’m twenty-
four years old. I’m the son of the Reverend S�dney H�rst, v�car of
Great Wappyng �n Norfolk. Oh, I got scholarsh�ps everywhere—
Westm�nster—K�ng’s. I’m now a fellow of K�ng’s. Don’t �t sound
dreary? Parents both al�ve (alas). Two brothers and one s�ster. I’m a
very d�st�ngu�shed young man,” he added.

“One of the three, or �s �t f�ve, most d�st�ngu�shed men �n England,”
Hewet remarked.

“Qu�te correct,” sa�d H�rst.
“That’s all very �nterest�ng,” sa�d Helen after a pause. “But of

course we’ve left out the only quest�ons that matter. For �nstance, are
we Chr�st�ans?”

“I am not,” “I am not,” both the young men repl�ed.



“I am,” Rachel stated.
“You bel�eve �n a personal God?” H�rst demanded, turn�ng round

and f�x�ng her w�th h�s eyeglasses.
“I bel�eve—I bel�eve,” Rachel stammered, “I bel�eve there are

th�ngs we don’t know about, and the world m�ght change �n a m�nute
and anyth�ng appear.”

At th�s Helen laughed outr�ght. “Nonsense,” she sa�d. “You’re not a
Chr�st�an. You’ve never thought what you are.—And there are lots of
other quest�ons,” she cont�nued, “though perhaps we can’t ask them
yet.” Although they had talked so freely they were all uncomfortably
consc�ous that they really knew noth�ng about each other.

“The �mportant quest�ons,” Hewet pondered, “the really �nterest�ng
ones. I doubt that one ever does ask them.”

Rachel, who was slow to accept the fact that only a very few
th�ngs can be sa�d even by people who know each other well,
�ns�sted on know�ng what he meant.

“Whether we’ve ever been �n love?” she enqu�red. “Is that the k�nd
of quest�on you mean?”

Aga�n Helen laughed at her, ben�gnantly strew�ng her w�th
handfuls of the long tasselled grass, for she was so brave and so
fool�sh.

“Oh, Rachel,” she cr�ed. “It’s l�ke hav�ng a puppy �n the house
hav�ng you w�th one—a puppy that br�ngs one’s underclothes down
�nto the hall.”

But aga�n the sunny earth �n front of them was crossed by fantast�c
waver�ng f�gures, the shadows of men and women.

“There they are!” excla�med Mrs. Ell�ot. There was a touch of
peev�shness �n her vo�ce. “And we’ve had such a hunt to f�nd you.
Do you know what the t�me �s?”

Mrs. Ell�ot and Mr. and Mrs. Thornbury now confronted them; Mrs.
Ell�ot was hold�ng out her watch, and playfully tapp�ng �t upon the
face. Hewet was recalled to the fact that th�s was a party for wh�ch
he was respons�ble, and he �mmed�ately led them back to the watch-
tower, where they were to have tea before start�ng home aga�n. A
br�ght cr�mson scarf fluttered from the top of the wall, wh�ch Mr.



Perrott and Evelyn were ty�ng to a stone as the others came up. The
heat had changed just so far that �nstead of s�tt�ng �n the shadow
they sat �n the sun, wh�ch was st�ll hot enough to pa�nt the�r faces red
and yellow, and to colour great sect�ons of the earth beneath them.

“There’s noth�ng half so n�ce as tea!” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, tak�ng
her cup.

“Noth�ng,” sa�d Helen. “Can’t you remember as a ch�ld chopp�ng
up hay—” she spoke much more qu�ckly than usual, and kept her
eye f�xed upon Mrs. Thornbury, “and pretend�ng �t was tea, and
gett�ng scolded by the nurses—why I can’t �mag�ne, except that
nurses are such brutes, won’t allow pepper �nstead of salt though
there’s no earthly harm �n �t. Weren’t your nurses just the same?”

Dur�ng th�s speech Susan came �nto the group, and sat down by
Helen’s s�de. A few m�nutes later Mr. Venn�ng strolled up from the
oppos�te d�rect�on. He was a l�ttle flushed, and �n the mood to answer
h�lar�ously whatever was sa�d to h�m.

“What have you been do�ng to that old chap’s grave?” he asked,
po�nt�ng to the red flag wh�ch floated from the top of the stones.

“We have tr�ed to make h�m forget h�s m�sfortune �n hav�ng d�ed
three hundred years ago,” sa�d Mr. Perrott.

“It would be awful—to be dead!” ejaculated Evelyn M.
“To be dead?” sa�d Hewet. “I don’t th�nk �t would be awful. It’s qu�te

easy to �mag�ne. When you go to bed to-n�ght fold your hands so—
breathe slower and slower—” He lay back w�th h�s hands clasped
upon h�s breast, and h�s eyes shut, “Now,” he murmured �n an even
monotonous vo�ce, “I shall never, never, never move aga�n.” H�s
body, ly�ng flat among them, d�d for a moment suggest death.

“Th�s �s a horr�ble exh�b�t�on, Mr. Hewet!” cr�ed Mrs. Thornbury.
“More cake for us!” sa�d Arthur.
“I assure you there’s noth�ng horr�ble about �t,” sa�d Hewet, s�tt�ng

up and lay�ng hands upon the cake.
“It’s so natural,” he repeated. “People w�th ch�ldren should make

them do that exerc�se every n�ght. . . . Not that I look forward to
be�ng dead.”



“And when you allude to a grave,” sa�d Mr. Thornbury, who spoke
almost for the f�rst t�me, “have you any author�ty for call�ng that ru�n a
grave? I am qu�te w�th you �n refus�ng to accept the common
�nterpretat�on wh�ch declares �t to be the rema�ns of an El�zabethan
watch-tower—any more than I bel�eve that the c�rcular mounds or
barrows wh�ch we f�nd on the top of our Engl�sh downs were camps.
The ant�quar�es call everyth�ng a camp. I am always ask�ng them,
Well then, where do you th�nk our ancestors kept the�r cattle? Half
the camps �n England are merely the anc�ent pound or barton as we
call �t �n my part of the world. The argument that no one would keep
h�s cattle �n such exposed and �naccess�ble spots has no we�ght at
all, �f you reflect that �n those days a man’s cattle were h�s cap�tal, h�s
stock-�n-trade, h�s daughter’s dowr�es. W�thout cattle he was a serf,
another man’s man. . . .” H�s eyes slowly lost the�r �ntens�ty, and he
muttered a few conclud�ng words under h�s breath, look�ng cur�ously
old and forlorn.

Hughl�ng Ell�ot, who m�ght have been expected to engage the old
gentleman �n argument, was absent at the moment. He now came
up hold�ng out a large square of cotton upon wh�ch a f�ne des�gn was
pr�nted �n pleasant br�ght colours that made h�s hand look pale.

“A barga�n,” he announced, lay�ng �t down on the cloth. “I’ve just
bought �t from the b�g man w�th the ear-r�ngs. F�ne, �sn’t �t? It wouldn’t
su�t every one, of course, but �t’s just the th�ng—�sn’t �t, H�lda?—for
Mrs. Raymond Parry.”

“Mrs. Raymond Parry!” cr�ed Helen and Mrs. Thornbury at the
same moment.

They looked at each other as though a m�st h�therto obscur�ng
the�r faces had been blown away.

“Ah—you have been to those wonderful part�es too?” Mrs. Ell�ot
asked w�th �nterest.

Mrs. Parry’s draw�ng-room, though thousands of m�les away,
beh�nd a vast curve of water on a t�ny p�ece of earth, came before
the�r eyes. They who had had no sol�d�ty or anchorage before
seemed to be attached to �t somehow, and at once grown more
substant�al. Perhaps they had been �n the draw�ng-room at the same
moment; perhaps they had passed each other on the sta�rs; at any



rate they knew some of the same people. They looked one another
up and down w�th new �nterest. But they could do no more than look
at each other, for there was no t�me to enjoy the fru�ts of the
d�scovery. The donkeys were advanc�ng, and �t was adv�sable to
beg�n the descent �mmed�ately, for the n�ght fell so qu�ckly that �t
would be dark before they were home aga�n.

Accord�ngly, remount�ng �n order, they f�led off down the h�lls�de.
Scraps of talk came float�ng back from one to another. There were
jokes to beg�n w�th, and laughter; some walked part of the way, and
p�cked flowers, and sent stones bound�ng before them.

“Who wr�tes the best Lat�n verse �n your college, H�rst?” Mr. Ell�ot
called back �ncongruously, and Mr. H�rst returned that he had no
�dea.

The dusk fell as suddenly as the nat�ves had warned them, the
hollows of the mounta�n on e�ther s�de f�ll�ng up w�th darkness and
the path becom�ng so d�m that �t was surpr�s�ng to hear the donkeys’
hooves st�ll str�k�ng on hard rock. S�lence fell upon one, and then
upon another, unt�l they were all s�lent, the�r m�nds sp�ll�ng out �nto
the deep blue a�r. The way seemed shorter �n the dark than �n the
day; and soon the l�ghts of the town were seen on the flat far
beneath them.

Suddenly some one cr�ed, “Ah!”
In a moment the slow yellow drop rose aga�n from the pla�n below;

�t rose, paused, opened l�ke a flower, and fell �n a shower of drops.
“F�reworks,” they cr�ed.
Another went up more qu�ckly; and then another; they could

almost hear �t tw�st and roar.
“Some Sa�nt’s day, I suppose,” sa�d a vo�ce. The rush and

embrace of the rockets as they soared up �nto the a�r seemed l�ke
the f�ery way �n wh�ch lovers suddenly rose and un�ted, leav�ng the
crowd gaz�ng up at them w�th stra�ned wh�te faces. But Susan and
Arthur, r�d�ng down the h�ll, never sa�d a word to each other, and kept
accurately apart.

Then the f�reworks became errat�c, and soon they ceased
altogether, and the rest of the journey was made almost �n darkness,



the mounta�n be�ng a great shadow beh�nd them, and bushes and
trees l�ttle shadows wh�ch threw darkness across the road. Among
the plane-trees they separated, bundl�ng �nto carr�ages and dr�v�ng
off, w�thout say�ng good-n�ght, or say�ng �t only �n a half-muffled way.

It was so late that there was no t�me for normal conversat�on
between the�r arr�val at the hotel and the�r ret�rement to bed. But
H�rst wandered �nto Hewet’s room w�th a collar �n h�s hand.

“Well, Hewet,” he remarked, on the crest of a g�gant�c yawn, “that
was a great success, I cons�der.” He yawned. “But take care you’re
not landed w�th that young woman. . . . I don’t really l�ke young
women. . . .”

Hewet was too much drugged by hours �n the open a�r to make
any reply. In fact every one of the party was sound asleep w�th�n ten
m�nutes or so of each other, w�th the except�on of Susan Warr�ngton.
She lay for a cons�derable t�me look�ng blankly at the wall oppos�te,
her hands clasped above her heart, and her l�ght burn�ng by her
s�de. All art�culate thought had long ago deserted her; her heart
seemed to have grown to the s�ze of a sun, and to �llum�nate her
ent�re body, shedd�ng l�ke the sun a steady t�de of warmth.

“I’m happy, I’m happy, I’m happy,” she repeated. “I love every one.
I’m happy.”



CHAPTER XII

When Susan’s engagement had been approved at home, and
made publ�c to any one who took an �nterest �n �t at the hotel—and
by th�s t�me the soc�ety at the hotel was d�v�ded so as to po�nt to
�nv�s�ble chalk-marks such as Mr. H�rst had descr�bed, the news was
felt to just�fy some celebrat�on—an exped�t�on? That had been done
already. A dance then. The advantage of a dance was that �t
abol�shed one of those long even�ngs wh�ch were apt to become
ted�ous and lead to absurdly early hours �n sp�te of br�dge.

Two or three people stand�ng under the erect body of the stuffed
leopard �n the hall very soon had the matter dec�ded. Evelyn sl�d a
pace or two th�s way and that, and pronounced that the floor was
excellent. S�gnor Rodr�guez �nformed them of an old Span�ard who
f�ddled at wedd�ngs—f�ddled so as to make a torto�se waltz; and h�s
daughter, although endowed w�th eyes as black as coal-scuttles, had
the same power over the p�ano. If there were any so s�ck or so surly
as to prefer sedentary occupat�ons on the n�ght �n quest�on to
sp�nn�ng and watch�ng others sp�n, the draw�ng-room and b�ll�ard-
room were the�rs. Hewet made �t h�s bus�ness to conc�l�ate the
outs�ders as much as poss�ble. To H�rst’s theory of the �nv�s�ble
chalk-marks he would pay no attent�on whatever. He was treated to
a snub or two, but, �n reward, found obscure lonely gentlemen
del�ghted to have th�s opportun�ty of talk�ng to the�r k�nd, and the lady
of doubtful character showed every symptom of conf�d�ng her case to
h�m �n the near future. Indeed �t was made qu�te obv�ous to h�m that
the two or three hours between d�nner and bed conta�ned an amount
of unhapp�ness, wh�ch was really p�t�able, so many people had not
succeeded �n mak�ng fr�ends.



It was settled that the dance was to be on Fr�day, one week after
the engagement, and at d�nner Hewet declared h�mself sat�sf�ed.

“They’re all com�ng!” he told H�rst. “Pepper!” he called, see�ng
W�ll�am Pepper sl�p past �n the wake of the soup w�th a pamphlet
beneath h�s arm, “We’re count�ng on you to open the ball.”

“You w�ll certa�nly put sleep out of the quest�on,” Pepper returned.
“You are to take the floor w�th M�ss Allan,” Hewet cont�nued,

consult�ng a sheet of penc�lled notes.
Pepper stopped and began a d�scourse upon round dances,

country dances, morr�s dances, and quadr�lles, all of wh�ch are
ent�rely super�or to the bastard waltz and spur�ous polka wh�ch have
ousted them most unjustly �n contemporary popular�ty—when the
wa�ters gently pushed h�m on to h�s table �n the corner.

The d�n�ng-room at th�s moment had a certa�n fantast�c
resemblance to a farmyard scattered w�th gra�n on wh�ch br�ght
p�geons kept descend�ng. Almost all the lad�es wore dresses wh�ch
they had not yet d�splayed, and the�r ha�r rose �n waves and scrolls
so as to appear l�ke carved wood �n Goth�c churches rather than ha�r.
The d�nner was shorter and less formal than usual, even the wa�ters
seem�ng to be affected w�th the general exc�tement. Ten m�nutes
before the clock struck n�ne the comm�ttee made a tour through the
ballroom. The hall, when empt�ed of �ts furn�ture, br�ll�antly l�t,
adorned w�th flowers whose scent t�nged the a�r, presented a
wonderful appearance of ethereal ga�ety.

“It’s l�ke a starl�t sky on an absolutely cloudless n�ght,” Hewet
murmured, look�ng about h�m, at the a�ry empty room.

“A heavenly floor, anyhow,” Evelyn added, tak�ng a run and sl�d�ng
two or three feet along.

“What about those curta�ns?” asked H�rst. The cr�mson curta�ns
were drawn across the long w�ndows. “It’s a perfect n�ght outs�de.”

“Yes, but curta�ns �nsp�re conf�dence,” M�ss Allan dec�ded. “When
the ball �s �n full sw�ng �t w�ll be t�me to draw them. We m�ght even
open the w�ndows a l�ttle. . . . If we do �t now elderly people w�ll
�mag�ne there are draughts.”



Her w�sdom had come to be recogn�sed, and held �n respect.
Meanwh�le as they stood talk�ng, the mus�c�ans were unwrapp�ng
the�r �nstruments, and the v�ol�n was repeat�ng aga�n and aga�n a
note struck upon the p�ano. Everyth�ng was ready to beg�n.

After a few m�nutes’ pause, the father, the daughter, and the son-
�n-law who played the horn flour�shed w�th one accord. L�ke the rats
who followed the p�per, heads �nstantly appeared �n the doorway.
There was another flour�sh; and then the tr�o dashed spontaneously
�nto the tr�umphant sw�ng of the waltz. It was as though the room
were �nstantly flooded w�th water. After a moment’s hes�tat�on f�rst
one couple, then another, leapt �nto m�d-stream, and went round and
round �n the edd�es. The rhythm�c sw�sh of the dancers sounded l�ke
a sw�rl�ng pool. By degrees the room grew percept�bly hotter. The
smell of k�d gloves m�ngled w�th the strong scent of flowers. The
edd�es seemed to c�rcle faster and faster, unt�l the mus�c wrought
�tself �nto a crash, ceased, and the c�rcles were smashed �nto l�ttle
separate b�ts. The couples struck off �n d�fferent d�rect�ons, leav�ng a
th�n row of elderly people stuck fast to the walls, and here and there
a p�ece of tr�mm�ng or a handkerch�ef or a flower lay upon the floor.
There was a pause, and then the mus�c started aga�n, the edd�es
wh�rled, the couples c�rcled round �n them, unt�l there was a crash,
and the c�rcles were broken up �nto separate p�eces.

When th�s had happened about f�ve t�mes, H�rst, who leant aga�nst
a w�ndow-frame, l�ke some s�ngular gargoyle, perce�ved that Helen
Ambrose and Rachel stood �n the doorway. The crowd was such that
they could not move, but he recogn�sed them by a p�ece of Helen’s
shoulder and a gl�mpse of Rachel’s head turn�ng round. He made h�s
way to them; they greeted h�m w�th rel�ef.

“We are suffer�ng the tortures of the damned,” sa�d Helen.
“Th�s �s my �dea of hell,” sa�d Rachel.
Her eyes were br�ght and she looked bew�ldered.
Hewet and M�ss Allan, who had been waltz�ng somewhat

labor�ously, paused and greeted the newcomers.
“Th�s �s n�ce,” sa�d Hewet. “But where �s Mr. Ambrose?”



“P�ndar,” sa�d Helen. “May a marr�ed woman who was forty �n
October dance? I can’t stand st�ll.” She seemed to fade �nto Hewet,
and they both d�ssolved �n the crowd.

“We must follow su�t,” sa�d H�rst to Rachel, and he took her
resolutely by the elbow. Rachel, w�thout be�ng expert, danced well,
because of a good ear for rhythm, but H�rst had no taste for mus�c,
and a few danc�ng lessons at Cambr�dge had only put h�m �nto
possess�on of the anatomy of a waltz, w�thout �mpart�ng any of �ts
sp�r�t. A s�ngle turn proved to them that the�r methods were
�ncompat�ble; �nstead of f�tt�ng �nto each other the�r bones seemed to
jut out �n angles mak�ng smooth turn�ng an �mposs�b�l�ty, and cutt�ng,
moreover, �nto the c�rcular progress of the other dancers.

“Shall we stop?” sa�d H�rst. Rachel gathered from h�s express�on
that he was annoyed.

They staggered to seats �n the corner, from wh�ch they had a v�ew
of the room. It was st�ll surg�ng, �n waves of blue and yellow, str�ped
by the black even�ng-clothes of the gentlemen.

“An amaz�ng spectacle,” H�rst remarked. “Do you dance much �n
London?” They were both breath�ng fast, and both a l�ttle exc�ted,
though each was determ�ned not to show any exc�tement at all.

“Scarcely ever. Do you?”
“My people g�ve a dance every Chr�stmas.”
“Th�s �sn’t half a bad floor,” Rachel sa�d. H�rst d�d not attempt to

answer her plat�tude. He sat qu�te s�lent, star�ng at the dancers. After
three m�nutes the s�lence became so �ntolerable to Rachel that she
was goaded to advance another commonplace about the beauty of
the n�ght. H�rst �nterrupted her ruthlessly.

“Was that all nonsense what you sa�d the other day about be�ng a
Chr�st�an and hav�ng no educat�on?” he asked.

“It was pract�cally true,” she repl�ed. “But I also play the p�ano very
well,” she sa�d, “better, I expect than any one �n th�s room. You are
the most d�st�ngu�shed man �n England, aren’t you?” she asked
shyly.

“One of the three,” he corrected.
Helen wh�rl�ng past here tossed a fan �nto Rachel’s lap.



“She �s very beaut�ful,” H�rst remarked.
They were aga�n s�lent. Rachel was wonder�ng whether he thought

her also n�ce-look�ng; St. John was cons�der�ng the �mmense
d�ff�culty of talk�ng to g�rls who had no exper�ence of l�fe. Rachel had
obv�ously never thought or felt or seen anyth�ng, and she m�ght be
�ntell�gent or she m�ght be just l�ke all the rest. But Hewet’s taunt
rankled �n h�s m�nd—“you don’t know how to get on w�th women,”
and he was determ�ned to prof�t by th�s opportun�ty. Her even�ng-
clothes bestowed on her just that degree of unreal�ty and d�st�nct�on
wh�ch made �t romant�c to speak to her, and st�rred a des�re to talk,
wh�ch �rr�tated h�m because he d�d not know how to beg�n. He
glanced at her, and she seemed to h�m very remote and �nexpl�cable,
very young and chaste. He drew a s�gh, and began.

“About books now. What have you read? Just Shakespeare and
the B�ble?”

“I haven’t read many class�cs,” Rachel stated. She was sl�ghtly
annoyed by h�s jaunty and rather unnatural manner, wh�le h�s
mascul�ne acqu�rements �nduced her to take a very modest v�ew of
her own power.

“D’you mean to tell me you’ve reached the age of twenty-four
w�thout read�ng G�bbon?” he demanded.

“Yes, I have,” she answered.
“Mon D�eu!” he excla�med, throw�ng out h�s hands. “You must

beg�n to-morrow. I shall send you my copy. What I want to know �s—”
he looked at her cr�t�cally. “You see, the problem �s, can one really
talk to you? Have you got a m�nd, or are you l�ke the rest of your
sex? You seem to me absurdly young compared w�th men of your
age.”

Rachel looked at h�m but sa�d noth�ng.
“About G�bbon,” he cont�nued. “D’you th�nk you’ll be able to

apprec�ate h�m? He’s the test, of course. It’s awfully d�ff�cult to tell
about women,” he cont�nued, “how much, I mean, �s due to lack of
tra�n�ng, and how much �s nat�ve �ncapac�ty. I don’t see myself why
you shouldn’t understand—only I suppose you’ve led an absurd l�fe



unt�l now—you’ve just walked �n a crocod�le, I suppose, w�th your
ha�r down your back.”

The mus�c was aga�n beg�nn�ng. H�rst’s eye wandered about the
room �n search of Mrs. Ambrose. W�th the best w�ll �n the world he
was consc�ous that they were not gett�ng on well together.

“I’d l�ke awfully to lend you books,” he sa�d, button�ng h�s gloves,
and r�s�ng from h�s seat. “We shall meet aga�n. I’m go�ng to leave
you now.”

He got up and left her.
Rachel looked round. She felt herself surrounded, l�ke a ch�ld at a

party, by the faces of strangers all host�le to her, w�th hooked noses
and sneer�ng, �nd�fferent eyes. She was by a w�ndow, she pushed �t
open w�th a jerk. She stepped out �nto the garden. Her eyes swam
w�th tears of rage.

“Damn that man!” she excla�med, hav�ng acqu�red some of Helen’s
words. “Damn h�s �nsolence!”

She stood �n the m�ddle of the pale square of l�ght wh�ch the
w�ndow she had opened threw upon the grass. The forms of great
black trees rose mass�vely �n front of her. She stood st�ll, look�ng at
them, sh�ver�ng sl�ghtly w�th anger and exc�tement. She heard the
trampl�ng and sw�ng�ng of the dancers beh�nd her, and the rhythm�c
sway of the waltz mus�c.

“There are trees,” she sa�d aloud. Would the trees make up for St.
John H�rst? She would be a Pers�an pr�ncess far from c�v�l�sat�on,
r�d�ng her horse upon the mounta�ns alone, and mak�ng her women
s�ng to her �n the even�ng, far from all th�s, from the str�fe and men
and women—a form came out of the shadow; a l�ttle red l�ght burnt
h�gh up �n �ts blackness.

“M�ss V�nrace, �s �t?” sa�d Hewet, peer�ng at her. “You were
danc�ng w�th H�rst?”

“He’s made me fur�ous!” she cr�ed vehemently. “No one’s any r�ght
to be �nsolent!”

“Insolent?” Hewet repeated, tak�ng h�s c�gar from h�s mouth �n
surpr�se. “H�rst—�nsolent?”



“It’s �nsolent to—” sa�d Rachel, and stopped. She d�d not know
exactly why she had been made so angry. W�th a great effort she
pulled herself together.

“Oh, well,” she added, the v�s�on of Helen and her mockery before
her, “I dare say I’m a fool.” She made as though she were go�ng
back �nto the ballroom, but Hewet stopped her.

“Please expla�n to me,” he sa�d. “I feel sure H�rst d�dn’t mean to
hurt you.”

When Rachel tr�ed to expla�n, she found �t very d�ff�cult. She could
not say that she found the v�s�on of herself walk�ng �n a crocod�le
w�th her ha�r down her back pecul�arly unjust and horr�ble, nor could
she expla�n why H�rst’s assumpt�on of the super�or�ty of h�s nature
and exper�ence had seemed to her not only gall�ng but terr�ble—as �f
a gate had clanged �n her face. Pac�ng up and down the terrace
bes�de Hewet she sa�d b�tterly:

“It’s no good; we should l�ve separate; we cannot understand each
other; we only br�ng out what’s worst.”

Hewet brushed as�de her general�sat�on as to the natures of the
two sexes, for such general�sat�ons bored h�m and seemed to h�m
generally untrue. But, know�ng H�rst, he guessed fa�rly accurately
what had happened, and, though secretly much amused, was
determ�ned that Rachel should not store the �nc�dent away �n her
m�nd to take �ts place �n the v�ew she had of l�fe.

“Now you’ll hate h�m,” he sa�d, “wh�ch �s wrong. Poor old H�rst—he
can’t help h�s method. And really, M�ss V�nrace, he was do�ng h�s
best; he was pay�ng you a compl�ment—he was try�ng—he was
try�ng—” he could not f�n�sh for the laughter that overcame h�m.

Rachel veered round suddenly and laughed out too. She saw that
there was someth�ng r�d�culous about H�rst, and perhaps about
herself.

“It’s h�s way of mak�ng fr�ends, I suppose,” she laughed. “Well—I
shall do my part. I shall beg�n—‘Ugly �n body, repuls�ve �n m�nd as
you are, Mr. H�rst—’”

“Hear, hear!” cr�ed Hewet. “That’s the way to treat h�m. You see,
M�ss V�nrace, you must make allowances for H�rst. He’s l�ved all h�s



l�fe �n front of a look�ng-glass, so to speak, �n a beaut�ful panelled
room, hung w�th Japanese pr�nts and lovely old cha�rs and tables,
just one splash of colour, you know, �n the r�ght place,—between the
w�ndows I th�nk �t �s,—and there he s�ts hour after hour w�th h�s toes
on the fender, talk�ng about ph�losophy and God and h�s l�ver and h�s
heart and the hearts of h�s fr�ends. They’re all broken. You can’t
expect h�m to be at h�s best �n a ballroom. He wants a cosy, smoky,
mascul�ne place, where he can stretch h�s legs out, and only speak
when he’s got someth�ng to say. For myself, I f�nd �t rather dreary.
But I do respect �t. They’re all so much �n earnest. They do take the
ser�ous th�ngs very ser�ously.”

The descr�pt�on of H�rst’s way of l�fe �nterested Rachel so much
that she almost forgot her pr�vate grudge aga�nst h�m, and her
respect rev�ved.

“They are really very clever then?” she asked.
“Of course they are. So far as bra�ns go I th�nk �t’s true what he

sa�d the other day; they’re the cleverest people �n England. But—you
ought to take h�m �n hand,” he added. “There’s a great deal more �n
h�m than’s ever been got at. He wants some one to laugh at h�m. . . .
The �dea of H�rst tell�ng you that you’ve had no exper�ences! Poor old
H�rst!”

They had been pac�ng up and down the terrace wh�le they talked,
and now one by one the dark w�ndows were uncurta�ned by an
�nv�s�ble hand, and panes of l�ght fell regularly at equal �ntervals upon
the grass. They stopped to look �n at the draw�ng-room, and
perce�ved Mr. Pepper wr�t�ng alone at a table.

“There’s Pepper wr�t�ng to h�s aunt,” sa�d Hewet. “She must be a
very remarkable old lady, e�ghty-f�ve he tells me, and he takes her for
walk�ng tours �n the New Forest. . . . Pepper!” he cr�ed, rapp�ng on
the w�ndow. “Go and do your duty. M�ss Allan expects you.”

When they came to the w�ndows of the ballroom, the sw�ng of the
dancers and the l�lt of the mus�c was �rres�st�ble.

“Shall we?” sa�d Hewet, and they clasped hands and swept off
magn�f�cently �nto the great sw�rl�ng pool. Although th�s was only the
second t�me they had met, the f�rst t�me they had seen a man and
woman k�ss�ng each other, and the second t�me Mr. Hewet had



found that a young woman angry �s very l�ke a ch�ld. So that when
they jo�ned hands �n the dance they felt more at the�r ease than �s
usual.

It was m�dn�ght and the dance was now at �ts he�ght. Servants
were peep�ng �n at the w�ndows; the garden was spr�nkled w�th the
wh�te shapes of couples s�tt�ng out. Mrs. Thornbury and Mrs. Ell�ot
sat s�de by s�de under a palm tree, hold�ng fans, handkerch�efs, and
brooches depos�ted �n the�r laps by flushed ma�dens. Occas�onally
they exchanged comments.

“M�ss Warr�ngton does look happy,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot; they both
sm�led; they both s�ghed.

“He has a great deal of character,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, allud�ng to
Arthur.

“And character �s what one wants,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot. “Now that
young man �s clever enough,” she added, nodd�ng at H�rst, who
came past w�th M�ss Allan on h�s arm.

“He does not look strong,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury. “H�s complex�on �s
not good.—Shall I tear �t off?” she asked, for Rachel had stopped,
consc�ous of a long str�p tra�l�ng beh�nd her.

“I hope you are enjoy�ng yourselves?” Hewet asked the lad�es.
“Th�s �s a very fam�l�ar pos�t�on for me!” sm�led Mrs. Thornbury. “I

have brought out f�ve daughters—and they all loved danc�ng! You
love �t too, M�ss V�nrace?” she asked, look�ng at Rachel w�th
maternal eyes. “I know I d�d when I was your age. How I used to beg
my mother to let me stay—and now I sympath�se w�th the poor
mothers—but I sympath�se w�th the daughters too!”

She sm�led sympathet�cally, and at the same t�me rather keenly, at
Rachel.

“They seem to f�nd a great deal to say to each other,” sa�d Mrs.
Ell�ot, look�ng s�gn�f�cantly at the backs of the couple as they turned
away. “D�d you not�ce at the p�cn�c? He was the only person who
could make her utter.”

“Her father �s a very �nterest�ng man,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury. “He
has one of the largest sh�pp�ng bus�nesses �n Hull. He made a very
able reply, you remember, to Mr. Asqu�th at the last elect�on. It �s so



�nterest�ng to f�nd that a man of h�s exper�ence �s a strong
Protect�on�st.”

She would have l�ked to d�scuss pol�t�cs, wh�ch �nterested her
more than personal�t�es, but Mrs. Ell�ot would only talk about the
Emp�re �n a less abstract form.

“I hear there are dreadful accounts from England about the rats,”
she sa�d. “A s�ster-�n-law, who l�ves at Norw�ch, tells me �t has been
qu�te unsafe to order poultry. The plague—you see. It attacks the
rats, and through them other creatures.”

“And the local author�t�es are not tak�ng proper steps?” asked Mrs.
Thornbury.

“That she does not say. But she descr�bes the att�tude of the
educated people—who should know better—as callous �n the
extreme. Of course, my s�ster-�n-law �s one of those act�ve modern
women, who always takes th�ngs up, you know—the k�nd of woman
one adm�res, though one does not feel, at least I do not feel—but
then she has a const�tut�on of �ron.”

Mrs. Ell�ot, brought back to the cons�derat�on of her own del�cacy,
here s�ghed.

“A very an�mated face,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, look�ng at Evelyn M.
who had stopped near them to p�n t�ght a scarlet flower at her breast.
It would not stay, and, w�th a sp�r�ted gesture of �mpat�ence, she
thrust �t �nto her partner’s button-hole. He was a tall melancholy
youth, who rece�ved the g�ft as a kn�ght m�ght rece�ve h�s lady’s
token.

“Very try�ng to the eyes,” was Mrs. El�ot’s next remark, after
watch�ng the yellow wh�rl �n wh�ch so few of the wh�rlers had e�ther
name or character for her, for a few m�nutes. Burst�ng out of the
crowd, Helen approached them, and took a vacant cha�r.

“May I s�t by you?” she sa�d, sm�l�ng and breath�ng fast. “I suppose
I ought to be ashamed of myself,” she went on, s�tt�ng down, “at my
age.”

Her beauty, now that she was flushed and an�mated, was more
expans�ve than usual, and both the lad�es felt the same des�re to
touch her.



“I am enjoy�ng myself,” she panted. “Movement—�sn’t �t amaz�ng?”
“I have always heard that noth�ng comes up to danc�ng �f one �s a

good dancer,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, look�ng at her w�th a sm�le.
Helen swayed sl�ghtly as �f she sat on w�res.
“I could dance for ever!” she sa�d. “They ought to let themselves

go more!” she excla�med. “They ought to leap and sw�ng. Look! How
they m�nce!”

“Have you seen those wonderful Russ�an dancers?” began Mrs.
Ell�ot. But Helen saw her partner com�ng and rose as the moon r�ses.
She was half round the room before they took the�r eyes off her, for
they could not help adm�r�ng her, although they thought �t a l�ttle odd
that a woman of her age should enjoy danc�ng.

D�rectly Helen was left alone for a m�nute she was jo�ned by St.
John H�rst, who had been watch�ng for an opportun�ty.

“Should you m�nd s�tt�ng out w�th me?” he asked. “I’m qu�te
�ncapable of danc�ng.” He p�loted Helen to a corner wh�ch was
suppl�ed w�th two arm-cha�rs, and thus enjoyed the advantage of
sem�-pr�vacy. They sat down, and for a few m�nutes Helen was too
much under the �nfluence of danc�ng to speak.

“Aston�sh�ng!” she excla�med at last. “What sort of shape can she
th�nk her body �s?” Th�s remark was called forth by a lady who came
past them, waddl�ng rather than walk�ng, and lean�ng on the arm of a
stout man w�th globular green eyes set �n a fat wh�te face. Some
support was necessary, for she was very stout, and so compressed
that the upper part of her body hung cons�derably �n advance of her
feet, wh�ch could only tr�p �n t�ny steps, ow�ng to the t�ghtness of the
sk�rt round her ankles. The dress �tself cons�sted of a small p�ece of
sh�ny yellow sat�n, adorned here and there �nd�scr�m�nately w�th
round sh�elds of blue and green beads made to �m�tate hues of a
peacock’s breast. On the summ�t of a frothy castle of ha�r a purple
plume stood erect, wh�le her short neck was enc�rcled by a black
velvet r�bbon knobbed w�th gems, and golden bracelets were t�ghtly
wedged �nto the flesh of her fat gloved arms. She had the face of an
�mpert�nent but jolly l�ttle p�g, mottled red under a dust�ng of powder.

St. John could not jo�n �n Helen’s laughter.



“It makes me s�ck,” he declared. “The whole th�ng makes me s�ck.
. . . Cons�der the m�nds of those people—the�r feel�ngs. Don’t you
agree?”

“I always make a vow never to go to another party of any
descr�pt�on,” Helen repl�ed, “and I always break �t.”

She leant back �n her cha�r and looked laugh�ngly at the young
man. She could see that he was genu�nely cross, �f at the same t�me
sl�ghtly exc�ted.

“However,” he sa�d, resum�ng h�s jaunty tone, “I suppose one must
just make up one’s m�nd to �t.”

“To what?”
“There never w�ll be more than f�ve people �n the world worth

talk�ng to.”
Slowly the flush and sparkle �n Helen’s face d�ed away, and she

looked as qu�et and as observant as usual.
“F�ve people?” she remarked. “I should say there were more than

f�ve.”
“You’ve been very fortunate, then,” sa�d H�rst. “Or perhaps I’ve

been very unfortunate.” He became s�lent.
“Should you say I was a d�ff�cult k�nd of person to get on w�th?” he

asked sharply.
“Most clever people are when they’re young,” Helen repl�ed.
“And of course I am—�mmensely clever,” sa�d H�rst. “I’m �nf�n�tely

cleverer than Hewet. It’s qu�te poss�ble,” he cont�nued �n h�s
cur�ously �mpersonal manner, “that I’m go�ng to be one of the people
who really matter. That’s utterly d�fferent from be�ng clever, though
one can’t expect one’s fam�ly to see �t,” he added b�tterly.

Helen thought herself just�f�ed �n ask�ng, “Do you f�nd your fam�ly
d�ff�cult to get on w�th?”

“Intolerable. . . . They want me to be a peer and a pr�vy counc�llor.
I’ve come out here partly �n order to settle the matter. It’s got to be
settled. E�ther I must go to the bar, or I must stay on �n Cambr�dge.
Of course, there are obv�ous drawbacks to each, but the arguments
certa�nly do seem to me �n favour of Cambr�dge. Th�s k�nd of th�ng!”



he waved h�s hand at the crowded ballroom. “Repuls�ve. I’m
consc�ous of great powers of affect�on too. I’m not suscept�ble, of
course, �n the way Hewet �s. I’m very fond of a few people. I th�nk, for
example, that there’s someth�ng to be sa�d for my mother, though
she �s �n many ways so deplorable. . . . At Cambr�dge, of course, I
should �nev�tably become the most �mportant man �n the place, but
there are other reasons why I dread Cambr�dge—” he ceased.

“Are you f�nd�ng me a dreadful bore?” he asked. He changed
cur�ously from a fr�end conf�d�ng �n a fr�end to a convent�onal young
man at a party.

“Not �n the least,” sa�d Helen. “I l�ke �t very much.”
“You can’t th�nk,” he excla�med, speak�ng almost w�th emot�on,

“what a d�fference �t makes f�nd�ng someone to talk to! D�rectly I saw
you I felt you m�ght poss�bly understand me. I’m very fond of Hewet,
but he hasn’t the remotest �dea what I’m l�ke. You’re the only woman
I’ve ever met who seems to have the fa�ntest concept�on of what I
mean when I say a th�ng.”

The next dance was beg�nn�ng; �t was the Barcarolle out of
Hoffman, wh�ch made Helen beat her toe �n t�me to �t; but she felt
that after such a compl�ment �t was �mposs�ble to get up and go, and,
bes�des be�ng amused, she was really flattered, and the honesty of
h�s conce�t attracted her. She suspected that he was not happy, and
was suff�c�ently fem�n�ne to w�sh to rece�ve conf�dences.

“I’m very old,” she s�ghed.
“The odd th�ng �s that I don’t f�nd you old at all,” he repl�ed. “I feel

as though we were exactly the same age. Moreover—” here he
hes�tated, but took courage from a glance at her face, “I feel as �f I
could talk qu�te pla�nly to you as one does to a man—about the
relat�ons between the sexes, about . . . and . . .”

In sp�te of h�s certa�nty a sl�ght redness came �nto h�s face as he
spoke the last two words.

She reassured h�m at once by the laugh w�th wh�ch she excla�med,
“I should hope so!”

He looked at her w�th real cord�al�ty, and the l�nes wh�ch were
drawn about h�s nose and l�ps slackened for the f�rst t�me.



“Thank God!” he excla�med. “Now we can behave l�ke c�v�l�sed
human be�ngs.”

Certa�nly a barr�er wh�ch usually stands fast had fallen, and �t was
poss�ble to speak of matters wh�ch are generally only alluded to
between men and women when doctors are present, or the shadow
of death. In f�ve m�nutes he was tell�ng her the h�story of h�s l�fe. It
was long, for �t was full of extremely elaborate �nc�dents, wh�ch led
on to a d�scuss�on of the pr�nc�ples on wh�ch moral�ty �s founded, and
thus to several very �nterest�ng matters, wh�ch even �n th�s ballroom
had to be d�scussed �n a wh�sper, lest one of the pouter p�geon
lad�es or resplendent merchants should overhear them, and proceed
to demand that they should leave the place. When they had come to
an end, or, to speak more accurately, when Helen �nt�mated by a
sl�ght slacken�ng of her attent�on that they had sat there long
enough, H�rst rose, excla�m�ng, “So there’s no reason whatever for
all th�s mystery!”

“None, except that we are Engl�sh people,” she answered. She
took h�s arm and they crossed the ball-room, mak�ng the�r way w�th
d�ff�culty between the sp�nn�ng couples, who were now percept�bly
d�shevelled, and certa�nly to a cr�t�cal eye by no means lovely �n the�r
shapes. The exc�tement of undertak�ng a fr�endsh�p and the length of
the�r talk had made them hungry, and they went �n search of food to
the d�n�ng-room, wh�ch was now full of people eat�ng at l�ttle separate
tables. In the doorway they met Rachel, go�ng up to dance aga�n
w�th Arthur Venn�ng. She was flushed and looked very happy, and
Helen was struck by the fact that �n th�s mood she was certa�nly
more attract�ve than the general�ty of young women. She had never
not�ced �t so clearly before.

“Enjoy�ng yourself?” she asked, as they stopped for a second.
“M�ss V�nrace,” Arthur answered for her, “has just made a

confess�on; she’d no �dea that dances could be so del�ghtful.”
“Yes!” Rachel excla�med. “I’ve changed my v�ew of l�fe completely!”
“You don’t say so!” Helen mocked. They passed on.
“That’s typ�cal of Rachel,” she sa�d. “She changes her v�ew of l�fe

about every other day. D’you know, I bel�eve you’re just the person I
want,” she sa�d, as they sat down, “to help me complete her



educat�on? She’s been brought up pract�cally �n a nunnery. Her
father’s too absurd. I’ve been do�ng what I can—but I’m too old, and
I’m a woman. Why shouldn’t you talk to her—expla�n th�ngs to her—
talk to her, I mean, as you talk to me?”

“I have made one attempt already th�s even�ng,” sa�d St. John. “I
rather doubt that �t was successful. She seems to me so very young
and �nexper�enced. I have prom�sed to lend her G�bbon.”

“It’s not G�bbon exactly,” Helen pondered. “It’s the facts of l�fe, I
th�nk—d’you see what I mean? What really goes on, what people
feel, although they generally try to h�de �t? There’s noth�ng to be
fr�ghtened of. It’s so much more beaut�ful than the pretences—
always more �nterest�ng—always better, I should say, than that k�nd
of th�ng.”

She nodded her head at a table near them, where two g�rls and
two young men were chaff�ng each other very loudly, and carry�ng on
an arch �ns�nuat�ng d�alogue, spr�nkled w�th endearments, about, �t
seemed, a pa�r of stock�ngs or a pa�r of legs. One of the g�rls was
fl�rt�ng a fan and pretend�ng to be shocked, and the s�ght was very
unpleasant, partly because �t was obv�ous that the g�rls were secretly
host�le to each other.

“In my old age, however,” Helen s�ghed, “I’m com�ng to th�nk that �t
doesn’t much matter �n the long run what one does: people always
go the�r own way—noth�ng w�ll ever �nfluence them.” She nodded her
head at the supper party.

But St. John d�d not agree. He sa�d that he thought one could
really make a great deal of d�fference by one’s po�nt of v�ew, books
and so on, and added that few th�ngs at the present t�me mattered
more than the enl�ghtenment of women. He somet�mes thought that
almost everyth�ng was due to educat�on.

In the ballroom, meanwh�le, the dancers were be�ng formed �nto
squares for the lancers. Arthur and Rachel, Susan and Hewet, M�ss
Allan and Hughl�ng Ell�ot found themselves together.

M�ss Allan looked at her watch.
“Half-past one,” she stated. “And I have to despatch Alexander

Pope to-morrow.”



“Pope!” snorted Mr. Ell�ot. “Who reads Pope, I should l�ke to know?
And as for read�ng about h�m—No, no, M�ss Allan; be persuaded you
w�ll benef�t the world much more by danc�ng than by wr�t�ng.” It was
one of Mr. Ell�ot’s affectat�ons that noth�ng �n the world could
compare w�th the del�ghts of danc�ng—noth�ng �n the world was so
ted�ous as l�terature. Thus he sought pathet�cally enough to
�ngrat�ate h�mself w�th the young, and to prove to them beyond a
doubt that though marr�ed to a n�nny of a w�fe, and rather pale and
bent and careworn by h�s we�ght of learn�ng, he was as much al�ve
as the youngest of them all.

“It’s a quest�on of bread and butter,” sa�d M�ss Allan calmly.
“However, they seem to expect me.” She took up her pos�t�on and
po�nted a square black toe.

“Mr. Hewet, you bow to me.” It was ev�dent at once that M�ss Allan
was the only one of them who had a thoroughly sound knowledge of
the f�gures of the dance.

After the lancers there was a waltz; after the waltz a polka; and
then a terr�ble th�ng happened; the mus�c, wh�ch had been sound�ng
regularly w�th f�ve-m�nute pauses, stopped suddenly. The lady w�th
the great dark eyes began to swathe her v�ol�n �n s�lk, and the
gentleman placed h�s horn carefully �n �ts case. They were
surrounded by couples �mplor�ng them �n Engl�sh, �n French, �n
Span�sh, of one more dance, one only; �t was st�ll early. But the old
man at the p�ano merely exh�b�ted h�s watch and shook h�s head. He
turned up the collar of h�s coat and produced a red s�lk muffler, wh�ch
completely dashed h�s fest�ve appearance. Strange as �t seemed,
the mus�c�ans were pale and heavy-eyed; they looked bored and
prosa�c, as �f the summ�t of the�r des�re was cold meat and beer,
succeeded �mmed�ately by bed.

Rachel was one of those who had begged them to cont�nue. When
they refused she began turn�ng over the sheets of dance mus�c
wh�ch lay upon the p�ano. The p�eces were generally bound �n
coloured covers, w�th p�ctures on them of romant�c scenes—
gondol�ers astr�de on the crescent of the moon, nuns peer�ng
through the bars of a convent w�ndow, or young women w�th the�r
ha�r down po�nt�ng a gun at the stars. She remembered that the



general effect of the mus�c to wh�ch they had danced so ga�ly was
one of pass�onate regret for dead love and the �nnocent years of
youth; dreadful sorrows had always separated the dancers from the�r
past happ�ness.

“No wonder they get s�ck of play�ng stuff l�ke th�s,” she remarked
read�ng a bar or two; “they’re really hymn tunes, played very fast,
w�th b�ts out of Wagner and Beethoven.”

“Do you play? Would you play? Anyth�ng, so long as we can
dance to �t!” From all s�des her g�ft for play�ng the p�ano was �ns�sted
upon, and she had to consent. As very soon she had played the only
p�eces of dance mus�c she could remember, she went on to play an
a�r from a sonata by Mozart.

“But that’s not a dance,” sa�d some one paus�ng by the p�ano.
“It �s,” she repl�ed, emphat�cally nodd�ng her head. “Invent the

steps.” Sure of her melody she marked the rhythm boldly so as to
s�mpl�fy the way. Helen caught the �dea; se�zed M�ss Allan by the
arm, and wh�rled round the room, now curtsey�ng, now sp�nn�ng
round, now tr�pp�ng th�s way and that l�ke a ch�ld sk�pp�ng through a
meadow.

“Th�s �s the dance for people who don’t know how to dance!” she
cr�ed. The tune changed to a m�nuet; St. John hopped w�th �ncred�ble
sw�ftness f�rst on h�s left leg, then on h�s r�ght; the tune flowed
melod�ously; Hewet, sway�ng h�s arms and hold�ng out the ta�ls of h�s
coat, swam down the room �n �m�tat�on of the voluptuous dreamy
dance of an Ind�an ma�den danc�ng before her Rajah. The tune
marched; and M�ss Allen advanced w�th sk�rts extended and bowed
profoundly to the engaged pa�r. Once the�r feet fell �n w�th the rhythm
they showed a complete lack of self-consc�ousness. From Mozart
Rachel passed w�thout stopp�ng to old Engl�sh hunt�ng songs, carols,
and hymn tunes, for, as she had observed, any good tune, w�th a
l�ttle management, became a tune one could dance to. By degrees
every person �n the room was tr�pp�ng and turn�ng �n pa�rs or alone.
Mr. Pepper executed an �ngen�ous po�nted step der�ved from f�gure-
skat�ng, for wh�ch he once held some local champ�onsh�p; wh�le Mrs.
Thornbury tr�ed to recall an old country dance wh�ch she had seen
danced by her father’s tenants �n Dorsetsh�re �n the old days. As for



Mr. and Mrs. Ell�ot, they gallopaded round and round the room w�th
such �mpetuos�ty that the other dancers sh�vered at the�r approach.
Some people were heard to cr�t�c�se the performance as a romp; to
others �t was the most enjoyable part of the even�ng.

“Now for the great round dance!” Hewet shouted. Instantly a
g�gant�c c�rcle was formed, the dancers hold�ng hands and shout�ng
out, “D’you ken John Peel,” as they swung faster and faster and
faster, unt�l the stra�n was too great, and one l�nk of the cha�n—Mrs.
Thornbury—gave way, and the rest went fly�ng across the room �n all
d�rect�ons, to land upon the floor or the cha�rs or �n each other’s arms
as seemed most conven�ent.

R�s�ng from these pos�t�ons, breathless and unkempt, �t struck
them for the f�rst t�me that the electr�c l�ghts pr�cked the a�r very
va�nly, and �nst�nct�vely a great many eyes turned to the w�ndows.
Yes—there was the dawn. Wh�le they had been danc�ng the n�ght
had passed, and �t had come. Outs�de, the mounta�ns showed very
pure and remote; the dew was sparkl�ng on the grass, and the sky
was flushed w�th blue, save for the pale yellows and p�nks �n the
East. The dancers came crowd�ng to the w�ndows, pushed them
open, and here and there ventured a foot upon the grass.

“How s�lly the poor old l�ghts look!” sa�d Evelyn M. �n a cur�ously
subdued tone of vo�ce. “And ourselves; �t �sn’t becom�ng.” It was true;
the unt�dy ha�r, and the green and yellow gems, wh�ch had seemed
so fest�ve half an hour ago, now looked cheap and slovenly. The
complex�ons of the elder lad�es suffered terr�bly, and, as �f consc�ous
that a cold eye had been turned upon them, they began to say good-
n�ght and to make the�r way up to bed.

Rachel, though robbed of her aud�ence, had gone on play�ng to
herself. From John Peel she passed to Bach, who was at th�s t�me
the subject of her �ntense enthus�asm, and one by one some of the
younger dancers came �n from the garden and sat upon the deserted
g�lt cha�rs round the p�ano, the room be�ng now so clear that they
turned out the l�ghts. As they sat and l�stened, the�r nerves were
qu�eted; the heat and soreness of the�r l�ps, the result of �ncessant
talk�ng and laugh�ng, was smoothed away. They sat very st�ll as �f
they saw a bu�ld�ng w�th spaces and columns succeed�ng each other



r�s�ng �n the empty space. Then they began to see themselves and
the�r l�ves, and the whole of human l�fe advanc�ng very nobly under
the d�rect�on of the mus�c. They felt themselves ennobled, and when
Rachel stopped play�ng they des�red noth�ng but sleep.

Susan rose. “I th�nk th�s has been the happ�est n�ght of my l�fe!”
she excla�med. “I do adore mus�c,” she sa�d, as she thanked Rachel.
“It just seems to say all the th�ngs one can’t say oneself.” She gave a
nervous l�ttle laugh and looked from one to another w�th great
ben�gn�ty, as though she would l�ke to say someth�ng but could not
f�nd the words �n wh�ch to express �t. “Every one’s been so k�nd—so
very k�nd,” she sa�d. Then she too went to bed.

The party hav�ng ended �n the very abrupt way �n wh�ch part�es do
end, Helen and Rachel stood by the door w�th the�r cloaks on,
look�ng for a carr�age.

“I suppose you real�se that there are no carr�ages left?” sa�d St.
John, who had been out to look. “You must sleep here.”

“Oh, no,” sa�d Helen; “we shall walk.”
“May we come too?” Hewet asked. “We can’t go to bed. Imag�ne

ly�ng among bolsters and look�ng at one’s washstand on a morn�ng
l�ke th�s—Is that where you l�ve?” They had begun to walk down the
avenue, and he turned and po�nted at the wh�te and green v�lla on
the h�lls�de, wh�ch seemed to have �ts eyes shut.

“That’s not a l�ght burn�ng, �s �t?” Helen asked anx�ously.
“It’s the sun,” sa�d St. John. The upper w�ndows had each a spot

of gold on them.
“I was afra�d �t was my husband, st�ll read�ng Greek,” she sa�d. “All

th�s t�me he’s been ed�t�ng P�ndar.”
They passed through the town and turned up the steep road,

wh�ch was perfectly clear, though st�ll unbordered by shadows. Partly
because they were t�red, and partly because the early l�ght subdued
them, they scarcely spoke, but breathed �n the del�c�ous fresh a�r,
wh�ch seemed to belong to a d�fferent state of l�fe from the a�r at
m�dday. When they came to the h�gh yellow wall, where the lane
turned off from the road, Helen was for d�sm�ss�ng the two young
men.



“You’ve come far enough,” she sa�d. “Go back to bed.”
But they seemed unw�ll�ng to move.
“Let’s s�t down a moment,” sa�d Hewet. He spread h�s coat on the

ground. “Let’s s�t down and cons�der.” They sat down and looked out
over the bay; �t was very st�ll, the sea was r�ppl�ng fa�ntly, and l�nes of
green and blue were beg�nn�ng to str�pe �t. There were no sa�l�ng
boats as yet, but a steamer was anchored �n the bay, look�ng very
ghostly �n the m�st; �t gave one unearthly cry, and then all was s�lent.

Rachel occup�ed herself �n collect�ng one grey stone after another
and bu�ld�ng them �nto a l�ttle ca�rn; she d�d �t very qu�etly and
carefully.

“And so you’ve changed your v�ew of l�fe, Rachel?” sa�d Helen.
Rachel added another stone and yawned. “I don’t remember,” she

sa�d, “I feel l�ke a f�sh at the bottom of the sea.” She yawned aga�n.
None of these people possessed any power to fr�ghten her out here
�n the dawn, and she felt perfectly fam�l�ar even w�th Mr. H�rst.

“My bra�n, on the contrary,” sa�d H�rst, “�s �n a cond�t�on of
abnormal act�v�ty.” He sat �n h�s favour�te pos�t�on w�th h�s arms
b�nd�ng h�s legs together and h�s ch�n rest�ng on the top of h�s knees.
“I see through everyth�ng—absolutely everyth�ng. L�fe has no more
myster�es for me.” He spoke w�th conv�ct�on, but d�d not appear to
w�sh for an answer. Near though they sat, and fam�l�ar though they
felt, they seemed mere shadows to each other.

“And all those people down there go�ng to sleep,” Hewet began
dream�ly, “th�nk�ng such d�fferent th�ngs,—M�ss Warr�ngton, I
suppose, �s now on her knees; the Ell�ots are a l�ttle startled, �t’s not
often they get out of breath, and they want to get to sleep as qu�ckly
as poss�ble; then there’s the poor lean young man who danced all
n�ght w�th Evelyn; he’s putt�ng h�s flower �n water and ask�ng h�mself,
‘Is th�s love?’—and poor old Perrott, I daresay, can’t get to sleep at
all, and �s read�ng h�s favour�te Greek book to console h�mself—and
the others—no, H�rst,” he wound up, “I don’t f�nd �t s�mple at all.”

“I have a key,” sa�d H�rst crypt�cally. H�s ch�n was st�ll upon h�s
knees and h�s eyes f�xed �n front of h�m.



A s�lence followed. Then Helen rose and bade them good-n�ght.
“But,” she sa�d, “remember that you’ve got to come and see us.”

They waved good-n�ght and parted, but the two young men d�d not
go back to the hotel; they went for a walk, dur�ng wh�ch they scarcely
spoke, and never ment�oned the names of the two women, who
were, to a cons�derable extent, the subject of the�r thoughts. They
d�d not w�sh to share the�r �mpress�ons. They returned to the hotel �n
t�me for breakfast.



CHAPTER XIII

There were many rooms �n the v�lla, but one room wh�ch
possessed a character of �ts own because the door was always shut,
and no sound of mus�c or laughter �ssued from �t. Every one �n the
house was vaguely consc�ous that someth�ng went on beh�nd that
door, and w�thout �n the least know�ng what �t was, were �nfluenced �n
the�r own thoughts by the knowledge that �f the passed �t the door
would be shut, and �f they made a no�se Mr. Ambrose �ns�de would
be d�sturbed. Certa�n acts therefore possessed mer�t, and others
were bad, so that l�fe became more harmon�ous and less
d�sconnected than �t would have been had Mr. Ambrose g�ven up
ed�t�ng P�ndar, and taken to a nomad ex�stence, �n and out of every
room �n the house. As �t was, every one was consc�ous that by
observ�ng certa�n rules, such as punctual�ty and qu�et, by cook�ng
well, and perform�ng other small dut�es, one ode after another was
sat�sfactor�ly restored to the world, and they shared the cont�nu�ty of
the scholar’s l�fe. Unfortunately, as age puts one barr�er between
human be�ngs, and learn�ng another, and sex a th�rd, Mr. Ambrose �n
h�s study was some thousand m�les d�stant from the nearest human
be�ng, who �n th�s household was �nev�tably a woman. He sat hour
after hour among wh�te-leaved books, alone l�ke an �dol �n an empty
church, st�ll except for the passage of h�s hand from one s�de of the
sheet to another, s�lent save for an occas�onal choke, wh�ch drove
h�m to extend h�s p�pe a moment �n the a�r. As he worked h�s way
further and further �nto the heart of the poet, h�s cha�r became more
and more deeply enc�rcled by books, wh�ch lay open on the floor,
and could only be crossed by a careful process of stepp�ng, so
del�cate that h�s v�s�tors generally stopped and addressed h�m from
the outsk�rts.



On the morn�ng after the dance, however, Rachel came �nto her
uncle’s room and ha�led h�m tw�ce, “Uncle R�dley,” before he pa�d her
any attent�on.

At length he looked over h�s spectacles.
“Well?” he asked.
“I want a book,” she repl�ed. “G�bbon’s H�story of the Roman

Emp�re. May I have �t?”
She watched the l�nes on her uncle’s face gradually rearrange

themselves at her quest�on. It had been smooth as a mask before
she spoke.

“Please say that aga�n,” sa�d her uncle, e�ther because he had not
heard or because he had not understood.

She repeated the same words and reddened sl�ghtly as she d�d
so.

“G�bbon! What on earth d’you want h�m for?” he enqu�red.
“Somebody adv�sed me to read �t,” Rachel stammered.
“But I don’t travel about w�th a m�scellaneous collect�on of

e�ghteenth-century h�stor�ans!” her uncle excla�med. “G�bbon! Ten b�g
volumes at least.”

Rachel sa�d that she was sorry to �nterrupt, and was turn�ng to go.
“Stop!” cr�ed her uncle. He put down h�s p�pe, placed h�s book on

one s�de, and rose and led her slowly round the room, hold�ng her by
the arm. “Plato,” he sa�d, lay�ng one f�nger on the f�rst of a row of
small dark books, “and Jorrocks next door, wh�ch �s wrong.
Sophocles, Sw�ft. You don’t care for German commentators, I
presume. French, then. You read French? You should read Balzac.
Then we come to Wordsworth and Coler�dge, Pope, Johnson,
Add�son, Wordsworth, Shelley, Keats. One th�ng leads to another.
Why �s Marlowe here? Mrs. Cha�ley, I presume. But what’s the use of
read�ng �f you don’t read Greek? After all, �f you read Greek, you
need never read anyth�ng else, pure waste of t�me—pure waste of
t�me,” thus speak�ng half to h�mself, w�th qu�ck movements of h�s
hands; they had come round aga�n to the c�rcle of books on the floor,
and the�r progress was stopped.



“Well,” he demanded, “wh�ch shall �t be?”
“Balzac,” sa�d Rachel, “or have you the Speech on the Amer�can

Revolut�on, Uncle R�dley?”
“The Speech on the Amer�can Revolut�on?” he asked. He looked

at her very keenly aga�n. “Another young man at the dance?”
“No. That was Mr. Dalloway,” she confessed.
“Good Lord!” he flung back h�s head �n recollect�on of Mr.

Dalloway.
She chose for herself a volume at random, subm�tted �t to her

uncle, who, see�ng that �t was La Cous�ne bette, bade her throw �t
away �f she found �t too horr�ble, and was about to leave h�m when
he demanded whether she had enjoyed her dance?

He then wanted to know what people d�d at dances, see�ng that he
had only been to one th�rty-f�ve years ago, when noth�ng had
seemed to h�m more mean�ngless and �d�ot�c. D�d they enjoy turn�ng
round and round to the screech of a f�ddle? D�d they talk, and say
pretty th�ngs, and �f so, why d�dn’t they do �t, under reasonable
cond�t�ons? As for h�mself—he s�ghed and po�nted at the s�gns of
�ndustry ly�ng all about h�m, wh�ch, �n sp�te of h�s s�gh, f�lled h�s face
w�th such sat�sfact�on that h�s n�ece thought good to leave. On
bestow�ng a k�ss she was allowed to go, but not unt�l she had bound
herself to learn at any rate the Greek alphabet, and to return her
French novel when done w�th, upon wh�ch someth�ng more su�table
would be found for her.

As the rooms �n wh�ch people l�ve are apt to g�ve off someth�ng of
the same shock as the�r faces when seen for the f�rst t�me, Rachel
walked very slowly downsta�rs, lost �n wonder at her uncle, and h�s
books, and h�s neglect of dances, and h�s queer, utterly �nexpl�cable,
but apparently sat�sfactory v�ew of l�fe, when her eye was caught by
a note w�th her name on �t ly�ng �n the hall. The address was wr�tten
�n a small strong hand unknown to her, and the note, wh�ch had no
beg�nn�ng, ran:—

I send the f�rst volume of G�bbon as I prom�sed.
Personally I f�nd l�ttle to be sa�d for the moderns, but
I’m go�ng to send you Wedek�nd when I’ve done h�m.



Donne? Have you read Webster and all that set? I
envy you read�ng them for the f�rst t�me. Completely
exhausted after last n�ght. And you?

The flour�sh of �n�t�als wh�ch she took to be St. J. A. H., wound up
the letter. She was very much flattered that Mr. H�rst should have
remembered her, and fulf�lled h�s prom�se so qu�ckly.

There was st�ll an hour to luncheon, and w�th G�bbon �n one hand,
and Balzac �n the other she strolled out of the gate and down the
l�ttle path of beaten mud between the ol�ve trees on the slope of the
h�ll. It was too hot for cl�mb�ng h�lls, but along the valley there were
trees and a grass path runn�ng by the r�ver bed. In th�s land where
the populat�on was centred �n the towns �t was poss�ble to lose s�ght
of c�v�l�sat�on �n a very short t�me, pass�ng only an occas�onal
farmhouse, where the women were handl�ng red roots �n the
courtyard; or a l�ttle boy ly�ng on h�s elbows on the h�lls�de
surrounded by a flock of black strong-smell�ng goats. Save for a
thread of water at the bottom, the r�ver was merely a deep channel of
dry yellow stones. On the bank grew those trees wh�ch Helen had
sa�d �t was worth the voyage out merely to see. Apr�l had burst the�r
buds, and they bore large blossoms among the�r glossy green leaves
w�th petals of a th�ck wax-l�ke substance coloured an exqu�s�te cream
or p�nk or deep cr�mson. But f�lled w�th one of those unreasonable
exultat�ons wh�ch start generally from an unknown cause, and sweep
whole countr�es and sk�es �nto the�r embrace, she walked w�thout
see�ng. The n�ght was encroach�ng upon the day. Her ears hummed
w�th the tunes she had played the n�ght before; she sang, and the
s�ng�ng made her walk faster and faster. She d�d not see d�st�nctly
where she was go�ng, the trees and the landscape appear�ng only as
masses of green and blue, w�th an occas�onal space of d�fferently
coloured sky. Faces of people she had seen last n�ght came before
her; she heard the�r vo�ces; she stopped s�ng�ng, and began say�ng
th�ngs over aga�n or say�ng th�ngs d�fferently, or �nvent�ng th�ngs that
m�ght have been sa�d. The constra�nt of be�ng among strangers �n a
long s�lk dress made �t unusually exc�t�ng to str�de thus alone. Hewet,
H�rst, Mr. Venn�ng, M�ss Allan, the mus�c, the l�ght, the dark trees �n
the garden, the dawn,—as she walked they went surg�ng round �n



her head, a tumultuous background from wh�ch the present moment,
w�th �ts opportun�ty of do�ng exactly as she l�ked, sprung more
wonderfully v�v�d even than the n�ght before.

So she m�ght have walked unt�l she had lost all knowledge of her
way, had �t not been for the �nterrupt�on of a tree, wh�ch, although �t
d�d not grow across her path, stopped her as effect�vely as �f the
branches had struck her �n the face. It was an ord�nary tree, but to
her �t appeared so strange that �t m�ght have been the only tree �n
the world. Dark was the trunk �n the m�ddle, and the branches sprang
here and there, leav�ng jagged �ntervals of l�ght between them as
d�st�nctly as �f �t had but that second r�sen from the ground. Hav�ng
seen a s�ght that would last her for a l�fet�me, and for a l�fet�me would
preserve that second, the tree once more sank �nto the ord�nary
ranks of trees, and she was able to seat herself �n �ts shade and to
p�ck the red flowers w�th the th�n green leaves wh�ch were grow�ng
beneath �t. She la�d them s�de by s�de, flower to flower and stalk to
stalk, caress�ng them for walk�ng alone. Flowers and even pebbles �n
the earth had the�r own l�fe and d�spos�t�on, and brought back the
feel�ngs of a ch�ld to whom they were compan�ons. Look�ng up, her
eye was caught by the l�ne of the mounta�ns fly�ng out energet�cally
across the sky l�ke the lash of a curl�ng wh�p. She looked at the pale
d�stant sky, and the h�gh bare places on the mounta�n-tops ly�ng
exposed to the sun. When she sat down she had dropped her books
on to the earth at her feet, and now she looked down on them ly�ng
there, so square �n the grass, a tall stem bend�ng over and t�ckl�ng
the smooth brown cover of G�bbon, wh�le the mottled blue Balzac lay
naked �n the sun. W�th a feel�ng that to open and read would
certa�nly be a surpr�s�ng exper�ence, she turned the h�stor�an’s page
and read that—

H�s generals, �n the early part of h�s re�gn, attempted
the reduct�on of Aeth�op�a and Arab�a Fel�x. They
marched near a thousand m�les to the south of the
trop�c; but the heat of the cl�mate soon repelled the
�nvaders and protected the unwarl�ke nat�ves of those
sequestered reg�ons. . . . The northern countr�es of
Europe scarcely deserved the expense and labour of



conquest. The forests and morasses of Germany were
f�lled w�th a hardy race of barbar�ans, who desp�sed l�fe
when �t was separated from freedom.

Never had any words been so v�v�d and so beaut�ful—Arab�a Fel�x
—Aeth�op�a. But those were not more noble than the others, hardy
barbar�ans, forests, and morasses. They seemed to dr�ve roads back
to the very beg�nn�ng of the world, on e�ther s�de of wh�ch the
populat�ons of all t�mes and countr�es stood �n avenues, and by
pass�ng down them all knowledge would be hers, and the book of
the world turned back to the very f�rst page. Such was her
exc�tement at the poss�b�l�t�es of knowledge now open�ng before her
that she ceased to read, and a breeze turn�ng the page, the covers
of G�bbon gently ruffled and closed together. She then rose aga�n
and walked on. Slowly her m�nd became less confused and sought
the or�g�ns of her exaltat�on, wh�ch were twofold and could be l�m�ted
by an effort to the persons of Mr. H�rst and Mr. Hewet. Any clear
analys�s of them was �mposs�ble ow�ng to the haze of wonder �n
wh�ch they were enveloped. She could not reason about them as
about people whose feel�ngs went by the same rule as her own d�d,
and her m�nd dwelt on them w�th a k�nd of phys�cal pleasure such as
�s caused by the contemplat�on of br�ght th�ngs hang�ng �n the sun.
From them all l�fe seemed to rad�ate; the very words of books were
steeped �n rad�ance. She then became haunted by a susp�c�on wh�ch
she was so reluctant to face that she welcomed a tr�p and stumble
over the grass because thus her attent�on was d�spersed, but �n a
second �t had collected �tself aga�n. Unconsc�ously she had been
walk�ng faster and faster, her body try�ng to outrun her m�nd; but she
was now on the summ�t of a l�ttle h�llock of earth wh�ch rose above
the r�ver and d�splayed the valley. She was no longer able to juggle
w�th several �deas, but must deal w�th the most pers�stent, and a k�nd
of melancholy replaced her exc�tement. She sank down on to the
earth clasp�ng her knees together, and look�ng blankly �n front of her.
For some t�me she observed a great yellow butterfly, wh�ch was
open�ng and clos�ng �ts w�ngs very slowly on a l�ttle flat stone.

“What �s �t to be �n love?” she demanded, after a long s�lence;
each word as �t came �nto be�ng seemed to shove �tself out �nto an



unknown sea. Hypnot�sed by the w�ngs of the butterfly, and awed by
the d�scovery of a terr�ble poss�b�l�ty �n l�fe, she sat for some t�me
longer. When the butterfly flew away, she rose, and w�th her two
books beneath her arm returned home aga�n, much as a sold�er
prepared for battle.



CHAPTER XIV

The sun of that same day go�ng down, dusk was saluted as usual
at the hotel by an �nstantaneous sparkle of electr�c l�ghts. The hours
between d�nner and bedt�me were always d�ff�cult enough to k�ll, and
the n�ght after the dance they were further tarn�shed by the
peev�shness of d�ss�pat�on. Certa�nly, �n the op�n�on of H�rst and
Hewet, who lay back �n long arm-cha�rs �n the m�ddle of the hall, w�th
the�r coffee-cups bes�de them, and the�r c�garettes �n the�r hands, the
even�ng was unusually dull, the women unusually badly dressed, the
men unusually fatuous. Moreover, when the ma�l had been
d�str�buted half an hour ago there were no letters for e�ther of the two
young men. As every other person, pract�cally, had rece�ved two or
three plump letters from England, wh�ch they were now engaged �n
read�ng, th�s seemed hard, and prompted H�rst to make the caust�c
remark that the an�mals had been fed. The�r s�lence, he sa�d,
rem�nded h�m of the s�lence �n the l�on-house when each beast holds
a lump of raw meat �n �ts paws. He went on, st�mulated by th�s
compar�son, to l�ken some to h�ppopotamuses, some to canary b�rds,
some to sw�ne, some to parrots, and some to loathsome rept�les
curled round the half-decayed bod�es of sheep. The �nterm�ttent
sounds—now a cough, now a horr�ble wheez�ng or throat-clear�ng,
now a l�ttle patter of conversat�on—were just, he declared, what you
hear �f you stand �n the l�on-house when the bones are be�ng
mauled. But these compar�sons d�d not rouse Hewet, who, after a
careless glance round the room, f�xed h�s eyes upon a th�cket of
nat�ve spears wh�ch were so �ngen�ously arranged as to run the�r
po�nts at you wh�chever way you approached them. He was clearly
obl�v�ous of h�s surround�ngs; whereupon H�rst, perce�v�ng that
Hewet’s m�nd was a complete blank, f�xed h�s attent�on more closely
upon h�s fellow-creatures. He was too far from them, however, to



hear what they were say�ng, but �t pleased h�m to construct l�ttle
theor�es about them from the�r gestures and appearance.

Mrs. Thornbury had rece�ved a great many letters. She was
completely engrossed �n them. When she had f�n�shed a page she
handed �t to her husband, or gave h�m the sense of what she was
read�ng �n a ser�es of short quotat�ons l�nked together by a sound at
the back of her throat. “Ev�e wr�tes that George has gone to
Glasgow. ‘He f�nds Mr. Chadbourne so n�ce to work w�th, and we
hope to spend Chr�stmas together, but I should not l�ke to move
Betty and Alfred any great d�stance (no, qu�te r�ght), though �t �s
d�ff�cult to �mag�ne cold weather �n th�s heat. . . . Eleanor and Roger
drove over �n the new trap. . . . Eleanor certa�nly looked more l�ke
herself than I’ve seen her s�nce the w�nter. She has put Baby on
three bottles now, wh�ch I’m sure �s w�se (I’m sure �t �s too), and so
gets better n�ghts. . . . My ha�r st�ll falls out. I f�nd �t on the p�llow! But
I am cheered by hear�ng from Tott�e Hall Green. . . . Mur�el �s �n
Torquay enjoy�ng herself greatly at dances. She �s go�ng to show her
black pug after all.’ . . . A l�ne from Herbert—so busy, poor fellow! Ah!
Margaret says, ‘Poor old Mrs. Fa�rbank d�ed on the e�ghth, qu�te
suddenly �n the conservatory, only a ma�d �n the house, who hadn’t
the presence of m�nd to l�ft her up, wh�ch they th�nk m�ght have
saved her, but the doctor says �t m�ght have come at any moment,
and one can only feel thankful that �t was �n the house and not �n the
street (I should th�nk so!). The p�geons have �ncreased terr�bly, just
as the rabb�ts d�d f�ve years ago . . .’” Wh�le she read her husband
kept nodd�ng h�s head very sl�ghtly, but very stead�ly �n s�gn of
approval.

Near by, M�ss Allan was read�ng her letters too. They were not
altogether pleasant, as could be seen from the sl�ght r�g�d�ty wh�ch
came over her large f�ne face as she f�n�shed read�ng them and
replaced them neatly �n the�r envelopes. The l�nes of care and
respons�b�l�ty on her face made her resemble an elderly man rather
than a woman. The letters brought her news of the fa�lure of last
year’s fru�t crop �n New Zealand, wh�ch was a ser�ous matter, for
Hubert, her only brother, made h�s l�v�ng on a fru�t farm, and �f �t
fa�led aga�n, of course, he would throw up h�s place, come back to
England, and what were they to do w�th h�m th�s t�me? The journey



out here, wh�ch meant the loss of a term’s work, became an
extravagance and not the just and wonderful hol�day due to her after
f�fteen years of punctual lectur�ng and correct�ng essays upon
Engl�sh l�terature. Em�ly, her s�ster, who was a teacher also, wrote:
“We ought to be prepared, though I have no doubt Hubert w�ll be
more reasonable th�s t�me.” And then went on �n her sens�ble way to
say that she was enjoy�ng a very jolly t�me �n the Lakes. “They are
look�ng exceed�ngly pretty just now. I have seldom seen the trees so
forward at th�s t�me of year. We have taken our lunch out several
days. Old Al�ce �s as young as ever, and asks after every one
affect�onately. The days pass very qu�ckly, and term w�ll soon be
here. Pol�t�cal prospects not good, I th�nk pr�vately, but do not l�ke to
damp Ellen’s enthus�asm. Lloyd George has taken the B�ll up, but so
have many before now, and we are where we are; but trust to f�nd
myself m�staken. Anyhow, we have our work cut out for us. . . .
Surely Mered�th lacks the human note one l�kes �n W. W.?” she
concluded, and went on to d�scuss some quest�ons of Engl�sh
l�terature wh�ch M�ss Allan had ra�sed �n her last letter.

At a l�ttle d�stance from M�ss Allan, on a seat shaded and made
sem�-pr�vate by a th�ck clump of palm trees, Arthur and Susan were
read�ng each other’s letters. The b�g slash�ng manuscr�pts of hockey-
play�ng young women �n W�ltsh�re lay on Arthur’s knee, wh�le Susan
dec�phered t�ght l�ttle legal hands wh�ch rarely f�lled more than a
page, and always conveyed the same �mpress�on of jocular and
breezy goodw�ll.

“I do hope Mr. Hutch�nson w�ll l�ke me, Arthur,” she sa�d, look�ng
up.

“Who’s your lov�ng Flo?” asked Arthur.
“Flo Graves—the g�rl I told you about, who was engaged to that

dreadful Mr. V�ncent,” sa�d Susan. “Is Mr. Hutch�nson marr�ed?” she
asked.

Already her m�nd was busy w�th benevolent plans for her fr�ends,
or rather w�th one magn�f�cent plan—wh�ch was s�mple too—they
were all to get marr�ed—at once—d�rectly she got back. Marr�age,
marr�age that was the r�ght th�ng, the only th�ng, the solut�on requ�red
by every one she knew, and a great part of her med�tat�ons was



spent �n trac�ng every �nstance of d�scomfort, lonel�ness, �ll-health,
unsat�sf�ed amb�t�on, restlessness, eccentr�c�ty, tak�ng th�ngs up and
dropp�ng them aga�n, publ�c speak�ng, and ph�lanthrop�c act�v�ty on
the part of men and part�cularly on the part of women to the fact that
they wanted to marry, were try�ng to marry, and had not succeeded
�n gett�ng marr�ed. If, as she was bound to own, these symptoms
somet�mes pers�sted after marr�age, she could only ascr�be them to
the unhappy law of nature wh�ch decreed that there was only one
Arthur Venn�ng, and only one Susan who could marry h�m. Her
theory, of course, had the mer�t of be�ng fully supported by her own
case. She had been vaguely uncomfortable at home for two or three
years now, and a voyage l�ke th�s w�th her self�sh old aunt, who pa�d
her fare but treated her as servant and compan�on �n one, was
typ�cal of the k�nd of th�ng people expected of her. D�rectly she
became engaged, Mrs. Paley behaved w�th �nst�nct�ve respect,
pos�t�vely protested when Susan as usual knelt down to lace her
shoes, and appeared really grateful for an hour of Susan’s company
where she had been used to exact two or three as her r�ght. She
therefore foresaw a l�fe of far greater comfort than she had been
used to, and the change had already produced a great �ncrease of
warmth �n her feel�ngs towards other people.

It was close on twenty years now s�nce Mrs. Paley had been able
to lace her own shoes or even to see them, the d�sappearance of her
feet hav�ng co�nc�ded more or less accurately w�th the death of her
husband, a man of bus�ness, soon after wh�ch event Mrs. Paley
began to grow stout. She was a self�sh, �ndependent old woman,
possessed of a cons�derable �ncome, wh�ch she spent upon the
upkeep of a house that needed seven servants and a charwoman �n
Lancaster Gate, and another w�th a garden and carr�age-horses �n
Surrey. Susan’s engagement rel�eved her of the one great anx�ety of
her l�fe—that her son Chr�stopher should “entangle h�mself” w�th h�s
cous�n. Now that th�s fam�l�ar source of �nterest was removed, she
felt a l�ttle low and �ncl�ned to see more �n Susan than she used to.
She had dec�ded to g�ve her a very handsome wedd�ng present, a
cheque for two hundred, two hundred and f�fty, or poss�bly,
conce�vably—�t depended upon the under-gardener and Huths’ b�ll
for do�ng up the draw�ng-room—three hundred pounds sterl�ng.



She was th�nk�ng of th�s very quest�on, revolv�ng the f�gures, as
she sat �n her wheeled cha�r w�th a table spread w�th cards by her
s�de. The Pat�ence had somehow got �nto a muddle, and she d�d not
l�ke to call for Susan to help her, as Susan seemed to be busy w�th
Arthur.

“She’s every r�ght to expect a handsome present from me, of
course,” she thought, look�ng vaguely at the leopard on �ts h�nd legs,
“and I’ve no doubt she does! Money goes a long way w�th every one.
The young are very self�sh. If I were to d�e, nobody would m�ss me
but Dakyns, and she’ll be consoled by the w�ll! However, I’ve got no
reason to compla�n. . . . I can st�ll enjoy myself. I’m not a burden to
any-one. . . . I l�ke a great many th�ngs a good deal, �n sp�te of my
legs.”

Be�ng sl�ghtly depressed, however, she went on to th�nk of the only
people she had known who had not seemed to her at all self�sh or
fond of money, who had seemed to her somehow rather f�ner than
the general run; people she w�ll�ngly acknowledged, who were f�ner
than she was. There were only two of them. One was her brother,
who had been drowned before her eyes, the other was a g�rl, her
greatest fr�end, who had d�ed �n g�v�ng b�rth to her f�rst ch�ld. These
th�ngs had happened some f�fty years ago.

“They ought not to have d�ed,” she thought. “However, they d�d—
and we self�sh old creatures go on.” The tears came to her eyes; she
felt a genu�ne regret for them, a k�nd of respect for the�r youth and
beauty, and a k�nd of shame for herself; but the tears d�d not fall; and
she opened one of those �nnumerable novels wh�ch she used to
pronounce good or bad, or pretty m�ddl�ng, or really wonderful. “I
can’t th�nk how people come to �mag�ne such th�ngs,” she would say,
tak�ng off her spectacles and look�ng up w�th the old faded eyes, that
were becom�ng r�nged w�th wh�te.

Just beh�nd the stuffed leopard Mr. Ell�ot was play�ng chess w�th
Mr. Pepper. He was be�ng defeated, naturally, for Mr. Pepper
scarcely took h�s eyes off the board, and Mr. Ell�ot kept lean�ng back
�n h�s cha�r and throw�ng out remarks to a gentleman who had only
arr�ved the n�ght before, a tall handsome man, w�th a head
resembl�ng the head of an �ntellectual ram. After a few remarks of a



general nature had passed, they were d�scover�ng that they knew
some of the same people, as �ndeed had been obv�ous from the�r
appearance d�rectly they saw each other.

“Ah yes, old Truef�t,” sa�d Mr. Ell�ot. “He has a son at Oxford. I’ve
often stayed w�th them. It’s a lovely old Jacobean house. Some
exqu�s�te Greuzes—one or two Dutch p�ctures wh�ch the old boy kept
�n the cellars. Then there were stacks upon stacks of pr�nts. Oh, the
d�rt �n that house! He was a m�ser, you know. The boy marr�ed a
daughter of Lord P�nwells. I know them too. The collect�ng man�a
tends to run �n fam�l�es. Th�s chap collects buckles—men’s shoe-
buckles they must be, �n use between the years 1580 and 1660; the
dates mayn’t be r�ght, but fact’s as I say. Your true collector always
has some unaccountable fad of that k�nd. On other po�nts he’s as
level-headed as a breeder of shorthorns, wh�ch �s what he happens
to be. Then the P�nwells, as you probably know, have the�r share of
eccentr�c�ty too. Lady Maud, for �nstance—” he was �nterrupted here
by the necess�ty of cons�der�ng h�s move,—“Lady Maud has a horror
of cats and clergymen, and people w�th b�g front teeth. I’ve heard her
shout across a table, ‘Keep your mouth shut, M�ss Sm�th; they’re as
yellow as carrots!’ across a table, m�nd you. To me she’s always
been c�v�l�ty �tself. She dabbles �n l�terature, l�kes to collect a few of
us �n her draw�ng-room, but ment�on a clergyman, a b�shop even,
nay, the Archb�shop h�mself, and she gobbles l�ke a turkey-cock. I’ve
been told �t’s a fam�ly feud—someth�ng to do w�th an ancestor �n the
re�gn of Charles the F�rst. Yes,” he cont�nued, suffer�ng check after
check, “I always l�ke to know someth�ng of the grandmothers of our
fash�onable young men. In my op�n�on they preserve all that we
adm�re �n the e�ghteenth century, w�th the advantage, �n the major�ty
of cases, that they are personally clean. Not that one would �nsult old
Lady Barborough by call�ng her clean. How often d’you th�nk, H�lda,”
he called out to h�s w�fe, “her ladysh�p takes a bath?”

“I should hardly l�ke to say, Hugh,” Mrs. Ell�ot t�ttered, “but wear�ng
puce velvet, as she does even on the hottest August day, �t
somehow doesn’t show.”

“Pepper, you have me,” sa�d Mr. Ell�ot. “My chess �s even worse
than I remembered.” He accepted h�s defeat w�th great equan�m�ty,



because he really w�shed to talk.
He drew h�s cha�r bes�de Mr. W�lfr�d Flush�ng, the newcomer.
“Are these at all �n your l�ne?” he asked, po�nt�ng at a case �n front

of them, where h�ghly pol�shed crosses, jewels, and b�ts of
embro�dery, the work of the nat�ves, were d�splayed to tempt v�s�tors.

“Shams, all of them,” sa�d Mr. Flush�ng br�efly. “Th�s rug, now, �sn’t
at all bad.” He stopped and p�cked up a p�ece of the rug at the�r feet.
“Not old, of course, but the des�gn �s qu�te �n the r�ght trad�t�on. Al�ce,
lend me your brooch. See the d�fference between the old work and
the new.”

A lady, who was read�ng w�th great concentrat�on, unfastened her
brooch and gave �t to her husband w�thout look�ng at h�m or
acknowledg�ng the tentat�ve bow wh�ch Mr. Ell�ot was des�rous of
g�v�ng her. If she had l�stened, she m�ght have been amused by the
reference to old Lady Barborough, her great-aunt, but, obl�v�ous of
her surround�ngs, she went on read�ng.

The clock, wh�ch had been wheez�ng for some m�nutes l�ke an old
man prepar�ng to cough, now struck n�ne. The sound sl�ghtly
d�sturbed certa�n somnolent merchants, government off�c�als, and
men of �ndependent means who were ly�ng back �n the�r cha�rs,
chatt�ng, smok�ng, rum�nat�ng about the�r affa�rs, w�th the�r eyes half
shut; they ra�sed the�r l�ds for an �nstant at the sound and then closed
them aga�n. They had the appearance of crocod�les so fully gorged
by the�r last meal that the future of the world g�ves them no anx�ety
whatever. The only d�sturbance �n the plac�d br�ght room was caused
by a large moth wh�ch shot from l�ght to l�ght, wh�zz�ng over
elaborate heads of ha�r, and caus�ng several young women to ra�se
the�r hands nervously and excla�m, “Some one ought to k�ll �t!”

Absorbed �n the�r own thoughts, Hewet and H�rst had not spoken
for a long t�me.

When the clock struck, H�rst sa�d:
“Ah, the creatures beg�n to st�r. . . .” He watched them ra�se

themselves, look about them, and settle down aga�n. “What I abhor
most of all,” he concluded, “�s the female breast. Imag�ne be�ng
Venn�ng and hav�ng to get �nto bed w�th Susan! But the really



repuls�ve th�ng �s that they feel noth�ng at all—about what I do when I
have a hot bath. They’re gross, they’re absurd, they’re utterly
�ntolerable!”

So say�ng, and draw�ng no reply from Hewet, he proceeded to
th�nk about h�mself, about sc�ence, about Cambr�dge, about the Bar,
about Helen and what she thought of h�m, unt�l, be�ng very t�red, he
was nodd�ng off to sleep.

Suddenly Hewet woke h�m up.
“How d’you know what you feel, H�rst?”
“Are you �n love?” asked H�rst. He put �n h�s eyeglass.
“Don’t be a fool,” sa�d Hewet.
“Well, I’ll s�t down and th�nk about �t,” sa�d H�rst. “One really ought

to. If these people would only th�nk about th�ngs, the world would be
a far better place for us all to l�ve �n. Are you try�ng to th�nk?”

That was exactly what Hewet had been do�ng for the last half-hour,
but he d�d not f�nd H�rst sympathet�c at the moment.

“I shall go for a walk,” he sa�d.
“Remember we weren’t �n bed last n�ght,” sa�d H�rst w�th a

prod�g�ous yawn.
Hewet rose and stretched h�mself.
“I want to go and get a breath of a�r,” he sa�d.
An unusual feel�ng had been bother�ng h�m all the even�ng and

forb�dd�ng h�m to settle �nto any one tra�n of thought. It was prec�sely
as �f he had been �n the m�ddle of a talk wh�ch �nterested h�m
profoundly when some one came up and �nterrupted h�m. He could
not f�n�sh the talk, and the longer he sat there the more he wanted to
f�n�sh �t. As the talk that had been �nterrupted was a talk w�th Rachel,
he had to ask h�mself why he felt th�s, and why he wanted to go on
talk�ng to her. H�rst would merely say that he was �n love w�th her.
But he was not �n love w�th her. D�d love beg�n �n that way, w�th the
w�sh to go on talk�ng? No. It always began �n h�s case w�th def�n�te
phys�cal sensat�ons, and these were now absent, he d�d not even
f�nd her phys�cally attract�ve. There was someth�ng, of course,
unusual about her—she was young, �nexper�enced, and �nqu�s�t�ve,



they had been more open w�th each other than was usually poss�ble.
He always found g�rls �nterest�ng to talk to, and surely these were
good reasons why he should w�sh to go on talk�ng to her; and last
n�ght, what w�th the crowd and the confus�on, he had only been able
to beg�n to talk to her. What was she do�ng now? Ly�ng on a sofa and
look�ng at the ce�l�ng, perhaps. He could �mag�ne her do�ng that, and
Helen �n an arm-cha�r, w�th her hands on the arm of �t, so—look�ng
ahead of her, w�th her great b�g eyes—oh no, they’d be talk�ng, of
course, about the dance. But suppose Rachel was go�ng away �n a
day or two, suppose th�s was the end of her v�s�t, and her father had
arr�ved �n one of the steamers anchored �n the bay,—�t was
�ntolerable to know so l�ttle. Therefore he excla�med, “How d’you
know what you feel, H�rst?” to stop h�mself from th�nk�ng.

But H�rst d�d not help h�m, and the other people w�th the�r a�mless
movements and the�r unknown l�ves were d�sturb�ng, so that he
longed for the empty darkness. The f�rst th�ng he looked for when he
stepped out of the hall door was the l�ght of the Ambroses’ v�lla.
When he had def�n�tely dec�ded that a certa�n l�ght apart from the
others h�gher up the h�ll was the�r l�ght, he was cons�derably
reassured. There seemed to be at once a l�ttle stab�l�ty �n all th�s
�ncoherence. W�thout any def�n�te plan �n h�s head, he took the
turn�ng to the r�ght and walked through the town and came to the
wall by the meet�ng of the roads, where he stopped. The boom�ng of
the sea was aud�ble. The dark-blue mass of the mounta�ns rose
aga�nst the paler blue of the sky. There was no moon, but myr�ads of
stars, and l�ghts were anchored up and down �n the dark waves of
earth all round h�m. He had meant to go back, but the s�ngle l�ght of
the Ambroses’ v�lla had now become three separate l�ghts, and he
was tempted to go on. He m�ght as well make sure that Rachel was
st�ll there. Walk�ng fast, he soon stood by the �ron gate of the�r
garden, and pushed �t open; the outl�ne of the house suddenly
appeared sharply before h�s eyes, and the th�n column of the
verandah cutt�ng across the palely l�t gravel of the terrace. He
hes�tated. At the back of the house some one was rattl�ng cans. He
approached the front; the l�ght on the terrace showed h�m that the
s�tt�ng-rooms were on that s�de. He stood as near the l�ght as he
could by the corner of the house, the leaves of a creeper brush�ng



h�s face. After a moment he could hear a vo�ce. The vo�ce went on
stead�ly; �t was not talk�ng, but from the cont�nu�ty of the sound �t was
a vo�ce read�ng aloud. He crept a l�ttle closer; he crumpled the
leaves together so as to stop the�r rustl�ng about h�s ears. It m�ght be
Rachel’s vo�ce. He left the shadow and stepped �nto the rad�us of the
l�ght, and then heard a sentence spoken qu�te d�st�nctly.

“And there we l�ved from the year 1860 to 1895, the happ�est
years of my parents’ l�ves, and there �n 1862 my brother Maur�ce
was born, to the del�ght of h�s parents, as he was dest�ned to be the
del�ght of all who knew h�m.”

The vo�ce qu�ckened, and the tone became conclus�ve r�s�ng
sl�ghtly �n p�tch, as �f these words were at the end of the chapter.
Hewet drew back aga�n �nto the shadow. There was a long s�lence.
He could just hear cha�rs be�ng moved �ns�de. He had almost
dec�ded to go back, when suddenly two f�gures appeared at the
w�ndow, not s�x feet from h�m.

“It was Maur�ce F�eld�ng, of course, that your mother was engaged
to,” sa�d Helen’s vo�ce. She spoke reflect�vely, look�ng out �nto the
dark garden, and th�nk�ng ev�dently as much of the look of the n�ght
as of what she was say�ng.

“Mother?” sa�d Rachel. Hewet’s heart leapt, and he not�ced the
fact. Her vo�ce, though low, was full of surpr�se.

“You d�dn’t know that?” sa�d Helen.
“I never knew there’d been any one else,” sa�d Rachel. She was

clearly surpr�sed, but all they sa�d was sa�d low and �nexpress�vely,
because they were speak�ng out �nto the cool dark n�ght.

“More people were �n love w�th her than w�th any one I’ve ever
known,” Helen stated. “She had that power—she enjoyed th�ngs.
She wasn’t beaut�ful, but—I was th�nk�ng of her last n�ght at the
dance. She got on w�th every k�nd of person, and then she made �t
all so amaz�ngly—funny.”

It appeared that Helen was go�ng back �nto the past, choos�ng her
words del�berately, compar�ng Theresa w�th the people she had
known s�nce Theresa d�ed.



“I don’t know how she d�d �t,” she cont�nued, and ceased, and
there was a long pause, �n wh�ch a l�ttle owl called f�rst here, then
there, as �t moved from tree to tree �n the garden.

“That’s so l�ke Aunt Lucy and Aunt Kat�e,” sa�d Rachel at last.
“They always make out that she was very sad and very good.”

“Then why, for goodness’ sake, d�d they do noth�ng but cr�t�c�ze
her when she was al�ve?” sa�d Helen. Very gentle the�r vo�ces
sounded, as �f they fell through the waves of the sea.

“If I were to d�e to-morrow . . .” she began.
The broken sentences had an extraord�nary beauty and

detachment �n Hewet’s ears, and a k�nd of mystery too, as though
they were spoken by people �n the�r sleep.

“No, Rachel,” Helen’s vo�ce cont�nued, “I’m not go�ng to walk �n the
garden; �t’s damp—�t’s sure to be damp; bes�des, I see at least a
dozen toads.”

“Toads? Those are stones, Helen. Come out. It’s n�cer out. The
flowers smell,” Rachel repl�ed.

Hewet drew st�ll farther back. H�s heart was beat�ng very qu�ckly.
Apparently Rachel tr�ed to pull Helen out on to the terrace, and
Helen res�sted. There was a certa�n amount of scuffl�ng, entreat�ng,
res�st�ng, and laughter from both of them. Then a man’s form
appeared. Hewet could not hear what they were all say�ng. In a
m�nute they had gone �n; he could hear bolts grat�ng then; there was
dead s�lence, and all the l�ghts went out.

He turned away, st�ll crumpl�ng and uncrumpl�ng a handful of
leaves wh�ch he had torn from the wall. An exqu�s�te sense of
pleasure and rel�ef possessed h�m; �t was all so sol�d and peaceful
after the ball at the hotel, whether he was �n love w�th them or not,
and he was not �n love w�th them; no, but �t was good that they
should be al�ve.

After stand�ng st�ll for a m�nute or two he turned and began to walk
towards the gate. W�th the movement of h�s body, the exc�tement,
the romance and the r�chness of l�fe crowded �nto h�s bra�n. He
shouted out a l�ne of poetry, but the words escaped h�m, and he
stumbled among l�nes and fragments of l�nes wh�ch had no mean�ng



at all except for the beauty of the words. He shut the gate, and ran
sw�ng�ng from s�de to s�de down the h�ll, shout�ng any nonsense that
came �nto h�s head. “Here am I,” he cr�ed rhythm�cally, as h�s feet
pounded to the left and to the r�ght, “plung�ng along, l�ke an elephant
�n the jungle, str�pp�ng the branches as I go (he snatched at the tw�gs
of a bush at the roads�de), roar�ng �nnumerable words, lovely words
about �nnumerable th�ngs, runn�ng downh�ll and talk�ng nonsense
aloud to myself about roads and leaves and l�ghts and women
com�ng out �nto the darkness—about women—about Rachel, about
Rachel.” He stopped and drew a deep breath. The n�ght seemed
�mmense and hosp�table, and although so dark there seemed to be
th�ngs mov�ng down there �n the harbour and movement out at sea.
He gazed unt�l the darkness numbed h�m, and then he walked on
qu�ckly, st�ll murmur�ng to h�mself. “And I ought to be �n bed, snor�ng
and dream�ng, dream�ng, dream�ng. Dreams and real�t�es, dreams
and real�t�es, dreams and real�t�es,” he repeated all the way up the
avenue, scarcely know�ng what he sa�d, unt�l he reached the front
door. Here he paused for a second, and collected h�mself before he
opened the door.

H�s eyes were dazed, h�s hands very cold, and h�s bra�n exc�ted
and yet half asleep. Ins�de the door everyth�ng was as he had left �t
except that the hall was now empty. There were the cha�rs turn�ng �n
towards each other where people had sat talk�ng, and the empty
glasses on l�ttle tables, and the newspapers scattered on the floor.
As he shut the door he felt as �f he were enclosed �n a square box,
and �nstantly shr�velled up. It was all very br�ght and very small. He
stopped for a m�nute by the long table to f�nd a paper wh�ch he had
meant to read, but he was st�ll too much under the �nfluence of the
dark and the fresh a�r to cons�der carefully wh�ch paper �t was or
where he had seen �t.

As he fumbled vaguely among the papers he saw a f�gure cross
the ta�l of h�s eye, com�ng downsta�rs. He heard the sw�sh�ng sound
of sk�rts, and to h�s great surpr�se, Evelyn M. came up to h�m, la�d
her hand on the table as �f to prevent h�m from tak�ng up a paper,
and sa�d:



“You’re just the person I wanted to talk to.” Her vo�ce was a l�ttle
unpleasant and metall�c, her eyes were very br�ght, and she kept
them f�xed upon h�m.

“To talk to me?” he repeated. “But I’m half asleep.”
“But I th�nk you understand better than most people,” she

answered, and sat down on a l�ttle cha�r placed bes�de a b�g leather
cha�r so that Hewet had to s�t down bes�de her.

“Well?” he sa�d. He yawned openly, and l�t a c�garette. He could
not bel�eve that th�s was really happen�ng to h�m. “What �s �t?”

“Are you really sympathet�c, or �s �t just a pose?” she demanded.
“It’s for you to say,” he repl�ed. “I’m �nterested, I th�nk.” He st�ll felt

numb all over and as �f she was much too close to h�m.
“Any one can be �nterested!” she cr�ed �mpat�ently. “Your fr�end Mr.

H�rst’s �nterested, I daresay however, I do bel�eve �n you. You look as
�f you’d got a n�ce s�ster, somehow.” She paused, p�ck�ng at some
sequ�ns on her knees, and then, as �f she had made up her m�nd,
she started off, “Anyhow, I’m go�ng to ask your adv�ce. D’you ever
get �nto a state where you don’t know your own m�nd? That’s the
state I’m �n now. You see, last n�ght at the dance Raymond Ol�ver,—
he’s the tall dark boy who looks as �f he had Ind�an blood �n h�m, but
he says he’s not really,—well, we were s�tt�ng out together, and he
told me all about h�mself, how unhappy he �s at home, and how he
hates be�ng out here. They’ve put h�m �nto some beastly m�n�ng
bus�ness. He says �t’s beastly—I should l�ke �t, I know, but that’s
ne�ther here nor there. And I felt awfully sorry for h�m, one couldn’t
help be�ng sorry for h�m, and when he asked me to let h�m k�ss me, I
d�d. I don’t see any harm �n that, do you? And then th�s morn�ng he
sa�d he’d thought I meant someth�ng more, and I wasn’t the sort to
let any one k�ss me. And we talked and talked. I daresay I was very
s�lly, but one can’t help l�k�ng people when one’s sorry for them. I do
l�ke h�m most awfully—” She paused. “So I gave h�m half a prom�se,
and then, you see, there’s Alfred Perrott.”

“Oh, Perrott,” sa�d Hewet.
“We got to know each other on that p�cn�c the other day,” she

cont�nued. “He seemed so lonely, espec�ally as Arthur had gone off



w�th Susan, and one couldn’t help guess�ng what was �n h�s m�nd. So
we had qu�te a long talk when you were look�ng at the ru�ns, and he
told me all about h�s l�fe, and h�s struggles, and how fearfully hard �t
had been. D’you know, he was a boy �n a grocer’s shop and took
parcels to people’s houses �n a basket? That �nterested me awfully,
because I always say �t doesn’t matter how you’re born �f you’ve got
the r�ght stuff �n you. And he told me about h�s s�ster who’s
paralysed, poor g�rl, and one can see she’s a great tr�al, though he’s
ev�dently very devoted to her. I must say I do adm�re people l�ke that!
I don’t expect you do because you’re so clever. Well, last n�ght we
sat out �n the garden together, and I couldn’t help see�ng what he
wanted to say, and comfort�ng h�m a l�ttle, and tell�ng h�m I d�d care—
I really do—only, then, there’s Raymond Ol�ver. What I want you to
tell me �s, can one be �n love w�th two people at once, or can’t one?”

She became s�lent, and sat w�th her ch�n on her hands, look�ng
very �ntent, as �f she were fac�ng a real problem wh�ch had to be
d�scussed between them.

“I th�nk �t depends what sort of person you are,” sa�d Hewet. He
looked at her. She was small and pretty, aged perhaps twenty-e�ght
or twenty-n�ne, but though dash�ng and sharply cut, her features
expressed noth�ng very clearly, except a great deal of sp�r�t and good
health.

“Who are you, what are you; you see, I know noth�ng about you,”
he cont�nued.

“Well, I was com�ng to that,” sa�d Evelyn M. She cont�nued to rest
her ch�n on her hands and to look �ntently ahead of her. “I’m the
daughter of a mother and no father, �f that �nterests you,” she sa�d.
“It’s not a very n�ce th�ng to be. It’s what often happens �n the
country. She was a farmer’s daughter, and he was rather a swell—
the young man up at the great house. He never made th�ngs stra�ght
—never marr�ed her—though he allowed us qu�te a lot of money. H�s
people wouldn’t let h�m. Poor father! I can’t help l�k�ng h�m. Mother
wasn’t the sort of woman who could keep h�m stra�ght, anyhow. He
was k�lled �n the war. I bel�eve h�s men worsh�pped h�m. They say
great b�g troopers broke down and cr�ed over h�s body on the
battlef�eld. I w�sh I’d known h�m. Mother had all the l�fe crushed out of



her. The world—” She clenched her f�st. “Oh, people can be horr�d to
a woman l�ke that!” She turned upon Hewet.

“Well,” she sa�d, “d’you want to know any more about me?”
“But you?” he asked, “Who looked after you?”
“I’ve looked after myself mostly,” she laughed. “I’ve had splend�d

fr�ends. I do l�ke people! That’s the trouble. What would you do �f you
l�ked two people, both of them tremendously, and you couldn’t tell
wh�ch most?”

“I should go on l�k�ng them—I should wa�t and see. Why not?”
“But one has to make up one’s m�nd,” sa�d Evelyn. “Or are you

one of the people who doesn’t bel�eve �n marr�ages and all that?
Look here—th�s �sn’t fa�r, I do all the tell�ng, and you tell noth�ng.
Perhaps you’re the same as your fr�end”—she looked at h�m
susp�c�ously; “perhaps you don’t l�ke me?”

“I don’t know you,” sa�d Hewet.
“I know when I l�ke a person d�rectly I see them! I knew I l�ked you

the very f�rst n�ght at d�nner. Oh dear,” she cont�nued �mpat�ently,
“what a lot of bother would be saved �f only people would say the
th�ngs they th�nk stra�ght out! I’m made l�ke that. I can’t help �t.”

“But don’t you f�nd �t leads to d�ff�cult�es?” Hewet asked.
“That’s men’s fault,” she answered. “They always drag �t �n—love, I

mean.”
“And so you’ve gone on hav�ng one proposal after another,” sa�d

Hewet.
“I don’t suppose I’ve had more proposals than most women,” sa�d

Evelyn, but she spoke w�thout conv�ct�on.
“F�ve, s�x, ten?” Hewet ventured.
Evelyn seemed to �nt�mate that perhaps ten was the r�ght f�gure,

but that �t really was not a h�gh one.
“I bel�eve you’re th�nk�ng me a heartless fl�rt,” she protested. “But I

don’t care �f you are. I don’t care what any one th�nks of me. Just
because one’s �nterested and l�kes to be fr�ends w�th men, and talk
to them as one talks to women, one’s called a fl�rt.”

“But M�ss Murgatroyd—”



“I w�sh you’d call me Evelyn,” she �nterrupted.
“After ten proposals do you honestly th�nk that men are the same

as women?”
“Honestly, honestly,—how I hate that word! It’s always used by

pr�gs,” cr�ed Evelyn. “Honestly I th�nk they ought to be. That’s what’s
so d�sappo�nt�ng. Every t�me one th�nks �t’s not go�ng to happen, and
every t�me �t does.”

“The pursu�t of Fr�endsh�p,” sa�d Hewet. “The t�tle of a comedy.”
“You’re horr�d,” she cr�ed. “You don’t care a b�t really. You m�ght be

Mr. H�rst.”
“Well,” sa�d Hewet, “let’s cons�der. Let us cons�der—” He paused,

because for the moment he could not remember what �t was that
they had to cons�der. He was far more �nterested �n her than �n her
story, for as she went on speak�ng h�s numbness had d�sappeared,
and he was consc�ous of a m�xture of l�k�ng, p�ty, and d�strust.
“You’ve prom�sed to marry both Ol�ver and Perrott?” he concluded.

“Not exactly prom�sed,” sa�d Evelyn. “I can’t make up my m�nd
wh�ch I really l�ke best. Oh how I detest modern l�fe!” she flung off. “It
must have been so much eas�er for the El�zabethans! I thought the
other day on that mounta�n how I’d have l�ked to be one of those
colon�sts, to cut down trees and make laws and all that, �nstead of
fool�ng about w�th all these people who th�nk one’s just a pretty
young lady. Though I’m not. I really m�ght do someth�ng.” She
reflected �n s�lence for a m�nute. Then she sa�d:

“I’m afra�d r�ght down �n my heart that Alfred Perrot won’t do. He’s
not strong, �s he?”

“Perhaps he couldn’t cut down a tree,” sa�d Hewet. “Have you
never cared for anybody?” he asked.

“I’ve cared for heaps of people, but not to marry them,” she sa�d. “I
suppose I’m too fast�d�ous. All my l�fe I’ve wanted somebody I could
look up to, somebody great and b�g and splend�d. Most men are so
small.”

“What d’you mean by splend�d?” Hewet asked. “People are—
noth�ng more.”

Evelyn was puzzled.



“We don’t care for people because of the�r qual�t�es,” he tr�ed to
expla�n. “It’s just them that we care for,”—he struck a match—“just
that,” he sa�d, po�nt�ng to the flames.

“I see what you mean,” she sa�d, “but I don’t agree. I do know why
I care for people, and I th�nk I’m hardly ever wrong. I see at once
what they’ve got �n them. Now I th�nk you must be rather splend�d;
but not Mr. H�rst.”

Hewlet shook h�s head.
“He’s not nearly so unself�sh, or so sympathet�c, or so b�g, or so

understand�ng,” Evelyn cont�nued.
Hewet sat s�lent, smok�ng h�s c�garette.
“I should hate cutt�ng down trees,” he remarked.
“I’m not try�ng to fl�rt w�th you, though I suppose you th�nk I am!”

Evelyn shot out. “I’d never have come to you �f I’d thought you’d
merely th�nk od�ous th�ngs of me!” The tears came �nto her eyes.

“Do you never fl�rt?” he asked.
“Of course I don’t,” she protested. “Haven’t I told you? I want

fr�endsh�p; I want to care for some one greater and nobler than I am,
and �f they fall �n love w�th me �t �sn’t my fault; I don’t want �t; I
pos�t�vely hate �t.”

Hewet could see that there was very l�ttle use �n go�ng on w�th the
conversat�on, for �t was obv�ous that Evelyn d�d not w�sh to say
anyth�ng �n part�cular, but to �mpress upon h�m an �mage of herself,
be�ng, for some reason wh�ch she would not reveal, unhappy, or
�nsecure. He was very t�red, and a pale wa�ter kept walk�ng
ostentat�ously �nto the m�ddle of the room and look�ng at them
mean�ngly.

“They want to shut up,” he sa�d. “My adv�ce �s that you should tell
Ol�ver and Perrott to-morrow that you’ve made up your m�nd that you
don’t mean to marry e�ther of them. I’m certa�n you don’t. If you
change your m�nd you can always tell them so. They’re both sens�ble
men; they’ll understand. And then all th�s bother w�ll be over.” He got
up.

But Evelyn d�d not move. She sat look�ng up at h�m w�th her br�ght
eager eyes, �n the depths of wh�ch he thought he detected some



d�sappo�ntment, or d�ssat�sfact�on.
“Good-n�ght,” he sa�d.
“There are heaps of th�ngs I want to say to you st�ll,” she sa�d.

“And I’m go�ng to, some t�me. I suppose you must go to bed now?”
“Yes,” sa�d Hewet. “I’m half asleep.” He left her st�ll s�tt�ng by

herself �n the empty hall.
“Why �s �t that they won’t be honest?” he muttered to h�mself as he

went upsta�rs. Why was �t that relat�ons between d�fferent people
were so unsat�sfactory, so fragmentary, so hazardous, and words so
dangerous that the �nst�nct to sympath�se w�th another human be�ng
was an �nst�nct to be exam�ned carefully and probably crushed?
What had Evelyn really w�shed to say to h�m? What was she feel�ng
left alone �n the empty hall? The mystery of l�fe and the unreal�ty
even of one’s own sensat�ons overcame h�m as he walked down the
corr�dor wh�ch led to h�s room. It was d�mly l�ghted, but suff�c�ently for
h�m to see a f�gure �n a br�ght dress�ng-gown pass sw�ftly �n front of
h�m, the f�gure of a woman cross�ng from one room to another.



CHAPTER XV

Whether too sl�ght or too vague the t�es that b�nd people casually
meet�ng �n a hotel at m�dn�ght, they possess one advantage at least
over the bonds wh�ch un�te the elderly, who have l�ved together once
and so must l�ve for ever. Sl�ght they may be, but v�v�d and genu�ne,
merely because the power to break them �s w�th�n the grasp of each,
and there �s no reason for cont�nuance except a true des�re that
cont�nue they shall. When two people have been marr�ed for years
they seem to become unconsc�ous of each other’s bod�ly presence
so that they move as �f alone, speak aloud th�ngs wh�ch they do not
expect to be answered, and �n general seem to exper�ence all the
comfort of sol�tude w�thout �ts lonel�ness. The jo�nt l�ves of R�dley and
Helen had arr�ved at th�s stage of commun�ty, and �t was often
necessary for one or the other to recall w�th an effort whether a th�ng
had been sa�d or only thought, shared or dreamt �n pr�vate. At four
o’clock �n the afternoon two or three days later Mrs. Ambrose was
stand�ng brush�ng her ha�r, wh�le her husband was �n the dress�ng-
room wh�ch opened out of her room, and occas�onally, through the
cascade of water—he was wash�ng h�s face—she caught
exclamat�ons, “So �t goes on year after year; I w�sh, I w�sh, I w�sh I
could make an end of �t,” to wh�ch she pa�d no attent�on.

“It’s wh�te? Or only brown?” Thus she herself murmured,
exam�n�ng a ha�r wh�ch gleamed susp�c�ously among the brown. She
pulled �t out and la�d �t on the dress�ng-table. She was cr�t�c�s�ng her
own appearance, or rather approv�ng of �t, stand�ng a l�ttle way back
from the glass and look�ng at her own face w�th superb pr�de and
melancholy, when her husband appeared �n the doorway �n h�s sh�rt
sleeves, h�s face half obscured by a towel.

“You often tell me I don’t not�ce th�ngs,” he remarked.



“Tell me �f th�s �s a wh�te ha�r, then?” she repl�ed. She la�d the ha�r
on h�s hand.

“There’s not a wh�te ha�r on your head,” he excla�med.
“Ah, R�dley, I beg�n to doubt,” she s�ghed; and bowed her head

under h�s eyes so that he m�ght judge, but the �nspect�on produced
only a k�ss where the l�ne of part�ng ran, and husband and w�fe then
proceeded to move about the room, casually murmur�ng.

“What was that you were say�ng?” Helen remarked, after an
�nterval of conversat�on wh�ch no th�rd person could have
understood.

“Rachel—you ought to keep an eye upon Rachel,” he observed
s�gn�f�cantly, and Helen, though she went on brush�ng her ha�r,
looked at h�m. H�s observat�ons were apt to be true.

“Young gentlemen don’t �nterest themselves �n young women’s
educat�on w�thout a mot�ve,” he remarked.

“Oh, H�rst,” sa�d Helen.
“H�rst and Hewet, they’re all the same to me—all covered w�th

spots,” he repl�ed. “He adv�ses her to read G�bbon. D�d you know
that?”

Helen d�d not know that, but she would not allow herself �nfer�or to
her husband �n powers of observat�on. She merely sa�d:

“Noth�ng would surpr�se me. Even that dreadful fly�ng man we met
at the dance—even Mr. Dalloway—even—”

“I adv�se you to be c�rcumspect,” sa�d R�dley. “There’s W�lloughby,
remember—W�lloughby”; he po�nted at a letter.

Helen looked w�th a s�gh at an envelope wh�ch lay upon her
dress�ng-table. Yes, there lay W�lloughby, curt, �nexpress�ve,
perpetually jocular, robb�ng a whole cont�nent of mystery, enqu�r�ng
after h�s daughter’s manners and morals—hop�ng she wasn’t a bore,
and b�dd�ng them pack her off to h�m on board the very next sh�p �f
she were—and then grateful and affect�onate w�th suppressed
emot�on, and then half a page about h�s own tr�umphs over wretched
l�ttle nat�ves who went on str�ke and refused to load h�s sh�ps, unt�l
he roared Engl�sh oaths at them, “popp�ng my head out of the



w�ndow just as I was, �n my sh�rt sleeves. The beggars had the
sense to scatter.”

“If Theresa marr�ed W�lloughby,” she remarked, turn�ng the page
w�th a ha�rp�n, “one doesn’t see what’s to prevent Rachel—”

But R�dley was now off on gr�evances of h�s own connected w�th
the wash�ng of h�s sh�rts, wh�ch somehow led to the frequent v�s�ts of
Hughl�ng Ell�ot, who was a bore, a pedant, a dry st�ck of a man, and
yet R�dley couldn’t s�mply po�nt at the door and tell h�m to go. The
truth of �t was, they saw too many people. And so on and so on,
more conjugal talk patter�ng softly and un�ntell�g�bly, unt�l they were
both ready to go down to tea.

The f�rst th�ng that caught Helen’s eye as she came downsta�rs
was a carr�age at the door, f�lled w�th sk�rts and feathers nodd�ng on
the tops of hats. She had only t�me to ga�n the draw�ng-room before
two names were oddly m�spronounced by the Span�sh ma�d, and
Mrs. Thornbury came �n sl�ghtly �n advance of Mrs. W�lfr�d Flush�ng.

“Mrs. W�lfr�d Flush�ng,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, w�th a wave of her
hand. “A fr�end of our common fr�end Mrs. Raymond Parry.”

Mrs. Flush�ng shook hands energet�cally. She was a woman of
forty perhaps, very well set up and erect, splend�dly robust, though
not as tall as the upr�ght carr�age of her body made her appear.

She looked Helen stra�ght �n the face and sa�d, “You have a
charm�n’ house.”

She had a strongly marked face, her eyes looked stra�ght at you,
and though naturally she was �mper�ous �n her manner she was
nervous at the same t�me. Mrs. Thornbury acted as �nterpreter,
mak�ng th�ngs smooth all round by a ser�es of charm�ng
commonplace remarks.

“I’ve taken �t upon myself, Mr. Ambrose,” she sa�d, “to prom�se that
you w�ll be so k�nd as to g�ve Mrs. Flush�ng the benef�t of your
exper�ence. I’m sure no one here knows the country as well as you
do. No one takes such wonderful long walks. No one, I’m sure, has
your encyclopaed�c knowledge upon every subject. Mr. W�lfr�d
Flush�ng �s a collector. He has d�scovered really beaut�ful th�ngs



already. I had no not�on that the peasants were so art�st�c—though of
course �n the past—”

“Not old th�ngs—new th�ngs,” �nterrupted Mrs. Flush�ng curtly.
“That �s, �f he takes my adv�ce.”

The Ambroses had not l�ved for many years �n London w�thout
know�ng someth�ng of a good many people, by name at least, and
Helen remembered hear�ng of the Flush�ngs. Mr. Flush�ng was a
man who kept an old furn�ture shop; he had always sa�d he would
not marry because most women have red cheeks, and would not
take a house because most houses have narrow sta�rcases, and
would not eat meat because most an�mals bleed when they are
k�lled; and then he had marr�ed an eccentr�c ar�stocrat�c lady, who
certa�nly was not pale, who looked as �f she ate meat, who had
forced h�m to do all the th�ngs he most d�sl�ked—and th�s then was
the lady. Helen looked at her w�th �nterest. They had moved out �nto
the garden, where the tea was la�d under a tree, and Mrs. Flush�ng
was help�ng herself to cherry jam. She had a pecul�ar jerk�ng
movement of the body when she spoke, wh�ch caused the canary-
coloured plume on her hat to jerk too. Her small but f�nely-cut and
v�gorous features, together w�th the deep red of l�ps and cheeks,
po�nted to many generat�ons of well-tra�ned and well-nour�shed
ancestors beh�nd her.

“Noth�n’ that’s more than twenty years old �nterests me,” she
cont�nued. “Mouldy old p�ctures, d�rty old books, they st�ck ’em �n
museums when they’re only f�t for burn�n’.”

“I qu�te agree,” Helen laughed. “But my husband spends h�s l�fe �n
d�gg�ng up manuscr�pts wh�ch nobody wants.” She was amused by
R�dley’s express�on of startled d�sapproval.

“There’s a clever man �n London called John who pa�nts ever so
much better than the old masters,” Mrs. Flush�ng cont�nued. “H�s
p�ctures exc�te me—noth�n’ that’s old exc�tes me.”

“But even h�s p�ctures w�ll become old,” Mrs. Thornbury
�ntervened.

“Then I’ll have ’em burnt, or I’ll put �t �n my w�ll,” sa�d Mrs. Flush�ng.



“And Mrs. Flush�ng l�ved �n one of the most beaut�ful old houses �n
England—Ch�ll�ngley,” Mrs. Thornbury expla�ned to the rest of them.

“If I’d my way I’d burn that to-morrow,” Mrs. Flush�ng laughed. She
had a laugh l�ke the cry of a jay, at once startl�ng and joyless.

“What does any sane person want w�th those great b�g houses?”
she demanded. “If you go downsta�rs after dark you’re covered w�th
black beetles, and the electr�c l�ghts always go�n’ out. What would
you do �f sp�ders came out of the tap when you turned on the hot
water?” she demanded, f�x�ng her eye on Helen.

Mrs. Ambrose shrugged her shoulders w�th a sm�le.
“Th�s �s what I l�ke,” sa�d Mrs. Flush�ng. She jerked her head at the

V�lla. “A l�ttle house �n a garden. I had one once �n Ireland. One could
l�e �n bed �n the morn�n’ and p�ck roses outs�de the w�ndow w�th one’s
toes.”

“And the gardeners, weren’t they surpr�sed?” Mrs. Thornbury
enqu�red.

“There were no gardeners,” Mrs. Flush�ng chuckled. “Nobody but
me and an old woman w�thout any teeth. You know the poor �n
Ireland lose the�r teeth after they’re twenty. But you wouldn’t expect a
pol�t�c�an to understand that—Arthur Balfour wouldn’t understand
that.”

R�dley s�ghed that he never expected any one to understand
anyth�ng, least of all pol�t�c�ans.

“However,” he concluded, “there’s one advantage I f�nd �n extreme
old age—noth�ng matters a hang except one’s food and one’s
d�gest�on. All I ask �s to be left alone to moulder away �n sol�tude. It’s
obv�ous that the world’s go�ng as fast as �t can to—the Nethermost
P�t, and all I can do �s to s�t st�ll and consume as much of my own
smoke as poss�ble.” He groaned, and w�th a melancholy glance la�d
the jam on h�s bread, for he felt the atmosphere of th�s abrupt lady
d�st�nctly unsympathet�c.

“I always contrad�ct my husband when he says that,” sa�d Mrs.
Thornbury sweetly. “You men! Where would you be �f �t weren’t for
the women!”

“Read the Sympos�um,” sa�d R�dley gr�mly.



“Sympos�um?” cr�ed Mrs. Flush�ng. “That’s Lat�n or Greek? Tell
me, �s there a good translat�on?”

“No,” sa�d R�dley. “You w�ll have to learn Greek.”
Mrs. Flush�ng cr�ed, “Ah, ah, ah! I’d rather break stones �n the

road. I always envy the men who break stones and s�t on those n�ce
l�ttle heaps all day wear�n’ spectacles. I’d �nf�n�tely rather break
stones than clean out poultry runs, or feed the cows, or—”

Here Rachel came up from the lower garden w�th a book �n her
hand.

“What’s that book?” sa�d R�dley, when she had shaken hands.
“It’s G�bbon,” sa�d Rachel as she sat down.
“The Decl�ne and Fall of the Roman Emp�re?” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury.

“A very wonderful book, I know. My dear father was always quot�ng �t
at us, w�th the result that we resolved never to read a l�ne.”

“G�bbon the h�stor�an?” enqu�red Mrs. Flush�ng. “I connect h�m w�th
some of the happ�est hours of my l�fe. We used to l�e �n bed and read
G�bbon—about the massacres of the Chr�st�ans, I remember—when
we were supposed to be asleep. It’s no joke, I can tell you, read�n’ a
great b�g book, �n double columns, by a n�ght-l�ght, and the l�ght that
comes through a ch�nk �n the door. Then there were the moths—t�ger
moths, yellow moths, and horr�d cockchafers. Lou�sa, my s�ster,
would have the w�ndow open. I wanted �t shut. We fought every n�ght
of our l�ves over that w�ndow. Have you ever seen a moth dy�n’ �n a
n�ght-l�ght?” she enqu�red.

Aga�n there was an �nterrupt�on. Hewet and H�rst appeared at the
draw�ng-room w�ndow and came up to the tea-table.

Rachel’s heart beat hard. She was consc�ous of an extraord�nary
�ntens�ty �n everyth�ng, as though the�r presence str�pped some cover
off the surface of th�ngs; but the greet�ngs were remarkably
commonplace.

“Excuse me,” sa�d H�rst, r�s�ng from h�s cha�r d�rectly he had sat
down. He went �nto the draw�ng-room, and returned w�th a cush�on
wh�ch he placed carefully upon h�s seat.

“Rheumat�sm,” he remarked, as he sat down for the second t�me.



“The result of the dance?” Helen enqu�red.
“Whenever I get at all run down I tend to be rheumat�c,” H�rst

stated. He bent h�s wr�st back sharply. “I hear l�ttle p�eces of chalk
gr�nd�ng together!”

Rachel looked at h�m. She was amused, and yet she was
respectful; �f such a th�ng could be, the upper part of her face
seemed to laugh, and the lower part to check �ts laughter.

Hewet p�cked up the book that lay on the ground.
“You l�ke th�s?” he asked �n an undertone.
“No, I don’t l�ke �t,” she repl�ed. She had �ndeed been try�ng all the

afternoon to read �t, and for some reason the glory wh�ch she had
perce�ved at f�rst had faded, and, read as she would, she could not
grasp the mean�ng w�th her m�nd.

“It goes round, round, round, l�ke a roll of o�l-cloth,” she hazarded.
Ev�dently she meant Hewet alone to hear her words, but H�rst
demanded, “What d’you mean?”

She was �nstantly ashamed of her f�gure of speech, for she could
not expla�n �t �n words of sober cr�t�c�sm.

“Surely �t’s the most perfect style, so far as style goes, that’s ever
been �nvented,” he cont�nued. “Every sentence �s pract�cally perfect,
and the w�t—”

“Ugly �n body, repuls�ve �n m�nd,” she thought, �nstead of th�nk�ng
about G�bbon’s style. “Yes, but strong, search�ng, uny�eld�ng �n
m�nd.” She looked at h�s b�g head, a d�sproport�onate part of wh�ch
was occup�ed by the forehead, and at the d�rect, severe eyes.

“I g�ve you up �n despa�r,” he sa�d. He meant �t l�ghtly, but she took
�t ser�ously, and bel�eved that her value as a human be�ng was
lessened because she d�d not happen to adm�re the style of G�bbon.
The others were talk�ng now �n a group about the nat�ve v�llages
wh�ch Mrs. Flush�ng ought to v�s�t.

“I despa�r too,” she sa�d �mpetuously. “How are you go�ng to judge
people merely by the�r m�nds?”

“You agree w�th my sp�nster Aunt, I expect,” sa�d St. John �n h�s
jaunty manner, wh�ch was always �rr�tat�ng because �t made the



person he talked to appear unduly clumsy and �n earnest. “‘Be good,
sweet ma�d’—I thought Mr. K�ngsley and my Aunt were now
obsolete.”

“One can be very n�ce w�thout hav�ng read a book,” she asserted.
Very s�lly and s�mple her words sounded, and la�d her open to
der�s�on.

“D�d I ever deny �t?” H�rst enqu�red, ra�s�ng h�s eyebrows.
Most unexpectedly Mrs. Thornbury here �ntervened, e�ther

because �t was her m�ss�on to keep th�ngs smooth or because she
had long w�shed to speak to Mr. H�rst, feel�ng as she d�d that young
men were her sons.

“I have l�ved all my l�fe w�th people l�ke your Aunt, Mr. H�rst,” she
sa�d, lean�ng forward �n her cha�r. Her brown squ�rrel-l�ke eyes
became even br�ghter than usual. “They have never heard of
G�bbon. They only care for the�r pheasants and the�r peasants. They
are great b�g men who look so f�ne on horseback, as people must
have done, I th�nk, �n the days of the great wars. Say what you l�ke
aga�nst them—they are an�mal, they are un�ntellectual; they don’t
read themselves, and they don’t want others to read, but they are
some of the f�nest and the k�ndest human be�ngs on the face of the
earth! You would be surpr�sed at some of the stor�es I could tell. You
have never guessed, perhaps, at all the romances that go on �n the
heart of the country. There are the people, I feel, among whom
Shakespeare w�ll be born �f he �s ever born aga�n. In those old
houses, up among the Downs—”

“My Aunt,” H�rst �nterrupted, “spends her l�fe �n East Lambeth
among the degraded poor. I only quoted my Aunt because she �s
�ncl�ned to persecute people she calls ‘�ntellectual,’ wh�ch �s what I
suspect M�ss V�nrace of do�ng. It’s all the fash�on now. If you’re
clever �t’s always taken for granted that you’re completely w�thout
sympathy, understand�ng, affect�on—all the th�ngs that really matter.
Oh, you Chr�st�ans! You’re the most conce�ted, patron�s�ng,
hypocr�t�cal set of old humbugs �n the k�ngdom! Of course,” he
cont�nued, “I’m the f�rst to allow your country gentlemen great mer�ts.
For one th�ng, they’re probably qu�te frank about the�r pass�ons,



wh�ch we are not. My father, who �s a clergyman �n Norfolk, says that
there �s hardly a squ�re �n the country who does not—”

“But about G�bbon?” Hewet �nterrupted. The look of nervous
tens�on wh�ch had come over every face was relaxed by the
�nterrupt�on.

“You f�nd h�m monotonous, I suppose. But you know—” He
opened the book, and began search�ng for passages to read aloud,
and �n a l�ttle t�me he found a good one wh�ch he cons�dered
su�table. But there was noth�ng �n the world that bored R�dley more
than be�ng read aloud to, and he was bes�des scrupulously fast�d�ous
as to the dress and behav�our of lad�es. In the space of f�fteen
m�nutes he had dec�ded aga�nst Mrs. Flush�ng on the ground that her
orange plume d�d not su�t her complex�on, that she spoke too loud,
that she crossed her legs, and f�nally, when he saw her accept a
c�garette that Hewet offered her, he jumped up, excla�m�ng
someth�ng about “bar parlours,” and left them. Mrs. Flush�ng was
ev�dently rel�eved by h�s departure. She puffed her c�garette, stuck
her legs out, and exam�ned Helen closely as to the character and
reputat�on of the�r common fr�end Mrs. Raymond Parry. By a ser�es
of l�ttle strategems she drove her to def�ne Mrs. Parry as somewhat
elderly, by no means beaut�ful, very much made up—an �nsolent old
harr�dan, �n short, whose part�es were amus�ng because one met
odd people; but Helen herself always p�t�ed poor Mr. Parry, who was
understood to be shut up downsta�rs w�th cases full of gems, wh�le
h�s w�fe enjoyed herself �n the draw�ng-room. “Not that I bel�eve what
people say aga�nst her—although she h�nts, of course—” Upon
wh�ch Mrs. Flush�ng cr�ed out w�th del�ght:

“She’s my f�rst cous�n! Go on—go on!”
When Mrs. Flush�ng rose to go she was obv�ously del�ghted w�th

her new acqua�ntances. She made three or four d�fferent plans for
meet�ng or go�ng on an exped�t�on, or show�ng Helen the th�ngs they
had bought, on her way to the carr�age. She �ncluded them all �n a
vague but magn�f�cent �nv�tat�on.

As Helen returned to the garden aga�n, R�dley’s words of warn�ng
came �nto her head, and she hes�tated a moment and looked at
Rachel s�tt�ng between H�rst and Hewet. But she could draw no



conclus�ons, for Hewet was st�ll read�ng G�bbon aloud, and Rachel,
for all the express�on she had, m�ght have been a shell, and h�s
words water rubb�ng aga�nst her ears, as water rubs a shell on the
edge of a rock.

Hewet’s vo�ce was very pleasant. When he reached the end of the
per�od Hewet stopped, and no one volunteered any cr�t�c�sm.

“I do adore the ar�stocracy!” H�rst excla�med after a moment’s
pause. “They’re so amaz�ngly unscrupulous. None of us would dare
to behave as that woman behaves.”

“What I l�ke about them,” sa�d Helen as she sat down, “�s that
they’re so well put together. Naked, Mrs. Flush�ng would be superb.
Dressed as she dresses, �t’s absurd, of course.”

“Yes,” sa�d H�rst. A shade of depress�on crossed h�s face. “I’ve
never we�ghed more than ten stone �n my l�fe,” he sa�d, “wh�ch �s
r�d�culous, cons�der�ng my he�ght, and I’ve actually gone down �n
we�ght s�nce we came here. I daresay that accounts for the
rheumat�sm.” Aga�n he jerked h�s wr�st back sharply, so that Helen
m�ght hear the gr�nd�ng of the chalk stones. She could not help
sm�l�ng.

“It’s no laugh�ng matter for me, I assure you,” he protested. “My
mother’s a chron�c �nval�d, and I’m always expect�ng to be told that
I’ve got heart d�sease myself. Rheumat�sm always goes to the heart
�n the end.”

“For goodness’ sake, H�rst,” Hewet protested; “one m�ght th�nk you
were an old cr�pple of e�ghty. If �t comes to that, I had an aunt who
d�ed of cancer myself, but I put a bold face on �t—” He rose and
began t�lt�ng h�s cha�r backwards and forwards on �ts h�nd legs. “Is
any one here �ncl�ned for a walk?” he sa�d. “There’s a magn�f�cent
walk, up beh�nd the house. You come out on to a cl�ff and look r�ght
down �nto the sea. The rocks are all red; you can see them through
the water. The other day I saw a s�ght that fa�rly took my breath away
—about twenty jelly-f�sh, sem�-transparent, p�nk, w�th long streamers,
float�ng on the top of the waves.”

“Sure they weren’t merma�ds?” sa�d H�rst. “It’s much too hot to
cl�mb uph�ll.” He looked at Helen, who showed no s�gns of mov�ng.



“Yes, �t’s too hot,” Helen dec�ded.
There was a short s�lence.
“I’d l�ke to come,” sa�d Rachel.
“But she m�ght have sa�d that anyhow,” Helen thought to herself as

Hewet and Rachel went away together, and Helen was left alone
w�th St. John, to St. John’s obv�ous sat�sfact�on.

He may have been sat�sf�ed, but h�s usual d�ff�culty �n dec�d�ng that
one subject was more deserv�ng of not�ce than another prevented
h�m from speak�ng for some t�me. He sat star�ng �ntently at the head
of a dead match, wh�le Helen cons�dered—so �t seemed from the
express�on of her eyes—someth�ng not closely connected w�th the
present moment.

At last St. John excla�med, “Damn! Damn everyth�ng! Damn
everybody!” he added. “At Cambr�dge there are people to talk to.”

“At Cambr�dge there are people to talk to,” Helen echoed h�m,
rhythm�cally and absent-m�ndedly. Then she woke up. “By the way,
have you settled what you’re go�ng to do—�s �t to be Cambr�dge or
the Bar?”

He pursed h�s l�ps, but made no �mmed�ate answer, for Helen was
st�ll sl�ghtly �nattent�ve. She had been th�nk�ng about Rachel and
wh�ch of the two young men she was l�kely to fall �n love w�th, and
now s�tt�ng oppos�te to H�rst she thought, “He’s ugly. It’s a p�ty they’re
so ugly.”

She d�d not �nclude Hewet �n th�s cr�t�c�sm; she was th�nk�ng of the
clever, honest, �nterest�ng young men she knew, of whom H�rst was
a good example, and wonder�ng whether �t was necessary that
thought and scholarsh�p should thus maltreat the�r bod�es, and
should thus elevate the�r m�nds to a very h�gh tower from wh�ch the
human race appeared to them l�ke rats and m�ce squ�rm�ng on the
flat.

“And the future?” she reflected, vaguely env�sag�ng a race of men
becom�ng more and more l�ke H�rst, and a race of women becom�ng
more and more l�ke Rachel. “Oh no,” she concluded, glanc�ng at h�m,
“one wouldn’t marry you. Well, then, the future of the race �s �n the
hands of Susan and Arthur; no—that’s dreadful. Of farm labourers;



no—not of the Engl�sh at all, but of Russ�ans and Ch�nese.” Th�s
tra�n of thought d�d not sat�sfy her, and was �nterrupted by St. John,
who began aga�n:

“I w�sh you knew Bennett. He’s the greatest man �n the world.”
“Bennett?” she enqu�red. Becom�ng more at ease, St. John

dropped the concentrated abruptness of h�s manner, and expla�ned
that Bennett was a man who l�ved �n an old w�ndm�ll s�x m�les out of
Cambr�dge. He l�ved the perfect l�fe, accord�ng to St. John, very
lonely, very s�mple, car�ng only for the truth of th�ngs, always ready to
talk, and extraord�nar�ly modest, though h�s m�nd was of the greatest.

“Don’t you th�nk,” sa�d St. John, when he had done descr�b�ng h�m,
“that k�nd of th�ng makes th�s k�nd of th�ng rather fl�msy? D�d you
not�ce at tea how poor old Hewet had to change the conversat�on?
How they were all ready to pounce upon me because they thought I
was go�ng to say someth�ng �mproper? It wasn’t anyth�ng, really. If
Bennett had been there he’d have sa�d exactly what he meant to
say, or he’d have got up and gone. But there’s someth�ng rather bad
for the character �n that—I mean �f one hasn’t got Bennett’s
character. It’s �ncl�ned to make one b�tter. Should you say that I was
b�tter?”

Helen d�d not answer, and he cont�nued:
“Of course I am, d�sgust�ngly b�tter, and �t’s a beastly th�ng to be.

But the worst of me �s that I’m so env�ous. I envy every one. I can’t
endure people who do th�ngs better than I do—perfectly absurd
th�ngs too—wa�ters balanc�ng p�les of plates—even Arthur, because
Susan’s �n love w�th h�m. I want people to l�ke me, and they don’t. It’s
partly my appearance, I expect,” he cont�nued, “though �t’s an
absolute l�e to say I’ve Jew�sh blood �n me—as a matter of fact we’ve
been �n Norfolk, H�rst of H�rstbourne Hall, for three centur�es at least.
It must be awfully sooth�ng to be l�ke you—every one l�k�ng one at
once.”

“I assure you they don’t,” Helen laughed.
“They do,” sa�d H�rst w�th conv�ct�on. “In the f�rst place, you’re the

most beaut�ful woman I’ve ever seen; �n the second, you have an
except�onally n�ce nature.”



If H�rst had looked at her �nstead of look�ng �ntently at h�s teacup
he would have seen Helen blush, partly w�th pleasure, partly w�th an
�mpulse of affect�on towards the young man who had seemed, and
would seem aga�n, so ugly and so l�m�ted. She p�t�ed h�m, for she
suspected that he suffered, and she was �nterested �n h�m, for many
of the th�ngs he sa�d seemed to her true; she adm�red the moral�ty of
youth, and yet she felt �mpr�soned. As �f her �nst�nct were to escape
to someth�ng br�ghtly coloured and �mpersonal, wh�ch she could hold
�n her hands, she went �nto the house and returned w�th her
embro�dery. But he was not �nterested �n her embro�dery; he d�d not
even look at �t.

“About M�ss V�nrace,” he began,—“oh, look here, do let’s be St.
John and Helen, and Rachel and Terence—what’s she l�ke? Does
she reason, does she feel, or �s she merely a k�nd of footstool?”

“Oh no,” sa�d Helen, w�th great dec�s�on. From her observat�ons at
tea she was �ncl�ned to doubt whether H�rst was the person to
educate Rachel. She had gradually come to be �nterested �n her
n�ece, and fond of her; she d�sl�ked some th�ngs about her very
much, she was amused by others; but she felt her, on the whole, a
l�ve �f unformed human be�ng, exper�mental, and not always
fortunate �n her exper�ments, but w�th powers of some k�nd, and a
capac�ty for feel�ng. Somewhere �n the depths of her, too, she was
bound to Rachel by the �ndestruct�ble �f �nexpl�cable t�es of sex. “She
seems vague, but she’s a w�ll of her own,” she sa�d, as �f �n the
�nterval she had run through her qual�t�es.

The embro�dery, wh�ch was a matter for thought, the des�gn be�ng
d�ff�cult and the colours want�ng cons�derat�on, brought lapses �nto
the d�alogue when she seemed to be engrossed �n her ske�ns of s�lk,
or, w�th head a l�ttle drawn back and eyes narrowed, cons�dered the
effect of the whole. Thus she merely sa�d, “Um-m-m” to St. John’s
next remark, “I shall ask her to go for a walk w�th me.”

Perhaps he resented th�s d�v�s�on of attent�on. He sat s�lent
watch�ng Helen closely.

“You’re absolutely happy,” he procla�med at last.
“Yes?” Helen enqu�red, st�ck�ng �n her needle.
“Marr�age, I suppose,” sa�d St. John.



“Yes,” sa�d Helen, gently draw�ng her needle out.
“Ch�ldren?” St. John enqu�red.
“Yes,” sa�d Helen, st�ck�ng her needle �n aga�n. “I don’t know why

I’m happy,” she suddenly laughed, look�ng h�m full �n the face. There
was a cons�derable pause.

“There’s an abyss between us,” sa�d St. John. H�s vo�ce sounded
as �f �t �ssued from the depths of a cavern �n the rocks. “You’re
�nf�n�tely s�mpler than I am. Women always are, of course. That’s the
d�ff�culty. One never knows how a woman gets there. Suppos�ng all
the t�me you’re th�nk�ng, ‘Oh, what a morb�d young man!’”

Helen sat and looked at h�m w�th her needle �n her hand. From her
pos�t�on she saw h�s head �n front of the dark pyram�d of a magnol�a-
tree. W�th one foot ra�sed on the rung of a cha�r, and her elbow out �n
the att�tude for sew�ng, her own f�gure possessed the subl�m�ty of a
woman’s of the early world, sp�nn�ng the thread of fate—the subl�m�ty
possessed by many women of the present day who fall �nto the
att�tude requ�red by scrubb�ng or sew�ng. St. John looked at her.

“I suppose you’ve never pa�d any a compl�ment �n the course of
your l�fe,” he sa�d �rrelevantly.

“I spo�l R�dley rather,” Helen cons�dered.
“I’m go�ng to ask you po�nt blank—do you l�ke me?”
After a certa�n pause, she repl�ed, “Yes, certa�nly.”
“Thank God!” he excla�med. “That’s one mercy. You see,” he

cont�nued w�th emot�on, “I’d rather you l�ked me than any one I’ve
ever met.”

“What about the f�ve ph�losophers?” sa�d Helen, w�th a laugh,
st�tch�ng f�rmly and sw�ftly at her canvas. “I w�sh you’d descr�be
them.”

H�rst had no part�cular w�sh to descr�be them, but when he began
to cons�der them he found h�mself soothed and strengthened. Far
away on the other s�de of the world as they were, �n smoky rooms,
and grey med�eval courts, they appeared remarkable f�gures, free-
spoken men w�th whom one could be at ease; �ncomparably more
subtle �n emot�on than the people here. They gave h�m, certa�nly,
what no woman could g�ve h�m, not Helen even. Warm�ng at the



thought of them, he went on to lay h�s case before Mrs. Ambrose.
Should he stay on at Cambr�dge or should he go to the Bar? One
day he thought one th�ng, another day another. Helen l�stened
attent�vely. At last, w�thout any preface, she pronounced her
dec�s�on.

“Leave Cambr�dge and go to the Bar,” she sa�d. He pressed her
for her reasons.

“I th�nk you’d enjoy London more,” she sa�d. It d�d not seem a very
subtle reason, but she appeared to th�nk �t suff�c�ent. She looked at
h�m aga�nst the background of flower�ng magnol�a. There was
someth�ng cur�ous �n the s�ght. Perhaps �t was that the heavy wax-
l�ke flowers were so smooth and �nart�culate, and h�s face—he had
thrown h�s hat away, h�s ha�r was rumpled, he held h�s eye-glasses
�n h�s hand, so that a red mark appeared on e�ther s�de of h�s nose—
was so worr�ed and garrulous. It was a beaut�ful bush, spread�ng
very w�dely, and all the t�me she had sat there talk�ng she had been
not�c�ng the patches of shade and the shape of the leaves, and the
way the great wh�te flowers sat �n the m�dst of the green. She had
not�ced �t half-consc�ously, nevertheless the pattern had become part
of the�r talk. She la�d down her sew�ng, and began to walk up and
down the garden, and H�rst rose too and paced by her s�de. He was
rather d�sturbed, uncomfortable, and full of thought. Ne�ther of them
spoke.

The sun was beg�nn�ng to go down, and a change had come over
the mounta�ns, as �f they were robbed of the�r earthly substance, and
composed merely of �ntense blue m�st. Long th�n clouds of flam�ngo
red, w�th edges l�ke the edges of curled ostr�ch feathers, lay up and
down the sky at d�fferent alt�tudes. The roofs of the town seemed to
have sunk lower than usual; the cypresses appeared very black
between the roofs, and the roofs themselves were brown and wh�te.
As usual �n the even�ng, s�ngle cr�es and s�ngle bells became aud�ble
r�s�ng from beneath.

St. John stopped suddenly.
“Well, you must take the respons�b�l�ty,” he sa�d. “I’ve made up my

m�nd; I shall go to the Bar.”



H�s words were very ser�ous, almost emot�onal; they recalled
Helen after a second’s hes�tat�on.

“I’m sure you’re r�ght,” she sa�d warmly, and shook the hand he
held out. “You’ll be a great man, I’m certa�n.”

Then, as �f to make h�m look at the scene, she swept her hand
round the �mmense c�rcumference of the v�ew. From the sea, over
the roofs of the town, across the crests of the mounta�ns, over the
r�ver and the pla�n, and aga�n across the crests of the mounta�ns �t
swept unt�l �t reached the v�lla, the garden, the magnol�a-tree, and
the f�gures of H�rst and herself stand�ng together, when �t dropped to
her s�de.



CHAPTER XVI

Hewet and Rachel had long ago reached the part�cular place on
the edge of the cl�ff where, look�ng down �nto the sea, you m�ght
chance on jelly-f�sh and dolph�ns. Look�ng the other way, the vast
expanse of land gave them a sensat�on wh�ch �s g�ven by no v�ew,
however extended, �n England; the v�llages and the h�lls there hav�ng
names, and the farthest hor�zon of h�lls as often as not d�pp�ng and
show�ng a l�ne of m�st wh�ch �s the sea; here the v�ew was one of
�nf�n�te sun-dr�ed earth, earth po�nted �n p�nnacles, heaped �n vast
barr�ers, earth w�den�ng and spread�ng away and away l�ke the
�mmense floor of the sea, earth chequered by day and by n�ght, and
part�t�oned �nto d�fferent lands, where famous c�t�es were founded,
and the races of men changed from dark savages to wh�te c�v�l�sed
men, and back to dark savages aga�n. Perhaps the�r Engl�sh blood
made th�s prospect uncomfortably �mpersonal and host�le to them,
for hav�ng once turned the�r faces that way they next turned them to
the sea, and for the rest of the t�me sat look�ng at the sea. The sea,
though �t was a th�n and sparkl�ng water here, wh�ch seemed
�ncapable of surge or anger, eventually narrowed �tself, clouded �ts
pure t�nt w�th grey, and sw�rled through narrow channels and dashed
�n a sh�ver of broken waters aga�nst mass�ve gran�te rocks. It was
th�s sea that flowed up to the mouth of the Thames; and the Thames
washed the roots of the c�ty of London.

Hewet’s thoughts had followed some such course as th�s, for the
f�rst th�ng he sa�d as they stood on the edge of the cl�ff was—

“I’d l�ke to be �n England!”
Rachel lay down on her elbow, and parted the tall grasses wh�ch

grew on the edge, so that she m�ght have a clear v�ew. The water
was very calm; rock�ng up and down at the base of the cl�ff, and so



clear that one could see the red of the stones at the bottom of �t. So
�t had been at the b�rth of the world, and so �t had rema�ned ever
s�nce. Probably no human be�ng had ever broken that water w�th
boat or w�th body. Obey�ng some �mpulse, she determ�ned to mar
that etern�ty of peace, and threw the largest pebble she could f�nd. It
struck the water, and the r�pples spread out and out. Hewet looked
down too.

“It’s wonderful,” he sa�d, as they w�dened and ceased. The
freshness and the newness seemed to h�m wonderful. He threw a
pebble next. There was scarcely any sound.

“But England,” Rachel murmured �n the absorbed tone of one
whose eyes are concentrated upon some s�ght. “What d’you want
w�th England?”

“My fr�ends ch�efly,” he sa�d, “and all the th�ngs one does.”
He could look at Rachel w�thout her not�c�ng �t. She was st�ll

absorbed �n the water and the exqu�s�tely pleasant sensat�ons wh�ch
a l�ttle depth of the sea wash�ng over rocks suggests. He not�ced that
she was wear�ng a dress of deep blue colour, made of a soft th�n
cotton stuff, wh�ch clung to the shape of her body. It was a body w�th
the angles and hollows of a young woman’s body not yet developed,
but �n no way d�storted, and thus �nterest�ng and even lovable.
Ra�s�ng h�s eyes Hewet observed her head; she had taken her hat
off, and the face rested on her hand. As she looked down �nto the
sea, her l�ps were sl�ghtly parted. The express�on was one of
ch�ldl�ke �ntentness, as �f she were watch�ng for a f�sh to sw�m past
over the clear red rocks. Nevertheless her twenty-four years of l�fe
had g�ven her a look of reserve. Her hand, wh�ch lay on the ground,
the f�ngers curl�ng sl�ghtly �n, was well shaped and competent; the
square-t�pped and nervous f�ngers were the f�ngers of a mus�c�an.
W�th someth�ng l�ke angu�sh Hewet real�sed that, far from be�ng
unattract�ve, her body was very attract�ve to h�m. She looked up
suddenly. Her eyes were full of eagerness and �nterest.

“You wr�te novels?” she asked.
For the moment he could not th�nk what he was say�ng. He was

overcome w�th the des�re to hold her �n h�s arms.
“Oh yes,” he sa�d. “That �s, I want to wr�te them.”



She would not take her large grey eyes off h�s face.
“Novels,” she repeated. “Why do you wr�te novels? You ought to

wr�te mus�c. Mus�c, you see”—she sh�fted her eyes, and became
less des�rable as her bra�n began to work, �nfl�ct�ng a certa�n change
upon her face—“mus�c goes stra�ght for th�ngs. It says all there �s to
say at once. W�th wr�t�ng �t seems to me there’s so much”—she
paused for an express�on, and rubbed her f�ngers �n the earth
—“scratch�ng on the matchbox. Most of the t�me when I was read�ng
G�bbon th�s afternoon I was horr�bly, oh �nfernally, damnably bored!”
She gave a shake of laughter, look�ng at Hewet, who laughed too.

“I shan’t lend you books,” he remarked.
“Why �s �t,” Rachel cont�nued, “that I can laugh at Mr. H�rst to you,

but not to h�s face? At tea I was completely overwhelmed, not by h�s
ugl�ness—by h�s m�nd.” She enclosed a c�rcle �n the a�r w�th her
hands. She real�sed w�th a great sense of comfort how eas�ly she
could talk to Hewet, those thorns or ragged corners wh�ch tear the
surface of some relat�onsh�ps be�ng smoothed away.

“So I observed,” sa�d Hewet. “That’s a th�ng that never ceases to
amaze me.” He had recovered h�s composure to such an extent that
he could l�ght and smoke a c�garette, and feel�ng her ease, became
happy and easy h�mself.

“The respect that women, even well-educated, very able women,
have for men,” he went on. “I bel�eve we must have the sort of power
over you that we’re sa�d to have over horses. They see us three
t�mes as b�g as we are or they’d never obey us. For that very reason,
I’m �ncl�ned to doubt that you’ll ever do anyth�ng even when you have
the vote.” He looked at her reflect�vely. She appeared very smooth
and sens�t�ve and young. “It’ll take at least s�x generat�ons before
you’re suff�c�ently th�ck-sk�nned to go �nto law courts and bus�ness
off�ces. Cons�der what a bully the ord�nary man �s,” he cont�nued,
“the ord�nary hard-work�ng, rather amb�t�ous sol�c�tor or man of
bus�ness w�th a fam�ly to br�ng up and a certa�n pos�t�on to ma�nta�n.
And then, of course, the daughters have to g�ve way to the sons; the
sons have to be educated; they have to bully and shove for the�r
w�ves and fam�l�es, and so �t all comes over aga�n. And meanwh�le



there are the women �n the background. . . . Do you really th�nk that
the vote w�ll do you any good?”

“The vote?” Rachel repeated. She had to v�sual�se �t as a l�ttle b�t
of paper wh�ch she dropped �nto a box before she understood h�s
quest�on, and look�ng at each other they sm�led at someth�ng absurd
�n the quest�on.

“Not to me,” she sa�d. “But I play the p�ano. . . . Are men really l�ke
that?” she asked, return�ng to the quest�on that �nterested her. “I’m
not afra�d of you.” She looked at h�m eas�ly.

“Oh, I’m d�fferent,” Hewet repl�ed. “I’ve got between s�x and seven
hundred a year of my own. And then no one takes a novel�st
ser�ously, thank heavens. There’s no doubt �t helps to make up for
the drudgery of a profess�on �f a man’s taken very, very ser�ously by
every one—�f he gets appo�ntments, and has off�ces and a t�tle, and
lots of letters after h�s name, and b�ts of r�bbon and degrees. I don’t
grudge �t ’em, though somet�mes �t comes over me—what an
amaz�ng concoct�on! What a m�racle the mascul�ne concept�on of l�fe
�s—judges, c�v�l servants, army, navy, Houses of Parl�ament, lord
mayors—what a world we’ve made of �t! Look at H�rst now. I assure
you,” he sa�d, “not a day’s passed s�nce we came here w�thout a
d�scuss�on as to whether he’s to stay on at Cambr�dge or to go to the
Bar. It’s h�s career—h�s sacred career. And �f I’ve heard �t twenty
t�mes, I’m sure h�s mother and s�ster have heard �t f�ve hundred
t�mes. Can’t you �mag�ne the fam�ly conclaves, and the s�ster told to
run out and feed the rabb�ts because St. John must have the school-
room to h�mself—‘St. John’s work�ng,’ ‘St. John wants h�s tea
brought to h�m.’ Don’t you know the k�nd of th�ng? No wonder that St.
John th�nks �t a matter of cons�derable �mportance. It �s too. He has
to earn h�s l�v�ng. But St. John’s s�ster—” Hewet puffed �n s�lence.
“No one takes her ser�ously, poor dear. She feeds the rabb�ts.”

“Yes,” sa�d Rachel. “I’ve fed rabb�ts for twenty-four years; �t seems
odd now.” She looked med�tat�ve, and Hewet, who had been talk�ng
much at random and �nst�nct�vely adopt�ng the fem�n�ne po�nt of v�ew,
saw that she would now talk about herself, wh�ch was what he
wanted, for so they m�ght come to know each other.

She looked back med�tat�vely upon her past l�fe.



“How do you spend your day?” he asked.
She med�tated st�ll. When she thought of the�r day �t seemed to her

�t was cut �nto four p�eces by the�r meals. These d�v�s�ons were
absolutely r�g�d, the contents of the day hav�ng to accommodate
themselves w�th�n the four r�g�d bars. Look�ng back at her l�fe, that
was what she saw.

“Breakfast n�ne; luncheon one; tea f�ve; d�nner e�ght,” she sa�d.
“Well,” sa�d Hewet, “what d’you do �n the morn�ng?”
“I need to play the p�ano for hours and hours.”
“And after luncheon?”
“Then I went shopp�ng w�th one of my aunts. Or we went to see

some one, or we took a message; or we d�d someth�ng that had to
be done—the taps m�ght be leak�ng. They v�s�t the poor a good deal
—old char-women w�th bad legs, women who want t�ckets for
hosp�tals. Or I used to walk �n the park by myself. And after tea
people somet�mes called; or �n summer we sat �n the garden or
played croquet; �n w�nter I read aloud, wh�le they worked; after d�nner
I played the p�ano and they wrote letters. If father was at home we
had fr�ends of h�s to d�nner, and about once a month we went up to
the play. Every now and then we d�ned out; somet�mes I went to a
dance �n London, but that was d�ff�cult because of gett�ng back. The
people we saw were old fam�ly fr�ends, and relat�ons, but we d�dn’t
see many people. There was the clergyman, Mr. Pepper, and the
Hunts. Father generally wanted to be qu�et when he came home,
because he works very hard at Hull. Also my aunts aren’t very
strong. A house takes up a lot of t�me �f you do �t properly. Our
servants were always bad, and so Aunt Lucy used to do a good deal
�n the k�tchen, and Aunt Clara, I th�nk, spent most of the morn�ng
dust�ng the draw�ng-room and go�ng through the l�nen and s�lver.
Then there were the dogs. They had to be exerc�sed, bes�des be�ng
washed and brushed. Now Sandy’s dead, but Aunt Clara has a very
old cockatoo that came from Ind�a. Everyth�ng �n our house,” she
excla�med, “comes from somewhere! It’s full of old furn�ture, not
really old, V�ctor�an, th�ngs mother’s fam�ly had or father’s fam�ly had,
wh�ch they d�dn’t l�ke to get r�d of, I suppose, though we’ve really no
room for them. It’s rather a n�ce house,” she cont�nued, “except that



�t’s a l�ttle d�ngy—dull I should say.” She called up before her eyes a
v�s�on of the draw�ng-room at home; �t was a large oblong room, w�th
a square w�ndow open�ng on the garden. Green plush cha�rs stood
aga�nst the wall; there was a heavy carved book-case, w�th glass
doors, and a general �mpress�on of faded sofa covers, large spaces
of pale green, and baskets w�th p�eces of wool-work dropp�ng out of
them. Photographs from old Ital�an masterp�eces hung on the walls,
and v�ews of Venet�an br�dges and Swed�sh waterfalls wh�ch
members of the fam�ly had seen years ago. There were also one or
two portra�ts of fathers and grandmothers, and an engrav�ng of John
Stuart M�ll, after the p�cture by Watts. It was a room w�thout def�n�te
character, be�ng ne�ther typ�cally and openly h�deous, nor
strenuously art�st�c, nor really comfortable. Rachel roused herself
from the contemplat�on of th�s fam�l�ar p�cture.

“But th�s �sn’t very �nterest�ng for you,” she sa�d, look�ng up.
“Good Lord!” Hewet excla�med. “I’ve never been so much

�nterested �n my l�fe.” She then real�sed that wh�le she had been
th�nk�ng of R�chmond, h�s eyes had never left her face. The
knowledge of th�s exc�ted her.

“Go on, please go on,” he urged. “Let’s �mag�ne �t’s a Wednesday.
You’re all at luncheon. You s�t there, and Aunt Lucy there, and Aunt
Clara here”; he arranged three pebbles on the grass between them.

“Aunt Clara carves the neck of lamb,” Rachel cont�nued. She f�xed
her gaze upon the pebbles. “There’s a very ugly yellow ch�na stand
�n front of me, called a dumb wa�ter, on wh�ch are three d�shes, one
for b�scu�ts, one for butter, and one for cheese. There’s a pot of
ferns. Then there’s Blanche the ma�d, who snuffles because of her
nose. We talk—oh yes, �t’s Aunt Lucy’s afternoon at Walworth, so
we’re rather qu�ck over luncheon. She goes off. She has a purple
bag, and a black notebook. Aunt Clara has what they call a G.F.S.
meet�ng �n the draw�ng-room on Wednesday, so I take the dogs out. I
go up R�chmond H�ll, along the terrace, �nto the park. It’s the 18th of
Apr�l—the same day as �t �s here. It’s spr�ng �n England. The ground
�s rather damp. However, I cross the road and get on to the grass
and we walk along, and I s�ng as I always do when I’m alone, unt�l
we come to the open place where you can see the whole of London



beneath you on a clear day. Hampstead Church sp�re there,
Westm�nster Cathedral over there, and factory ch�mneys about here.
There’s generally a haze over the low parts of London; but �t’s often
blue over the park when London’s �n a m�st. It’s the open place that
the balloons cross go�ng over to Hurl�ngham. They’re pale yellow.
Well, then, �t smells very good, part�cularly �f they happen to be
burn�ng wood �n the keeper’s lodge wh�ch �s there. I could tell you
now how to get from place to place, and exactly what trees you’d
pass, and where you’d cross the roads. You see, I played there
when I was small. Spr�ng �s good, but �t’s best �n the autumn when
the deer are bark�ng; then �t gets dusky, and I go back through the
streets, and you can’t see people properly; they come past very
qu�ck, you just see the�r faces and then they’re gone—that’s what I
l�ke—and no one knows �n the least what you’re do�ng—”

“But you have to be back for tea, I suppose?” Hewet checked her.
“Tea? Oh yes. F�ve o’clock. Then I say what I’ve done, and my

aunts say what they’ve done, and perhaps some one comes �n: Mrs.
Hunt, let’s suppose. She’s an old lady w�th a lame leg. She has or
she once had e�ght ch�ldren; so we ask after them. They’re all over
the world; so we ask where they are, and somet�mes they’re �ll, or
they’re stat�oned �n a cholera d�str�ct, or �n some place where �t only
ra�ns once �n f�ve months. Mrs. Hunt,” she sa�d w�th a sm�le, “had a
son who was hugged to death by a bear.”

Here she stopped and looked at Hewet to see whether he was
amused by the same th�ngs that amused her. She was reassured.
But she thought �t necessary to apolog�se aga�n; she had been
talk�ng too much.

“You can’t conce�ve how �t �nterests me,” he sa�d. Indeed, h�s
c�garette had gone out, and he had to l�ght another.

“Why does �t �nterest you?” she asked.
“Partly because you’re a woman,” he repl�ed. When he sa�d th�s,

Rachel, who had become obl�v�ous of anyth�ng, and had reverted to
a ch�ldl�ke state of �nterest and pleasure, lost her freedom and
became self-consc�ous. She felt herself at once s�ngular and under
observat�on, as she felt w�th St. John H�rst. She was about to launch
�nto an argument wh�ch would have made them both feel b�tterly



aga�nst each other, and to def�ne sensat�ons wh�ch had no such
�mportance as words were bound to g�ve them when Hewet led her
thoughts �n a d�fferent d�rect�on.

“I’ve often walked along the streets where people l�ve all �n a row,
and one house �s exactly l�ke another house, and wondered what on
earth the women were do�ng �ns�de,” he sa�d. “Just cons�der: �t’s the
beg�nn�ng of the twent�eth century, and unt�l a few years ago no
woman had ever come out by herself and sa�d th�ngs at all. There �t
was go�ng on �n the background, for all those thousands of years,
th�s cur�ous s�lent unrepresented l�fe. Of course we’re always wr�t�ng
about women—abus�ng them, or jeer�ng at them, or worsh�pp�ng
them; but �t’s never come from women themselves. I bel�eve we st�ll
don’t know �n the least how they l�ve, or what they feel, or what they
do prec�sely. If one’s a man, the only conf�dences one gets are from
young women about the�r love affa�rs. But the l�ves of women of forty,
of unmarr�ed women, of work�ng women, of women who keep shops
and br�ng up ch�ldren, of women l�ke your aunts or Mrs. Thornbury or
M�ss Allan—one knows noth�ng whatever about them. They won’t tell
you. E�ther they’re afra�d, or they’ve got a way of treat�ng men. It’s
the man’s v�ew that’s represented, you see. Th�nk of a ra�lway tra�n:
f�fteen carr�ages for men who want to smoke. Doesn’t �t make your
blood bo�l? If I were a woman I’d blow some one’s bra�ns out. Don’t
you laugh at us a great deal? Don’t you th�nk �t all a great humbug?
You, I mean—how does �t all str�ke you?”

H�s determ�nat�on to know, wh�le �t gave mean�ng to the�r talk,
hampered her; he seemed to press further and further, and made �t
appear so �mportant. She took some t�me to answer, and dur�ng that
t�me she went over and over the course of her twenty-four years,
l�ght�ng now on one po�nt, now on another—on her aunts, her
mother, her father, and at last her m�nd f�xed upon her aunts and her
father, and she tr�ed to descr�be them as at th�s d�stance they
appeared to her.

They were very much afra�d of her father. He was a great d�m
force �n the house, by means of wh�ch they held on to the great world
wh�ch �s represented every morn�ng �n the T�mes. But the real l�fe of
the house was someth�ng qu�te d�fferent from th�s. It went on



�ndependently of Mr. V�nrace, and tended to h�de �tself from h�m. He
was good-humoured towards them, but contemptuous. She had
always taken �t for granted that h�s po�nt of v�ew was just, and
founded upon an �deal scale of th�ngs where the l�fe of one person
was absolutely more �mportant than the l�fe of another, and that �n
that scale they were of much less �mportance than he was. But d�d
she really bel�eve that? Hewet’s words made her th�nk. She always
subm�tted to her father, just as they d�d, but �t was her aunts who
�nfluenced her really; her aunts who bu�lt up the f�ne, closely woven
substance of the�r l�fe at home. They were less splend�d but more
natural than her father was. All her rages had been aga�nst them; �t
was the�r world w�th �ts four meals, �ts punctual�ty, and servants on
the sta�rs at half-past ten, that she exam�ned so closely and wanted
so vehemently to smash to atoms. Follow�ng these thoughts she
looked up and sa�d:

“And there’s a sort of beauty �n �t—there they are at R�chmond at
th�s very moment bu�ld�ng th�ngs up. They’re all wrong, perhaps, but
there’s a sort of beauty �n �t,” she repeated. “It’s so unconsc�ous, so
modest. And yet they feel th�ngs. They do m�nd �f people d�e. Old
sp�nsters are always do�ng th�ngs. I don’t qu�te know what they do.
Only that was what I felt when I l�ved w�th them. It was very real.”

She rev�ewed the�r l�ttle journeys to and fro, to Walworth, to
charwomen w�th bad legs, to meet�ngs for th�s and that, the�r m�nute
acts of char�ty and unself�shness wh�ch flowered punctually from a
def�n�te v�ew of what they ought to do, the�r fr�endsh�ps, the�r tastes
and hab�ts; she saw all these th�ngs l�ke gra�ns of sand fall�ng, fall�ng
through �nnumerable days, mak�ng an atmosphere and bu�ld�ng up a
sol�d mass, a background. Hewet observed her as she cons�dered
th�s.

“Were you happy?” he demanded.
Aga�n she had become absorbed �n someth�ng else, and he called

her back to an unusually v�v�d consc�ousness of herself.
“I was both,” she repl�ed. “I was happy and I was m�serable.

You’ve no concept�on what �t’s l�ke—to be a young woman.” She
looked stra�ght at h�m. “There are terrors and agon�es,” she sa�d,
keep�ng her eye on h�m as �f to detect the sl�ghtest h�nt of laughter.



“I can bel�eve �t,” he sa�d. He returned her look w�th perfect
s�ncer�ty.

“Women one sees �n the streets,” she sa�d.
“Prost�tutes?”
“Men k�ss�ng one.”
He nodded h�s head.
“You were never told?”
She shook her head.
“And then,” she began and stopped. Here came �n the great space

of l�fe �nto wh�ch no one had ever penetrated. All that she had been
say�ng about her father and her aunts and walks �n R�chmond Park,
and what they d�d from hour to hour, was merely on the surface.
Hewet was watch�ng her. D�d he demand that she should descr�be
that also? Why d�d he s�t so near and keep h�s eye on her? Why d�d
they not have done w�th th�s search�ng and agony? Why d�d they not
k�ss each other s�mply? She w�shed to k�ss h�m. But all the t�me she
went on sp�nn�ng out words.

“A g�rl �s more lonely than a boy. No one cares �n the least what
she does. Noth�ng’s expected of her. Unless one’s very pretty people
don’t l�sten to what you say. . . . And that �s what I l�ke,” she added
energet�cally, as �f the memory were very happy. “I l�ke walk�ng �n
R�chmond Park and s�ng�ng to myself and know�ng �t doesn’t matter
a damn to anybody. I l�ke see�ng th�ngs go on—as we saw you that
n�ght when you d�dn’t see us—I love the freedom of �t—�t’s l�ke be�ng
the w�nd or the sea.” She turned w�th a cur�ous fl�ng of her hands and
looked at the sea. It was st�ll very blue, danc�ng away as far as the
eye could reach, but the l�ght on �t was yellower, and the clouds were
turn�ng flam�ngo red.

A feel�ng of �ntense depress�on crossed Hewet’s m�nd as she
spoke. It seemed pla�n that she would never care for one person
rather than another; she was ev�dently qu�te �nd�fferent to h�m; they
seemed to come very near, and then they were as far apart as ever
aga�n; and her gesture as she turned away had been oddly beaut�ful.

“Nonsense,” he sa�d abruptly. “You l�ke people. You l�ke
adm�rat�on. Your real grudge aga�nst H�rst �s that he doesn’t adm�re



you.”
She made no answer for some t�me. Then she sa�d:
“That’s probably true. Of course I l�ke people—I l�ke almost every

one I’ve ever met.”
She turned her back on the sea and regarded Hewet w�th fr�endly

�f cr�t�cal eyes. He was good-look�ng �n the sense that he had always
had a suff�c�ency of beef to eat and fresh a�r to breathe. H�s head
was b�g; the eyes were also large; though generally vague they
could be forc�ble; and the l�ps were sens�t�ve. One m�ght account h�m
a man of cons�derable pass�on and f�tful energy, l�kely to be at the
mercy of moods wh�ch had l�ttle relat�on to facts; at once tolerant and
fast�d�ous. The breadth of h�s forehead showed capac�ty for thought.
The �nterest w�th wh�ch Rachel looked at h�m was heard �n her vo�ce.

“What novels do you wr�te?” she asked.
“I want to wr�te a novel about S�lence,” he sa�d; “the th�ngs people

don’t say. But the d�ff�culty �s �mmense.” He s�ghed. “However, you
don’t care,” he cont�nued. He looked at her almost severely. “Nobody
cares. All you read a novel for �s to see what sort of person the wr�ter
�s, and, �f you know h�m, wh�ch of h�s fr�ends he’s put �n. As for the
novel �tself, the whole concept�on, the way one’s seen the th�ng, felt
about �t, make �t stand �n relat�on to other th�ngs, not one �n a m�ll�on
cares for that. And yet I somet�mes wonder whether there’s anyth�ng
else �n the whole world worth do�ng. These other people,” he
�nd�cated the hotel, “are always want�ng someth�ng they can’t get.
But there’s an extraord�nary sat�sfact�on �n wr�t�ng, even �n the
attempt to wr�te. What you sa�d just now �s true: one doesn’t want to
be th�ngs; one wants merely to be allowed to see them.”

Some of the sat�sfact�on of wh�ch he spoke came �nto h�s face as
he gazed out to sea.

It was Rachel’s turn now to feel depressed. As he talked of wr�t�ng
he had become suddenly �mpersonal. He m�ght never care for any
one; all that des�re to know her and get at her, wh�ch she had felt
press�ng on her almost pa�nfully, had completely van�shed.

“Are you a good wr�ter?” she asked.



“Yes,” he sa�d. “I’m not f�rst-rate, of course; I’m good second-rate;
about as good as Thackeray, I should say.”

Rachel was amazed. For one th�ng �t amazed her to hear
Thackeray called second-rate; and then she could not w�den her
po�nt of v�ew to bel�eve that there could be great wr�ters �n ex�stence
at the present day, or �f there were, that any one she knew could be
a great wr�ter, and h�s self-conf�dence astounded her, and he
became more and more remote.

“My other novel,” Hewet cont�nued, “�s about a young man who �s
obsessed by an �dea—the �dea of be�ng a gentleman. He manages
to ex�st at Cambr�dge on a hundred pounds a year. He has a coat; �t
was once a very good coat. But the trousers—they’re not so good.
Well, he goes up to London, gets �nto good soc�ety, ow�ng to an
early-morn�ng adventure on the banks of the Serpent�ne. He �s led
�nto tell�ng l�es—my �dea, you see, �s to show the gradual corrupt�on
of the soul—calls h�mself the son of some great landed propr�etor �n
Devonsh�re. Meanwh�le the coat becomes older and older, and he
hardly dares to wear the trousers. Can’t you �mag�ne the wretched
man, after some splend�d even�ng of debauchery, contemplat�ng
these garments—hang�ng them over the end of the bed, arrang�ng
them now �n full l�ght, now �n shade, and wonder�ng whether they w�ll
surv�ve h�m, or he w�ll surv�ve them? Thoughts of su�c�de cross h�s
m�nd. He has a fr�end, too, a man who somehow subs�sts upon
sell�ng small b�rds, for wh�ch he sets traps �n the f�elds near
Uxbr�dge. They’re scholars, both of them. I know one or two
wretched starv�ng creatures l�ke that who quote Ar�stotle at you over
a fr�ed herr�ng and a p�nt of porter. Fash�onable l�fe, too, I have to
represent at some length, �n order to show my hero under all
c�rcumstances. Lady Theo B�ngham B�ngley, whose bay mare he
had the good fortune to stop, �s the daughter of a very f�ne old Tory
peer. I’m go�ng to descr�be the k�nd of part�es I once went to—the
fash�onable �ntellectuals, you know, who l�ke to have the latest book
on the�r tables. They g�ve part�es, r�ver part�es, part�es where you
play games. There’s no d�ff�culty �n conce�v�ng �nc�dents; the d�ff�culty
�s to put them �nto shape—not to get run away w�th, as Lady Theo
was. It ended d�sastrously for her, poor woman, for the book, as I
planned �t, was go�ng to end �n profound and sord�d respectab�l�ty.



D�sowned by her father, she marr�es my hero, and they l�ve �n a snug
l�ttle v�lla outs�de Croydon, �n wh�ch town he �s set up as a house
agent. He never succeeds �n becom�ng a real gentleman after all.
That’s the �nterest�ng part of �t. Does �t seem to you the k�nd of book
you’d l�ke to read?” he enqu�red; “or perhaps you’d l�ke my Stuart
tragedy better,” he cont�nued, w�thout wa�t�ng for her to answer h�m.
“My �dea �s that there’s a certa�n qual�ty of beauty �n the past, wh�ch
the ord�nary h�stor�cal novel�st completely ru�ns by h�s absurd
convent�ons. The moon becomes the Regent of the Sk�es. People
clap spurs to the�r horses, and so on. I’m go�ng to treat people as
though they were exactly the same as we are. The advantage �s that,
detached from modern cond�t�ons, one can make them more �ntense
and more abstract than people who l�ve as we do.”

Rachel had l�stened to all th�s w�th attent�on, but w�th a certa�n
amount of bew�lderment. They both sat th�nk�ng the�r own thoughts.

“I’m not l�ke H�rst,” sa�d Hewet, after a pause; he spoke
med�tat�vely; “I don’t see c�rcles of chalk between people’s feet. I
somet�mes w�sh I d�d. It seems to me so tremendously compl�cated
and confused. One can’t come to any dec�s�on at all; one’s less and
less capable of mak�ng judgments. D’you f�nd that? And then one
never knows what any one feels. We’re all �n the dark. We try to f�nd
out, but can you �mag�ne anyth�ng more lud�crous than one person’s
op�n�on of another person? One goes along th�nk�ng one knows; but
one really doesn’t know.”

As he sa�d th�s he was lean�ng on h�s elbow arrang�ng and
rearrang�ng �n the grass the stones wh�ch had represented Rachel
and her aunts at luncheon. He was speak�ng as much to h�mself as
to Rachel. He was reason�ng aga�nst the des�re, wh�ch had returned
w�th �ntens�ty, to take her �n h�s arms; to have done w�th �nd�rectness;
to expla�n exactly what he felt. What he sa�d was aga�nst h�s bel�ef;
all the th�ngs that were �mportant about her he knew; he felt them �n
the a�r around them; but he sa�d noth�ng; he went on arrang�ng the
stones.

“I l�ke you; d’you l�ke me?” Rachel suddenly observed.
“I l�ke you �mmensely,” Hewet repl�ed, speak�ng w�th the rel�ef of a

person who �s unexpectedly g�ven an opportun�ty of say�ng what he



wants to say. He stopped mov�ng the pebbles.
“M�ghtn’t we call each other Rachel and Terence?” he asked.
“Terence,” Rachel repeated. “Terence—that’s l�ke the cry of an

owl.”
She looked up w�th a sudden rush of del�ght, and �n look�ng at

Terence w�th eyes w�dened by pleasure she was struck by the
change that had come over the sky beh�nd them. The substant�al
blue day had faded to a paler and more ethereal blue; the clouds
were p�nk, far away and closely packed together; and the peace of
even�ng had replaced the heat of the southern afternoon, �n wh�ch
they had started on the�r walk.

“It must be late!” she excla�med.
It was nearly e�ght o’clock.
“But e�ght o’clock doesn’t count here, does �t?” Terence asked, as

they got up and turned �nland aga�n. They began to walk rather
qu�ckly down the h�ll on a l�ttle path between the ol�ve trees.

They felt more �nt�mate because they shared the knowledge of
what e�ght o’clock �n R�chmond meant. Terence walked �n front, for
there was not room for them s�de by s�de.

“What I want to do �n wr�t�ng novels �s very much what you want to
do when you play the p�ano, I expect,” he began, turn�ng and
speak�ng over h�s shoulder. “We want to f�nd out what’s beh�nd
th�ngs, don’t we?—Look at the l�ghts down there,” he cont�nued,
“scattered about anyhow. Th�ngs I feel come to me l�ke l�ghts. . . . I
want to comb�ne them. . . . Have you ever seen f�reworks that make
f�gures? . . . I want to make f�gures. . . . Is that what you want to do?”

Now they were out on the road and could walk s�de by s�de.
“When I play the p�ano? Mus�c �s d�fferent. . . . But I see what you

mean.” They tr�ed to �nvent theor�es and to make the�r theor�es
agree. As Hewet had no knowledge of mus�c, Rachel took h�s st�ck
and drew f�gures �n the th�n wh�te dust to expla�n how Bach wrote h�s
fugues.

“My mus�cal g�ft was ru�ned,” he expla�ned, as they walked on after
one of these demonstrat�ons, “by the v�llage organ�st at home, who
had �nvented a system of notat�on wh�ch he tr�ed to teach me, w�th



the result that I never got to the tune-play�ng at all. My mother
thought mus�c wasn’t manly for boys; she wanted me to k�ll rats and
b�rds—that’s the worst of l�v�ng �n the country. We l�ve �n Devonsh�re.
It’s the lovel�est place �n the world. Only—�t’s always d�ff�cult at home
when one’s grown up. I’d l�ke you to know one of my s�sters. . . . Oh,
here’s your gate—” He pushed �t open. They paused for a moment.
She could not ask h�m to come �n. She could not say that she hoped
they would meet aga�n; there was noth�ng to be sa�d, and so w�thout
a word she went through the gate, and was soon �nv�s�ble. D�rectly
Hewet lost s�ght of her, he felt the old d�scomfort return, even more
strongly than before. The�r talk had been �nterrupted �n the m�ddle,
just as he was beg�nn�ng to say the th�ngs he wanted to say. After all,
what had they been able to say? He ran h�s m�nd over the th�ngs
they had sa�d, the random, unnecessary th�ngs wh�ch had edd�ed
round and round and used up all the t�me, and drawn them so close
together and flung them so far apart, and left h�m �n the end
unsat�sf�ed, �gnorant st�ll of what she felt and of what she was l�ke.
What was the use of talk�ng, talk�ng, merely talk�ng?



CHAPTER XVII

It was now the he�ght of the season, and every sh�p that came
from England left a few people on the shores of Santa Mar�na who
drove up to the hotel. The fact that the Ambroses had a house where
one could escape momentar�ly from the sl�ghtly �nhuman atmosphere
of an hotel was a source of genu�ne pleasure not only to H�rst and
Hewet, but to the Ell�ots, the Thornburys, the Flush�ngs, M�ss Allan,
Evelyn M., together w�th other people whose �dent�ty was so l�ttle
developed that the Ambroses d�d not d�scover that they possessed
names. By degrees there was establ�shed a k�nd of correspondence
between the two houses, the b�g and the small, so that at most hours
of the day one house could guess what was go�ng on �n the other,
and the words “the v�lla” and “the hotel” called up the �dea of two
separate systems of l�fe. Acqua�ntances showed s�gns of develop�ng
�nto fr�ends, for that one t�e to Mrs. Parry’s draw�ng-room had
�nev�tably spl�t �nto many other t�es attached to d�fferent parts of
England, and somet�mes these all�ances seemed cyn�cally frag�le,
and somet�mes pa�nfully acute, lack�ng as they d�d the support�ng
background of organ�sed Engl�sh l�fe. One n�ght when the moon was
round between the trees, Evelyn M. told Helen the story of her l�fe,
and cla�med her everlast�ng fr�endsh�p; on another occas�on, merely
because of a s�gh, or a pause, or a word thoughtlessly dropped, poor
Mrs. Ell�ot left the v�lla half �n tears, vow�ng never aga�n to meet the
cold and scornful woman who had �nsulted her, and �n truth, meet
aga�n they never d�d. It d�d not seem worth wh�le to p�ece together so
sl�ght a fr�endsh�p.

Hewet, �ndeed, m�ght have found excellent mater�al at th�s t�me up
at the v�lla for some chapters �n the novel wh�ch was to be called
“S�lence, or the Th�ngs People don’t say.” Helen and Rachel had



become very s�lent. Hav�ng detected, as she thought, a secret, and
judg�ng that Rachel meant to keep �t from her, Mrs. Ambrose
respected �t carefully, but from that cause, though un�ntent�onally, a
cur�ous atmosphere of reserve grew up between them. Instead of
shar�ng the�r v�ews upon all subjects, and plung�ng after an �dea
wherever �t m�ght lead, they spoke ch�efly �n comment upon the
people they saw, and the secret between them made �tself felt �n
what they sa�d even of Thornburys and Ell�ots. Always calm and
unemot�onal �n her judgments, Mrs. Ambrose was now �ncl�ned to be
def�n�tely pess�m�st�c. She was not severe upon �nd�v�duals so much
as �ncredulous of the k�ndness of dest�ny, fate, what happens �n the
long run, and apt to �ns�st that th�s was generally adverse to people
�n proport�on as they deserved well. Even th�s theory she was ready
to d�scard �n favour of one wh�ch made chaos tr�umphant, th�ngs
happen�ng for no reason at all, and every one grop�ng about �n
�llus�on and �gnorance. W�th a certa�n pleasure she developed these
v�ews to her n�ece, tak�ng a letter from home as her test: wh�ch gave
good news, but m�ght just as well have g�ven bad. How d�d she know
that at th�s very moment both her ch�ldren were not ly�ng dead,
crushed by motor omn�buses? “It’s happen�ng to somebody: why
shouldn’t �t happen to me?” she would argue, her face tak�ng on the
sto�cal express�on of ant�c�pated sorrow. However s�ncere these
v�ews may have been, they were undoubtedly called forth by the
�rrat�onal state of her n�ece’s m�nd. It was so fluctuat�ng, and went so
qu�ckly from joy to despa�r, that �t seemed necessary to confront �t
w�th some stable op�n�on wh�ch naturally became dark as well as
stable. Perhaps Mrs. Ambrose had some �dea that �n lead�ng the talk
�nto these quarters she m�ght d�scover what was �n Rachel’s m�nd,
but �t was d�ff�cult to judge, for somet�mes she would agree w�th the
gloom�est th�ng that was sa�d, at other t�mes she refused to l�sten,
and rammed Helen’s theor�es down her throat w�th laughter, chatter,
r�d�cule of the w�ldest, and f�erce bursts of anger even at what she
called the “croak�ng of a raven �n the mud.”

“It’s hard enough w�thout that,” she asserted.
“What’s hard?” Helen demanded.
“L�fe,” she repl�ed, and then they both became s�lent.



Helen m�ght draw her own conclus�ons as to why l�fe was hard, as
to why an hour later, perhaps, l�fe was someth�ng so wonderful and
v�v�d that the eyes of Rachel behold�ng �t were pos�t�vely exh�larat�ng
to a spectator. True to her creed, she d�d not attempt to �nterfere,
although there were enough of those weak moments of depress�on
to make �t perfectly easy for a less scrupulous person to press
through and know all, and perhaps Rachel was sorry that she d�d not
choose. All these moods ran themselves �nto one general effect,
wh�ch Helen compared to the sl�d�ng of a r�ver, qu�ck, qu�cker,
qu�cker st�ll, as �t races to a waterfall. Her �nst�nct was to cry out
Stop! but even had there been any use �n cry�ng Stop! she would
have refra�ned, th�nk�ng �t best that th�ngs should take the�r way, the
water rac�ng because the earth was shaped to make �t race.

It seemed that Rachel herself had no susp�c�on that she was
watched, or that there was anyth�ng �n her manner l�kely to draw
attent�on to her. What had happened to her she d�d not know. Her
m�nd was very much �n the cond�t�on of the rac�ng water to wh�ch
Helen compared �t. She wanted to see Terence; she was perpetually
w�sh�ng to see h�m when he was not there; �t was an agony to m�ss
see�ng h�m; agon�es were strewn all about her day on account of
h�m, but she never asked herself what th�s force dr�v�ng through her
l�fe arose from. She thought of no result any more than a tree
perpetually pressed downwards by the w�nd cons�ders the result of
be�ng pressed downwards by the w�nd.

Dur�ng the two or three weeks wh�ch had passed s�nce the�r walk,
half a dozen notes from h�m had accumulated �n her drawer. She
would read them, and spend the whole morn�ng �n a daze of
happ�ness; the sunny land outs�de the w�ndow be�ng no less capable
of analys�ng �ts own colour and heat than she was of analys�ng hers.
In these moods she found �t �mposs�ble to read or play the p�ano,
even to move be�ng beyond her �ncl�nat�on. The t�me passed w�thout
her not�c�ng �t. When �t was dark she was drawn to the w�ndow by the
l�ghts of the hotel. A l�ght that went �n and out was the l�ght �n
Terence’s w�ndow: there he sat, read�ng perhaps, or now he was
walk�ng up and down pull�ng out one book after another; and now he
was seated �n h�s cha�r aga�n, and she tr�ed to �mag�ne what he was
th�nk�ng about. The steady l�ghts marked the rooms where Terence



sat w�th people mov�ng round h�m. Every one who stayed �n the hotel
had a pecul�ar romance and �nterest about them. They were not
ord�nary people. She would attr�bute w�sdom to Mrs. Ell�ot, beauty to
Susan Warr�ngton, a splend�d v�tal�ty to Evelyn M., because Terence
spoke to them. As unreflect�ng and pervas�ve were the moods of
depress�on. Her m�nd was as the landscape outs�de when dark
beneath clouds and stra�tly lashed by w�nd and ha�l. Aga�n she would
s�t pass�ve �n her cha�r exposed to pa�n, and Helen’s fantast�cal or
gloomy words were l�ke so many darts goad�ng her to cry out aga�nst
the hardness of l�fe. Best of all were the moods when for no reason
aga�n th�s stress of feel�ng slackened, and l�fe went on as usual, only
w�th a joy and colour �n �ts events that was unknown before; they had
a s�gn�f�cance l�ke that wh�ch she had seen �n the tree: the n�ghts
were black bars separat�ng her from the days; she would have l�ked
to run all the days �nto one long cont�nu�ty of sensat�on. Although
these moods were d�rectly or �nd�rectly caused by the presence of
Terence or the thought of h�m, she never sa�d to herself that she was
�n love w�th h�m, or cons�dered what was to happen �f she cont�nued
to feel such th�ngs, so that Helen’s �mage of the r�ver sl�d�ng on to the
waterfall had a great l�keness to the facts, and the alarm wh�ch Helen
somet�mes felt was just�f�ed.

In her cur�ous cond�t�on of unanalysed sensat�ons she was
�ncapable of mak�ng a plan wh�ch should have any effect upon her
state of m�nd. She abandoned herself to the mercy of acc�dents,
m�ss�ng Terence one day, meet�ng h�m the next, rece�v�ng h�s letters
always w�th a start of surpr�se. Any woman exper�enced �n the
progress of courtsh�p would have come by certa�n op�n�ons from all
th�s wh�ch would have g�ven her at least a theory to go upon; but no
one had ever been �n love w�th Rachel, and she had never been �n
love w�th any one. Moreover, none of the books she read, from
Wuther�ng He�ghts to Man and Superman, and the plays of Ibsen,
suggested from the�r analys�s of love that what the�r hero�nes felt
was what she was feel�ng now. It seemed to her that her sensat�ons
had no name.

She met Terence frequently. When they d�d not meet, he was apt
to send a note w�th a book or about a book, for he had not been able
after all to neglect that approach to �nt�macy. But somet�mes he d�d



not come or d�d not wr�te for several days at a t�me. Aga�n when they
met the�r meet�ng m�ght be one of �nsp�r�t�ng joy or of harass�ng
despa�r. Over all the�r part�ngs hung the sense of �nterrupt�on, leav�ng
them both unsat�sf�ed, though �gnorant that the other shared the
feel�ng.

If Rachel was �gnorant of her own feel�ngs, she was even more
completely �gnorant of h�s. At f�rst he moved as a god; as she came
to know h�m better he was st�ll the centre of l�ght, but comb�ned w�th
th�s beauty a wonderful power of mak�ng her dar�ng and conf�dent of
herself. She was consc�ous of emot�ons and powers wh�ch she had
never suspected �n herself, and of a depth �n the world h�therto
unknown. When she thought of the�r relat�onsh�p she saw rather than
reasoned, represent�ng her v�ew of what Terence felt by a p�cture of
h�m drawn across the room to stand by her s�de. Th�s passage
across the room amounted to a phys�cal sensat�on, but what �t meant
she d�d not know.

Thus the t�me went on, wear�ng a calm, br�ght look upon �ts
surface. Letters came from England, letters came from W�lloughby,
and the days accumulated the�r small events wh�ch shaped the year.
Superf�c�ally, three odes of P�ndar were mended, Helen covered
about f�ve �nches of her embro�dery, and St. John completed the f�rst
two acts of a play. He and Rachel be�ng now very good fr�ends, he
read them aloud to her, and she was so genu�nely �mpressed by the
sk�ll of h�s rhythms and the var�ety of h�s adject�ves, as well as by the
fact that he was Terence’s fr�end, that he began to wonder whether
he was not �ntended for l�terature rather than for law. It was a t�me of
profound thought and sudden revelat�ons for more than one couple,
and several s�ngle people.

A Sunday came, wh�ch no one �n the v�lla w�th the except�on of
Rachel and the Span�sh ma�d proposed to recogn�se. Rachel st�ll
went to church, because she had never, accord�ng to Helen, taken
the trouble to th�nk about �t. S�nce they had celebrated the serv�ce at
the hotel she went there expect�ng to get some pleasure from her
passage across the garden and through the hall of the hotel,
although �t was very doubtful whether she would see Terence, or at
any rate have the chance of speak�ng to h�m.



As the greater number of v�s�tors at the hotel were Engl�sh, there
was almost as much d�fference between Sunday and Wednesday as
there �s �n England, and Sunday appeared here as there, the mute
black ghost or pen�tent sp�r�t of the busy weekday. The Engl�sh could
not pale the sunsh�ne, but they could �n some m�raculous way slow
down the hours, dull the �nc�dents, lengthen the meals, and make
even the servants and page-boys wear a look of boredom and
propr�ety. The best clothes wh�ch every one put on helped the
general effect; �t seemed that no lady could s�t down w�thout bend�ng
a clean starched pett�coat, and no gentleman could breathe w�thout
a sudden crackle from a st�ff sh�rt-front. As the hands of the clock
neared eleven, on th�s part�cular Sunday, var�ous people tended to
draw together �n the hall, clasp�ng l�ttle red-leaved books �n the�r
hands. The clock marked a few m�nutes to the hour when a stout
black f�gure passed through the hall w�th a preoccup�ed express�on,
as though he would rather not recogn�se salutat�ons, although aware
of them, and d�sappeared down the corr�dor wh�ch led from �t.

“Mr. Bax,” Mrs. Thornbury wh�spered.
The l�ttle group of people then began to move off �n the same

d�rect�on as the stout black f�gure. Looked at �n an odd way by
people who made no effort to jo�n them, they moved w�th one
except�on slowly and consc�ously towards the sta�rs. Mrs. Flush�ng
was the except�on. She came runn�ng downsta�rs, strode across the
hall, jo�ned the process�on much out of breath, demand�ng of Mrs.
Thornbury �n an ag�tated wh�sper, “Where, where?”

“We are all go�ng,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury gently, and soon they were
descend�ng the sta�rs two by two. Rachel was among the f�rst to
descend. She d�d not see that Terence and H�rst came �n at the rear
possessed of no black volume, but of one th�n book bound �n l�ght-
blue cloth, wh�ch St. John carr�ed under h�s arm.

The chapel was the old chapel of the monks. It was a profound
cool place where they had sa�d Mass for hundreds of years, and
done penance �n the cold moonl�ght, and worsh�pped old brown
p�ctures and carved sa�nts wh�ch stood w�th upra�sed hands of
bless�ng �n the hollows �n the walls. The trans�t�on from Cathol�c to
Protestant worsh�p had been br�dged by a t�me of d�suse, when there



were no serv�ces, and the place was used for stor�ng jars of o�l,
l�queur, and deck-cha�rs; the hotel flour�sh�ng, some rel�g�ous body
had taken the place �n hand, and �t was now f�tted out w�th a number
of glazed yellow benches, claret-coloured footstools; �t had a small
pulp�t, and a brass eagle carry�ng the B�ble on �ts back, wh�le the
p�ety of d�fferent women had suppl�ed ugly squares of carpet, and
long str�ps of embro�dery heav�ly wrought w�th monograms �n gold.

As the congregat�on entered they were met by m�ld sweet chords
�ssu�ng from a harmon�um, where M�ss W�llett, concealed from v�ew
by a ba�ze curta�n, struck emphat�c chords w�th uncerta�n f�ngers.
The sound spread through the chapel as the r�ngs of water spread
from a fallen stone. The twenty or twenty-f�ve people who composed
the congregat�on f�rst bowed the�r heads and then sat up and looked
about them. It was very qu�et, and the l�ght down here seemed paler
than the l�ght above. The usual bows and sm�les were d�spensed
w�th, but they recogn�sed each other. The Lord’s Prayer was read
over them. As the ch�ldl�ke battle of vo�ces rose, the congregat�on,
many of whom had only met on the sta�rcase, felt themselves
pathet�cally un�ted and well-d�sposed towards each other. As �f the
prayer were a torch appl�ed to fuel, a smoke seemed to r�se
automat�cally and f�ll the place w�th the ghosts of �nnumerable
serv�ces on �nnumerable Sunday morn�ngs at home. Susan
Warr�ngton �n part�cular was consc�ous of the sweetest sense of
s�sterhood, as she covered her face w�th her hands and saw sl�ps of
bent backs through the ch�nks between her f�ngers. Her emot�ons
rose calmly and evenly, approv�ng of herself and of l�fe at the same
t�me. It was all so qu�et and so good. But hav�ng created th�s
peaceful atmosphere Mr. Bax suddenly turned the page and read a
psalm. Though he read �t w�th no change of vo�ce the mood was
broken.

“Be merc�ful unto me, O God,” he read, “for man goeth about to
devour me: he �s da�ly f�ght�ng and troubl�ng me. . . . They da�ly
m�stake my words: all that they �mag�ne �s to do me ev�l. They hold
all together and keep themselves close. . . . Break the�r teeth, O
God, �n the�r mouths; sm�te the jaw-bones of the l�ons, O Lord: let
them fall away l�ke water that runneth apace; and when they shoot
the�r arrows let them be rooted out.”



Noth�ng �n Susan’s exper�ence at all corresponded w�th th�s, and
as she had no love of language she had long ceased to attend to
such remarks, although she followed them w�th the same k�nd of
mechan�cal respect w�th wh�ch she heard many of Lear’s speeches
read aloud. Her m�nd was st�ll serene and really occup�ed w�th pra�se
of her own nature and pra�se of God, that �s of the solemn and
sat�sfactory order of the world.

But �t could be seen from a glance at the�r faces that most of the
others, the men �n part�cular, felt the �nconven�ence of the sudden
�ntrus�on of th�s old savage. They looked more secular and cr�t�cal as
they l�stened to the rav�ngs of the old black man w�th a cloth round
h�s lo�ns curs�ng w�th vehement gesture by a camp-f�re �n the desert.
After that there was a general sound of pages be�ng turned as �f they
were �n class, and then they read a l�ttle b�t of the Old Testament
about mak�ng a well, very much as school boys translate an easy
passage from the Anabas�s when they have shut up the�r French
grammar. Then they returned to the New Testament and the sad and
beaut�ful f�gure of Chr�st. Wh�le Chr�st spoke they made another
effort to f�t h�s �nterpretat�on of l�fe upon the l�ves they l�ved, but as
they were all very d�fferent, some pract�cal, some amb�t�ous, some
stup�d, some w�ld and exper�mental, some �n love, and others long
past any feel�ng except a feel�ng of comfort, they d�d very d�fferent
th�ngs w�th the words of Chr�st.

From the�r faces �t seemed that for the most part they made no
effort at all, and, recumbent as �t were, accepted the �deas the words
gave as represent�ng goodness, �n the same way, no doubt, as one
of those �ndustr�ous needlewomen had accepted the br�ght ugly
pattern on her mat as beauty.

Whatever the reason m�ght be, for the f�rst t�me �n her l�fe, �nstead
of sl�pp�ng at once �nto some cur�ous pleasant cloud of emot�on, too
fam�l�ar to be cons�dered, Rachel l�stened cr�t�cally to what was be�ng
sa�d. By the t�me they had swung �n an �rregular way from prayer to
psalm, from psalm to h�story, from h�story to poetry, and Mr. Bax was
g�v�ng out h�s text, she was �n a state of acute d�scomfort. Such was
the d�scomfort she felt when forced to s�t through an unsat�sfactory
p�ece of mus�c badly played. Tantal�sed, enraged by the clumsy



�nsens�t�veness of the conductor, who put the stress on the wrong
places, and annoyed by the vast flock of the aud�ence tamely
pra�s�ng and acqu�esc�ng w�thout know�ng or car�ng, so she was now
tantal�sed and enraged, only here, w�th eyes half-shut and l�ps
pursed together, the atmosphere of forced solemn�ty �ncreased her
anger. All round her were people pretend�ng to feel what they d�d not
feel, wh�le somewhere above her floated the �dea wh�ch they could
none of them grasp, wh�ch they pretended to grasp, always escap�ng
out of reach, a beaut�ful �dea, an �dea l�ke a butterfly. One after
another, vast and hard and cold, appeared to her the churches all
over the world where th�s blunder�ng effort and m�sunderstand�ng
were perpetually go�ng on, great bu�ld�ngs, f�lled w�th �nnumerable
men and women, not see�ng clearly, who f�nally gave up the effort to
see, and relapsed tamely �nto pra�se and acqu�escence, half-shutt�ng
the�r eyes and purs�ng up the�r l�ps. The thought had the same sort of
phys�cal d�scomfort as �s caused by a f�lm of m�st always com�ng
between the eyes and the pr�nted page. She d�d her best to brush
away the f�lm and to conce�ve someth�ng to be worsh�pped as the
serv�ce went on, but fa�led, always m�sled by the vo�ce of Mr. Bax
say�ng th�ngs wh�ch m�srepresented the �dea, and by the patter of
baa�ng �nexpress�ve human vo�ces fall�ng round her l�ke damp
leaves. The effort was t�r�ng and d�sp�r�t�ng. She ceased to l�sten, and
f�xed her eyes on the face of a woman near her, a hosp�tal nurse,
whose express�on of devout attent�on seemed to prove that she was
at any rate rece�v�ng sat�sfact�on. But look�ng at her carefully she
came to the conclus�on that the hosp�tal nurse was only slav�shly
acqu�escent, and that the look of sat�sfact�on was produced by no
splend�d concept�on of God w�th�n her. How, �ndeed, could she
conce�ve anyth�ng far outs�de her own exper�ence, a woman w�th a
commonplace face l�ke hers, a l�ttle round red face, upon wh�ch tr�v�al
dut�es and tr�v�al sp�tes had drawn l�nes, whose weak blue eyes saw
w�thout �ntens�ty or �nd�v�dual�ty, whose features were blurred,
�nsens�t�ve, and callous? She was ador�ng someth�ng shallow and
smug, cl�ng�ng to �t, so the obst�nate mouth w�tnessed, w�th the
ass�du�ty of a l�mpet; noth�ng would tear her from her demure bel�ef
�n her own v�rtue and the v�rtues of her rel�g�on. She was a l�mpet,
w�th the sens�t�ve s�de of her stuck to a rock, for ever dead to the



rush of fresh and beaut�ful th�ngs past her. The face of th�s s�ngle
worsh�pper became pr�nted on Rachel’s m�nd w�th an �mpress�on of
keen horror, and she had �t suddenly revealed to her what Helen
meant and St. John meant when they procla�med the�r hatred of
Chr�st�an�ty. W�th the v�olence that now marked her feel�ngs, she
rejected all that she had �mpl�c�tly bel�eved.

Meanwh�le Mr. Bax was half-way through the second lesson. She
looked at h�m. He was a man of the world w�th supple l�ps and an
agreeable manner, he was �ndeed a man of much k�ndl�ness and
s�mpl�c�ty, though by no means clever, but she was not �n the mood
to g�ve any one cred�t for such qual�t�es, and exam�ned h�m as
though he were an ep�tome of all the v�ces of h�s serv�ce.

R�ght at the back of the chapel Mrs. Flush�ng, H�rst, and Hewet sat
�n a row �n a very d�fferent frame of m�nd. Hewet was star�ng at the
roof w�th h�s legs stuck out �n front of h�m, for as he had never tr�ed
to make the serv�ce f�t any feel�ng or �dea of h�s, he was able to enjoy
the beauty of the language w�thout h�ndrance. H�s m�nd was
occup�ed f�rst w�th acc�dental th�ngs, such as the women’s ha�r �n
front of h�m, the l�ght on the faces, then w�th the words wh�ch
seemed to h�m magn�f�cent, and then more vaguely w�th the
characters of the other worsh�ppers. But when he suddenly
perce�ved Rachel, all these thoughts were dr�ven out of h�s head,
and he thought only of her. The psalms, the prayers, the L�tany, and
the sermon were all reduced to one chant�ng sound wh�ch paused,
and then renewed �tself, a l�ttle h�gher or a l�ttle lower. He stared
alternately at Rachel and at the ce�l�ng, but h�s express�on was now
produced not by what he saw but by someth�ng �n h�s m�nd. He was
almost as pa�nfully d�sturbed by h�s thoughts as she was by hers.

Early �n the serv�ce Mrs. Flush�ng had d�scovered that she had
taken up a B�ble �nstead of a prayer-book, and, as she was s�tt�ng
next to H�rst, she stole a glance over h�s shoulder. He was read�ng
stead�ly �n the th�n pale-blue volume. Unable to understand, she
peered closer, upon wh�ch H�rst pol�tely la�d the book before her,
po�nt�ng to the f�rst l�ne of a Greek poem and then to the translat�on
oppos�te.

“What’s that?” she wh�spered �nqu�s�t�vely.



“Sappho,” he repl�ed. “The one Sw�nburne d�d—the best th�ng
that’s ever been wr�tten.”

Mrs. Flush�ng could not res�st such an opportun�ty. She gulped
down the Ode to Aphrod�te dur�ng the L�tany, keep�ng herself w�th
d�ff�culty from ask�ng when Sappho l�ved, and what else she wrote
worth read�ng, and contr�v�ng to come �n punctually at the end w�th
“the forg�veness of s�ns, the Resurrect�on of the body, and the l�fe
everlast�n’. Amen.”

Meanwh�le H�rst took out an envelope and began scr�bbl�ng on the
back of �t. When Mr. Bax mounted the pulp�t he shut up Sappho w�th
h�s envelope between the pages, settled h�s spectacles, and f�xed
h�s gaze �ntently upon the clergyman. Stand�ng �n the pulp�t he
looked very large and fat; the l�ght com�ng through the green�sh
unsta�ned w�ndow-glass made h�s face appear smooth and wh�te l�ke
a very large egg.

He looked round at all the faces look�ng m�ldly up at h�m, although
some of them were the faces of men and women old enough to be
h�s grandparents, and gave out h�s text w�th we�ghty s�gn�f�cance.
The argument of the sermon was that v�s�tors to th�s beaut�ful land,
although they were on a hol�day, owed a duty to the nat�ves. It d�d
not, �n truth, d�ffer very much from a lead�ng art�cle upon top�cs of
general �nterest �n the weekly newspapers. It rambled w�th a k�nd of
am�able verbos�ty from one head�ng to another, suggest�ng that all
human be�ngs are very much the same under the�r sk�ns, �llustrat�ng
th�s by the resemblance of the games wh�ch l�ttle Span�sh boys play
to the games l�ttle boys �n London streets play, observ�ng that very
small th�ngs do �nfluence people, part�cularly nat�ves; �n fact, a very
dear fr�end of Mr. Bax’s had told h�m that the success of our rule �n
Ind�a, that vast country, largely depended upon the str�ct code of
pol�teness wh�ch the Engl�sh adopted towards the nat�ves, wh�ch led
to the remark that small th�ngs were not necessar�ly small, and that
somehow to the v�rtue of sympathy, wh�ch was a v�rtue never more
needed than to-day, when we l�ved �n a t�me of exper�ment and
upheaval—w�tness the aeroplane and w�reless telegraph, and there
were other problems wh�ch hardly presented themselves to our
fathers, but wh�ch no man who called h�mself a man could leave



unsettled. Here Mr. Bax became more def�n�tely cler�cal, �f �t were
poss�ble, he seemed to speak w�th a certa�n �nnocent craft�ness, as
he po�nted out that all th�s la�d a spec�al duty upon earnest
Chr�st�ans. What men were �ncl�ned to say now was, “Oh, that fellow
—he’s a parson.” What we want them to say �s, “He’s a good
fellow”—�n other words, “He �s my brother.” He exhorted them to
keep �n touch w�th men of the modern type; they must sympath�se
w�th the�r mult�far�ous �nterests �n order to keep before the�r eyes that
whatever d�scover�es were made there was one d�scovery wh�ch
could not be superseded, wh�ch was �ndeed as much of a necess�ty
to the most successful and most br�ll�ant of them all as �t had been to
the�r fathers. The humblest could help; the least �mportant th�ngs had
an �nfluence (here h�s manner became def�n�tely pr�estly and h�s
remarks seemed to be d�rected to women, for �ndeed Mr. Bax’s
congregat�ons were ma�nly composed of women, and he was used
to ass�gn�ng them the�r dut�es �n h�s �nnocent cler�cal campa�gns).
Leav�ng more def�n�te �nstruct�on, he passed on, and h�s theme
broadened �nto a perorat�on for wh�ch he drew a long breath and
stood very upr�ght,—“As a drop of water, detached, alone, separate
from others, fall�ng from the cloud and enter�ng the great ocean,
alters, so sc�ent�sts tell us, not only the �mmed�ate spot �n the ocean
where �t falls, but all the myr�ad drops wh�ch together compose the
great un�verse of waters, and by th�s means alters the conf�gurat�on
of the globe and the l�ves of m�ll�ons of sea creatures, and f�nally the
l�ves of the men and women who seek the�r l�v�ng upon the shores—
as all th�s �s w�th�n the compass of a s�ngle drop of water, such as
any ra�n shower sends �n m�ll�ons to lose themselves �n the earth, to
lose themselves we say, but we know very well that the fru�ts of the
earth could not flour�sh w�thout them—so �s a marvel comparable to
th�s w�th�n the reach of each one of us, who dropp�ng a l�ttle word or
a l�ttle deed �nto the great un�verse alters �t; yea, �t �s a solemn
thought, alters �t, for good or for ev�l, not for one �nstant, or �n one
v�c�n�ty, but throughout the ent�re race, and for all etern�ty.” Wh�pp�ng
round as though to avo�d applause, he cont�nued w�th the same
breath, but �n a d�fferent tone of vo�ce,—“And now to God the Father
. . .”



He gave h�s bless�ng, and then, wh�le the solemn chords aga�n
�ssued from the harmon�um beh�nd the curta�n, the d�fferent people
began scrap�ng and fumbl�ng and mov�ng very awkwardly and
consc�ously towards the door. Half-way upsta�rs, at a po�nt where the
l�ght and sounds of the upper world confl�cted w�th the d�mness and
the dy�ng hymn-tune of the under, Rachel felt a hand drop upon her
shoulder.

“M�ss V�nrace,” Mrs. Flush�ng wh�spered peremptor�ly, “stay to
luncheon. It’s such a d�smal day. They don’t even g�ve one beef for
luncheon. Please stay.”

Here they came out �nto the hall, where once more the l�ttle band
was greeted w�th cur�ous respectful glances by the people who had
not gone to church, although the�r cloth�ng made �t clear that they
approved of Sunday to the very verge of go�ng to church. Rachel felt
unable to stand any more of th�s part�cular atmosphere, and was
about to say she must go back, when Terence passed them, drawn
along �n talk w�th Evelyn M. Rachel thereupon contented herself w�th
say�ng that the people looked very respectable, wh�ch negat�ve
remark Mrs. Flush�ng �nterpreted to mean that she would stay.

“Engl�sh people abroad!” she returned w�th a v�v�d flash of mal�ce.
“A�n’t they awful! But we won’t stay here,” she cont�nued, pluck�ng at
Rachel’s arm. “Come up to my room.”

She bore her past Hewet and Evelyn and the Thornburys and the
Ell�ots. Hewet stepped forward.

“Luncheon—” he began.
“M�ss V�nrace has prom�sed to lunch w�th me,” sa�d Mrs. Flush�ng,

and began to pound energet�cally up the sta�rcase, as though the
m�ddle classes of England were �n pursu�t. She d�d not stop unt�l she
had slammed her bedroom door beh�nd them.

“Well, what d�d you th�nk of �t?” she demanded, pant�ng sl�ghtly.
All the d�sgust and horror wh�ch Rachel had been accumulat�ng

burst forth beyond her control.
“I thought �t the most loathsome exh�b�t�on I’d ever seen!” she

broke out. “How can they—how dare they—what do you mean by �t
—Mr. Bax, hosp�tal nurses, old men, prost�tutes, d�sgust�ng—”



She h�t off the po�nts she remembered as fast as she could, but
she was too �nd�gnant to stop to analyse her feel�ngs. Mrs. Flush�ng
watched her w�th keen gusto as she stood ejaculat�ng w�th emphat�c
movements of her head and hands �n the m�ddle of the room.

“Go on, go on, do go on,” she laughed, clapp�ng her hands. “It’s
del�ghtful to hear you!”

“But why do you go?” Rachel demanded.
“I’ve been every Sunday of my l�fe ever s�nce I can remember,”

Mrs. Flush�ng chuckled, as though that were a reason by �tself.
Rachel turned abruptly to the w�ndow. She d�d not know what �t

was that had put her �nto such a pass�on; the s�ght of Terence �n the
hall had confused her thoughts, leav�ng her merely �nd�gnant. She
looked stra�ght at the�r own v�lla, half-way up the s�de of the
mounta�n. The most fam�l�ar v�ew seen framed through glass has a
certa�n unfam�l�ar d�st�nct�on, and she grew calm as she gazed. Then
she remembered that she was �n the presence of some one she d�d
not know well, and she turned and looked at Mrs. Flush�ng. Mrs.
Flush�ng was st�ll s�tt�ng on the edge of the bed, look�ng up, w�th her
l�ps parted, so that her strong wh�te teeth showed �n two rows.

“Tell me,” she sa�d, “wh�ch d’you l�ke best, Mr. Hewet or Mr. H�rst?”
“Mr. Hewet,” Rachel repl�ed, but her vo�ce d�d not sound natural.
“Wh�ch �s the one who reads Greek �n church?” Mrs. Flush�ng

demanded.
It m�ght have been e�ther of them and wh�le Mrs. Flush�ng

proceeded to descr�be them both, and to say that both fr�ghtened
her, but one fr�ghtened her more than the other, Rachel looked for a
cha�r. The room, of course, was one of the largest and most
luxur�ous �n the hotel. There were a great many arm-cha�rs and
settees covered �n brown holland, but each of these was occup�ed by
a large square p�ece of yellow cardboard, and all the p�eces of
cardboard were dotted or l�ned w�th spots or dashes of br�ght o�l
pa�nt.

“But you’re not to look at those,” sa�d Mrs. Flush�ng as she saw
Rachel’s eye wander. She jumped up, and turned as many as she
could, face downwards, upon the floor. Rachel, however, managed



to possess herself of one of them, and, w�th the van�ty of an art�st,
Mrs. Flush�ng demanded anx�ously, “Well, well?”

“It’s a h�ll,” Rachel repl�ed. There could be no doubt that Mrs.
Flush�ng had represented the v�gorous and abrupt fl�ng of the earth
up �nto the a�r; you could almost see the clods fly�ng as �t wh�rled.

Rachel passed from one to another. They were all marked by
someth�ng of the jerk and dec�s�on of the�r maker; they were all
perfectly untra�ned onslaughts of the brush upon some half-real�sed
�dea suggested by h�ll or tree; and they were all �n some way
character�st�c of Mrs. Flush�ng.

“I see th�ngs mov�n’,” Mrs. Flush�ng expla�ned. “So”—she swept
her hand through a yard of the a�r. She then took up one of the
cardboards wh�ch Rachel had la�d as�de, seated herself on a stool,
and began to flour�sh a stump of charcoal. Wh�le she occup�ed
herself �n strokes wh�ch seemed to serve her as speech serves
others, Rachel, who was very restless, looked about her.

“Open the wardrobe,” sa�d Mrs. Flush�ng after a pause, speak�ng
�nd�st�nctly because of a pa�nt-brush �n her mouth, “and look at the
th�ngs.”

As Rachel hes�tated, Mrs. Flush�ng came forward, st�ll w�th a pa�nt-
brush �n her mouth, flung open the w�ngs of her wardrobe, and
tossed a quant�ty of shawls, stuffs, cloaks, embro�der�es, on to the
bed. Rachel began to f�nger them. Mrs. Flush�ng came up once
more, and dropped a quant�ty of beads, brooches, earr�ngs,
bracelets, tassels, and combs among the draper�es. Then she went
back to her stool and began to pa�nt �n s�lence. The stuffs were
coloured and dark and pale; they made a cur�ous swarm of l�nes and
colours upon the counterpane, w�th the redd�sh lumps of stone and
peacocks’ feathers and clear pale torto�se-shell combs ly�ng among
them.

“The women wore them hundreds of years ago, they wear ’em
st�ll,” Mrs. Flush�ng remarked. “My husband r�des about and f�nds
’em; they don’t know what they’re worth, so we get ’em cheap. And
we shall sell ’em to smart women �n London,” she chuckled, as
though the thought of these lad�es and the�r absurd appearance



amused her. After pa�nt�ng for some m�nutes, she suddenly la�d
down her brush and f�xed her eyes upon Rachel.

“I tell you what I want to do,” she sa�d. “I want to go up there and
see th�ngs for myself. It’s s�lly stay�n’ here w�th a pack of old ma�ds
as though we were at the seas�de �n England. I want to go up the
r�ver and see the nat�ves �n the�r camps. It’s only a matter of ten days
under canvas. My husband’s done �t. One would l�e out under the
trees at n�ght and be towed down the r�ver by day, and �f we saw
anyth�n’ n�ce we’d shout out and tell ’em to stop.” She rose and
began p�erc�ng the bed aga�n and aga�n w�th a long golden p�n, as
she watched to see what effect her suggest�on had upon Rachel.

“We must make up a party,” she went on. “Ten people could h�re a
launch. Now you’ll come, and Mrs. Ambrose’ll come, and w�ll Mr.
H�rst and t’other gentleman come? Where’s a penc�l?”

She became more and more determ�ned and exc�ted as she
evolved her plan. She sat on the edge of the bed and wrote down a
l�st of surnames, wh�ch she �nvar�ably spelt wrong. Rachel was
enthus�ast�c, for �ndeed the �dea was �mmeasurably del�ghtful to her.
She had always had a great des�re to see the r�ver, and the name of
Terence threw a lustre over the prospect, wh�ch made �t almost too
good to come true. She d�d what she could to help Mrs. Flush�ng by
suggest�ng names, help�ng her to spell them, and count�ng up the
days of the week upon her f�ngers. As Mrs. Flush�ng wanted to know
all she could tell her about the b�rth and pursu�ts of every person she
suggested, and threw �n w�ld stor�es of her own as to the
temperaments and hab�ts of art�sts, and people of the same name
who used to come to Ch�ll�ngley �n the old days, but were doubtless
not the same, though they too were very clever men �nterested �n
Egyptology, the bus�ness took some t�me.

At last Mrs. Flush�ng sought her d�ary for help, the method of
reckon�ng dates on the f�ngers prov�ng unsat�sfactory. She opened
and shut every drawer �n her wr�t�ng-table, and then cr�ed fur�ously,
“Yarmouth! Yarmouth! Drat the woman! She’s always out of the way
when she’s wanted!”

At th�s moment the luncheon gong began to work �tself �nto �ts
m�dday frenzy. Mrs. Flush�ng rang her bell v�olently. The door was



opened by a handsome ma�d who was almost as upr�ght as her
m�stress.

“Oh, Yarmouth,” sa�d Mrs. Flush�ng, “just f�nd my d�ary and see
where ten days from now would br�ng us to, and ask the hall porter
how many men ’ud be wanted to row e�ght people up the r�ver for a
week, and what �t ’ud cost, and put �t on a sl�p of paper and leave �t
on my dress�ng-table. Now—” she po�nted at the door w�th a superb
foref�nger so that Rachel had to lead the way.

“Oh, and Yarmouth,” Mrs. Flush�ng called back over her shoulder.
“Put those th�ngs away and hang ’em �n the�r r�ght places, there’s a
good g�rl, or �t fusses Mr. Flush�n’.”

To all of wh�ch Yarmouth merely repl�ed, “Yes, ma’am.”
As they entered the long d�n�ng-room �t was obv�ous that the day

was st�ll Sunday, although the mood was sl�ghtly abat�ng. The
Flush�ngs’ table was set by the s�de �n the w�ndow, so that Mrs.
Flush�ng could scrut�n�se each f�gure as �t entered, and her cur�os�ty
seemed to be �ntense.

“Old Mrs. Paley,” she wh�spered as the wheeled cha�r slowly made
�ts way through the door, Arthur push�ng beh�nd. “Thornburys” came
next. “That n�ce woman,” she nudged Rachel to look at M�ss Allan.
“What’s her name?” The pa�nted lady who always came �n late,
tr�pp�ng �nto the room w�th a prepared sm�le as though she came out
upon a stage, m�ght well have qua�led before Mrs. Flush�ng’s stare,
wh�ch expressed her steely host�l�ty to the whole tr�be of pa�nted
lad�es. Next came the two young men whom Mrs. Flush�ng called
collect�vely the H�rsts. They sat down oppos�te, across the gangway.

Mr. Flush�ng treated h�s w�fe w�th a m�xture of adm�rat�on and
�ndulgence, mak�ng up by the suav�ty and fluency of h�s speech for
the abruptness of hers. Wh�le she darted and ejaculated he gave
Rachel a sketch of the h�story of South Amer�can art. He would deal
w�th one of h�s w�fe’s exclamat�ons, and then return as smoothly as
ever to h�s theme. He knew very well how to make a luncheon pass
agreeably, w�thout be�ng dull or �nt�mate. He had formed the op�n�on,
so he told Rachel, that wonderful treasures lay h�d �n the depths of
the land; the th�ngs Rachel had seen were merely tr�fles p�cked up �n
the course of one short journey. He thought there m�ght be g�ant



gods hewn out of stone �n the mounta�n-s�de; and colossal f�gures
stand�ng by themselves �n the m�ddle of vast green pasture lands,
where none but nat�ves had ever trod. Before the dawn of European
art he bel�eved that the pr�m�t�ve huntsmen and pr�ests had bu�lt
temples of mass�ve stone slabs, had formed out of the dark rocks
and the great cedar trees majest�c f�gures of gods and of beasts, and
symbols of the great forces, water, a�r, and forest among wh�ch they
l�ved. There m�ght be preh�stor�c towns, l�ke those �n Greece and
As�a, stand�ng �n open places among the trees, f�lled w�th the works
of th�s early race. Nobody had been there; scarcely anyth�ng was
known. Thus talk�ng and d�splay�ng the most p�cturesque of h�s
theor�es, Rachel’s attent�on was f�xed upon h�m.

She d�d not see that Hewet kept look�ng at her across the
gangway, between the f�gures of wa�ters hurry�ng past w�th plates.
He was �nattent�ve, and H�rst was f�nd�ng h�m also very cross and
d�sagreeable. They had touched upon all the usual top�cs—upon
pol�t�cs and l�terature, goss�p and Chr�st�an�ty. They had quarrelled
over the serv�ce, wh�ch was every b�t as f�ne as Sappho, accord�ng
to Hewet; so that H�rst’s pagan�sm was mere ostentat�on. Why go to
church, he demanded, merely �n order to read Sappho? H�rst
observed that he had l�stened to every word of the sermon, as he
could prove �f Hewet would l�ke a repet�t�on of �t; and he went to
church �n order to real�se the nature of h�s Creator, wh�ch he had
done very v�v�dly that morn�ng, thanks to Mr. Bax, who had �nsp�red
h�m to wr�te three of the most superb l�nes �n Engl�sh l�terature, an
�nvocat�on to the De�ty.

“I wrote ’em on the back of the envelope of my aunt’s last letter,”
he sa�d, and pulled �t from between the pages of Sappho.

“Well, let’s hear them,” sa�d Hewet, sl�ghtly moll�f�ed by the
prospect of a l�terary d�scuss�on.

“My dear Hewet, do you w�sh us both to be flung out of the hotel
by an enraged mob of Thornburys and Ell�ots?” H�rst enqu�red. “The
merest wh�sper would be suff�c�ent to �ncr�m�nate me for ever. God!”
he broke out, “what’s the use of attempt�ng to wr�te when the world’s
peopled by such damned fools? Ser�ously, Hewet, I adv�se you to
g�ve up l�terature. What’s the good of �t? There’s your aud�ence.”



He nodded h�s head at the tables where a very m�scellaneous
collect�on of Europeans were now engaged �n eat�ng, �n some cases
�n gnaw�ng, the str�ngy fore�gn fowls. Hewet looked, and grew more
out of temper than ever. H�rst looked too. H�s eyes fell upon Rachel,
and he bowed to her.

“I rather th�nk Rachel’s �n love w�th me,” he remarked, as h�s eyes
returned to h�s plate. “That’s the worst of fr�endsh�ps w�th young
women—they tend to fall �n love w�th one.”

To that Hewet made no answer whatever, and sat s�ngularly st�ll.
H�rst d�d not seem to m�nd gett�ng no answer, for he returned to Mr.
Bax aga�n, quot�ng the perorat�on about the drop of water; and when
Hewet scarcely repl�ed to these remarks e�ther, he merely pursed h�s
l�ps, chose a f�g, and relapsed qu�te contentedly �nto h�s own
thoughts, of wh�ch he always had a very large supply. When
luncheon was over they separated, tak�ng the�r cups of coffee to
d�fferent parts of the hall.

From h�s cha�r beneath the palm-tree Hewet saw Rachel come out
of the d�n�ng-room w�th the Flush�ngs; he saw them look round for
cha�rs, and choose three �n a corner where they could go on talk�ng
�n pr�vate. Mr. Flush�ng was now �n the full t�de of h�s d�scourse. He
produced a sheet of paper upon wh�ch he made draw�ngs as he
went on w�th h�s talk. He saw Rachel lean over and look, po�nt�ng to
th�s and that w�th her f�nger. Hewet unk�ndly compared Mr. Flush�ng,
who was extremely well dressed for a hot cl�mate, and rather
elaborate �n h�s manner, to a very persuas�ve shop-keeper.
Meanwh�le, as he sat look�ng at them, he was entangled �n the
Thornburys and M�ss Allan, who, after hover�ng about for a m�nute or
two, settled �n cha�rs round h�m, hold�ng the�r cups �n the�r hands.
They wanted to know whether he could tell them anyth�ng about Mr.
Bax. Mr. Thornbury as usual sat say�ng noth�ng, look�ng vaguely
ahead of h�m, occas�onally ra�s�ng h�s eye-glasses, as �f to put them
on, but always th�nk�ng better of �t at the last moment, and lett�ng
them fall aga�n. After some d�scuss�on, the lad�es put �t beyond a
doubt that Mr. Bax was not the son of Mr. W�ll�am Bax. There was a
pause. Then Mrs. Thornbury remarked that she was st�ll �n the hab�t
of say�ng Queen �nstead of K�ng �n the Nat�onal Anthem. There was



another pause. Then M�ss Allan observed reflect�vely that go�ng to
church abroad always made her feel as �f she had been to a sa�lor’s
funeral.

There was then a very long pause, wh�ch threatened to be f�nal,
when, merc�fully, a b�rd about the s�ze of a magp�e, but of a metall�c
blue colour, appeared on the sect�on of the terrace that could be
seen from where they sat. Mrs. Thornbury was led to enqu�re
whether we should l�ke �t �f all our rooks were blue—“What do you
th�nk, W�ll�am?” she asked, touch�ng her husband on the knee.

“If all our rooks were blue,” he sa�d,—he ra�sed h�s glasses; he
actually placed them on h�s nose—“they would not l�ve long �n
W�ltsh�re,” he concluded; he dropped h�s glasses to h�s s�de aga�n.
The three elderly people now gazed med�tat�vely at the b�rd, wh�ch
was so obl�g�ng as to stay �n the m�ddle of the v�ew for a
cons�derable space of t�me, thus mak�ng �t unnecessary for them to
speak aga�n. Hewet began to wonder whether he m�ght not cross
over to the Flush�ngs’ corner, when H�rst appeared from the
background, sl�pped �nto a cha�r by Rachel’s s�de, and began to talk
to her w�th every appearance of fam�l�ar�ty. Hewet could stand �t no
longer. He rose, took h�s hat and dashed out of doors.



CHAPTER XVIII

Everyth�ng he saw was d�stasteful to h�m. He hated the blue and
wh�te, the �ntens�ty and def�n�teness, the hum and heat of the south;
the landscape seemed to h�m as hard and as romant�c as a
cardboard background on the stage, and the mounta�n but a wooden
screen aga�nst a sheet pa�nted blue. He walked fast �n sp�te of the
heat of the sun.

Two roads led out of the town on the eastern s�de; one branched
off towards the Ambroses’ v�lla, the other struck �nto the country,
eventually reach�ng a v�llage on the pla�n, but many footpaths, wh�ch
had been stamped �n the earth when �t was wet, led off from �t,
across great dry f�elds, to scattered farm-houses, and the v�llas of
r�ch nat�ves. Hewet stepped off the road on to one of these, �n order
to avo�d the hardness and heat of the ma�n road, the dust of wh�ch
was always be�ng ra�sed �n small clouds by carts and ramshackle
fl�es wh�ch carr�ed part�es of fest�ve peasants, or turkeys swell�ng
unevenly l�ke a bundle of a�r balls beneath a net, or the brass
bedstead and black wooden boxes of some newly wedded pa�r.

The exerc�se �ndeed served to clear away the superf�c�al �rr�tat�ons
of the morn�ng, but he rema�ned m�serable. It seemed proved
beyond a doubt that Rachel was �nd�fferent to h�m, for she had
scarcely looked at h�m, and she had talked to Mr. Flush�ng w�th just
the same �nterest w�th wh�ch she talked to h�m. F�nally, H�rst’s od�ous
words fl�cked h�s m�nd l�ke a wh�p, and he remembered that he had
left her talk�ng to H�rst. She was at th�s moment talk�ng to h�m, and �t
m�ght be true, as he sa�d, that she was �n love w�th h�m. He went
over all the ev�dence for th�s suppos�t�on—her sudden �nterest �n
H�rst’s wr�t�ng, her way of quot�ng h�s op�n�ons respectfully, or w�th
only half a laugh; her very n�ckname for h�m, “the great Man,” m�ght



have some ser�ous mean�ng �n �t. Suppos�ng that there were an
understand�ng between them, what would �t mean to h�m?

“Damn �t all!” he demanded, “am I �n love w�th her?” To that he
could only return h�mself one answer. He certa�nly was �n love w�th
her, �f he knew what love meant. Ever s�nce he had f�rst seen her he
had been �nterested and attracted, more and more �nterested and
attracted, unt�l he was scarcely able to th�nk of anyth�ng except
Rachel. But just as he was sl�d�ng �nto one of the long feasts of
med�tat�on about them both, he checked h�mself by ask�ng whether
he wanted to marry her? That was the real problem, for these
m�ser�es and agon�es could not be endured, and �t was necessary
that he should make up h�s m�nd. He �nstantly dec�ded that he d�d
not want to marry any one. Partly because he was �rr�tated by Rachel
the �dea of marr�age �rr�tated h�m. It �mmed�ately suggested the
p�cture of two people s�tt�ng alone over the f�re; the man was read�ng,
the woman sew�ng. There was a second p�cture. He saw a man jump
up, say good-n�ght, leave the company and hasten away w�th the
qu�et secret look of one who �s steal�ng to certa�n happ�ness. Both
these p�ctures were very unpleasant, and even more so was a th�rd
p�cture, of husband and w�fe and fr�end; and the marr�ed people
glanc�ng at each other as though they were content to let someth�ng
pass unquest�oned, be�ng themselves possessed of the deeper truth.
Other p�ctures—he was walk�ng very fast �n h�s �rr�tat�on, and they
came before h�m w�thout any consc�ous effort, l�ke p�ctures on a
sheet—succeeded these. Here were the worn husband and w�fe
s�tt�ng w�th the�r ch�ldren round them, very pat�ent, tolerant, and w�se.
But that too, was an unpleasant p�cture. He tr�ed all sorts of p�ctures,
tak�ng them from the l�ves of fr�ends of h�s, for he knew many
d�fferent marr�ed couples; but he saw them always, walled up �n a
warm f�rel�t room. When, on the other hand, he began to th�nk of
unmarr�ed people, he saw them act�ve �n an unl�m�ted world; above
all, stand�ng on the same ground as the rest, w�thout shelter or
advantage. All the most �nd�v�dual and humane of h�s fr�ends were
bachelors and sp�nsters; �ndeed he was surpr�sed to f�nd that the
women he most adm�red and knew best were unmarr�ed women.
Marr�age seemed to be worse for them than �t was for men. Leav�ng
these general p�ctures he cons�dered the people whom he had been



observ�ng lately at the hotel. He had often revolved these quest�ons
�n h�s m�nd, as he watched Susan and Arthur, or Mr. and Mrs.
Thornbury, or Mr. and Mrs. Ell�ot. He had observed how the shy
happ�ness and surpr�se of the engaged couple had gradually been
replaced by a comfortable, tolerant state of m�nd, as �f they had
already done w�th the adventure of �nt�macy and were tak�ng up the�r
parts. Susan used to pursue Arthur about w�th a sweater, because
he had one day let sl�p that a brother of h�s had d�ed of pneumon�a.
The s�ght amused h�m, but was not pleasant �f you subst�tuted
Terence and Rachel for Arthur and Susan; and Arthur was far less
eager to get you �n a corner and talk about fly�ng and the mechan�cs
of aeroplanes. They would settle down. He then looked at the
couples who had been marr�ed for several years. It was true that
Mrs. Thornbury had a husband, and that for the most part she was
wonderfully successful �n br�ng�ng h�m �nto the conversat�on, but one
could not �mag�ne what they sa�d to each other when they were
alone. There was the same d�ff�culty w�th regard to the Ell�ots, except
that they probably b�ckered openly �n pr�vate. They somet�mes
b�ckered �n publ�c, though these d�sagreements were pa�nfully
covered over by l�ttle �ns�ncer�t�es on the part of the w�fe, who was
afra�d of publ�c op�n�on, because she was much stup�der than her
husband, and had to make efforts to keep hold of h�m. There could
be no doubt, he dec�ded, that �t would have been far better for the
world �f these couples had separated. Even the Ambroses, whom he
adm�red and respected profoundly—�n sp�te of all the love between
them, was not the�r marr�age too a comprom�se? She gave way to
h�m; she spo�lt h�m; she arranged th�ngs for h�m; she who was all
truth to others was not true to her husband, was not true to her
fr�ends �f they came �n confl�ct w�th her husband. It was a strange
and p�teous flaw �n her nature. Perhaps Rachel had been r�ght, then,
when she sa�d that n�ght �n the garden, “We br�ng out what’s worst �n
each other—we should l�ve separate.”

No, Rachel had been utterly wrong! Every argument seemed to be
aga�nst undertak�ng the burden of marr�age unt�l he came to
Rachel’s argument, wh�ch was man�festly absurd. From hav�ng been
the pursued, he turned and became the pursuer. Allow�ng the case
aga�nst marr�age to lapse, he began to cons�der the pecul�ar�t�es of



character wh�ch had led to her say�ng that. Had she meant �t? Surely
one ought to know the character of the person w�th whom one m�ght
spend all one’s l�fe; be�ng a novel�st, let h�m try to d�scover what sort
of person she was. When he was w�th her he could not analyse her
qual�t�es, because he seemed to know them �nst�nct�vely, but when
he was away from her �t somet�mes seemed to h�m that he d�d not
know her at all. She was young, but she was also old; she had l�ttle
self-conf�dence, and yet she was a good judge of people. She was
happy; but what made her happy? If they were alone and the
exc�tement had worn off, and they had to deal w�th the ord�nary facts
of the day, what would happen? Cast�ng h�s eye upon h�s own
character, two th�ngs appeared to h�m: that he was very unpunctual,
and that he d�sl�ked answer�ng notes. As far as he knew Rachel was
�ncl�ned to be punctual, but he could not remember that he had ever
seen her w�th a pen �n her hand. Let h�m next �mag�ne a d�nner-party,
say at the Crooms, and W�lson, who had taken her down, talk�ng
about the state of the L�beral party. She would say—of course she
was absolutely �gnorant of pol�t�cs. Nevertheless she was �ntell�gent
certa�nly, and honest too. Her temper was uncerta�n—that he had
not�ced—and she was not domest�c, and she was not easy, and she
was not qu�et, or beaut�ful, except �n some dresses �n some l�ghts.
But the great g�ft she had was that she understood what was sa�d to
her; there had never been any one l�ke her for talk�ng to. You could
say anyth�ng—you could say everyth�ng, and yet she was never
serv�le. Here he pulled h�mself up, for �t seemed to h�m suddenly that
he knew less about her than about any one. All these thoughts had
occurred to h�m many t�mes already; often had he tr�ed to argue and
reason; and aga�n he had reached the old state of doubt. He d�d not
know her, and he d�d not know what she felt, or whether they could
l�ve together, or whether he wanted to marry her, and yet he was �n
love w�th her.

Suppos�ng he went to her and sa�d (he slackened h�s pace and
began to speak aloud, as �f he were speak�ng to Rachel):

“I worsh�p you, but I loathe marr�age, I hate �ts smugness, �ts
safety, �ts comprom�se, and the thought of you �nterfer�ng �n my work,
h�nder�ng me; what would you answer?”



He stopped, leant aga�nst the trunk of a tree, and gazed w�thout
see�ng them at some stones scattered on the bank of the dry r�ver-
bed. He saw Rachel’s face d�st�nctly, the grey eyes, the ha�r, the
mouth; the face that could look so many th�ngs—pla�n, vacant,
almost �ns�gn�f�cant, or w�ld, pass�onate, almost beaut�ful, yet �n h�s
eyes was always the same because of the extraord�nary freedom
w�th wh�ch she looked at h�m, and spoke as she felt. What would she
answer? What d�d she feel? D�d she love h�m, or d�d she feel noth�ng
at all for h�m or for any other man, be�ng, as she had sa�d that
afternoon, free, l�ke the w�nd or the sea?

“Oh, you’re free!” he excla�med, �n exultat�on at the thought of her,
“and I’d keep you free. We’d be free together. We’d share everyth�ng
together. No happ�ness would be l�ke ours. No l�ves would compare
w�th ours.” He opened h�s arms w�de as �f to hold her and the world
�n one embrace.

No longer able to cons�der marr�age, or to we�gh coolly what her
nature was, or how �t would be �f they l�ved together, he dropped to
the ground and sat absorbed �n the thought of her, and soon
tormented by the des�re to be �n her presence aga�n.



CHAPTER XIX

But Hewet need not have �ncreased h�s torments by �mag�n�ng that
H�rst was st�ll talk�ng to Rachel. The party very soon broke up, the
Flush�ngs go�ng �n one d�rect�on, H�rst �n another, and Rachel
rema�n�ng �n the hall, pull�ng the �llustrated papers about, turn�ng
from one to another, her movements express�ng the unformed
restless des�re �n her m�nd. She d�d not know whether to go or to
stay, though Mrs. Flush�ng had commanded her to appear at tea.
The hall was empty, save for M�ss W�llett who was play�ng scales
w�th her f�ngers upon a sheet of sacred mus�c, and the Carters, an
opulent couple who d�sl�ked the g�rl, because her shoe laces were
unt�ed, and she d�d not look suff�c�ently cheery, wh�ch by some
�nd�rect process of thought led them to th�nk that she would not l�ke
them. Rachel certa�nly would not have l�ked them, �f she had seen
them, for the excellent reason that Mr. Carter waxed h�s moustache,
and Mrs. Carter wore bracelets, and they were ev�dently the k�nd of
people who would not l�ke her; but she was too much absorbed by
her own restlessness to th�nk or to look.

She was turn�ng over the sl�ppery pages of an Amer�can
magaz�ne, when the hall door swung, a wedge of l�ght fell upon the
floor, and a small wh�te f�gure upon whom the l�ght seemed
focussed, made stra�ght across the room to her.

“What! You here?” Evelyn excla�med. “Just caught a gl�mpse of
you at lunch; but you wouldn’t condescend to look at me.”

It was part of Evelyn’s character that �n sp�te of many snubs wh�ch
she rece�ved or �mag�ned, she never gave up the pursu�t of people
she wanted to know, and �n the long run generally succeeded �n
know�ng them and even �n mak�ng them l�ke her.



She looked round her. “I hate th�s place. I hate these people,” she
sa�d. “I w�sh you’d come up to my room w�th me. I do want to talk to
you.”

As Rachel had no w�sh to go or to stay, Evelyn took her by the
wr�st and drew her out of the hall and up the sta�rs. As they went
upsta�rs two steps at a t�me, Evelyn, who st�ll kept hold of Rachel’s
hand, ejaculated broken sentences about not car�ng a hang what
people sa�d. “Why should one, �f one knows one’s r�ght? And let ’em
all go to blazes! Them’s my op�n�ons!”

She was �n a state of great exc�tement, and the muscles of her
arms were tw�tch�ng nervously. It was ev�dent that she was only
wa�t�ng for the door to shut to tell Rachel all about �t. Indeed, d�rectly
they were �ns�de her room, she sat on the end of the bed and sa�d, “I
suppose you th�nk I’m mad?”

Rachel was not �n the mood to th�nk clearly about any one’s state
of m�nd. She was however �n the mood to say stra�ght out whatever
occurred to her w�thout fear of the consequences.

“Somebody’s proposed to you,” she remarked.
“How on earth d�d you guess that?” Evelyn excla�med, some

pleasure m�ngl�ng w�th her surpr�se. “Do as I look as �f I’d just had a
proposal?”

“You look as �f you had them every day,” Rachel repl�ed.
“But I don’t suppose I’ve had more than you’ve had,” Evelyn

laughed rather �ns�ncerely.
“I’ve never had one.”
“But you w�ll—lots—�t’s the eas�est th�ng �n the world—But that’s

not what’s happened th�s afternoon exactly. It’s—Oh, �t’s a muddle, a
detestable, horr�ble, d�sgust�ng muddle!”

She went to the wash-stand and began spong�ng her cheeks w�th
cold water; for they were burn�ng hot. St�ll spong�ng them and
trembl�ng sl�ghtly she turned and expla�ned �n the h�gh p�tched vo�ce
of nervous exc�tement: “Alfred Perrott says I’ve prom�sed to marry
h�m, and I say I never d�d. S�ncla�r says he’ll shoot h�mself �f I don’t
marry h�m, and I say, ‘Well, shoot yourself!’ But of course he doesn’t
—they never do. And S�ncla�r got hold of me th�s afternoon and



began bother�ng me to g�ve an answer, and accus�ng me of fl�rt�ng
w�th Alfred Perrott, and told me I’d no heart, and was merely a S�ren,
oh, and quant�t�es of pleasant th�ngs l�ke that. So at last I sa�d to h�m,
‘Well, S�ncla�r, you’ve sa�d enough now. You can just let me go.’ And
then he caught me and k�ssed me—the d�sgust�ng brute—I can st�ll
feel h�s nasty ha�ry face just there—as �f he’d any r�ght to, after what
he’d sa�d!”

She sponged a spot on her left cheek energet�cally.
“I’ve never met a man that was f�t to compare w�th a woman!” she

cr�ed; “they’ve no d�gn�ty, they’ve no courage, they’ve noth�ng but
the�r beastly pass�ons and the�r brute strength! Would any woman
have behaved l�ke that—�f a man had sa�d he d�dn’t want her? We’ve
too much self-respect; we’re �nf�n�tely f�ner than they are.”

She walked about the room, dabb�ng her wet cheeks w�th a towel.
Tears were now runn�ng down w�th the drops of cold water.

“It makes me angry,” she expla�ned, dry�ng her eyes.
Rachel sat watch�ng her. She d�d not th�nk of Evelyn’s pos�t�on;

she only thought that the world was full of people �n torment.
“There’s only one man here I really l�ke,” Evelyn cont�nued;

“Terence Hewet. One feels as �f one could trust h�m.”
At these words Rachel suffered an �ndescr�bable ch�ll; her heart

seemed to be pressed together by cold hands.
“Why?” she asked. “Why can you trust h�m?”
“I don’t know,” sa�d Evelyn. “Don’t you have feel�ngs about people?

Feel�ngs you’re absolutely certa�n are r�ght? I had a long talk w�th
Terence the other n�ght. I felt we were really fr�ends after that.
There’s someth�ng of a woman �n h�m—” She paused as though she
were th�nk�ng of very �nt�mate th�ngs that Terence had told her, so at
least Rachel �nterpreted her gaze.

She tr�ed to force herself to say, “Has he proposed to you?” but the
quest�on was too tremendous, and �n another moment Evelyn was
say�ng that the f�nest men were l�ke women, and women were nobler
than men—for example, one couldn’t �mag�ne a woman l�ke L�llah
Harr�son th�nk�ng a mean th�ng or hav�ng anyth�ng base about her.

“How I’d l�ke you to know her!” she excla�med.



She was becom�ng much calmer, and her cheeks were now qu�te
dry. Her eyes had rega�ned the�r usual express�on of keen v�tal�ty,
and she seemed to have forgotten Alfred and S�ncla�r and her
emot�on. “L�llah runs a home for �nebr�ate women �n the Deptford
Road,” she cont�nued. “She started �t, managed �t, d�d everyth�ng off
her own bat, and �t’s now the b�ggest of �ts k�nd �n England. You can’t
th�nk what those women are l�ke—and the�r homes. But she goes
among them at all hours of the day and n�ght. I’ve often been w�th
her. . . . That’s what’s the matter w�th us. . . . We don’t do th�ngs.
What do you do?” she demanded, look�ng at Rachel w�th a sl�ghtly
�ron�cal sm�le. Rachel had scarcely l�stened to any of th�s, and her
express�on was vacant and unhappy. She had conce�ved an equal
d�sl�ke for L�llah Harr�son and her work �n the Deptford Road, and for
Evelyn M. and her profus�on of love affa�rs.

“I play,” she sa�d w�th an affect�on of stol�d composure.
“That’s about �t!” Evelyn laughed. “We none of us do anyth�ng but

play. And that’s why women l�ke L�llah Harr�son, who’s worth twenty
of you and me, have to work themselves to the bone. But I’m t�red of
play�ng,” she went on, ly�ng flat on the bed, and ra�s�ng her arms
above her head. Thus stretched out, she looked more d�m�nut�ve
than ever.

“I’m go�ng to do someth�ng. I’ve got a splend�d �dea. Look here,
you must jo�n. I’m sure you’ve got any amount of stuff �n you, though
you look—well, as �f you’d l�ved all your l�fe �n a garden.” She sat up,
and began to expla�n w�th an�mat�on. “I belong to a club �n London. It
meets every Saturday, so �t’s called the Saturday Club. We’re
supposed to talk about art, but I’m s�ck of talk�ng about art—what’s
the good of �t? W�th all k�nds of real th�ngs go�ng on round one? It
�sn’t as �f they’d got anyth�ng to say about art, e�ther. So what I’m
go�ng to tell ’em �s that we’ve talked enough about art, and we’d
better talk about l�fe for a change. Quest�ons that really matter to
people’s l�ves, the Wh�te Slave Traff�c, Women Suffrage, the
Insurance B�ll, and so on. And when we’ve made up our m�nd what
we want to do we could form ourselves �nto a soc�ety for do�ng �t. . . .
I’m certa�n that �f people l�ke ourselves were to take th�ngs �n hand
�nstead of leav�ng �t to pol�cemen and mag�strates, we could put a



stop to—prost�tut�on”—she lowered her vo�ce at the ugly word—“�n
s�x months. My �dea �s that men and women ought to jo�n �n these
matters. We ought to go �nto P�ccad�lly and stop one of these poor
wretches and say: ‘Now, look here, I’m no better than you are, and I
don’t pretend to be any better, but you’re do�ng what you know to be
beastly, and I won’t have you do�ng beastly th�ngs, because we’re all
the same under our sk�ns, and �f you do a beastly th�ng �t does
matter to me.’ That’s what Mr. Bax was say�ng th�s morn�ng, and �t’s
true, though you clever people—you’re clever too, aren’t you?—don’t
bel�eve �t.”

When Evelyn began talk�ng—�t was a fact she often regretted—her
thoughts came so qu�ckly that she never had any t�me to l�sten to
other people’s thoughts. She cont�nued w�thout more pause than
was needed for tak�ng breath.

“I don’t see why the Saturday club people shouldn’t do a really
great work �n that way,” she went on. “Of course �t would want
organ�sat�on, some one to g�ve the�r l�fe to �t, but I’m ready to do that.
My not�on’s to th�nk of the human be�ngs f�rst and let the abstract
�deas take care of themselves. What’s wrong w�th L�llah—�f there �s
anyth�ng wrong—�s that she th�nks of Temperance f�rst and the
women afterwards. Now there’s one th�ng I’ll say to my cred�t,” she
cont�nued; “I’m not �ntellectual or art�st�c or anyth�ng of that sort, but
I’m jolly human.” She sl�pped off the bed and sat on the floor, look�ng
up at Rachel. She searched up �nto her face as �f she were try�ng to
read what k�nd of character was concealed beh�nd the face. She put
her hand on Rachel’s knee.

“It �s be�ng human that counts, �sn’t �t?” she cont�nued. “Be�ng real,
whatever Mr. H�rst may say. Are you real?”

Rachel felt much as Terence had felt that Evelyn was too close to
her, and that there was someth�ng exc�t�ng �n th�s closeness,
although �t was also d�sagreeable. She was spared the need of
f�nd�ng an answer to the quest�on, for Evelyn proceeded, “Do you
bel�eve �n anyth�ng?”

In order to put an end to the scrut�ny of these br�ght blue eyes, and
to rel�eve her own phys�cal restlessness, Rachel pushed back her
cha�r and excla�med, “In everyth�ng!” and began to f�nger d�fferent



objects, the books on the table, the photographs, the freshly leaved
plant w�th the st�ff br�stles, wh�ch stood �n a large earthenware pot �n
the w�ndow.

“I bel�eve �n the bed, �n the photographs, �n the pot, �n the balcony,
�n the sun, �n Mrs. Flush�ng,” she remarked, st�ll speak�ng recklessly,
w�th someth�ng at the back of her m�nd forc�ng her to say the th�ngs
that one usually does not say. “But I don’t bel�eve �n God, I don’t
bel�eve �n Mr. Bax, I don’t bel�eve �n the hosp�tal nurse. I don’t
bel�eve—” She took up a photograph and, look�ng at �t, d�d not f�n�sh
her sentence.

“That’s my mother,” sa�d Evelyn, who rema�ned s�tt�ng on the floor
b�nd�ng her knees together w�th her arms, and watch�ng Rachel
cur�ously.

Rachel cons�dered the portra�t. “Well, I don’t much bel�eve �n her,”
she remarked after a t�me �n a low tone of vo�ce.

Mrs. Murgatroyd looked �ndeed as �f the l�fe had been crushed out
of her; she knelt on a cha�r, gaz�ng p�teously from beh�nd the body of
a Pomeran�an dog wh�ch she clasped to her cheek, as �f for
protect�on.

“And that’s my dad,” sa�d Evelyn, for there were two photographs
�n one frame. The second photograph represented a handsome
sold�er w�th h�gh regular features and a heavy black moustache; h�s
hand rested on the h�lt of h�s sword; there was a dec�ded l�keness
between h�m and Evelyn.

“And �t’s because of them,” sa�d Evelyn, “that I’m go�ng to help the
other women. You’ve heard about me, I suppose? They weren’t
marr�ed, you see; I’m not anybody �n part�cular. I’m not a b�t
ashamed of �t. They loved each other anyhow, and that’s more than
most people can say of the�r parents.”

Rachel sat down on the bed, w�th the two p�ctures �n her hands,
and compared them—the man and the woman who had, so Evelyn
sa�d, loved each other. That fact �nterested her more than the
campa�gn on behalf of unfortunate women wh�ch Evelyn was once
more beg�nn�ng to descr�be. She looked aga�n from one to the other.



“What d’you th�nk �t’s l�ke,” she asked, as Evelyn paused for a
m�nute, “be�ng �n love?”

“Have you never been �n love?” Evelyn asked. “Oh no—one’s only
got to look at you to see that,” she added. She cons�dered. “I really
was �n love once,” she sa�d. She fell �nto reflect�on, her eyes los�ng
the�r br�ght v�tal�ty and approach�ng someth�ng l�ke an express�on of
tenderness. “It was heavenly!—wh�le �t lasted. The worst of �t �s �t
don’t last, not w�th me. That’s the bother.”

She went on to cons�der the d�ff�culty w�th Alfred and S�ncla�r about
wh�ch she had pretended to ask Rachel’s adv�ce. But she d�d not
want adv�ce; she wanted �nt�macy. When she looked at Rachel, who
was st�ll look�ng at the photographs on the bed, she could not help
see�ng that Rachel was not th�nk�ng about her. What was she
th�nk�ng about, then? Evelyn was tormented by the l�ttle spark of l�fe
�n her wh�ch was always try�ng to work through to other people, and
was always be�ng rebuffed. Fall�ng s�lent she looked at her v�s�tor,
her shoes, her stock�ngs, the combs �n her ha�r, all the deta�ls of her
dress �n short, as though by se�z�ng every deta�l she m�ght get closer
to the l�fe w�th�n.

Rachel at last put down the photographs, walked to the w�ndow
and remarked, “It’s odd. People talk as much about love as they do
about rel�g�on.”

“I w�sh you’d s�t down and talk,” sa�d Evelyn �mpat�ently.
Instead Rachel opened the w�ndow, wh�ch was made �n two long

panes, and looked down �nto the garden below.
“That’s where we got lost the f�rst n�ght,” she sa�d. “It must have

been �n those bushes.”
“They k�ll hens down there,” sa�d Evelyn. “They cut the�r heads off

w�th a kn�fe—d�sgust�ng! But tell me—what—”
“I’d l�ke to explore the hotel,” Rachel �nterrupted. She drew her

head �n and looked at Evelyn, who st�ll sat on the floor.
“It’s just l�ke other hotels,” sa�d Evelyn.
That m�ght be, although every room and passage and cha�r �n the

place had a character of �ts own �n Rachel’s eyes; but she could not



br�ng herself to stay �n one place any longer. She moved slowly
towards the door.

“What �s �t you want?” sa�d Evelyn. “You make me feel as �f you
were always th�nk�ng of someth�ng you don’t say. . . . Do say �t!”

But Rachel made no response to th�s �nv�tat�on e�ther. She stopped
w�th her f�ngers on the handle of the door, as �f she remembered that
some sort of pronouncement was due from her.

“I suppose you’ll marry one of them,” she sa�d, and then turned the
handle and shut the door beh�nd her. She walked slowly down the
passage, runn�ng her hand along the wall bes�de her. She d�d not
th�nk wh�ch way she was go�ng, and therefore walked down a
passage wh�ch only led to a w�ndow and a balcony. She looked
down at the k�tchen prem�ses, the wrong s�de of the hotel l�fe, wh�ch
was cut off from the r�ght s�de by a maze of small bushes. The
ground was bare, old t�ns were scattered about, and the bushes
wore towels and aprons upon the�r heads to dry. Every now and then
a wa�ter came out �n a wh�te apron and threw rubb�sh on to a heap.
Two large women �n cotton dresses were s�tt�ng on a bench w�th
blood-smeared t�n trays �n front of them and yellow bod�es across
the�r knees. They were pluck�ng the b�rds, and talk�ng as they
plucked. Suddenly a ch�cken came flounder�ng, half fly�ng, half
runn�ng �nto the space, pursued by a th�rd woman whose age could
hardly be under e�ghty. Although w�zened and unsteady on her legs
she kept up the chase, egged on by the laughter of the others; her
face was express�ve of fur�ous rage, and as she ran she swore �n
Span�sh. Fr�ghtened by hand-clapp�ng here, a napk�n there, the b�rd
ran th�s way and that �n sharp angles, and f�nally fluttered stra�ght at
the old woman, who opened her scanty grey sk�rts to enclose �t,
dropped upon �t �n a bundle, and then hold�ng �t out cut �ts head off
w�th an express�on of v�nd�ct�ve energy and tr�umph comb�ned. The
blood and the ugly wr�ggl�ng fasc�nated Rachel, so that although she
knew that some one had come up beh�nd and was stand�ng bes�de
her, she d�d not turn round unt�l the old woman had settled down on
the bench bes�de the others. Then she looked up sharply, because
of the ugl�ness of what she had seen. It was M�ss Allan who stood
bes�de her.



“Not a pretty s�ght,” sa�d M�ss Allan, “although I daresay �t’s really
more humane than our method. . . . I don’t bel�eve you’ve ever been
�n my room,” she added, and turned away as �f she meant Rachel to
follow her. Rachel followed, for �t seemed poss�ble that each new
person m�ght remove the mystery wh�ch burdened her.

The bedrooms at the hotel were all on the same pattern, save that
some were larger and some smaller; they had a floor of dark red
t�les; they had a h�gh bed, draped �n mosqu�to curta�ns; they had
each a wr�t�ng-table and a dress�ng-table, and a couple of arm-
cha�rs. But d�rectly a box was unpacked the rooms became very
d�fferent, so that M�ss Allan’s room was very unl�ke Evelyn’s room.
There were no var�ously coloured hatp�ns on her dress�ng-table; no
scent-bottles; no narrow curved pa�rs of sc�ssors; no great var�ety of
shoes and boots; no s�lk pett�coats ly�ng on the cha�rs. The room was
extremely neat. There seemed to be two pa�rs of everyth�ng. The
wr�t�ng-table, however, was p�led w�th manuscr�pt, and a table was
drawn out to stand by the arm-cha�r on wh�ch were two separate
heaps of dark l�brary books, �n wh�ch there were many sl�ps of paper
st�ck�ng out at d�fferent degrees of th�ckness. M�ss Allan had asked
Rachel to come �n out of k�ndness, th�nk�ng that she was wa�t�ng
about w�th noth�ng to do. Moreover, she l�ked young women, for she
had taught many of them, and hav�ng rece�ved so much hosp�tal�ty
from the Ambroses she was glad to be able to repay a m�nute part of
�t. She looked about accord�ngly for someth�ng to show her. The
room d�d not prov�de much enterta�nment. She touched her
manuscr�pt. “Age of Chaucer; Age of El�zabeth; Age of Dryden,” she
reflected; “I’m glad there aren’t many more ages. I’m st�ll �n the
m�ddle of the e�ghteenth century. Won’t you s�t down, M�ss V�nrace?
The cha�r, though small, �s f�rm. . . . Euphues. The germ of the
Engl�sh novel,” she cont�nued, glanc�ng at another page. “Is that the
k�nd of th�ng that �nterests you?”

She looked at Rachel w�th great k�ndness and s�mpl�c�ty, as though
she would do her utmost to prov�de anyth�ng she w�shed to have.
Th�s express�on had a remarkable charm �n a face otherw�se much
l�ned w�th care and thought.



“Oh no, �t’s mus�c w�th you, �sn’t �t?” she cont�nued, recollect�ng,
“and I generally f�nd that they don’t go together. Somet�mes of
course we have prod�g�es—” She was look�ng about her for
someth�ng and now saw a jar on the mantelp�ece wh�ch she reached
down and gave to Rachel. “If you put your f�nger �nto th�s jar you may
be able to extract a p�ece of preserved g�nger. Are you a prod�gy?”

But the g�nger was deep and could not be reached.
“Don’t bother,” she sa�d, as M�ss Allan looked about for some other

�mplement. “I daresay I shouldn’t l�ke preserved g�nger.”
“You’ve never tr�ed?” enqu�red M�ss Allan. “Then I cons�der that �t

�s your duty to try now. Why, you may add a new pleasure to l�fe, and
as you are st�ll young—” She wondered whether a button-hook
would do. “I make �t a rule to try everyth�ng,” she sa�d. “Don’t you
th�nk �t would be very annoy�ng �f you tasted g�nger for the f�rst t�me
on your death-bed, and found you never l�ked anyth�ng so much? I
should be so exceed�ngly annoyed that I th�nk I should get well on
that account alone.”

She was now successful, and a lump of g�nger emerged on the
end of the button-hook. Wh�le she went to w�pe the button-hook,
Rachel b�t the g�nger and at once cr�ed, “I must sp�t �t out!”

“Are you sure you have really tasted �t?” M�ss Allan demanded.
For answer Rachel threw �t out of the w�ndow.
“An exper�ence anyhow,” sa�d M�ss Allan calmly. “Let me see—I

have noth�ng else to offer you, unless you would l�ke to taste th�s.” A
small cupboard hung above her bed, and she took out of �t a sl�m
elegant jar f�lled w�th a br�ght green flu�d.

“Crême de Menthe,” she sa�d. “L�queur, you know. It looks as �f I
drank, doesn’t �t? As a matter of fact �t goes to prove what an
except�onally abstem�ous person I am. I’ve had that jar for s�x-and-
twenty years,” she added, look�ng at �t w�th pr�de, as she t�pped �t
over, and from the he�ght of the l�qu�d �t could be seen that the bottle
was st�ll untouched.

“Twenty-s�x years?” Rachel excla�med.
M�ss Allan was grat�f�ed, for she had meant Rachel to be

surpr�sed.



“When I went to Dresden s�x-and-twenty years ago,” she sa�d, “a
certa�n fr�end of m�ne announced her �ntent�on of mak�ng me a
present. She thought that �n the event of sh�pwreck or acc�dent a
st�mulant m�ght be useful. However, as I had no occas�on for �t, I
gave �t back on my return. On the eve of any fore�gn journey the
same bottle always makes �ts appearance, w�th the same note; on
my return �n safety �t �s always handed back. I cons�der �t a k�nd of
charm aga�nst acc�dents. Though I was once deta�ned twenty-four
hours by an acc�dent to the tra�n �n front of me, I have never met w�th
any acc�dent myself. Yes,” she cont�nued, now address�ng the bottle,
“we have seen many cl�mes and cupboards together, have we not? I
�ntend one of these days to have a s�lver label made w�th an
�nscr�pt�on. It �s a gentleman, as you may observe, and h�s name �s
Ol�ver. . . . I do not th�nk I could forg�ve you, M�ss V�nrace, �f you
broke my Ol�ver,” she sa�d, f�rmly tak�ng the bottle out of Rachel’s
hands and replac�ng �t �n the cupboard.

Rachel was sw�ng�ng the bottle by the neck. She was �nterested by
M�ss Allan to the po�nt of forgett�ng the bottle.

“Well,” she excla�med, “I do th�nk that odd; to have had a fr�end for
twenty-s�x years, and a bottle, and—to have made all those
journeys.”

“Not at all; I call �t the reverse of odd,” M�ss Allan repl�ed. “I always
cons�der myself the most ord�nary person I know. It’s rather
d�st�ngu�shed to be as ord�nary as I am. I forget—are you a prod�gy,
or d�d you say you were not a prod�gy?”

She sm�led at Rachel very k�ndly. She seemed to have known and
exper�enced so much, as she moved cumbrously about the room,
that surely there must be balm for all angu�sh �n her words, could
one �nduce her to have recourse to them. But M�ss Allan, who was
now lock�ng the cupboard door, showed no s�gns of break�ng the
ret�cence wh�ch had snowed her under for years. An uncomfortable
sensat�on kept Rachel s�lent; on the one hand, she w�shed to wh�rl
h�gh and str�ke a spark out of the cool p�nk flesh; on the other she
perce�ved there was noth�ng to be done but to dr�ft past each other �n
s�lence.



“I’m not a prod�gy. I f�nd �t very d�ff�cult to say what I mean—” she
observed at length.

“It’s a matter of temperament, I bel�eve,” M�ss Allan helped her.
“There are some people who have no d�ff�culty; for myself I f�nd there
are a great many th�ngs I s�mply cannot say. But then I cons�der
myself very slow. One of my colleagues now, knows whether she
l�kes you or not—let me see, how does she do �t?—by the way you
say good-morn�ng at breakfast. It �s somet�mes a matter of years
before I can make up my m�nd. But most young people seem to f�nd
�t easy?”

“Oh no,” sa�d Rachel. “It’s hard!”
M�ss Allan looked at Rachel qu�etly, say�ng noth�ng; she suspected

that there were d�ff�cult�es of some k�nd. Then she put her hand to
the back of her head, and d�scovered that one of the grey co�ls of
ha�r had come loose.

“I must ask you to be so k�nd as to excuse me,” she sa�d, r�s�ng, “�f
I do my ha�r. I have never yet found a sat�sfactory type of ha�rp�n. I
must change my dress, too, for the matter of that; and I should be
part�cularly glad of your ass�stance, because there �s a t�resome set
of hooks wh�ch I can fasten for myself, but �t takes from ten to f�fteen
m�nutes; whereas w�th your help—”

She sl�pped off her coat and sk�rt and blouse, and stood do�ng her
ha�r before the glass, a mass�ve homely f�gure, her pett�coat be�ng so
short that she stood on a pa�r of th�ck slate-grey legs.

“People say youth �s pleasant; I myself f�nd m�ddle age far
pleasanter,” she remarked, remov�ng ha�r p�ns and combs, and
tak�ng up her brush. When �t fell loose her ha�r only came down to
her neck.

“When one was young,” she cont�nued, “th�ngs could seem so very
ser�ous �f one was made that way. . . . And now my dress.”

In a wonderfully short space of t�me her ha�r had been reformed �n
�ts usual loops. The upper half of her body now became dark green
w�th black str�pes on �t; the sk�rt, however, needed hook�ng at var�ous
angles, and Rachel had to kneel on the floor, f�tt�ng the eyes to the
hooks.



“Our M�ss Johnson used to f�nd l�fe very unsat�sfactory, I
remember,” M�ss Allan cont�nued. She turned her back to the l�ght.
“And then she took to breed�ng gu�nea-p�gs for the�r spots, and
became absorbed �n that. I have just heard that the yellow gu�nea-
p�g has had a black baby. We had a bet of s�xpence on about �t. She
w�ll be very tr�umphant.”

The sk�rt was fastened. She looked at herself �n the glass w�th the
cur�ous st�ffen�ng of her face generally caused by look�ng �n the
glass.

“Am I �n a f�t state to encounter my fellow-be�ngs?” she asked. “I
forget wh�ch way �t �s—but they f�nd black an�mals very rarely have
coloured bab�es—�t may be the other way round. I have had �t so
often expla�ned to me that �t �s very stup�d of me to have forgotten
aga�n.”

She moved about the room acqu�r�ng small objects w�th qu�et
force, and f�x�ng them about her—a locket, a watch and cha�n, a
heavy gold bracelet, and the part�-coloured button of a suffrage
soc�ety. F�nally, completely equ�pped for Sunday tea, she stood
before Rachel, and sm�led at her k�ndly. She was not an �mpuls�ve
woman, and her l�fe had schooled her to restra�n her tongue. At the
same t�me, she was possessed of an amount of good-w�ll towards
others, and �n part�cular towards the young, wh�ch often made her
regret that speech was so d�ff�cult.

“Shall we descend?” she sa�d.
She put one hand upon Rachel’s shoulder, and stoop�ng, p�cked

up a pa�r of walk�ng-shoes w�th the other, and placed them neatly
s�de by s�de outs�de her door. As they walked down the passage
they passed many pa�rs of boots and shoes, some black and some
brown, all s�de by s�de, and all d�fferent, even to the way �n wh�ch
they lay together.

“I always th�nk that people are so l�ke the�r boots,” sa�d M�ss Allan.
“That �s Mrs. Paley’s—” but as she spoke the door opened, and Mrs.
Paley rolled out �n her cha�r, equ�pped also for tea.

She greeted M�ss Allan and Rachel.



“I was just say�ng that people are so l�ke the�r boots,” sa�d M�ss
Allan. Mrs. Paley d�d not hear. She repeated �t more loudly st�ll. Mrs.
Paley d�d not hear. She repeated �t a th�rd t�me. Mrs. Paley heard,
but she d�d not understand. She was apparently about to repeat �t for
the fourth t�me, when Rachel suddenly sa�d someth�ng �nart�culate,
and d�sappeared down the corr�dor. Th�s m�sunderstand�ng, wh�ch
�nvolved a complete block �n the passage, seemed to her
unbearable. She walked qu�ckly and bl�ndly �n the oppos�te d�rect�on,
and found herself at the end of a cul de sac. There was a w�ndow,
and a table and a cha�r �n the w�ndow, and upon the table stood a
rusty �nkstand, an ashtray, an old copy of a French newspaper, and a
pen w�th a broken n�b. Rachel sat down, as �f to study the French
newspaper, but a tear fell on the blurred French pr�nt, ra�s�ng a soft
blot. She l�fted her head sharply, excla�m�ng aloud, “It’s �ntolerable!”
Look�ng out of the w�ndow w�th eyes that would have seen noth�ng
even had they not been dazed by tears, she �ndulged herself at last
�n v�olent abuse of the ent�re day. It had been m�serable from start to
f�n�sh; f�rst, the serv�ce �n the chapel; then luncheon; then Evelyn;
then M�ss Allan; then old Mrs. Paley block�ng up the passage. All day
long she had been tantal�zed and put off. She had now reached one
of those em�nences, the result of some cr�s�s, from wh�ch the world �s
f�nally d�splayed �n �ts true proport�ons. She d�sl�ked the look of �t
�mmensely—churches, pol�t�c�ans, m�sf�ts, and huge �mpostures—
men l�ke Mr. Dalloway, men l�ke Mr. Bax, Evelyn and her chatter,
Mrs. Paley block�ng up the passage. Meanwh�le the steady beat of
her own pulse represented the hot current of feel�ng that ran down
beneath; beat�ng, struggl�ng, frett�ng. For the t�me, her own body was
the source of all the l�fe �n the world, wh�ch tr�ed to burst forth here—
there—and was repressed now by Mr. Bax, now by Evelyn, now by
the �mpos�t�on of ponderous stup�d�ty, the we�ght of the ent�re world.
Thus tormented, she would tw�st her hands together, for all th�ngs
were wrong, all people stup�d. Vaguely see�ng that there were people
down �n the garden beneath she represented them as a�mless
masses of matter, float�ng h�ther and th�ther, w�thout a�m except to
�mpede her. What were they do�ng, those other people �n the world?

“Nobody knows,” she sa�d. The force of her rage was beg�nn�ng to
spend �tself, and the v�s�on of the world wh�ch had been so v�v�d



became d�m.
“It’s a dream,” she murmured. She cons�dered the rusty �nkstand,

the pen, the ash-tray, and the old French newspaper. These small
and worthless objects seemed to her to represent human l�ves.

“We’re asleep and dream�ng,” she repeated. But the poss�b�l�ty
wh�ch now suggested �tself that one of the shapes m�ght be the
shape of Terence roused her from her melancholy lethargy. She
became as restless as she had been before she sat down. She was
no longer able to see the world as a town la�d out beneath her. It was
covered �nstead by a haze of fever�sh red m�st. She had returned to
the state �n wh�ch she had been all day. Th�nk�ng was no escape.
Phys�cal movement was the only refuge, �n and out of rooms, �n and
out of people’s m�nds, seek�ng she knew not what. Therefore she
rose, pushed back the table, and went downsta�rs. She went out of
the hall door, and, turn�ng the corner of the hotel, found herself
among the people whom she had seen from the w�ndow. But ow�ng
to the broad sunsh�ne after shaded passages, and to the substance
of l�v�ng people after dreams, the group appeared w�th startl�ng
�ntens�ty, as though the dusty surface had been peeled off
everyth�ng, leav�ng only the real�ty and the �nstant. It had the look of
a v�s�on pr�nted on the dark at n�ght. Wh�te and grey and purple
f�gures were scattered on the green, round w�cker tables, �n the
m�ddle the flame of the tea-urn made the a�r waver l�ke a faulty sheet
of glass, a mass�ve green tree stood over them as �f �t were a mov�ng
force held at rest. As she approached, she could hear Evelyn’s vo�ce
repeat�ng monotonously, “Here then—here—good dogg�e, come
here”; for a moment noth�ng seemed to happen; �t all stood st�ll, and
then she real�sed that one of the f�gures was Helen Ambrose; and
the dust aga�n began to settle.

The group �ndeed had come together �n a m�scellaneous way; one
tea-table jo�n�ng to another tea-table, and deck-cha�rs serv�ng to
connect two groups. But even at a d�stance �t could be seen that
Mrs. Flush�ng, upr�ght and �mper�ous, dom�nated the party. She was
talk�ng vehemently to Helen across the table.

“Ten days under canvas,” she was say�ng. “No comforts. If you
want comforts, don’t come. But I may tell you, �f you don’t come



you’ll regret �t all your l�fe. You say yes?”
At th�s moment Mrs. Flush�ng caught s�ght of Rachel.
“Ah, there’s your n�ece. She’s prom�sed. You’re com�ng, aren’t

you?” Hav�ng adopted the plan, she pursued �t w�th the energy of a
ch�ld.

Rachel took her part w�th eagerness.
“Of course I’m com�ng. So are you, Helen. And Mr. Pepper too.”

As she sat she real�sed that she was surrounded by people she
knew, but that Terence was not among them. From var�ous angles
people began say�ng what they thought of the proposed exped�t�on.
Accord�ng to some �t would be hot, but the n�ghts would be cold;
accord�ng to others, the d�ff�cult�es would l�e rather �n gett�ng a boat,
and �n speak�ng the language. Mrs. Flush�ng d�sposed of all
object�ons, whether due to man or due to nature, by announc�ng that
her husband would settle all that.

Meanwh�le Mr. Flush�ng qu�etly expla�ned to Helen that the
exped�t�on was really a s�mple matter; �t took f�ve days at the outs�de;
and the place—a nat�ve v�llage—was certa�nly well worth see�ng
before she returned to England. Helen murmured amb�guously, and
d�d not comm�t herself to one answer rather than to another.

The tea-party, however, �ncluded too many d�fferent k�nds of
people for general conversat�on to flour�sh; and from Rachel’s po�nt
of v�ew possessed the great advantage that �t was qu�te unnecessary
for her to talk. Over there Susan and Arthur were expla�n�ng to Mrs.
Paley that an exped�t�on had been proposed; and Mrs. Paley hav�ng
grasped the fact, gave the adv�ce of an old traveller that they should
take n�ce canned vegetables, fur cloaks, and �nsect powder. She
leant over to Mrs. Flush�ng and wh�spered someth�ng wh�ch from the
tw�nkle �n her eyes probably had reference to bugs. Then Helen was
rec�t�ng “Toll for the Brave” to St. John H�rst, �n order apparently to
w�n a s�xpence wh�ch lay upon the table; wh�le Mr. Hughl�ng Ell�ot
�mposed s�lence upon h�s sect�on of the aud�ence by h�s fasc�nat�ng
anecdote of Lord Curzon and the undergraduate’s b�cycle. Mrs.
Thornbury was try�ng to remember the name of a man who m�ght
have been another Gar�bald�, and had wr�tten a book wh�ch they
ought to read; and Mr. Thornbury recollected that he had a pa�r of



b�noculars at anybody’s serv�ce. M�ss Allan meanwh�le murmured
w�th the cur�ous �nt�macy wh�ch a sp�nster often ach�eves w�th dogs,
to the fox-terr�er wh�ch Evelyn had at last �nduced to come over to
them. L�ttle part�cles of dust or blossom fell on the plates now and
then when the branches s�ghed above. Rachel seemed to see and
hear a l�ttle of everyth�ng, much as a r�ver feels the tw�gs that fall �nto
�t and sees the sky above, but her eyes were too vague for Evelyn’s
l�k�ng. She came across, and sat on the ground at Rachel’s feet.

“Well?” she asked suddenly. “What are you th�nk�ng about?”
“M�ss Warr�ngton,” Rachel repl�ed rashly, because she had to say

someth�ng. She d�d �ndeed see Susan murmur�ng to Mrs. Ell�ot, wh�le
Arthur stared at her w�th complete conf�dence �n h�s own love. Both
Rachel and Evelyn then began to l�sten to what Susan was say�ng.

“There’s the order�ng and the dogs and the garden, and the
ch�ldren com�ng to be taught,” her vo�ce proceeded rhythm�cally as �f
check�ng the l�st, “and my tenn�s, and the v�llage, and letters to wr�te
for father, and a thousand l�ttle th�ngs that don’t sound much; but I
never have a moment to myself, and when I go to bed, I’m so sleepy
I’m off before my head touches the p�llow. Bes�des I l�ke to be a great
deal w�th my Aunts—I’m a great bore, aren’t I, Aunt Emma?” (she
sm�led at old Mrs. Paley, who w�th head sl�ghtly drooped was
regard�ng the cake w�th speculat�ve affect�on), “and father has to be
very careful about ch�lls �n w�nter wh�ch means a great deal of
runn�ng about, because he won’t look after h�mself, any more than
you w�ll, Arthur! So �t all mounts up!”

Her vo�ce mounted too, �n a m�ld ecstasy of sat�sfact�on w�th her
l�fe and her own nature. Rachel suddenly took a v�olent d�sl�ke to
Susan, �gnor�ng all that was k�ndly, modest, and even pathet�c about
her. She appeared �ns�ncere and cruel; she saw her grown stout and
prol�f�c, the k�nd blue eyes now shallow and watery, the bloom of the
cheeks congealed to a network of dry red canals.

Helen turned to her. “D�d you go to church?” she asked. She had
won her s�xpence and seemed mak�ng ready to go.

“Yes,” sa�d Rachel. “For the last t�me,” she added.
In prepar�ng to put on her gloves, Helen dropped one.



“You’re not go�ng?” Evelyn asked, tak�ng hold of one glove as �f to
keep them.

“It’s h�gh t�me we went,” sa�d Helen. “Don’t you see how s�lent
every one’s gett�ng—?”

A s�lence had fallen upon them all, caused partly by one of the
acc�dents of talk, and partly because they saw some one
approach�ng. Helen could not see who �t was, but keep�ng her eyes
f�xed upon Rachel observed someth�ng wh�ch made her say to
herself, “So �t’s Hewet.” She drew on her gloves w�th a cur�ous sense
of the s�gn�f�cance of the moment. Then she rose, for Mrs. Flush�ng
had seen Hewet too, and was demand�ng �nformat�on about r�vers
and boats wh�ch showed that the whole conversat�on would now
come over aga�n.

Rachel followed her, and they walked �n s�lence down the avenue.
In sp�te of what Helen had seen and understood, the feel�ng that was
uppermost �n her m�nd was now cur�ously perverse; �f she went on
th�s exped�t�on, she would not be able to have a bath, the effort
appeared to her to be great and d�sagreeable.

“It’s so unpleasant, be�ng cooped up w�th people one hardly
knows,” she remarked. “People who m�nd be�ng seen naked.”

“You don’t mean to go?” Rachel asked.
The �ntens�ty w�th wh�ch th�s was spoken �rr�tated Mrs. Ambrose.
“I don’t mean to go, and I don’t mean not to go,” she repl�ed. She

became more and more casual and �nd�fferent.
“After all, I daresay we’ve seen all there �s to be seen; and there’s

the bother of gett�ng there, and whatever they may say �t’s bound to
be v�lely uncomfortable.”

For some t�me Rachel made no reply; but every sentence Helen
spoke �ncreased her b�tterness. At last she broke out—

“Thank God, Helen, I’m not l�ke you! I somet�mes th�nk you don’t
th�nk or feel or care to do anyth�ng but ex�st! You’re l�ke Mr. H�rst. You
see that th�ngs are bad, and you pr�de yourself on say�ng so. It’s
what you call be�ng honest; as a matter of fact �t’s be�ng lazy, be�ng
dull, be�ng noth�ng. You don’t help; you put an end to th�ngs.”

Helen sm�led as �f she rather enjoyed the attack.



“Well?” she enqu�red.
“It seems to me bad—that’s all,” Rachel repl�ed.
“Qu�te l�kely,” sa�d Helen.
At any other t�me Rachel would probably have been s�lenced by

her Aunt’s candour; but th�s afternoon she was not �n the mood to be
s�lenced by any one. A quarrel would be welcome.

“You’re only half al�ve,” she cont�nued.
“Is that because I d�dn’t accept Mr. Flush�ng’s �nv�tat�on?” Helen

asked, “or do you always th�nk that?”
At the moment �t appeared to Rachel that she had always seen the

same faults �n Helen, from the very f�rst n�ght on board the
Euphrosyne, �n sp�te of her beauty, �n sp�te of her magnan�m�ty and
the�r love.

“Oh, �t’s only what’s the matter w�th every one!” she excla�med.
“No one feels—no one does anyth�ng but hurt. I tell you, Helen, the
world’s bad. It’s an agony, l�v�ng, want�ng—”

Here she tore a handful of leaves from a bush and crushed them
to control herself.

“The l�ves of these people,” she tr�ed to expla�n, “the a�mlessness,
the way they l�ve. One goes from one to another, and �t’s all the
same. One never gets what one wants out of any of them.”

Her emot�onal state and her confus�on would have made her an
easy prey �f Helen had w�shed to argue or had w�shed to draw
conf�dences. But �nstead of talk�ng she fell �nto a profound s�lence as
they walked on. A�mless, tr�v�al, mean�ngless, oh no—what she had
seen at tea made �t �mposs�ble for her to bel�eve that. The l�ttle jokes,
the chatter, the �nan�t�es of the afternoon had shr�velled up before her
eyes. Underneath the l�k�ngs and sp�tes, the com�ngs together and
part�ngs, great th�ngs were happen�ng—terr�ble th�ngs, because they
were so great. Her sense of safety was shaken, as �f beneath tw�gs
and dead leaves she had seen the movement of a snake. It seemed
to her that a moment’s resp�te was allowed, a moment’s make-
bel�eve, and then aga�n the profound and reasonless law asserted
�tself, mould�ng them all to �ts l�k�ng, mak�ng and destroy�ng.



She looked at Rachel walk�ng bes�de her, st�ll crush�ng the leaves
�n her f�ngers and absorbed �n her own thoughts. She was �n love,
and she p�t�ed her profoundly. But she roused herself from these
thoughts and apolog�sed. “I’m very sorry,” she sa�d, “but �f I’m dull,
�t’s my nature, and �t can’t be helped.” If �t was a natural defect,
however, she found an easy remedy, for she went on to say that she
thought Mr. Flush�ng’s scheme a very good one, only need�ng a l�ttle
cons�derat�on, wh�ch �t appeared she had g�ven �t by the t�me they
reached home. By that t�me they had settled that �f anyth�ng more
was sa�d, they would accept the �nv�tat�on.



CHAPTER XX

When cons�dered �n deta�l by Mr. Flush�ng and Mrs. Ambrose the
exped�t�on proved ne�ther dangerous nor d�ff�cult. They found also
that �t was not even unusual. Every year at th�s season Engl�sh
people made part�es wh�ch steamed a short way up the r�ver, landed,
and looked at the nat�ve v�llage, bought a certa�n number of th�ngs
from the nat�ves, and returned aga�n w�thout damage done to m�nd
or body. When �t was d�scovered that s�x people really w�shed the
same th�ng the arrangements were soon carr�ed out.

S�nce the t�me of El�zabeth very few people had seen the r�ver,
and noth�ng has been done to change �ts appearance from what �t
was to the eyes of the El�zabethan voyagers. The t�me of El�zabeth
was only d�stant from the present t�me by a moment of space
compared w�th the ages wh�ch had passed s�nce the water had run
between those banks, and the green th�ckets swarmed there, and
the small trees had grown to huge wr�nkled trees �n sol�tude.
Chang�ng only w�th the change of the sun and the clouds, the wav�ng
green mass had stood there for century after century, and the water
had run between �ts banks ceaselessly, somet�mes wash�ng away
earth and somet�mes the branches of trees, wh�le �n other parts of
the world one town had r�sen upon the ru�ns of another town, and the
men �n the towns had become more and more art�culate and unl�ke
each other. A few m�les of th�s r�ver were v�s�ble from the top of the
mounta�n where some weeks before the party from the hotel had
p�cn�cked. Susan and Arthur had seen �t as they k�ssed each other,
and Terence and Rachel as they sat talk�ng about R�chmond, and
Evelyn and Perrott as they strolled about, �mag�n�ng that they were
great capta�ns sent to colon�se the world. They had seen the broad
blue mark across the sand where �t flowed �nto the sea, and the



green cloud of trees mass themselves about �t farther up, and f�nally
h�de �ts waters altogether from s�ght. At �ntervals for the f�rst twenty
m�les or so houses were scattered on the bank; by degrees the
houses became huts, and, later st�ll, there was ne�ther hut nor
house, but trees and grass, wh�ch were seen only by hunters,
explorers, or merchants, march�ng or sa�l�ng, but mak�ng no
settlement.

By leav�ng Santa Mar�na early �n the morn�ng, dr�v�ng twenty m�les
and r�d�ng e�ght, the party, wh�ch was composed f�nally of s�x Engl�sh
people, reached the r�ver-s�de as the n�ght fell. They came canter�ng
through the trees—Mr. and Mrs. Flush�ng, Helen Ambrose, Rachel,
Terence, and St. John. The t�red l�ttle horses then stopped
automat�cally, and the Engl�sh d�smounted. Mrs. Flush�ng strode to
the r�ver-bank �n h�gh sp�r�ts. The day had been long and hot, but she
had enjoyed the speed and the open a�r; she had left the hotel wh�ch
she hated, and she found the company to her l�k�ng. The r�ver was
sw�rl�ng past �n the darkness; they could just d�st�ngu�sh the smooth
mov�ng surface of the water, and the a�r was full of the sound of �t.
They stood �n an empty space �n the m�dst of great tree-trunks, and
out there a l�ttle green l�ght mov�ng sl�ghtly up and down showed
them where the steamer lay �n wh�ch they were to embark.

When they all stood upon �ts deck they found that �t was a very
small boat wh�ch throbbed gently beneath them for a few m�nutes,
and then shoved smoothly through the water. They seemed to be
dr�v�ng �nto the heart of the n�ght, for the trees closed �n front of
them, and they could hear all round them the rustl�ng of leaves. The
great darkness had the usual effect of tak�ng away all des�re for
commun�cat�on by mak�ng the�r words sound th�n and small; and,
after walk�ng round the deck three or four t�mes, they clustered
together, yawn�ng deeply, and look�ng at the same spot of deep
gloom on the banks. Murmur�ng very low �n the rhythm�cal tone of
one oppressed by the a�r, Mrs. Flush�ng began to wonder where they
were to sleep, for they could not sleep downsta�rs, they could not
sleep �n a doghole smell�ng of o�l, they could not sleep on deck, they
could not sleep—She yawned profoundly. It was as Helen had
foreseen; the quest�on of nakedness had r�sen already, although
they were half asleep, and almost �nv�s�ble to each other. W�th St.



John’s help she stretched an awn�ng, and persuaded Mrs. Flush�ng
that she could take off her clothes beh�nd th�s, and that no one would
not�ce �f by chance some part of her wh�ch had been concealed for
forty-f�ve years was la�d bare to the human eye. Mattresses were
thrown down, rugs prov�ded, and the three women lay near each
other �n the soft open a�r.

The gentlemen, hav�ng smoked a certa�n number of c�garettes,
dropped the glow�ng ends �nto the r�ver, and looked for a t�me at the
r�pples wr�nkl�ng the black water beneath them, undressed too, and
lay down at the other end of the boat. They were very t�red, and
curta�ned from each other by the darkness. The l�ght from one
lantern fell upon a few ropes, a few planks of the deck, and the ra�l of
the boat, but beyond that there was unbroken darkness, no l�ght
reached the�r faces, or the trees wh�ch were massed on the s�des of
the r�ver.

Soon W�lfr�d Flush�ng slept, and H�rst slept. Hewet alone lay
awake look�ng stra�ght up �nto the sky. The gentle mot�on and the
black shapes that were drawn ceaselessly across h�s eyes had the
effect of mak�ng �t �mposs�ble for h�m to th�nk. Rachel’s presence so
near h�m lulled thought asleep. Be�ng so near h�m, only a few paces
off at the other end of the boat, she made �t as �mposs�ble for h�m to
th�nk about her as �t would have been �mposs�ble to see her �f she
had stood qu�te close to h�m, her forehead aga�nst h�s forehead. In
some strange way the boat became �dent�f�ed w�th h�mself, and just
as �t would have been useless for h�m to get up and steer the boat,
so was �t useless for h�m to struggle any longer w�th the �rres�st�ble
force of h�s own feel�ngs. He was drawn on and on away from all he
knew, sl�pp�ng over barr�ers and past landmarks �nto unknown waters
as the boat gl�ded over the smooth surface of the r�ver. In profound
peace, enveloped �n deeper unconsc�ousness than had been h�s for
many n�ghts, he lay on deck watch�ng the tree-tops change the�r
pos�t�on sl�ghtly aga�nst the sky, and arch themselves, and s�nk and
tower huge, unt�l he passed from see�ng them �nto dreams where he
lay beneath the shadow of the vast trees, look�ng up �nto the sky.

When they woke next morn�ng they had gone a cons�derable way
up the r�ver; on the r�ght was a h�gh yellow bank of sand tufted w�th



trees, on the left a swamp qu�ver�ng w�th long reeds and tall
bamboos on the top of wh�ch, sway�ng sl�ghtly, perched v�v�d green
and yellow b�rds. The morn�ng was hot and st�ll. After breakfast they
drew cha�rs together and sat �n an �rregular sem�c�rcle �n the bow. An
awn�ng above the�r heads protected them from the heat of the sun,
and the breeze wh�ch the boat made a�red them softly. Mrs. Flush�ng
was already dott�ng and str�p�ng her canvas, her head jerk�ng th�s
way and that w�th the act�on of a b�rd nervously p�ck�ng up gra�n; the
others had books or p�eces of paper or embro�dery on the�r knees, at
wh�ch they looked f�tfully and aga�n looked at the r�ver ahead. At one
po�nt Hewet read part of a poem aloud, but the number of mov�ng
th�ngs ent�rely vanqu�shed h�s words. He ceased to read, and no one
spoke. They moved on under the shelter of the trees. There was now
a covey of red b�rds feed�ng on one of the l�ttle �slets to the left, or
aga�n a blue-green parrot flew shr�ek�ng from tree to tree. As they
moved on the country grew w�lder and w�lder. The trees and the
undergrowth seemed to be strangl�ng each other near the ground �n
a mult�tud�nous wrestle; wh�le here and there a splend�d tree towered
h�gh above the swarm, shak�ng �ts th�n green umbrellas l�ghtly �n the
upper a�r. Hewet looked at h�s books aga�n. The morn�ng was
peaceful as the n�ght had been, only �t was very strange because he
could see �t was l�ght, and he could see Rachel and hear her vo�ce
and be near to her. He felt as �f he were wa�t�ng, as �f somehow he
were stat�onary among th�ngs that passed over h�m and around h�m,
vo�ces, people’s bod�es, b�rds, only Rachel too was wa�t�ng w�th h�m.
He looked at her somet�mes as �f she must know that they were
wa�t�ng together, and be�ng drawn on together, w�thout be�ng able to
offer any res�stance. Aga�n he read from h�s book:

Whoever you are hold�ng me now �n your hand,
W�thout one th�ng all w�ll be useless.

A b�rd gave a w�ld laugh, a monkey chuckled a mal�c�ous quest�on,
and, as f�re fades �n the hot sunsh�ne, h�s words fl�ckered and went
out.

By degrees as the r�ver narrowed, and the h�gh sandbanks fell to
level ground th�ckly grown w�th trees, the sounds of the forest could
be heard. It echoed l�ke a hall. There were sudden cr�es; and then



long spaces of s�lence, such as there are �n a cathedral when a boy’s
vo�ce has ceased and the echo of �t st�ll seems to haunt about the
remote places of the roof. Once Mr. Flush�ng rose and spoke to a
sa�lor, and even announced that some t�me after luncheon the
steamer would stop, and they could walk a l�ttle way through the
forest.

“There are tracks all through the trees there,” he expla�ned. “We’re
no d�stance from c�v�l�sat�on yet.”

He scrut�n�sed h�s w�fe’s pa�nt�ng. Too pol�te to pra�se �t openly, he
contented h�mself w�th cutt�ng off one half of the p�cture w�th one
hand, and g�v�ng a flour�sh �n the a�r w�th the other.

“God!” H�rst excla�med, star�ng stra�ght ahead. “Don’t you th�nk �t’s
amaz�ngly beaut�ful?”

“Beaut�ful?” Helen enqu�red. It seemed a strange l�ttle word, and
H�rst and herself both so small that she forgot to answer h�m.

Hewet felt that he must speak.
“That’s where the El�zabethans got the�r style,” he mused, star�ng

�nto the profus�on of leaves and blossoms and prod�g�ous fru�ts.
“Shakespeare? I hate Shakespeare!” Mrs. Flush�ng excla�med;

and W�lfr�d returned adm�r�ngly, “I bel�eve you’re the only person who
dares to say that, Al�ce.” But Mrs. Flush�ng went on pa�nt�ng. She d�d
not appear to attach much value to her husband’s compl�ment, and
pa�nted stead�ly, somet�mes mutter�ng a half-aud�ble word or groan.

The morn�ng was now very hot.
“Look at H�rst!” Mr. Flush�ng wh�spered. H�s sheet of paper had

sl�pped on to the deck, h�s head lay back, and he drew a long
snor�ng breath.

Terence p�cked up the sheet of paper and spread �t out before
Rachel. It was a cont�nuat�on of the poem on God wh�ch he had
begun �n the chapel, and �t was so �ndecent that Rachel d�d not
understand half of �t although she saw that �t was �ndecent. Hewet
began to f�ll �n words where H�rst had left spaces, but he soon
ceased; h�s penc�l rolled on deck. Gradually they approached nearer
and nearer to the bank on the r�ght-hand s�de, so that the l�ght wh�ch
covered them became def�n�tely green, fall�ng through a shade of



green leaves, and Mrs. Flush�ng set as�de her sketch and stared
ahead of her �n s�lence. H�rst woke up; they were then called to
luncheon, and wh�le they ate �t, the steamer came to a standst�ll a
l�ttle way out from the bank. The boat wh�ch was towed beh�nd them
was brought to the s�de, and the lad�es were helped �nto �t.

For protect�on aga�nst boredom, Helen put a book of memo�rs
beneath her arm, and Mrs. Flush�ng her pa�nt-box, and, thus
equ�pped, they allowed themselves to be set on shore on the verge
of the forest.

They had not strolled more than a few hundred yards along the
track wh�ch ran parallel w�th the r�ver before Helen professed to f�nd
�t was unbearably hot. The r�ver breeze had ceased, and a hot
steamy atmosphere, th�ck w�th scents, came from the forest.

“I shall s�t down here,” she announced, po�nt�ng to the trunk of a
tree wh�ch had fallen long ago and was now laced across and across
by creepers and thong-l�ke brambles. She seated herself, opened
her parasol, and looked at the r�ver wh�ch was barred by the stems
of trees. She turned her back to the trees wh�ch d�sappeared �n black
shadow beh�nd her.

“I qu�te agree,” sa�d Mrs. Flush�ng, and proceeded to undo her
pa�nt-box. Her husband strolled about to select an �nterest�ng po�nt of
v�ew for her. H�rst cleared a space on the ground by Helen’s s�de,
and seated h�mself w�th great del�berat�on, as �f he d�d not mean to
move unt�l he had talked to her for a long t�me. Terence and Rachel
were left stand�ng by themselves w�thout occupat�on. Terence saw
that the t�me had come as �t was fated to come, but although he
real�sed th�s he was completely calm and master of h�mself. He
chose to stand for a few moments talk�ng to Helen, and persuad�ng
her to leave her seat. Rachel jo�ned h�m too �n adv�s�ng her to come
w�th them.

“Of all the people I’ve ever met,” he sa�d, “you’re the least
adventurous. You m�ght be s�tt�ng on green cha�rs �n Hyde Park. Are
you go�ng to s�t there the whole afternoon? Aren’t you go�ng to
walk?”

“Oh, no,” sa�d Helen, “one’s only got to use one’s eye. There’s
everyth�ng here—everyth�ng,” she repeated �n a drowsy tone of



vo�ce. “What w�ll you ga�n by walk�ng?”
“You’ll be hot and d�sagreeable by tea-t�me, we shall be cool and

sweet,” put �n H�rst. Into h�s eyes as he looked up at them had come
yellow and green reflect�ons from the sky and the branches, robb�ng
them of the�r �ntentness, and he seemed to th�nk what he d�d not say.
It was thus taken for granted by them both that Terence and Rachel
proposed to walk �nto the woods together; w�th one look at each
other they turned away.

“Good-bye!” cr�ed Rachel.
“Good-by. Beware of snakes,” H�rst repl�ed. He settled h�mself st�ll

more comfortably under the shade of the fallen tree and Helen’s
f�gure. As they went, Mr. Flush�ng called after them, “We must start
�n an hour. Hewet, please remember that. An hour.”

Whether made by man, or for some reason preserved by nature,
there was a w�de pathway str�k�ng through the forest at r�ght angles
to the r�ver. It resembled a dr�ve �n an Engl�sh forest, save that
trop�cal bushes w�th the�r sword-l�ke leaves grew at the s�de, and the
ground was covered w�th an unmarked spr�ngy moss �nstead of
grass, starred w�th l�ttle yellow flowers. As they passed �nto the
depths of the forest the l�ght grew d�mmer, and the no�ses of the
ord�nary world were replaced by those creak�ng and s�gh�ng sounds
wh�ch suggest to the traveller �n a forest that he �s walk�ng at the
bottom of the sea. The path narrowed and turned; �t was hedged �n
by dense creepers wh�ch knotted tree to tree, and burst here and
there �nto star-shaped cr�mson blossoms. The s�gh�ng and creak�ng
up above were broken every now and then by the jarr�ng cry of some
startled an�mal. The atmosphere was close and the a�r came at them
�n langu�d puffs of scent. The vast green l�ght was broken here and
there by a round of pure yellow sunl�ght wh�ch fell through some gap
�n the �mmense umbrella of green above, and �n these yellow spaces
cr�mson and black butterfl�es were c�rcl�ng and settl�ng. Terence and
Rachel hardly spoke.

Not only d�d the s�lence we�gh upon them, but they were both
unable to frame any thoughts. There was someth�ng between them
wh�ch had to be spoken of. One of them had to beg�n, but wh�ch of
them was �t to be? Then Hewet p�cked up a red fru�t and threw �t as



h�gh as he could. When �t dropped, he would speak. They heard the
flapp�ng of great w�ngs; they heard the fru�t go patter�ng through the
leaves and eventually fall w�th a thud. The s�lence was aga�n
profound.

“Does th�s fr�ghten you?” Terence asked when the sound of the
fru�t fall�ng had completely d�ed away.

“No,” she answered. “I l�ke �t.”
She repeated “I l�ke �t.” She was walk�ng fast, and hold�ng herself

more erect than usual. There was another pause.
“You l�ke be�ng w�th me?” Terence asked.
“Yes, w�th you,” she repl�ed.
He was s�lent for a moment. S�lence seemed to have fallen upon

the world.
“That �s what I have felt ever s�nce I knew you,” he repl�ed. “We

are happy together.” He d�d not seem to be speak�ng, or she to be
hear�ng.

“Very happy,” she answered.
They cont�nued to walk for some t�me �n s�lence. The�r steps

unconsc�ously qu�ckened.
“We love each other,” Terence sa�d.
“We love each other,” she repeated.
The s�lence was then broken by the�r vo�ces wh�ch jo�ned �n tones

of strange unfam�l�ar sound wh�ch formed no words. Faster and
faster they walked; s�multaneously they stopped, clasped each other
�n the�r arms, then releas�ng themselves, dropped to the earth. They
sat s�de by s�de. Sounds stood out from the background mak�ng a
br�dge across the�r s�lence; they heard the sw�sh of the trees and
some beast croak�ng �n a remote world.

“We love each other,” Terence repeated, search�ng �nto her face.
The�r faces were both very pale and qu�et, and they sa�d noth�ng. He
was afra�d to k�ss her aga�n. By degrees she drew close to h�m, and
rested aga�nst h�m. In th�s pos�t�on they sat for some t�me. She sa�d
“Terence” once; he answered “Rachel.”



“Terr�ble—terr�ble,” she murmured after another pause, but �n
say�ng th�s she was th�nk�ng as much of the pers�stent churn�ng of
the water as of her own feel�ng. On and on �t went �n the d�stance,
the senseless and cruel churn�ng of the water. She observed that the
tears were runn�ng down Terence’s cheeks.

The next movement was on h�s part. A very long t�me seemed to
have passed. He took out h�s watch.

“Flush�ng sa�d an hour. We’ve been gone more than half an hour.”
“And �t takes that to get back,” sa�d Rachel. She ra�sed herself

very slowly. When she was stand�ng up she stretched her arms and
drew a deep breath, half a s�gh, half a yawn. She appeared to be
very t�red. Her cheeks were wh�te. “Wh�ch way?” she asked.

“There,” sa�d Terence.
They began to walk back down the mossy path aga�n. The s�gh�ng

and creak�ng cont�nued far overhead, and the jarr�ng cr�es of
an�mals. The butterfl�es were c�rcl�ng st�ll �n the patches of yellow
sunl�ght. At f�rst Terence was certa�n of h�s way, but as they walked
he became doubtful. They had to stop to cons�der, and then to return
and start once more, for although he was certa�n of the d�rect�on of
the r�ver he was not certa�n of str�k�ng the po�nt where they had left
the others. Rachel followed h�m, stopp�ng where he stopped, turn�ng
where he turned, �gnorant of the way, �gnorant why he stopped or
why he turned.

“I don’t want to be late,” he sa�d, “because—” He put a flower �nto
her hand and her f�ngers closed upon �t qu�etly. “We’re so late—so
late—so horr�bly late,” he repeated as �f he were talk�ng �n h�s sleep.
“Ah—th�s �s r�ght. We turn here.”

They found themselves aga�n �n the broad path, l�ke the dr�ve �n
the Engl�sh forest, where they had started when they left the others.
They walked on �n s�lence as people walk�ng �n the�r sleep, and were
oddly consc�ous now and aga�n of the mass of the�r bod�es. Then
Rachel excla�med suddenly, “Helen!”

In the sunny space at the edge of the forest they saw Helen st�ll
s�tt�ng on the tree-trunk, her dress show�ng very wh�te �n the sun,
w�th H�rst st�ll propped on h�s elbow by her s�de. They stopped



�nst�nct�vely. At the s�ght of other people they could not go on. They
stood hand �n hand for a m�nute or two �n s�lence. They could not
bear to face other people.

“But we must go on,” Rachel �ns�sted at last, �n the cur�ous dull
tone of vo�ce �n wh�ch they had both been speak�ng, and w�th a great
effort they forced themselves to cover the short d�stance wh�ch lay
between them and the pa�r s�tt�ng on the tree-trunk.

As they approached, Helen turned round and looked at them. She
looked at them for some t�me w�thout speak�ng, and when they were
close to her she sa�d qu�etly:

“D�d you meet Mr. Flush�ng? He has gone to f�nd you. He thought
you must be lost, though I told h�m you weren’t lost.”

H�rst half turned round and threw h�s head back so that he looked
at the branches cross�ng themselves �n the a�r above h�m.

“Well, was �t worth the effort?” he enqu�red dream�ly.
Hewet sat down on the grass by h�s s�de and began to fan h�mself.
Rachel had balanced herself near Helen on the end of the tree

trunk.
“Very hot,” she sa�d.
“You look exhausted anyhow,” sa�d H�rst.
“It’s fearfully close �n those trees,” Helen remarked, p�ck�ng up her

book and shak�ng �t free from the dr�ed blades of grass wh�ch had
fallen between the leaves. Then they were all s�lent, look�ng at the
r�ver sw�rl�ng past �n front of them between the trunks of the trees
unt�l Mr. Flush�ng �nterrupted them. He broke out of the trees a
hundred yards to the left, excla�m�ng sharply:

“Ah, so you found the way after all. But �t’s late—much later than
we arranged, Hewet.”

He was sl�ghtly annoyed, and �n h�s capac�ty as leader of the
exped�t�on, �ncl�ned to be d�ctator�al. He spoke qu�ckly, us�ng
cur�ously sharp, mean�ngless words.

“Be�ng late wouldn’t matter normally, of course,” he sa�d, “but
when �t’s a quest�on of keep�ng the men up to t�me—”



He gathered them together and made them come down to the
r�ver-bank, where the boat was wa�t�ng to row them out to the
steamer.

The heat of the day was go�ng down, and over the�r cups of tea
the Flush�ngs tended to become commun�cat�ve. It seemed to
Terence as he l�stened to them talk�ng, that ex�stence now went on �n
two d�fferent layers. Here were the Flush�ngs talk�ng, talk�ng
somewhere h�gh up �n the a�r above h�m, and he and Rachel had
dropped to the bottom of the world together. But w�th someth�ng of a
ch�ld’s d�rectness, Mrs. Flush�ng had also the �nst�nct wh�ch leads a
ch�ld to suspect what �ts elders w�sh to keep h�dden. She f�xed
Terence w�th her v�v�d blue eyes and addressed herself to h�m �n
part�cular. What would he do, she wanted to know, �f the boat ran
upon a rock and sank.

“Would you care for anyth�n’ but sav�n’ yourself? Should I? No,
no,” she laughed, “not one scrap—don’t tell me. There’s only two
creatures the ord�nary woman cares about,” she cont�nued, “her ch�ld
and her dog; and I don’t bel�eve �t’s even two w�th men. One reads a
lot about love—that’s why poetry’s so dull. But what happens �n real
l�fe, eh? It a�n’t love!” she cr�ed.

Terence murmured someth�ng un�ntell�g�ble. Mr. Flush�ng,
however, had recovered h�s urban�ty. He was smok�ng a c�garette,
and he now answered h�s w�fe.

“You must always remember, Al�ce,” he sa�d, “that your upbr�ng�ng
was very unnatural—unusual, I should say. They had no mother,” he
expla�ned, dropp�ng someth�ng of the formal�ty of h�s tone; “and a
father—he was a very del�ghtful man, I’ve no doubt, but he cared
only for racehorses and Greek statues. Tell them about the bath,
Al�ce.”

“In the stable-yard,” sa�d Mrs. Flush�ng. “Covered w�th �ce �n
w�nter. We had to get �n; �f we d�dn’t, we were wh�pped. The strong
ones l�ved—the others d�ed. What you call surv�val of the f�ttest—a
most excellent plan, I daresay, �f you’ve th�rteen ch�ldren!”

“And all th�s go�ng on �n the heart of England, �n the n�neteenth
century!” Mr. Flush�ng excla�med, turn�ng to Helen.



“I’d treat my ch�ldren just the same �f I had any,” sa�d Mrs.
Flush�ng.

Every word sounded qu�te d�st�nctly �n Terence’s ears; but what
were they say�ng, and who were they talk�ng to, and who were they,
these fantast�c people, detached somewhere h�gh up �n the a�r? Now
that they had drunk the�r tea, they rose and leant over the bow of the
boat. The sun was go�ng down, and the water was dark and cr�mson.
The r�ver had w�dened aga�n, and they were pass�ng a l�ttle �sland
set l�ke a dark wedge �n the m�ddle of the stream. Two great wh�te
b�rds w�th red l�ghts on them stood there on st�lt-l�ke legs, and the
beach of the �sland was unmarked, save by the skeleton pr�nt of
b�rds’ feet. The branches of the trees on the bank looked more
tw�sted and angular than ever, and the green of the leaves was lur�d
and splashed w�th gold. Then H�rst began to talk, lean�ng over the
bow.

“It makes one awfully queer, don’t you f�nd?” he compla�ned.
“These trees get on one’s nerves—�t’s all so crazy. God’s
undoubtedly mad. What sane person could have conce�ved a
w�lderness l�ke th�s, and peopled �t w�th apes and all�gators? I should
go mad �f I l�ved here—rav�ng mad.”

Terence attempted to answer h�m, but Mrs. Ambrose repl�ed
�nstead. She bade h�m look at the way th�ngs massed themselves—
look at the amaz�ng colours, look at the shapes of the trees. She
seemed to be protect�ng Terence from the approach of the others.

“Yes,” sa�d Mr. Flush�ng. “And �n my op�n�on,” he cont�nued, “the
absence of populat�on to wh�ch H�rst objects �s prec�sely the
s�gn�f�cant touch. You must adm�t, H�rst, that a l�ttle Ital�an town even
would vulgar�se the whole scene, would detract from the vastness—
the sense of elemental grandeur.” He swept h�s hands towards the
forest, and paused for a moment, look�ng at the great green mass,
wh�ch was now fall�ng s�lent. “I own �t makes us seem pretty small—
us, not them.” He nodded h�s head at a sa�lor who leant over the s�de
sp�tt�ng �nto the r�ver. “And that, I th�nk, �s what my w�fe feels, the
essent�al super�or�ty of the peasant—” Under cover of Mr. Flush�ng’s
words, wh�ch cont�nued now gently reason�ng w�th St. John and
persuad�ng h�m, Terence drew Rachel to the s�de, po�nt�ng ostens�bly



to a great gnarled tree-trunk wh�ch had fallen and lay half �n the
water. He w�shed, at any rate, to be near her, but he found that he
could say noth�ng. They could hear Mr. Flush�ng flow�ng on, now
about h�s w�fe, now about art, now about the future of the country,
l�ttle mean�ngless words float�ng h�gh �n a�r. As �t was becom�ng cold
he began to pace the deck w�th H�rst. Fragments of the�r talk came
out d�st�nctly as they passed—art, emot�on, truth, real�ty.

“Is �t true, or �s �t a dream?” Rachel murmured, when they had
passed.

“It’s true, �t’s true,” he repl�ed.
But the breeze freshened, and there was a general des�re for

movement. When the party rearranged themselves under cover of
rugs and cloaks, Terence and Rachel were at oppos�te ends of the
c�rcle, and could not speak to each other. But as the dark
descended, the words of the others seemed to curl up and van�sh as
the ashes of burnt paper, and left them s�tt�ng perfectly s�lent at the
bottom of the world. Occas�onal starts of exqu�s�te joy ran through
them, and then they were peaceful aga�n.



CHAPTER XXI

Thanks to Mr. Flush�ng’s d�sc�pl�ne, the r�ght stages of the r�ver
were reached at the r�ght hours, and when next morn�ng after
breakfast the cha�rs were aga�n drawn out �n a sem�c�rcle �n the bow,
the launch was w�th�n a few m�les of the nat�ve camp wh�ch was the
l�m�t of the journey. Mr. Flush�ng, as he sat down, adv�sed them to
keep the�r eyes f�xed on the left bank, where they would soon pass a
clear�ng, and �n that clear�ng, was a hut where Mackenz�e, the
famous explorer, had d�ed of fever some ten years ago, almost w�th�n
reach of c�v�l�sat�on—Mackenz�e, he repeated, the man who went
farther �nland than any one’s been yet. The�r eyes turned that way
obed�ently. The eyes of Rachel saw noth�ng. Yellow and green
shapes d�d, �t �s true, pass before them, but she only knew that one
was large and another small; she d�d not know that they were trees.
These d�rect�ons to look here and there �rr�tated her, as �nterrupt�ons
�rr�tate a person absorbed �n thought, although she was not th�nk�ng
of anyth�ng. She was annoyed w�th all that was sa�d, and w�th the
a�mless movements of people’s bod�es, because they seemed to
�nterfere w�th her and to prevent her from speak�ng to Terence. Very
soon Helen saw her star�ng mood�ly at a co�l of rope, and mak�ng no
effort to l�sten. Mr. Flush�ng and St. John were engaged �n more or
less cont�nuous conversat�on about the future of the country from a
pol�t�cal po�nt of v�ew, and the degree to wh�ch �t had been explored;
the others, w�th the�r legs stretched out, or ch�ns po�sed on the
hands, gazed �n s�lence.

Mrs. Ambrose looked and l�stened obed�ently enough, but �nwardly
she was prey to an uneasy mood not read�ly to be ascr�bed to any
one cause. Look�ng on shore as Mr. Flush�ng bade her, she thought
the country very beaut�ful, but also sultry and alarm�ng. She d�d not



l�ke to feel herself the v�ct�m of unclass�f�ed emot�ons, and certa�nly
as the launch sl�pped on and on, �n the hot morn�ng sun, she felt
herself unreasonably moved. Whether the unfam�l�ar�ty of the forest
was the cause of �t, or someth�ng less def�n�te, she could not
determ�ne. Her m�nd left the scene and occup�ed �tself w�th anx�et�es
for R�dley, for her ch�ldren, for far-off th�ngs, such as old age and
poverty and death. H�rst, too, was depressed. He had been look�ng
forward to th�s exped�t�on as to a hol�day, for, once away from the
hotel, surely wonderful th�ngs would happen, �nstead of wh�ch
noth�ng happened, and here they were as uncomfortable, as
restra�ned, as self-consc�ous as ever. That, of course, was what
came of look�ng forward to anyth�ng; one was always d�sappo�nted.
He blamed W�lfr�d Flush�ng, who was so well dressed and so formal;
he blamed Hewet and Rachel. Why d�dn’t they talk? He looked at
them s�tt�ng s�lent and self-absorbed, and the s�ght annoyed h�m. He
supposed that they were engaged, or about to become engaged, but
�nstead of be�ng �n the least romant�c or exc�t�ng, that was as dull as
everyth�ng else; �t annoyed h�m, too, to th�nk that they were �n love.
He drew close to Helen and began to tell her how uncomfortable h�s
n�ght had been, ly�ng on the deck, somet�mes too hot, somet�mes too
cold, and the stars so br�ght that he couldn’t get to sleep. He had la�n
awake all n�ght th�nk�ng, and when �t was l�ght enough to see, he had
wr�tten twenty l�nes of h�s poem on God, and the awful th�ng was that
he’d pract�cally proved the fact that God d�d not ex�st. He d�d not see
that he was teas�ng her, and he went on to wonder what would
happen �f God d�d ex�st—“an old gentleman �n a beard and a long
blue dress�ng gown, extremely testy and d�sagreeable as he’s bound
to be? Can you suggest a rhyme? God, rod, sod—all used; any
others?”

Although he spoke much as usual, Helen could have seen, had
she looked, that he was also �mpat�ent and d�sturbed. But she was
not called upon to answer, for Mr. Flush�ng now excla�med “There!”
They looked at the hut on the bank, a desolate place w�th a large
rent �n the roof, and the ground round �t yellow, scarred w�th f�res and
scattered w�th rusty open t�ns.

“D�d they f�nd h�s dead body there?” Mrs. Flush�ng excla�med,
lean�ng forward �n her eagerness to see the spot where the explorer



had d�ed.
“They found h�s body and h�s sk�ns and a notebook,” her husband

repl�ed. But the boat had soon carr�ed them on and left the place
beh�nd.

It was so hot that they scarcely moved, except now to change a
foot, or, aga�n, to str�ke a match. The�r eyes, concentrated upon the
bank, were full of the same green reflect�ons, and the�r l�ps were
sl�ghtly pressed together as though the s�ghts they were pass�ng
gave r�se to thoughts, save that H�rst’s l�ps moved �nterm�ttently as
half consc�ously he sought rhymes for God. Whatever the thoughts
of the others, no one sa�d anyth�ng for a cons�derable space. They
had grown so accustomed to the wall of trees on e�ther s�de that they
looked up w�th a start when the l�ght suddenly w�dened out and the
trees came to an end.

“It almost rem�nds one of an Engl�sh park,” sa�d Mr. Flush�ng.
Indeed no change could have been greater. On both banks of the

r�ver lay an open lawn-l�ke space, grass covered and planted, for the
gentleness and order of the place suggested human care, w�th
graceful trees on the top of l�ttle mounds. As far as they could gaze,
th�s lawn rose and sank w�th the undulat�ng mot�on of an old Engl�sh
park. The change of scene naturally suggested a change of pos�t�on,
grateful to most of them. They rose and leant over the ra�l.

“It m�ght be Arundel or W�ndsor,” Mr. Flush�ng cont�nued, “�f you
cut down that bush w�th the yellow flowers; and, by Jove, look!”

Rows of brown backs paused for a moment and then leapt w�th a
mot�on as �f they were spr�ng�ng over waves out of s�ght. For a
moment no one of them could bel�eve that they had really seen l�ve
an�mals �n the open—a herd of w�ld deer, and the s�ght aroused a
ch�ldl�ke exc�tement �n them, d�ss�pat�ng the�r gloom.

“I’ve never �n my l�fe seen anyth�ng b�gger than a hare!” H�rst
excla�med w�th genu�ne exc�tement. “What an ass I was not to br�ng
my Kodak!”

Soon afterwards the launch came gradually to a standst�ll, and the
capta�n expla�ned to Mr. Flush�ng that �t would be pleasant for the
passengers �f they now went for a stroll on shore; �f they chose to



return w�th�n an hour, he would take them on to the v�llage; �f they
chose to walk—�t was only a m�le or two farther on—he would meet
them at the land�ng-place.

The matter be�ng settled, they were once more put on shore: the
sa�lors, produc�ng ra�s�ns and tobacco, leant upon the ra�l and
watched the s�x Engl�sh, whose coats and dresses looked so strange
upon the green, wander off. A joke that was by no means proper set
them all laugh�ng, and then they turned round and lay at the�r ease
upon the deck.

D�rectly they landed, Terence and Rachel drew together sl�ghtly �n
advance of the others.

“Thank God!” Terence excla�med, draw�ng a long breath. “At last
we’re alone.”

“And �f we keep ahead we can talk,” sa�d Rachel.
Nevertheless, although the�r pos�t�on some yards �n advance of the

others made �t poss�ble for them to say anyth�ng they chose, they
were both s�lent.

“You love me?” Terence asked at length, break�ng the s�lence
pa�nfully. To speak or to be s�lent was equally an effort, for when they
were s�lent they were keenly consc�ous of each other’s presence,
and yet words were e�ther too tr�v�al or too large.

She murmured �nart�culately, end�ng, “And you?”
“Yes, yes,” he repl�ed; but there were so many th�ngs to be sa�d,

and now that they were alone �t seemed necessary to br�ng
themselves st�ll more near, and to surmount a barr�er wh�ch had
grown up s�nce they had last spoken. It was d�ff�cult, fr�ghten�ng
even, oddly embarrass�ng. At one moment he was clear-s�ghted,
and, at the next, confused.

“Now I’m go�ng to beg�n at the beg�nn�ng,” he sa�d resolutely. “I’m
go�ng to tell you what I ought to have told you before. In the f�rst
place, I’ve never been �n love w�th other women, but I’ve had other
women. Then I’ve great faults. I’m very lazy, I’m moody—” He
pers�sted, �n sp�te of her exclamat�on, “You’ve got to know the worst
of me. I’m lustful. I’m overcome by a sense of fut�l�ty—�ncompetence.



I ought never to have asked you to marry me, I expect. I’m a b�t of a
snob; I’m amb�t�ous—”

“Oh, our faults!” she cr�ed. “What do they matter?” Then she
demanded, “Am I �n love—�s th�s be�ng �n love—are we to marry
each other?”

Overcome by the charm of her vo�ce and her presence, he
excla�med, “Oh, you’re free, Rachel. To you, t�me w�ll make no
d�fference, or marr�age or—”

The vo�ces of the others beh�nd them kept float�ng, now farther,
now nearer, and Mrs. Flush�ng’s laugh rose clearly by �tself.

“Marr�age?” Rachel repeated.
The shouts were renewed beh�nd, warn�ng them that they were

bear�ng too far to the left. Improv�ng the�r course, he cont�nued, “Yes,
marr�age.” The feel�ng that they could not be un�ted unt�l she knew all
about h�m made h�m aga�n endeavour to expla�n.

“All that’s been bad �n me, the th�ngs I’ve put up w�th—the second
best—”

She murmured, cons�dered her own l�fe, but could not descr�be
how �t looked to her now.

“And the lonel�ness!” he cont�nued. A v�s�on of walk�ng w�th her
through the streets of London came before h�s eyes. “We w�ll go for
walks together,” he sa�d. The s�mpl�c�ty of the �dea rel�eved them,
and for the f�rst t�me they laughed. They would have l�ked had they
dared to take each other by the hand, but the consc�ousness of eyes
f�xed on them from beh�nd had not yet deserted them.

“Books, people, s�ghts—Mrs. Nutt, Greeley, Hutch�nson,” Hewet
murmured.

W�th every word the m�st wh�ch had enveloped them, mak�ng them
seem unreal to each other, s�nce the prev�ous afternoon melted a
l�ttle further, and the�r contact became more and more natural. Up
through the sultry southern landscape they saw the world they knew
appear clearer and more v�v�dly than �t had ever appeared before. As
upon that occas�on at the hotel when she had sat �n the w�ndow, the
world once more arranged �tself beneath her gaze very v�v�dly and �n
�ts true proport�ons. She glanced cur�ously at Terence from t�me to



t�me, observ�ng h�s grey coat and h�s purple t�e; observ�ng the man
w�th whom she was to spend the rest of her l�fe.

After one of these glances she murmured, “Yes, I’m �n love.
There’s no doubt; I’m �n love w�th you.”

Nevertheless, they rema�ned uncomfortably apart; drawn so close
together, as she spoke, that there seemed no d�v�s�on between them,
and the next moment separate and far away aga�n. Feel�ng th�s
pa�nfully, she excla�med, “It w�ll be a f�ght.”

But as she looked at h�m she perce�ved from the shape of h�s
eyes, the l�nes about h�s mouth, and other pecul�ar�t�es that he
pleased her, and she added:

“Where I want to f�ght, you have compass�on. You’re f�ner than I
am; you’re much f�ner.”

He returned her glance and sm�led, perce�v�ng, much as she had
done, the very small �nd�v�dual th�ngs about her wh�ch made her
del�ghtful to h�m. She was h�s for ever. Th�s barr�er be�ng
surmounted, �nnumerable del�ghts lay before them both.

“I’m not f�ner,” he answered. “I’m only older, laz�er; a man, not a
woman.”

“A man,” she repeated, and a cur�ous sense of possess�on com�ng
over her, �t struck her that she m�ght now touch h�m; she put out her
hand and l�ghtly touched h�s cheek. H�s f�ngers followed where hers
had been, and the touch of h�s hand upon h�s face brought back the
overpower�ng sense of unreal�ty. Th�s body of h�s was unreal; the
whole world was unreal.

“What’s happened?” he began. “Why d�d I ask you to marry me?
How d�d �t happen?”

“D�d you ask me to marry you?” she wondered. They faded far
away from each other, and ne�ther of them could remember what
had been sa�d.

“We sat upon the ground,” he recollected.
“We sat upon the ground,” she conf�rmed h�m. The recollect�on of

s�tt�ng upon the ground, such as �t was, seemed to un�te them aga�n,
and they walked on �n s�lence, the�r m�nds somet�mes work�ng w�th
d�ff�culty and somet�mes ceas�ng to work, the�r eyes alone perce�v�ng



the th�ngs round them. Now he would attempt aga�n to tell her h�s
faults, and why he loved her; and she would descr�be what she had
felt at th�s t�me or at that t�me, and together they would �nterpret her
feel�ng. So beaut�ful was the sound of the�r vo�ces that by degrees
they scarcely l�stened to the words they framed. Long s�lences came
between the�r words, wh�ch were no longer s�lences of struggle and
confus�on but refresh�ng s�lences, �n wh�ch tr�v�al thoughts moved
eas�ly. They began to speak naturally of ord�nary th�ngs, of the
flowers and the trees, how they grew there so red, l�ke garden
flowers at home, and there bent and crooked l�ke the arm of a
tw�sted old man.

Very gently and qu�etly, almost as �f �t were the blood s�ng�ng �n her
ve�ns, or the water of the stream runn�ng over stones, Rachel
became consc�ous of a new feel�ng w�th�n her. She wondered for a
moment what �t was, and then sa�d to herself, w�th a l�ttle surpr�se at
recogn�s�ng �n her own person so famous a th�ng:

“Th�s �s happ�ness, I suppose.” And aloud to Terence she spoke,
“Th�s �s happ�ness.”

On the heels of her words he answered, “Th�s �s happ�ness,” upon
wh�ch they guessed that the feel�ng had sprung �n both of them the
same t�me. They began therefore to descr�be how th�s felt and that
felt, how l�ke �t was and yet how d�fferent; for they were very d�fferent.

Vo�ces cry�ng beh�nd them never reached through the waters �n
wh�ch they were now sunk. The repet�t�on of Hewet’s name �n short,
d�ssevered syllables was to them the crack of a dry branch or the
laughter of a b�rd. The grasses and breezes sound�ng and
murmur�ng all round them, they never not�ced that the sw�sh�ng of
the grasses grew louder and louder, and d�d not cease w�th the lapse
of the breeze. A hand dropped abrupt as �ron on Rachel’s shoulder;
�t m�ght have been a bolt from heaven. She fell beneath �t, and the
grass wh�pped across her eyes and f�lled her mouth and ears.
Through the wav�ng stems she saw a f�gure, large and shapeless
aga�nst the sky. Helen was upon her. Rolled th�s way and that, now
see�ng only forests of green, and now the h�gh blue heaven; she was
speechless and almost w�thout sense. At last she lay st�ll, all the
grasses shaken round her and before her by her pant�ng. Over her



loomed two great heads, the heads of a man and woman, of Terence
and Helen.

Both were flushed, both laugh�ng, and the l�ps were mov�ng; they
came together and k�ssed �n the a�r above her. Broken fragments of
speech came down to her on the ground. She thought she heard
them speak of love and then of marr�age. Ra�s�ng herself and s�tt�ng
up, she too real�sed Helen’s soft body, the strong and hosp�table
arms, and happ�ness swell�ng and break�ng �n one vast wave. When
th�s fell away, and the grasses once more lay low, and the sky
became hor�zontal, and the earth rolled out flat on each s�de, and the
trees stood upr�ght, she was the f�rst to perce�ve a l�ttle row of human
f�gures stand�ng pat�ently �n the d�stance. For the moment she could
not remember who they were.

“Who are they?” she asked, and then recollected.
Fall�ng �nto l�ne beh�nd Mr. Flush�ng, they were careful to leave at

least three yards’ d�stance between the toe of h�s boot and the r�m of
her sk�rt.

He led them across a stretch of green by the r�ver-bank and then
through a grove of trees, and bade them remark the s�gns of human
hab�tat�on, the blackened grass, the charred tree-stumps, and there,
through the trees, strange wooden nests, drawn together �n an arch
where the trees drew apart, the v�llage wh�ch was the goal of the�r
journey.

Stepp�ng caut�ously, they observed the women, who were
squatt�ng on the ground �n tr�angular shapes, mov�ng the�r hands,
e�ther pla�t�ng straw or �n knead�ng someth�ng �n bowls. But when
they had looked for a moment und�scovered, they were seen, and
Mr. Flush�ng, advanc�ng �nto the centre of the clear�ng, was engaged
�n talk w�th a lean majest�c man, whose bones and hollows at once
made the shapes of the Engl�shman’s body appear ugly and
unnatural. The women took no not�ce of the strangers, except that
the�r hands paused for a moment and the�r long narrow eyes sl�d
round and f�xed upon them w�th the mot�onless �nexpress�ve gaze of
those removed from each other far far beyond the plunge of speech.
The�r hands moved aga�n, but the stare cont�nued. It followed them
as they walked, as they peered �nto the huts where they could



d�st�ngu�sh guns lean�ng �n the corner, and bowls upon the floor, and
stacks of rushes; �n the dusk the solemn eyes of bab�es regarded
them, and old women stared out too. As they sauntered about, the
stare followed them, pass�ng over the�r legs, the�r bod�es, the�r
heads, cur�ously not w�thout host�l�ty, l�ke the crawl of a w�nter fly. As
she drew apart her shawl and uncovered her breast to the l�ps of her
baby, the eyes of a woman never left the�r faces, although they
moved uneas�ly under her stare, and f�nally turned away, rather than
stand there look�ng at her any longer. When sweetmeats were
offered them, they put out great red hands to take them, and felt
themselves tread�ng cumbrously l�ke t�ght-coated sold�ers among
these soft �nst�nct�ve people. But soon the l�fe of the v�llage took no
not�ce of them; they had become absorbed �n �t. The women’s hands
became busy aga�n w�th the straw; the�r eyes dropped. If they
moved, �t was to fetch someth�ng from the hut, or to catch a stray�ng
ch�ld, or to cross the space w�th a jar balanced on the�r heads; �f they
spoke, �t was to cry some harsh un�ntell�g�ble cry. Vo�ces rose when
a ch�ld was beaten, and fell aga�n; vo�ces rose �n song, wh�ch sl�d up
a l�ttle way and down a l�ttle way, and settled aga�n upon the same
low and melancholy note. Seek�ng each other, Terence and Rachel
drew together under a tree. Peaceful, and even beaut�ful at f�rst, the
s�ght of the women, who had g�ven up look�ng at them, made them
now feel very cold and melancholy.

“Well,” Terence s�ghed at length, “�t makes us seem �ns�gn�f�cant,
doesn’t �t?”

Rachel agreed. So �t would go on for ever and ever, she sa�d,
those women s�tt�ng under the trees, the trees and the r�ver. They
turned away and began to walk through the trees, lean�ng, w�thout
fear of d�scovery, upon each other’s arms. They had not gone far
before they began to assure each other once more that they were �n
love, were happy, were content; but why was �t so pa�nful be�ng �n
love, why was there so much pa�n �n happ�ness?

The s�ght of the v�llage �ndeed affected them all cur�ously though
all d�fferently. St. John had left the others and was walk�ng slowly
down to the r�ver, absorbed �n h�s own thoughts, wh�ch were b�tter
and unhappy, for he felt h�mself alone; and Helen, stand�ng by



herself �n the sunny space among the nat�ve women, was exposed
to present�ments of d�saster. The cr�es of the senseless beasts rang
�n her ears h�gh and low �n the a�r, as they ran from tree-trunk to tree-
top. How small the l�ttle f�gures looked wander�ng through the trees!
She became acutely consc�ous of the l�ttle l�mbs, the th�n ve�ns, the
del�cate flesh of men and women, wh�ch breaks so eas�ly and lets
the l�fe escape compared w�th these great trees and deep waters. A
fall�ng branch, a foot that sl�ps, and the earth has crushed them or
the water drowned them. Thus th�nk�ng, she kept her eyes anx�ously
f�xed upon the lovers, as �f by do�ng so she could protect them from
the�r fate. Turn�ng, she found the Flush�ngs by her s�de.

They were talk�ng about the th�ngs they had bought and argu�ng
whether they were really old, and whether there were not s�gns here
and there of European �nfluence. Helen was appealed to. She was
made to look at a brooch, and then at a pa�r of ear-r�ngs. But all the
t�me she blamed them for hav�ng come on th�s exped�t�on, for hav�ng
ventured too far and exposed themselves. Then she roused herself
and tr�ed to talk, but �n a few moments she caught herself see�ng a
p�cture of a boat upset on the r�ver �n England, at m�dday. It was
morb�d, she knew, to �mag�ne such th�ngs; nevertheless she sought
out the f�gures of the others between the trees, and whenever she
saw them she kept her eyes f�xed on them, so that she m�ght be able
to protect them from d�saster.

But when the sun went down and the steamer turned and began to
steam back towards c�v�l�sat�on, aga�n her fears were calmed. In the
sem�-darkness the cha�rs on deck and the people s�tt�ng �n them
were angular shapes, the mouth be�ng �nd�cated by a t�ny burn�ng
spot, and the arm by the same spot mov�ng up or down as the c�gar
or c�garette was l�fted to and from the l�ps. Words crossed the
darkness, but, not know�ng where they fell, seemed to lack energy
and substance. Deep s�ghs proceeded regularly, although w�th some
attempt at suppress�on, from the large wh�te mound wh�ch
represented the person of Mrs. Flush�ng. The day had been long and
very hot, and now that all the colours were blotted out the cool n�ght
a�r seemed to press soft f�ngers upon the eyel�ds, seal�ng them
down. Some ph�losoph�cal remark d�rected, apparently, at St. John
H�rst m�ssed �ts a�m, and hung so long suspended �n the a�r unt�l �t



was engulfed by a yawn, that �t was cons�dered dead, and th�s gave
the s�gnal for st�rr�ng of legs and murmurs about sleep. The wh�te
mound moved, f�nally lengthened �tself and d�sappeared, and after a
few turns and paces St. John and Mr. Flush�ng w�thdrew, leav�ng the
three cha�rs st�ll occup�ed by three s�lent bod�es. The l�ght wh�ch
came from a lamp h�gh on the mast and a sky pale w�th stars left
them w�th shapes but w�thout features; but even �n th�s darkness the
w�thdrawal of the others made them feel each other very near, for
they were all th�nk�ng of the same th�ng. For some t�me no one
spoke, then Helen sa�d w�th a s�gh, “So you’re both very happy?”

As �f washed by the a�r her vo�ce sounded more sp�r�tual and softer
than usual. Vo�ces at a l�ttle d�stance answered her, “Yes.”

Through the darkness she was look�ng at them both, and try�ng to
d�st�ngu�sh h�m. What was there for her to say? Rachel had passed
beyond her guard�ansh�p. A vo�ce m�ght reach her ears, but never
aga�n would �t carry as far as �t had carr�ed twenty-four hours ago.
Nevertheless, speech seemed to be due from her before she went to
bed. She w�shed to speak, but she felt strangely old and depressed.

“D’you real�se what you’re do�ng?” she demanded. “She’s young,
you’re both young; and marr�age—” Here she ceased. They begged
her, however, to cont�nue, w�th such earnestness �n the�r vo�ces, as �f
they only craved adv�ce, that she was led to add:

“Marr�age! well, �t’s not easy.”
“That’s what we want to know,” they answered, and she guessed

that now they were look�ng at each other.
“It depends on both of you,” she stated. Her face was turned

towards Terence, and although he could hardly see her, he bel�eved
that her words really covered a genu�ne des�re to know more about
h�m. He ra�sed h�mself from h�s sem�-recumbent pos�t�on and
proceeded to tell her what she wanted to know. He spoke as l�ghtly
as he could �n order to take away her depress�on.

“I’m twenty-seven, and I’ve about seven hundred a year,” he
began. “My temper �s good on the whole, and health excellent,
though H�rst detects a gouty tendency. Well, then, I th�nk I’m very
�ntell�gent.” He paused as �f for conf�rmat�on.



Helen agreed.
“Though, unfortunately, rather lazy. I �ntend to allow Rachel to be a

fool �f she wants to, and—Do you f�nd me on the whole sat�sfactory
�n other respects?” he asked shyly.

“Yes, I l�ke what I know of you,” Helen repl�ed. “But then—one
knows so l�ttle.”

“We shall l�ve �n London,” he cont�nued, “and—” W�th one vo�ce
they suddenly enqu�red whether she d�d not th�nk them the happ�est
people that she had ever known.

“Hush,” she checked them, “Mrs. Flush�ng, remember. She’s
beh�nd us.”

Then they fell s�lent, and Terence and Rachel felt �nst�nct�vely that
the�r happ�ness had made her sad, and, wh�le they were anx�ous to
go on talk�ng about themselves, they d�d not l�ke to.

“We’ve talked too much about ourselves,” Terence sa�d. “Tell us—”
“Yes, tell us—” Rachel echoed. They were both �n the mood to

bel�eve that every one was capable of say�ng someth�ng very
profound.

“What can I tell you?” Helen reflected, speak�ng more to herself �n
a rambl�ng style than as a prophetess del�ver�ng a message. She
forced herself to speak.

“After all, though I scold Rachel, I’m not much w�ser myself. I’m
older, of course, I’m half-way through, and you’re just beg�nn�ng. It’s
puzzl�ng—somet�mes, I th�nk, d�sappo�nt�ng; the great th�ngs aren’t
as great, perhaps, as one expects—but �t’s �nterest�ng—Oh, yes,
you’re certa�n to f�nd �t �nterest�ng—And so �t goes on,” they became
consc�ous here of the process�on of dark trees �nto wh�ch, as far as
they could see, Helen was now look�ng, “and there are pleasures
where one doesn’t expect them (you must wr�te to your father), and
you’ll be very happy, I’ve no doubt. But I must go to bed, and �f you
are sens�ble you w�ll follow �n ten m�nutes, and so,” she rose and
stood before them, almost featureless and very large, “Good-n�ght.”
She passed beh�nd the curta�n.

After s�tt�ng �n s�lence for the greater part of the ten m�nutes she
allowed them, they rose and hung over the ra�l. Beneath them the



smooth black water sl�pped away very fast and s�lently. The spark of
a c�garette van�shed beh�nd them. “A beaut�ful vo�ce,” Terence
murmured.

Rachel assented. Helen had a beaut�ful vo�ce.
After a s�lence she asked, look�ng up �nto the sky, “Are we on the

deck of a steamer on a r�ver �n South Amer�ca? Am I Rachel, are you
Terence?”

The great black world lay round them. As they were drawn
smoothly along �t seemed possessed of �mmense th�ckness and
endurance. They could d�scern po�nted tree-tops and blunt rounded
tree-tops. Ra�s�ng the�r eyes above the trees, they f�xed them on the
stars and the pale border of sky above the trees. The l�ttle po�nts of
frosty l�ght �nf�n�tely far away drew the�r eyes and held them f�xed, so
that �t seemed as �f they stayed a long t�me and fell a great d�stance
when once more they real�sed the�r hands grasp�ng the ra�l and the�r
separate bod�es stand�ng s�de by s�de.

“You’d forgotten completely about me,” Terence reproached her,
tak�ng her arm and beg�nn�ng to pace the deck, “and I never forget
you.”

“Oh, no,” she wh�spered, she had not forgotten, only the stars—
the n�ght—the dark—

“You’re l�ke a b�rd half asleep �n �ts nest, Rachel. You’re asleep.
You’re talk�ng �n your sleep.”

Half asleep, and murmur�ng broken words, they stood �n the angle
made by the bow of the boat. It sl�pped on down the r�ver. Now a bell
struck on the br�dge, and they heard the lapp�ng of water as �t r�ppled
away on e�ther s�de, and once a b�rd startled �n �ts sleep creaked,
flew on to the next tree, and was s�lent aga�n. The darkness poured
down profusely, and left them w�th scarcely any feel�ng of l�fe, except
that they were stand�ng there together �n the darkness.



CHAPTER XXII

The darkness fell, but rose aga�n, and as each day spread w�dely
over the earth and parted them from the strange day �n the forest
when they had been forced to tell each other what they wanted, th�s
w�sh of the�rs was revealed to other people, and �n the process
became sl�ghtly strange to themselves. Apparently �t was not
anyth�ng unusual that had happened; �t was that they had become
engaged to marry each other. The world, wh�ch cons�sted for the
most part of the hotel and the v�lla, expressed �tself glad on the
whole that two people should marry, and allowed them to see that
they were not expected to take part �n the work wh�ch has to be done
�n order that the world shall go on, but m�ght absent themselves for a
t�me. They were accord�ngly left alone unt�l they felt the s�lence as �f,
play�ng �n a vast church, the door had been shut on them. They were
dr�ven to walk alone, and s�t alone, to v�s�t secret places where the
flowers had never been p�cked and the trees were sol�tary. In
sol�tude they could express those beaut�ful but too vast des�res
wh�ch were so oddly uncomfortable to the ears of other men and
women—des�res for a world, such as the�r own world wh�ch
conta�ned two people seemed to them to be, where people knew
each other �nt�mately and thus judged each other by what was good,
and never quarrelled, because that was waste of t�me.

They would talk of such quest�ons among books, or out �n the sun,
or s�tt�ng �n the shade of a tree und�sturbed. They were no longer
embarrassed, or half-choked w�th mean�ng wh�ch could not express
�tself; they were not afra�d of each other, or, l�ke travellers down a
tw�st�ng r�ver, dazzled w�th sudden beaut�es when the corner �s
turned; the unexpected happened, but even the ord�nary was
lovable, and �n many ways preferable to the ecstat�c and myster�ous,



for �t was refresh�ngly sol�d, and called out effort, and effort under
such c�rcumstances was not effort but del�ght.

Wh�le Rachel played the p�ano, Terence sat near her, engaged, as
far as the occas�onal wr�t�ng of a word �n penc�l test�f�ed, �n shap�ng
the world as �t appeared to h�m now that he and Rachel were go�ng
to be marr�ed. It was d�fferent certa�nly. The book called S�lence
would not now be the same book that �t would have been. He would
then put down h�s penc�l and stare �n front of h�m, and wonder �n
what respects the world was d�fferent—�t had, perhaps, more sol�d�ty,
more coherence, more �mportance, greater depth. Why, even the
earth somet�mes seemed to h�m very deep; not carved �nto h�lls and
c�t�es and f�elds, but heaped �n great masses. He would look out of
the w�ndow for ten m�nutes at a t�me; but no, he d�d not care for the
earth swept of human be�ngs. He l�ked human be�ngs—he l�ked
them, he suspected, better than Rachel d�d. There she was, sway�ng
enthus�ast�cally over her mus�c, qu�te forgetful of h�m,—but he l�ked
that qual�ty �n her. He l�ked the �mpersonal�ty wh�ch �t produced �n
her. At last, hav�ng wr�tten down a ser�es of l�ttle sentences, w�th
notes of �nterrogat�on attached to them, he observed aloud, “‘Women
—under the head�ng Women I’ve wr�tten:

“‘Not really va�ner than men. Lack of self-conf�dence at the base of
most ser�ous faults. D�sl�ke of own sex trad�t�onal, or founded on
fact? Every woman not so much a rake at heart, as an opt�m�st,
because they don’t th�nk.’ What do you say, Rachel?” He paused
w�th h�s penc�l �n h�s hand and a sheet of paper on h�s knee.

Rachel sa�d noth�ng. Up and up the steep sp�ral of a very late
Beethoven sonata she cl�mbed, l�ke a person ascend�ng a ru�ned
sta�rcase, energet�cally at f�rst, then more labor�ously advanc�ng her
feet w�th effort unt�l she could go no h�gher and returned w�th a run to
beg�n at the very bottom aga�n.

“‘Aga�n, �t’s the fash�on now to say that women are more pract�cal
and less �deal�st�c than men, also that they have cons�derable
organ�s�ng ab�l�ty but no sense of honour’—query, what �s meant by
mascul�ne term, honour?—what corresponds to �t �n your sex? Eh?”

Attack�ng her sta�rcase once more, Rachel aga�n neglected th�s
opportun�ty of reveal�ng the secrets of her sex. She had, �ndeed,



advanced so far �n the pursu�t of w�sdom that she allowed these
secrets to rest und�sturbed; �t seemed to be reserved for a later
generat�on to d�scuss them ph�losoph�cally.

Crash�ng down a f�nal chord w�th her left hand, she excla�med at
last, sw�ng�ng round upon h�m:

“No, Terence, �t’s no good; here am I, the best mus�c�an �n South
Amer�ca, not to speak of Europe and As�a, and I can’t play a note
because of you �n the room �nterrupt�ng me every other second.”

“You don’t seem to real�se that that’s what I’ve been a�m�ng at for
the last half-hour,” he remarked. “I’ve no object�on to n�ce s�mple
tunes—�ndeed, I f�nd them very helpful to my l�terary compos�t�on,
but that k�nd of th�ng �s merely l�ke an unfortunate old dog go�ng
round on �ts h�nd legs �n the ra�n.”

He began turn�ng over the l�ttle sheets of note-paper wh�ch were
scattered on the table, convey�ng the congratulat�ons of the�r fr�ends.

“‘—all poss�ble w�shes for all poss�ble happ�ness,’” he read;
“correct, but not very v�v�d, are they?”

“They’re sheer nonsense!” Rachel excla�med. “Th�nk of words
compared w�th sounds!” she cont�nued. “Th�nk of novels and plays
and h�stor�es—” Perched on the edge of the table, she st�rred the red
and yellow volumes contemptuously. She seemed to herself to be �n
a pos�t�on where she could desp�se all human learn�ng. Terence
looked at them too.

“God, Rachel, you do read trash!” he excla�med. “And you’re
beh�nd the t�mes too, my dear. No one dreams of read�ng th�s k�nd of
th�ng now—ant�quated problem plays, harrow�ng descr�pt�ons of l�fe
�n the east end—oh, no, we’ve exploded all that. Read poetry,
Rachel, poetry, poetry, poetry!”

P�ck�ng up one of the books, he began to read aloud, h�s �ntent�on
be�ng to sat�r�se the short sharp bark of the wr�ter’s Engl�sh; but she
pa�d no attent�on, and after an �nterval of med�tat�on excla�med:

“Does �t ever seem to you, Terence, that the world �s composed
ent�rely of vast blocks of matter, and that we’re noth�ng but patches
of l�ght—” she looked at the soft spots of sun waver�ng over the
carpet and up the wall—“l�ke that?”



“No,” sa�d Terence, “I feel sol�d; �mmensely sol�d; the legs of my
cha�r m�ght be rooted �n the bowels of the earth. But at Cambr�dge, I
can remember, there were t�mes when one fell �nto r�d�culous states
of sem�-coma about f�ve o’clock �n the morn�ng. H�rst does now, I
expect—oh, no, H�rst wouldn’t.”

Rachel cont�nued, “The day your note came, ask�ng us to go on
the p�cn�c, I was s�tt�ng where you’re s�tt�ng now, th�nk�ng that; I
wonder �f I could th�nk that aga�n? I wonder �f the world’s changed?
and �f so, when �t’ll stop chang�ng, and wh�ch �s the real world?”

“When I f�rst saw you,” he began, “I thought you were l�ke a
creature who’d l�ved all �ts l�fe among pearls and old bones. Your
hands were wet, d’you remember, and you never sa�d a word unt�l I
gave you a b�t of bread, and then you sa�d, ‘Human Be�ngs!’”

“And I thought you—a pr�g,” she recollected. “No; that’s not qu�te
�t. There were the ants who stole the tongue, and I thought you and
St. John were l�ke those ants—very b�g, very ugly, very energet�c,
w�th all your v�rtues on your backs. However, when I talked to you I
l�ked you—”

“You fell �n love w�th me,” he corrected her. “You were �n love w�th
me all the t�me, only you d�dn’t know �t.”

“No, I never fell �n love w�th you,” she asserted.
“Rachel—what a l�e—d�dn’t you s�t here look�ng at my w�ndow—

d�dn’t you wander about the hotel l�ke an owl �n the sun—?”
“No,” she repeated, “I never fell �n love, �f fall�ng �n love �s what

people say �t �s, and �t’s the world that tells the l�es and I tell the truth.
Oh, what l�es—what l�es!”

She crumpled together a handful of letters from Evelyn M., from
Mr. Pepper, from Mrs. Thornbury and M�ss Allan, and Susan
Warr�ngton. It was strange, cons�der�ng how very d�fferent these
people were, that they used almost the same sentences when they
wrote to congratulate her upon her engagement.

That any one of these people had ever felt what she felt, or could
ever feel �t, or had even the r�ght to pretend for a s�ngle second that
they were capable of feel�ng �t, appalled her much as the church
serv�ce had done, much as the face of the hosp�tal nurse had done;



and �f they d�dn’t feel a th�ng why d�d they go and pretend to? The
s�mpl�c�ty and arrogance and hardness of her youth, now
concentrated �nto a s�ngle spark as �t was by her love of h�m, puzzled
Terence; be�ng engaged had not that effect on h�m; the world was
d�fferent, but not �n that way; he st�ll wanted the th�ngs he had always
wanted, and �n part�cular he wanted the compan�onsh�p of other
people more than ever perhaps. He took the letters out of her hand,
and protested:

“Of course they’re absurd, Rachel; of course they say th�ngs just
because other people say them, but even so, what a n�ce woman
M�ss Allan �s; you can’t deny that; and Mrs. Thornbury too; she’s got
too many ch�ldren I grant you, but �f half-a-dozen of them had gone
to the bad �nstead of r�s�ng �nfall�bly to the tops of the�r trees—hasn’t
she a k�nd of beauty—of elemental s�mpl�c�ty as Flush�ng would say?
Isn’t she rather l�ke a large old tree murmur�ng �n the moonl�ght, or a
r�ver go�ng on and on and on? By the way, Ralph’s been made
governor of the Carroway Islands—the youngest governor �n the
serv�ce; very good, �sn’t �t?”

But Rachel was at present unable to conce�ve that the vast
major�ty of the affa�rs of the world went on unconnected by a s�ngle
thread w�th her own dest�ny.

“I won’t have eleven ch�ldren,” she asserted; “I won’t have the
eyes of an old woman. She looks at one up and down, up and down,
as �f one were a horse.”

“We must have a son and we must have a daughter,” sa�d
Terence, putt�ng down the letters, “because, let alone the �nest�mable
advantage of be�ng our ch�ldren, they’d be so well brought up.” They
went on to sketch an outl�ne of the �deal educat�on—how the�r
daughter should be requ�red from �nfancy to gaze at a large square
of cardboard pa�nted blue, to suggest thoughts of �nf�n�ty, for women
were grown too pract�cal; and the�r son—he should be taught to
laugh at great men, that �s, at d�st�ngu�shed successful men, at men
who wore r�bands and rose to the tops of the�r trees. He should �n no
way resemble (Rachel added) St. John H�rst.

At th�s Terence professed the greatest adm�rat�on for St. John
H�rst. Dwell�ng upon h�s good qual�t�es he became ser�ously



conv�nced of them; he had a m�nd l�ke a torpedo, he declared, a�med
at falsehood. Where should we all be w�thout h�m and h�s l�ke?
Choked �n weeds; Chr�st�ans, b�gots,—why, Rachel herself, would be
a slave w�th a fan to s�ng songs to men when they felt drowsy.

“But you’ll never see �t!” he excla�med; “because w�th all your
v�rtues you don’t, and you never w�ll, care w�th every f�bre of your
be�ng for the pursu�t of truth! You’ve no respect for facts, Rachel;
you’re essent�ally fem�n�ne.” She d�d not trouble to deny �t, nor d�d
she th�nk good to produce the one unanswerable argument aga�nst
the mer�ts wh�ch Terence adm�red. St. John H�rst sa�d that she was
�n love w�th h�m; she would never forg�ve that; but the argument was
not one to appeal to a man.

“But I l�ke h�m,” she sa�d, and she thought to herself that she also
p�t�ed h�m, as one p�t�es those unfortunate people who are outs�de
the warm myster�ous globe full of changes and m�racles �n wh�ch we
ourselves move about; she thought that �t must be very dull to be St.
John H�rst.

She summed up what she felt about h�m by say�ng that she would
not k�ss h�m suppos�ng he w�shed �t, wh�ch was not l�kely.

As �f some apology were due to H�rst for the k�ss wh�ch she then
bestowed upon h�m, Terence protested:

“And compared w�th H�rst I’m a perfect Zany.”
The clock here struck twelve �nstead of eleven.
“We’re wast�ng the morn�ng—I ought to be wr�t�ng my book, and

you ought to be answer�ng these.”
“We’ve only got twenty-one whole morn�ngs left,” sa�d Rachel.

“And my father’ll be here �n a day or two.”
However, she drew a pen and paper towards her and began to

wr�te labor�ously,
“My dear Evelyn—”
Terence, meanwh�le, read a novel wh�ch some one else had

wr�tten, a process wh�ch he found essent�al to the compos�t�on of h�s
own. For a cons�derable t�me noth�ng was to be heard but the t�ck�ng
of the clock and the f�tful scratch of Rachel’s pen, as she produced
phrases wh�ch bore a cons�derable l�keness to those wh�ch she had



condemned. She was struck by �t herself, for she stopped wr�t�ng and
looked up; looked at Terence deep �n the arm-cha�r, looked at the
d�fferent p�eces of furn�ture, at her bed �n the corner, at the w�ndow-
pane wh�ch showed the branches of a tree f�lled �n w�th sky, heard
the clock t�ck�ng, and was amazed at the gulf wh�ch lay between all
that and her sheet of paper. Would there ever be a t�me when the
world was one and �nd�v�s�ble? Even w�th Terence h�mself—how far
apart they could be, how l�ttle she knew what was pass�ng �n h�s
bra�n now! She then f�n�shed her sentence, wh�ch was awkward and
ugly, and stated that they were “both very happy, and go�ng to be
marr�ed �n the autumn probably and hope to l�ve �n London, where
we hope you w�ll come and see us when we get back.” Choos�ng
“affect�onately,” after some further speculat�on, rather than s�ncerely,
she s�gned the letter and was doggedly beg�nn�ng on another when
Terence remarked, quot�ng from h�s book:

“L�sten to th�s, Rachel. ‘It �s probable that Hugh’ (he’s the hero, a
l�terary man), ‘had not real�sed at the t�me of h�s marr�age, any more
than the young man of parts and �mag�nat�on usually does real�se,
the nature of the gulf wh�ch separates the needs and des�res of the
male from the needs and des�res of the female. . . . At f�rst they had
been very happy. The walk�ng tour �n Sw�tzerland had been a t�me of
jolly compan�onsh�p and st�mulat�ng revelat�ons for both of them.
Betty had proved herself the �deal comrade. . . . They had shouted
Love �n the Valley to each other across the snowy slopes of the
R�ffelhorn’ (and so on, and so on—I’ll sk�p the descr�pt�ons). . . . ‘But
�n London, after the boy’s b�rth, all was changed. Betty was an
adm�rable mother; but �t d�d not take her long to f�nd out that
motherhood, as that funct�on �s understood by the mother of the
upper m�ddle classes, d�d not absorb the whole of her energ�es. She
was young and strong, w�th healthy l�mbs and a body and bra�n that
called urgently for exerc�se. . . .’ (In short she began to g�ve tea-
part�es.) . . . ‘Com�ng �n late from th�s s�ngular talk w�th old Bob
Murphy �n h�s smoky, book-l�ned room, where the two men had each
unloosened h�s soul to the other, w�th the sound of the traff�c
humm�ng �n h�s ears, and the foggy London sky slung trag�cally
across h�s m�nd . . . he found women’s hats dotted about among h�s
papers. Women’s wraps and absurd l�ttle fem�n�ne shoes and



umbrellas were �n the hall. . . . Then the b�lls began to come �n. . . .
He tr�ed to speak frankly to her. He found her ly�ng on the great
polar-bear sk�n �n the�r bedroom, half-undressed, for they were
d�n�ng w�th the Greens �n W�lton Crescent, the ruddy f�rel�ght mak�ng
the d�amonds w�nk and tw�nkle on her bare arms and �n the del�c�ous
curve of her breast—a v�s�on of adorable fem�n�n�ty. He forgave her
all.’ (Well, th�s goes from bad to worse, and f�nally about f�fty pages
later, Hugh takes a week-end t�cket to Swanage and ‘has �t out w�th
h�mself on the downs above Corfe.’ . . . Here there’s f�fteen pages or
so wh�ch we’ll sk�p. The conclus�on �s . . .) ‘They were d�fferent.
Perhaps, �n the far future, when generat�ons of men had struggled
and fa�led as he must now struggle and fa�l, woman would be,
�ndeed, what she now made a pretence of be�ng—the fr�end and
compan�on—not the enemy and paras�te of man.’

“The end of �t �s, you see, Hugh went back to h�s w�fe, poor fellow.
It was h�s duty, as a marr�ed man. Lord, Rachel,” he concluded, “w�ll
�t be l�ke that when we’re marr�ed?”

Instead of answer�ng h�m she asked,
“Why don’t people wr�te about the th�ngs they do feel?”
“Ah, that’s the d�ff�culty!” he s�ghed, toss�ng the book away.
“Well, then, what w�ll �t be l�ke when we’re marr�ed? What are the

th�ngs people do feel?”
She seemed doubtful.
“S�t on the floor and let me look at you,” he commanded. Rest�ng

her ch�n on h�s knee, she looked stra�ght at h�m.
He exam�ned her cur�ously.
“You’re not beaut�ful,” he began, “but I l�ke your face. I l�ke the way

your ha�r grows down �n a po�nt, and your eyes too—they never see
anyth�ng. Your mouth’s too b�g, and your cheeks would be better �f
they had more colour �n them. But what I l�ke about your face �s that
�t makes one wonder what the dev�l you’re th�nk�ng about—�t makes
me want to do that—” He clenched h�s f�st and shook �t so near her
that she started back, “because now you look as �f you’d blow my
bra�ns out. There are moments,” he cont�nued, “when, �f we stood on
a rock together, you’d throw me �nto the sea.”



Hypnot�sed by the force of h�s eyes �n hers, she repeated, “If we
stood on a rock together—”

To be flung �nto the sea, to be washed h�ther and th�ther, and
dr�ven about the roots of the world—the �dea was �ncoherently
del�ghtful. She sprang up, and began mov�ng about the room,
bend�ng and thrust�ng as�de the cha�rs and tables as �f she were
�ndeed str�k�ng through the waters. He watched her w�th pleasure;
she seemed to be cleav�ng a passage for herself, and deal�ng
tr�umphantly w�th the obstacles wh�ch would h�nder the�r passage
through l�fe.

“It does seem poss�ble!” he excla�med, “though I’ve always thought
�t the most unl�kely th�ng �n the world—I shall be �n love w�th you all
my l�fe, and our marr�age w�ll be the most exc�t�ng th�ng that’s ever
been done! We’ll never have a moment’s peace—” He caught her �n
h�s arms as she passed h�m, and they fought for mastery, �mag�n�ng
a rock, and the sea heav�ng beneath them. At last she was thrown to
the floor, where she lay gasp�ng, and cry�ng for mercy.

“I’m a merma�d! I can sw�m,” she cr�ed, “so the game’s up.” Her
dress was torn across, and peace be�ng establ�shed, she fetched a
needle and thread and began to mend the tear.

“And now,” she sa�d, “be qu�et and tell me about the world; tell me
about everyth�ng that’s ever happened, and I’ll tell you—let me see,
what can I tell you?—I’ll tell you about M�ss Montgomer�e and the
r�ver party. She was left, you see, w�th one foot �n the boat, and the
other on shore.”

They had spent much t�me already �n thus f�ll�ng out for the other
the course of the�r past l�ves, and the characters of the�r fr�ends and
relat�ons, so that very soon Terence knew not only what Rachel’s
aunts m�ght be expected to say upon every occas�on, but also how
the�r bedrooms were furn�shed, and what k�nd of bonnets they wore.
He could susta�n a conversat�on between Mrs. Hunt and Rachel, and
carry on a tea-party �nclud�ng the Rev. W�ll�am Johnson and M�ss
Macquo�d, the Chr�st�an Sc�ent�sts, w�th remarkable l�keness to the
truth. But he had known many more people, and was far more h�ghly
sk�lled �n the art of narrat�ve than Rachel was, whose exper�ences



were, for the most part, of a cur�ously ch�ldl�ke and humorous k�nd,
so that �t generally fell to her lot to l�sten and ask quest�ons.

He told her not only what had happened, but what he had thought
and felt, and sketched for her portra�ts wh�ch fasc�nated her of what
other men and women m�ght be supposed to be th�nk�ng and feel�ng,
so that she became very anx�ous to go back to England, wh�ch was
full of people, where she could merely stand �n the streets and look
at them. Accord�ng to h�m, too, there was an order, a pattern wh�ch
made l�fe reasonable, or �f that word was fool�sh, made �t of deep
�nterest anyhow, for somet�mes �t seemed poss�ble to understand
why th�ngs happened as they d�d. Nor were people so sol�tary and
uncommun�cat�ve as she bel�eved. She should look for van�ty—for
van�ty was a common qual�ty—f�rst �n herself, and then �n Helen, �n
R�dley, �n St. John, they all had the�r share of �t—and she would f�nd
�t �n ten people out of every twelve she met; and once l�nked together
by one such t�e she would f�nd them not separate and form�dable,
but pract�cally �nd�st�ngu�shable, and she would come to love them
when she found that they were l�ke herself.

If she den�ed th�s, she must defend her bel�ef that human be�ngs
were as var�ous as the beasts at the Zoo, wh�ch had str�pes and
manes, and horns and humps; and so, wrestl�ng over the ent�re l�st
of the�r acqua�ntances, and d�verg�ng �nto anecdote and theory and
speculat�on, they came to know each other. The hours passed
qu�ckly, and seemed to them full to leak�ng-po�nt. After a n�ght’s
sol�tude they were always ready to beg�n aga�n.

The v�rtues wh�ch Mrs. Ambrose had once bel�eved to ex�st �n free
talk between men and women d�d �n truth ex�st for both of them,
although not qu�te �n the measure she prescr�bed. Far more than
upon the nature of sex they dwelt upon the nature of poetry, but �t
was true that talk wh�ch had no boundar�es deepened and enlarged
the strangely small br�ght v�ew of a g�rl. In return for what he could
tell her she brought h�m such cur�os�ty and sens�t�veness of
percept�on, that he was led to doubt whether any g�ft bestowed by
much read�ng and l�v�ng was qu�te the equal of that for pleasure and
pa�n. What would exper�ence g�ve her after all, except a k�nd of
r�d�culous formal balance, l�ke that of a dr�lled dog �n the street? He



looked at her face and wondered how �t would look �n twenty years’
t�me, when the eyes had dulled, and the forehead wore those l�ttle
pers�stent wr�nkles wh�ch seem to show that the m�ddle-aged are
fac�ng someth�ng hard wh�ch the young do not see? What would the
hard th�ng be for them, he wondered? Then h�s thoughts turned to
the�r l�fe �n England.

The thought of England was del�ghtful, for together they would see
the old th�ngs freshly; �t would be England �n June, and there would
be June n�ghts �n the country; and the n�ght�ngales s�ng�ng �n the
lanes, �nto wh�ch they could steal when the room grew hot; and there
would be Engl�sh meadows gleam�ng w�th water and set w�th stol�d
cows, and clouds d�pp�ng low and tra�l�ng across the green h�lls. As
he sat �n the room w�th her, he w�shed very often to be back aga�n �n
the th�ck of l�fe, do�ng th�ngs w�th Rachel.

He crossed to the w�ndow and excla�med, “Lord, how good �t �s to
th�nk of lanes, muddy lanes, w�th brambles and nettles, you know,
and real grass f�elds, and farmyards w�th p�gs and cows, and men
walk�ng bes�de carts w�th p�tchforks—there’s noth�ng to compare w�th
that here—look at the stony red earth, and the br�ght blue sea, and
the glar�ng wh�te houses—how t�red one gets of �t! And the a�r,
w�thout a sta�n or a wr�nkle. I’d g�ve anyth�ng for a sea m�st.”

Rachel, too, had been th�nk�ng of the Engl�sh country: the flat land
roll�ng away to the sea, and the woods and the long stra�ght roads,
where one can walk for m�les w�thout see�ng any one, and the great
church towers and the cur�ous houses clustered �n the valleys, and
the b�rds, and the dusk, and the ra�n fall�ng aga�nst the w�ndows.

“But London, London’s the place,” Terence cont�nued. They looked
together at the carpet, as though London �tself were to be seen there
ly�ng on the floor, w�th all �ts sp�res and p�nnacles pr�ck�ng through
the smoke.

“On the whole, what I should l�ke best at th�s moment,” Terence
pondered, “would be to f�nd myself walk�ng down K�ngsway, by those
b�g placards, you know, and turn�ng �nto the Strand. Perhaps I m�ght
go and look over Waterloo Br�dge for a moment. Then I’d go along
the Strand past the shops w�th all the new books �n them, and
through the l�ttle archway �nto the Temple. I always l�ke the qu�et after



the uproar. You hear your own footsteps suddenly qu�te loud. The
Temple’s very pleasant. I th�nk I should go and see �f I could f�nd
dear old Hodgk�n—the man who wr�tes books about Van Eyck, you
know. When I left England he was very sad about h�s tame magp�e.
He suspected that a man had po�soned �t. And then Russell l�ves on
the next sta�rcase. I th�nk you’d l�ke h�m. He’s a pass�on for Handel.
Well, Rachel,” he concluded, d�sm�ss�ng the v�s�on of London, “we
shall be do�ng that together �n s�x weeks’ t�me, and �t’ll be the m�ddle
of June then—and June �n London—my God! how pleasant �t all �s!”

“And we’re certa�n to have �t too,” she sa�d. “It �sn’t as �f we were
expect�ng a great deal—only to walk about and look at th�ngs.”

“Only a thousand a year and perfect freedom,” he repl�ed. “How
many people �n London d’you th�nk have that?”

“And now you’ve spo�lt �t,” she compla�ned. “Now we’ve got to
th�nk of the horrors.” She looked grudg�ngly at the novel wh�ch had
once caused her perhaps an hour’s d�scomfort, so that she had
never opened �t aga�n, but kept �t on her table, and looked at �t
occas�onally, as some med�eval monk kept a skull, or a cruc�f�x to
rem�nd h�m of the fra�lty of the body.

“Is �t true, Terence,” she demanded, “that women d�e w�th bugs
crawl�ng across the�r faces?”

“I th�nk �t’s very probable,” he sa�d. “But you must adm�t, Rachel,
that we so seldom th�nk of anyth�ng but ourselves that an occas�onal
tw�nge �s really rather pleasant.”

Accus�ng h�m of an affect�on of cyn�c�sm wh�ch was just as bad as
sent�mental�ty �tself, she left her pos�t�on by h�s s�de and knelt upon
the w�ndow s�ll, tw�st�ng the curta�n tassels between her f�ngers. A
vague sense of d�ssat�sfact�on f�lled her.

“What’s so detestable �n th�s country,” she excla�med, “�s the blue
—always blue sky and blue sea. It’s l�ke a curta�n—all the th�ngs one
wants are on the other s�de of that. I want to know what’s go�ng on
beh�nd �t. I hate these d�v�s�ons, don’t you, Terence? One person all
�n the dark about another person. Now I l�ked the Dalloways,” she
cont�nued, “and they’re gone. I shall never see them aga�n. Just by
go�ng on a sh�p we cut ourselves off ent�rely from the rest of the
world. I want to see England there—London there—all sorts of



people—why shouldn’t one? why should one be shut up all by
oneself �n a room?”

Wh�le she spoke thus half to herself and w�th �ncreas�ng
vagueness, because her eye was caught by a sh�p that had just
come �nto the bay, she d�d not see that Terence had ceased to stare
contentedly �n front of h�m, and was look�ng at her keenly and w�th
d�ssat�sfact�on. She seemed to be able to cut herself adr�ft from h�m,
and to pass away to unknown places where she had no need of h�m.
The thought roused h�s jealousy.

“I somet�mes th�nk you’re not �n love w�th me and never w�ll be,” he
sa�d energet�cally. She started and turned round at h�s words.

“I don’t sat�sfy you �n the way you sat�sfy me,” he cont�nued.
“There’s someth�ng I can’t get hold of �n you. You don’t want me as I
want you—you’re always want�ng someth�ng else.”

He began pac�ng up and down the room.
“Perhaps I ask too much,” he went on. “Perhaps �t �sn’t really

poss�ble to have what I want. Men and women are too d�fferent. You
can’t understand—you don’t understand—”

He came up to where she stood look�ng at h�m �n s�lence.
It seemed to her now that what he was say�ng was perfectly true,

and that she wanted many more th�ngs than the love of one human
be�ng—the sea, the sky. She turned aga�n and looked at the d�stant
blue, wh�ch was so smooth and serene where the sky met the sea;
she could not poss�bly want only one human be�ng.

“Or �s �t only th�s damnable engagement?” he cont�nued. “Let’s be
marr�ed here, before we go back—or �s �t too great a r�sk? Are we
sure we want to marry each other?”

They began pac�ng up and down the room, but although they
came very near each other �n the�r pac�ng, they took care not to
touch each other. The hopelessness of the�r pos�t�on overcame them
both. They were �mpotent; they could never love each other
suff�c�ently to overcome all these barr�ers, and they could never be
sat�sf�ed w�th less. Real�s�ng th�s w�th �ntolerable keenness she
stopped �n front of h�m and excla�med:

“Let’s break �t off, then.”



The words d�d more to un�te them than any amount of argument.
As �f they stood on the edge of a prec�p�ce they clung together. They
knew that they could not separate; pa�nful and terr�ble �t m�ght be,
but they were jo�ned for ever. They lapsed �nto s�lence, and after a
t�me crept together �n s�lence. Merely to be so close soothed them,
and s�tt�ng s�de by s�de the d�v�s�ons d�sappeared, and �t seemed as
�f the world were once more sol�d and ent�re, and as �f, �n some
strange way, they had grown larger and stronger.

It was long before they moved, and when they moved �t was w�th
great reluctance. They stood together �n front of the look�ng-glass,
and w�th a brush tr�ed to make themselves look as �f they had been
feel�ng noth�ng all the morn�ng, ne�ther pa�n nor happ�ness. But �t
ch�lled them to see themselves �n the glass, for �nstead of be�ng vast
and �nd�v�s�ble they were really very small and separate, the s�ze of
the glass leav�ng a large space for the reflect�on of other th�ngs.



CHAPTER XXIII

But no brush was able to efface completely the express�on of
happ�ness, so that Mrs. Ambrose could not treat them when they
came downsta�rs as �f they had spent the morn�ng �n a way that
could be d�scussed naturally. Th�s be�ng so, she jo�ned �n the world’s
consp�racy to cons�der them for the t�me �ncapac�tated from the
bus�ness of l�fe, struck by the�r �ntens�ty of feel�ng �nto enm�ty aga�nst
l�fe, and almost succeeded �n d�sm�ss�ng them from her thoughts.

She reflected that she had done all that �t was necessary to do �n
pract�cal matters. She had wr�tten a great many letters, and had
obta�ned W�lloughby’s consent. She had dwelt so often upon Mr.
Hewet’s prospects, h�s profess�on, h�s b�rth, appearance, and
temperament, that she had almost forgotten what he was really l�ke.
When she refreshed herself by a look at h�m, she used to wonder
aga�n what he was l�ke, and then, conclud�ng that they were happy at
any rate, thought no more about �t.

She m�ght more prof�tably cons�der what would happen �n three
years’ t�me, or what m�ght have happened �f Rachel had been left to
explore the world under her father’s gu�dance. The result, she was
honest enough to own, m�ght have been better—who knows? She
d�d not d�sgu�se from herself that Terence had faults. She was
�ncl�ned to th�nk h�m too easy and tolerant, just as he was �ncl�ned to
th�nk her perhaps a tr�fle hard—no, �t was rather that she was
uncomprom�s�ng. In some ways she found St. John preferable; but
then, of course, he would never have su�ted Rachel. Her fr�endsh�p
w�th St. John was establ�shed, for although she fluctuated between
�rr�tat�on and �nterest �n a way that d�d cred�t to the candour of her
d�spos�t�on, she l�ked h�s company on the whole. He took her outs�de
th�s l�ttle world of love and emot�on. He had a grasp of facts.



Suppos�ng, for �nstance, that England made a sudden move towards
some unknown port on the coast of Morocco, St. John knew what
was at the back of �t, and to hear h�m engaged w�th her husband �n
argument about f�nance and the balance of power, gave her an odd
sense of stab�l�ty. She respected the�r arguments w�thout always
l�sten�ng to them, much as she respected a sol�d br�ck wall, or one of
those �mmense mun�c�pal bu�ld�ngs wh�ch, although they compose
the greater part of our c�t�es, have been bu�lt day after day and year
after year by unknown hands. She l�ked to s�t and l�sten, and even
felt a l�ttle elated when the engaged couple, after show�ng the�r
profound lack of �nterest, sl�pped from the room, and were seen
pull�ng flowers to p�eces �n the garden. It was not that she was
jealous of them, but she d�d undoubtedly envy them the�r great
unknown future that lay before them. Sl�pp�ng from one such thought
to another, she was at the d�n�ng-room w�th fru�t �n her hands.
Somet�mes she stopped to stra�ghten a candle stoop�ng w�th the
heat, or d�sturbed some too r�g�d arrangement of the cha�rs. She had
reason to suspect that Cha�ley had been balanc�ng herself on the top
of a ladder w�th a wet duster dur�ng the�r absence, and the room had
never been qu�te l�ke �tself s�nce. Return�ng from the d�n�ng-room for
the th�rd t�me, she perce�ved that one of the arm-cha�rs was now
occup�ed by St. John. He lay back �n �t, w�th h�s eyes half shut,
look�ng, as he always d�d, cur�ously buttoned up �n a neat grey su�t
and fenced aga�nst the exuberance of a fore�gn cl�mate wh�ch m�ght
at any moment proceed to take l�bert�es w�th h�m. Her eyes rested on
h�m gently and then passed on over h�s head. F�nally she took the
cha�r oppos�te.

“I d�dn’t want to come here,” he sa�d at last, “but I was pos�t�vely
dr�ven to �t. . . . Evelyn M.,” he groaned.

He sat up, and began to expla�n w�th mock solemn�ty how the
detestable woman was set upon marry�ng h�m.

“She pursues me about the place. Th�s morn�ng she appeared �n
the smok�ng-room. All I could do was to se�ze my hat and fly. I d�dn’t
want to come, but I couldn’t stay and face another meal w�th her.”

“Well, we must make the best of �t,” Helen repl�ed ph�losoph�cally.
It was very hot, and they were �nd�fferent to any amount of s�lence,



so that they lay back �n the�r cha�rs wa�t�ng for someth�ng to happen.
The bell rang for luncheon, but there was no sound of movement �n
the house. Was there any news? Helen asked; anyth�ng �n the
papers? St. John shook h�s head. O yes, he had a letter from home,
a letter from h�s mother, descr�b�ng the su�c�de of the parlour-ma�d.
She was called Susan Jane, and she came �nto the k�tchen one
afternoon, and sa�d that she wanted cook to keep her money for her;
she had twenty pounds �n gold. Then she went out to buy herself a
hat. She came �n at half-past f�ve and sa�d that she had taken
po�son. They had only just t�me to get her �nto bed and call a doctor
before she d�ed.

“Well?” Helen enqu�red.
“There’ll have to be an �nquest,” sa�d St. John.
Why had she done �t? He shrugged h�s shoulders. Why do people

k�ll themselves? Why do the lower orders do any of the th�ngs they
do do? Nobody knows. They sat �n s�lence.

“The bell’s run f�fteen m�nutes and they’re not down,” sa�d Helen at
length.

When they appeared, St. John expla�ned why �t had been
necessary for h�m to come to luncheon. He �m�tated Evelyn’s
enthus�ast�c tone as she confronted h�m �n the smok�ng-room. “She
th�nks there can be noth�ng qu�te so thr�ll�ng as mathemat�cs, so I’ve
lent her a large work �n two volumes. It’ll be �nterest�ng to see what
she makes of �t.”

Rachel could now afford to laugh at h�m. She rem�nded h�m of
G�bbon; she had the f�rst volume somewhere st�ll; �f he were
undertak�ng the educat�on of Evelyn, that surely was the test; or she
had heard that Burke, upon the Amer�can Rebell�on—Evelyn ought
to read them both s�multaneously. When St. John had d�sposed of
her argument and had sat�sf�ed h�s hunger, he proceeded to tell them
that the hotel was seeth�ng w�th scandals, some of the most
appall�ng k�nd, wh�ch had happened �n the�r absence; he was �ndeed
much g�ven to the study of h�s k�nd.

“Evelyn M., for example—but that was told me �n conf�dence.”
“Nonsense!” Terence �nterposed.



“You’ve heard about poor S�ncla�r, too?”
“Oh, yes, I’ve heard about S�ncla�r. He’s ret�red to h�s m�ne w�th a

revolver. He wr�tes to Evelyn da�ly that he’s th�nk�ng of comm�tt�ng
su�c�de. I’ve assured her that he’s never been so happy �n h�s l�fe,
and, on the whole, she’s �ncl�ned to agree w�th me.”

“But then she’s entangled herself w�th Perrott,” St. John cont�nued;
“and I have reason to th�nk, from someth�ng I saw �n the passage,
that everyth�ng �sn’t as �t should be between Arthur and Susan.
There’s a young female lately arr�ved from Manchester. A very good
th�ng �f �t were broken off, �n my op�n�on. The�r marr�ed l�fe �s
someth�ng too horr�ble to contemplate. Oh, and I d�st�nctly heard old
Mrs. Paley rapp�ng out the most fearful oaths as I passed her
bedroom door. It’s supposed that she tortures her ma�d �n pr�vate—
�t’s pract�cally certa�n she does. One can tell �t from the look �n her
eyes.”

“When you’re e�ghty and the gout tweezes you, you’ll be swear�ng
l�ke a trooper,” Terence remarked. “You’ll be very fat, very testy, very
d�sagreeable. Can’t you �mag�ne h�m—bald as a coot, w�th a pa�r of
sponge-bag trousers, a l�ttle spotted t�e, and a corporat�on?”

After a pause H�rst remarked that the worst �nfamy had st�ll to be
told. He addressed h�mself to Helen.

“They’ve hoofed out the prost�tute. One n�ght wh�le we were away
that old numskull Thornbury was dodder�ng about the passages very
late. (Nobody seems to have asked h�m what he was up to.) He saw
the S�gnora Lola Mendoza, as she calls herself, cross the passage �n
her n�ghtgown. He commun�cated h�s susp�c�ons next morn�ng to
Ell�ot, w�th the result that Rodr�guez went to the woman and gave her
twenty-four hours �n wh�ch to clear out of the place. No one seems to
have enqu�red �nto the truth of the story, or to have asked Thornbury
and Ell�ot what bus�ness �t was of the�rs; they had �t ent�rely the�r own
way. I propose that we should all s�gn a Round Rob�n, go to
Rodr�guez �n a body, and �ns�st upon a full enqu�ry. Someth�ng’s got
to be done, don’t you agree?”

Hewet remarked that there could be no doubt as to the lady’s
profess�on.



“St�ll,” he added, “�t’s a great shame, poor woman; only I don’t see
what’s to be done—”

“I qu�te agree w�th you, St. John,” Helen burst out. “It’s monstrous.
The hypocr�t�cal smugness of the Engl�sh makes my blood bo�l. A
man who’s made a fortune �n trade as Mr. Thornbury has �s bound to
be tw�ce as bad as any prost�tute.”

She respected St. John’s moral�ty, wh�ch she took far more
ser�ously than any one else d�d, and now entered �nto a d�scuss�on
w�th h�m as to the steps that were to be taken to enforce the�r
pecul�ar v�ew of what was r�ght. The argument led to some
profoundly gloomy statements of a general nature. Who were they,
after all—what author�ty had they—what power aga�nst the mass of
superst�t�on and �gnorance? It was the Engl�sh, of course; there must
be someth�ng wrong �n the Engl�sh blood. D�rectly you met an
Engl�sh person, of the m�ddle classes, you were consc�ous of an
�ndef�nable sensat�on of loath�ng; d�rectly you saw the brown
crescent of houses above Dover, the same th�ng came over you. But
unfortunately St. John added, you couldn’t trust these fore�gners—

They were �nterrupted by sounds of str�fe at the further end of the
table. Rachel appealed to her aunt.

“Terence says we must go to tea w�th Mrs. Thornbury because
she’s been so k�nd, but I don’t see �t; �n fact, I’d rather have my r�ght
hand sawn �n p�eces—just �mag�ne! the eyes of all those women!”

“F�ddlest�cks, Rachel,” Terence repl�ed. “Who wants to look at
you? You’re consumed w�th van�ty! You’re a monster of conce�t!
Surely, Helen, you ought to have taught her by th�s t�me that she’s a
person of no conce�vable �mportance whatever—not beaut�ful, or
well dressed, or consp�cuous for elegance or �ntellect, or deportment.
A more ord�nary s�ght than you are,” he concluded, “except for the
tear across your dress has never been seen. However, stay at home
�f you want to. I’m go�ng.”

She appealed aga�n to her aunt. It wasn’t the be�ng looked at, she
expla�ned, but the th�ngs people were sure to say. The women �n
part�cular. She l�ked women, but where emot�on was concerned they
were as fl�es on a lump of sugar. They would be certa�n to ask her
quest�ons. Evelyn M. would say: “Are you �n love? Is �t n�ce be�ng �n



love?” And Mrs. Thornbury—her eyes would go up and down, up
and down—she shuddered at the thought of �t. Indeed, the
ret�rement of the�r l�fe s�nce the�r engagement had made her so
sens�t�ve, that she was not exaggerat�ng her case.

She found an ally �n Helen, who proceeded to expound her v�ews
of the human race, as she regarded w�th complacency the pyram�d
of var�egated fru�ts �n the centre of the table. It wasn’t that they were
cruel, or meant to hurt, or even stup�d exactly; but she had always
found that the ord�nary person had so l�ttle emot�on �n h�s own l�fe
that the scent of �t �n the l�ves of others was l�ke the scent of blood �n
the nostr�ls of a bloodhound. Warm�ng to the theme, she cont�nued:

“D�rectly anyth�ng happens—�t may be a marr�age, or a b�rth, or a
death—on the whole they prefer �t to be a death—every one wants to
see you. They �ns�st upon see�ng you. They’ve got noth�ng to say;
they don’t care a rap for you; but you’ve got to go to lunch or to tea
or to d�nner, and �f you don’t you’re damned. It’s the smell of blood,”
she cont�nued; “I don’t blame ’em; only they shan’t have m�ne �f I
know �t!”

She looked about her as �f she had called up a leg�on of human
be�ngs, all host�le and all d�sagreeable, who enc�rcled the table, w�th
mouths gap�ng for blood, and made �t appear a l�ttle �sland of neutral
country �n the m�dst of the enemy’s country.

Her words roused her husband, who had been mutter�ng
rhythm�cally to h�mself, survey�ng h�s guests and h�s food and h�s
w�fe w�th eyes that were now melancholy and now f�erce, accord�ng
to the fortunes of the lady �n h�s ballad. He cut Helen short w�th a
protest. He hated even the semblance of cyn�c�sm �n women.
“Nonsense, nonsense,” he remarked abruptly.

Terence and Rachel glanced at each other across the table, wh�ch
meant that when they were marr�ed they would not behave l�ke that.
The entrance of R�dley �nto the conversat�on had a strange effect. It
became at once more formal and more pol�te. It would have been
�mposs�ble to talk qu�te eas�ly of anyth�ng that came �nto the�r heads,
and to say the word prost�tute as s�mply as any other word. The talk
now turned upon l�terature and pol�t�cs, and R�dley told stor�es of the
d�st�ngu�shed people he had known �n h�s youth. Such talk was of the



nature of an art, and the personal�t�es and �nformal�t�es of the young
were s�lenced. As they rose to go, Helen stopped for a moment,
lean�ng her elbows on the table.

“You’ve all been s�tt�ng here,” she sa�d, “for almost an hour, and
you haven’t not�ced my f�gs, or my flowers, or the way the l�ght
comes through, or anyth�ng. I haven’t been l�sten�ng, because I’ve
been look�ng at you. You looked very beaut�ful; I w�sh you’d go on
s�tt�ng for ever.”

She led the way to the draw�ng-room, where she took up her
embro�dery, and began aga�n to d�ssuade Terence from walk�ng
down to the hotel �n th�s heat. But the more she d�ssuaded, the more
he was determ�ned to go. He became �rr�tated and obst�nate. There
were moments when they almost d�sl�ked each other. He wanted
other people; he wanted Rachel, to see them w�th h�m. He suspected
that Mrs. Ambrose would now try to d�ssuade her from go�ng. He
was annoyed by all th�s space and shade and beauty, and H�rst,
recumbent, droop�ng a magaz�ne from h�s wr�st.

“I’m go�ng,” he repeated. “Rachel needn’t come unless she wants
to.”

“If you go, Hewet, I w�sh you’d make enqu�r�es about the
prost�tute,” sa�d H�rst. “Look here,” he added, “I’ll walk half the way
w�th you.”

Greatly to the�r surpr�se he ra�sed h�mself, looked at h�s watch, and
remarked that, as �t was now half an hour s�nce luncheon, the gastr�c
ju�ces had had suff�c�ent t�me to secrete; he was try�ng a system, he
expla�ned, wh�ch �nvolved short spells of exerc�se �nterspaced by
longer �ntervals of rest.

“I shall be back at four,” he remarked to Helen, “when I shall l�e
down on the sofa and relax all my muscles completely.”

“So you’re go�ng, Rachel?” Helen asked. “You won’t stay w�th
me?”

She sm�led, but she m�ght have been sad.
Was she sad, or was she really laugh�ng? Rachel could not tell,

and she felt for the moment very uncomfortable between Helen and



Terence. Then she turned away, say�ng merely that she would go
w�th Terence, on cond�t�on that he d�d all the talk�ng.

A narrow border of shadow ran along the road, wh�ch was broad
enough for two, but not broad enough for three. St. John therefore
dropped a l�ttle beh�nd the pa�r, and the d�stance between them
�ncreased by degrees. Walk�ng w�th a v�ew to d�gest�on, and w�th one
eye upon h�s watch, he looked from t�me to t�me at the pa�r �n front of
h�m. They seemed to be so happy, so �nt�mate, although they were
walk�ng s�de by s�de much as other people walk. They turned sl�ghtly
toward each other now and then, and sa�d someth�ng wh�ch he
thought must be someth�ng very pr�vate. They were really d�sput�ng
about Helen’s character, and Terence was try�ng to expla�n why �t
was that she annoyed h�m so much somet�mes. But St. John thought
that they were say�ng th�ngs wh�ch they d�d not want h�m to hear, and
was led to th�nk of h�s own �solat�on. These people were happy, and
�n some ways he desp�sed them for be�ng made happy so s�mply,
and �n other ways he env�ed them. He was much more remarkable
than they were, but he was not happy. People never l�ked h�m; he
doubted somet�mes whether even Helen l�ked h�m. To be s�mple, to
be able to say s�mply what one felt, w�thout the terr�f�c self-
consc�ousness wh�ch possessed h�m, and showed h�m h�s own face
and words perpetually �n a m�rror, that would be worth almost any
other g�ft, for �t made one happy. Happ�ness, happ�ness, what was
happ�ness? He was never happy. He saw too clearly the l�ttle v�ces
and dece�ts and flaws of l�fe, and, see�ng them, �t seemed to h�m
honest to take not�ce of them. That was the reason, no doubt, why
people generally d�sl�ked h�m, and compla�ned that he was heartless
and b�tter. Certa�nly they never told h�m the th�ngs he wanted to be
told, that he was n�ce and k�nd, and that they l�ked h�m. But �t was
true that half the sharp th�ngs that he sa�d about them were sa�d
because he was unhappy or hurt h�mself. But he adm�tted that he
had very seldom told any one that he cared for them, and when he
had been demonstrat�ve, he had generally regretted �t afterwards.
H�s feel�ngs about Terence and Rachel were so compl�cated that he
had never yet been able to br�ng h�mself to say that he was glad that
they were go�ng to be marr�ed. He saw the�r faults so clearly, and the
�nfer�or nature of a great deal of the�r feel�ng for each other, and he



expected that the�r love would not last. He looked at them aga�n,
and, very strangely, for he was so used to th�nk�ng that he seldom
saw anyth�ng, the look of them f�lled h�m w�th a s�mple emot�on of
affect�on �n wh�ch there were some traces of p�ty also. What, after all,
d�d people’s faults matter �n compar�son w�th what was good �n
them? He resolved that he would now tell them what he felt. He
qu�ckened h�s pace and came up w�th them just as they reached the
corner where the lane jo�ned the ma�n road. They stood st�ll and
began to laugh at h�m, and to ask h�m whether the gastr�c ju�ces—
but he stopped them and began to speak very qu�ckly and st�ffly.

“D’you remember the morn�ng after the dance?” he demanded. “It
was here we sat, and you talked nonsense, and Rachel made l�ttle
heaps of stones. I, on the other hand, had the whole mean�ng of l�fe
revealed to me �n a flash.” He paused for a second, and drew h�s l�ps
together �n a t�ght l�ttle purse. “Love,” he sa�d. “It seems to me to
expla�n everyth�ng. So, on the whole, I’m very glad that you two are
go�ng to be marr�ed.” He then turned round abruptly, w�thout look�ng
at them, and walked back to the v�lla. He felt both exalted and
ashamed of h�mself for hav�ng thus sa�d what he felt. Probably they
were laugh�ng at h�m, probably they thought h�m a fool, and, after all,
had he really sa�d what he felt?

It was true that they laughed when he was gone; but the d�spute
about Helen wh�ch had become rather sharp, ceased, and they
became peaceful and fr�endly.



CHAPTER XXIV

They reached the hotel rather early �n the afternoon, so that most
people were st�ll ly�ng down, or s�tt�ng speechless �n the�r bedrooms,
and Mrs. Thornbury, although she had asked them to tea, was
nowhere to be seen. They sat down, therefore, �n the shady hall,
wh�ch was almost empty, and full of the l�ght sw�sh�ng sounds of a�r
go�ng to and fro �n a large empty space. Yes, th�s arm-cha�r was the
same arm-cha�r �n wh�ch Rachel had sat that afternoon when Evelyn
came up, and th�s was the magaz�ne she had been look�ng at, and
th�s the very p�cture, a p�cture of New York by lampl�ght. How odd �t
seemed—noth�ng had changed.

By degrees a certa�n number of people began to come down the
sta�rs and to pass through the hall, and �n th�s d�m l�ght the�r f�gures
possessed a sort of grace and beauty, although they were all
unknown people. Somet�mes they went stra�ght through and out �nto
the garden by the sw�ng door, somet�mes they stopped for a few
m�nutes and bent over the tables and began turn�ng over the
newspapers. Terence and Rachel sat watch�ng them through the�r
half-closed eyel�ds—the Johnsons, the Parkers, the Ba�leys, the
S�mmons’, the Lees, the Morleys, the Campbells, the Gard�ners.
Some were dressed �n wh�te flannels and were carry�ng racquets
under the�r arms, some were short, some tall, some were only
ch�ldren, and some perhaps were servants, but they all had the�r
stand�ng, the�r reason for follow�ng each other through the hall, the�r
money, the�r pos�t�on, whatever �t m�ght be. Terence soon gave up
look�ng at them, for he was t�red; and, clos�ng h�s eyes, he fell half
asleep �n h�s cha�r. Rachel watched the people for some t�me longer;
she was fasc�nated by the certa�nty and the grace of the�r
movements, and by the �nev�table way �n wh�ch they seemed to



follow each other, and lo�ter and pass on and d�sappear. But after a
t�me her thoughts wandered, and she began to th�nk of the dance,
wh�ch had been held �n th�s room, only then the room �tself looked
qu�te d�fferent. Glanc�ng round, she could hardly bel�eve that �t was
the same room. It had looked so bare and so br�ght and formal on
that n�ght when they came �nto �t out of the darkness; �t had been
f�lled, too, w�th l�ttle red, exc�ted faces, always mov�ng, and people so
br�ghtly dressed and so an�mated that they d�d not seem �n the least
l�ke real people, nor d�d you feel that you could talk to them. And now
the room was d�m and qu�et, and beaut�ful s�lent people passed
through �t, to whom you could go and say anyth�ng you l�ked. She felt
herself amaz�ngly secure as she sat �n her arm-cha�r, and able to
rev�ew not only the n�ght of the dance, but the ent�re past, tenderly
and humorously, as �f she had been turn�ng �n a fog for a long t�me,
and could now see exactly where she had turned. For the methods
by wh�ch she had reached her present pos�t�on, seemed to her very
strange, and the strangest th�ng about them was that she had not
known where they were lead�ng her. That was the strange th�ng, that
one d�d not know where one was go�ng, or what one wanted, and
followed bl�ndly, suffer�ng so much �n secret, always unprepared and
amazed and know�ng noth�ng; but one th�ng led to another and by
degrees someth�ng had formed �tself out of noth�ng, and so one
reached at last th�s calm, th�s qu�et, th�s certa�nty, and �t was th�s
process that people called l�v�ng. Perhaps, then, every one really
knew as she knew now where they were go�ng; and th�ngs formed
themselves �nto a pattern not only for her, but for them, and �n that
pattern lay sat�sfact�on and mean�ng. When she looked back she
could see that a mean�ng of some k�nd was apparent �n the l�ves of
her aunts, and �n the br�ef v�s�t of the Dalloways whom she would
never see aga�n, and �n the l�fe of her father.

The sound of Terence, breath�ng deep �n h�s slumber, conf�rmed
her �n her calm. She was not sleepy although she d�d not see
anyth�ng very d�st�nctly, but although the f�gures pass�ng through the
hall became vaguer and vaguer, she bel�eved that they all knew
exactly where they were go�ng, and the sense of the�r certa�nty f�lled
her w�th comfort. For the moment she was as detached and
d�s�nterested as �f she had no longer any lot �n l�fe, and she thought



that she could now accept anyth�ng that came to her w�thout be�ng
perplexed by the form �n wh�ch �t appeared. What was there to
fr�ghten or to perplex �n the prospect of l�fe? Why should th�s �ns�ght
ever aga�n desert her? The world was �n truth so large, so
hosp�table, and after all �t was so s�mple. “Love,” St. John had sa�d,
“that seems to expla�n �t all.” Yes, but �t was not the love of man for
woman, of Terence for Rachel. Although they sat so close together,
they had ceased to be l�ttle separate bod�es; they had ceased to
struggle and des�re one another. There seemed to be peace
between them. It m�ght be love, but �t was not the love of man for
woman.

Through her half-closed eyel�ds she watched Terence ly�ng back �n
h�s cha�r, and she sm�led as she saw how b�g h�s mouth was, and h�s
ch�n so small, and h�s nose curved l�ke a sw�tchback w�th a knob at
the end. Naturally, look�ng l�ke that he was lazy, and amb�t�ous, and
full of moods and faults. She remembered the�r quarrels, and �n
part�cular how they had been quarrel�ng about Helen that very
afternoon, and she thought how often they would quarrel �n the th�rty,
or forty, or f�fty years �n wh�ch they would be l�v�ng �n the same house
together, catch�ng tra�ns together, and gett�ng annoyed because they
were so d�fferent. But all th�s was superf�c�al, and had noth�ng to do
w�th the l�fe that went on beneath the eyes and the mouth and the
ch�n, for that l�fe was �ndependent of her, and �ndependent of
everyth�ng else. So too, although she was go�ng to marry h�m and to
l�ve w�th h�m for th�rty, or forty, or f�fty years, and to quarrel, and to be
so close to h�m, she was �ndependent of h�m; she was �ndependent
of everyth�ng else. Nevertheless, as St. John sa�d, �t was love that
made her understand th�s, for she had never felt th�s �ndependence,
th�s calm, and th�s certa�nty unt�l she fell �n love w�th h�m, and
perhaps th�s too was love. She wanted noth�ng else.

For perhaps two m�nutes M�ss Allan had been stand�ng at a l�ttle
d�stance look�ng at the couple ly�ng back so peacefully �n the�r arm-
cha�rs. She could not make up her m�nd whether to d�sturb them or
not, and then, seem�ng to recollect someth�ng, she came across the
hall. The sound of her approach woke Terence, who sat up and
rubbed h�s eyes. He heard M�ss Allan talk�ng to Rachel.



“Well,” she was say�ng, “th�s �s very n�ce. It �s very n�ce �ndeed.
Gett�ng engaged seems to be qu�te the fash�on. It cannot often
happen that two couples who have never seen each other before
meet �n the same hotel and dec�de to get marr�ed.” Then she paused
and sm�led, and seemed to have noth�ng more to say, so that
Terence rose and asked her whether �t was true that she had
f�n�shed her book. Some one had sa�d that she had really f�n�shed �t.
Her face l�t up; she turned to h�m w�th a l�vel�er express�on than
usual.

“Yes, I th�nk I can fa�rly say I have f�n�shed �t,” she sa�d. “That �s,
om�tt�ng Sw�nburne—Beowulf to Brown�ng—I rather l�ke the two B’s
myself. Beowulf to Brown�ng,” she repeated, “I th�nk that �s the k�nd
of t�tle wh�ch m�ght catch one’s eye on a ra�lway book-stall.”

She was �ndeed very proud that she had f�n�shed her book, for no
one knew what an amount of determ�nat�on had gone to the mak�ng
of �t. Also she thought that �t was a good p�ece of work, and,
cons�der�ng what anx�ety she had been �n about her brother wh�le
she wrote �t, she could not res�st tell�ng them a l�ttle more about �t.

“I must confess,” she cont�nued, “that �f I had known how many
class�cs there are �n Engl�sh l�terature, and how verbose the best of
them contr�ve to be, I should never have undertaken the work. They
only allow one seventy thousand words, you see.”

“Only seventy thousand words!” Terence excla�med.
“Yes, and one has to say someth�ng about everybody,” M�ss Allan

added. “That �s what I f�nd so d�ff�cult, say�ng someth�ng d�fferent
about everybody.” Then she thought that she had sa�d enough about
herself, and she asked whether they had come down to jo�n the
tenn�s tournament. “The young people are very keen about �t. It
beg�ns aga�n �n half an hour.”

Her gaze rested benevolently upon them both, and, after a
momentary pause, she remarked, look�ng at Rachel as �f she had
remembered someth�ng that would serve to keep her d�st�nct from
other people.

“You’re the remarkable person who doesn’t l�ke g�nger.” But the
k�ndness of the sm�le �n her rather worn and courageous face made
them feel that although she would scarcely remember them as



�nd�v�duals, she had la�d upon them the burden of the new
generat�on.

“And �n that I qu�te agree w�th her,” sa�d a vo�ce beh�nd; Mrs.
Thornbury had overheard the last few words about not l�k�ng g�nger.
“It’s assoc�ated �n my m�nd w�th a horr�d old aunt of ours (poor th�ng,
she suffered dreadfully, so �t �sn’t fa�r to call her horr�d) who used to
g�ve �t to us when we were small, and we never had the courage to
tell her we d�dn’t l�ke �t. We just had to put �t out �n the shrubbery—
she had a b�g house near Bath.”

They began mov�ng slowly across the hall, when they were
stopped by the �mpact of Evelyn, who dashed �nto them, as though �n
runn�ng downsta�rs to catch them her legs had got beyond her
control.

“Well,” she excla�med, w�th her usual enthus�asm, se�z�ng Rachel
by the arm, “I call th�s splend�d! I guessed �t was go�ng to happen
from the very beg�nn�ng! I saw you two were made for each other.
Now you’ve just got to tell me all about �t—when’s �t to be, where are
you go�ng to l�ve—are you both tremendously happy?”

But the attent�on of the group was d�verted to Mrs. Ell�ot, who was
pass�ng them w�th her eager but uncerta�n movement, carry�ng �n her
hands a plate and an empty hot-water bottle. She would have
passed them, but Mrs. Thornbury went up and stopped her.

“Thank you, Hughl�ng’s better,” she repl�ed, �n answer to Mrs.
Thornbury’s enqu�ry, “but he’s not an easy pat�ent. He wants to know
what h�s temperature �s, and �f I tell h�m he gets anx�ous, and �f I
don’t tell h�m he suspects. You know what men are when they’re �ll!
And of course there are none of the proper appl�ances, and, though
he seems very w�ll�ng and anx�ous to help” (here she lowered her
vo�ce myster�ously), “one can’t feel that Dr. Rodr�guez �s the same as
a proper doctor. If you would come and see h�m, Mr. Hewet,” she
added, “I know �t would cheer h�m up—ly�ng there �n bed all day—
and the fl�es—But I must go and f�nd Angelo—the food here—of
course, w�th an �nval�d, one wants th�ngs part�cularly n�ce.” And she
hurr�ed past them �n search of the head wa�ter. The worry of nurs�ng
her husband had f�xed a pla�nt�ve frown upon her forehead; she was



pale and looked unhappy and more than usually �neff�c�ent, and her
eyes wandered more vaguely than ever from po�nt to po�nt.

“Poor th�ng!” Mrs. Thornbury excla�med. She told them that for
some days Hughl�ng Ell�ot had been �ll, and the only doctor ava�lable
was the brother of the propr�etor, or so the propr�etor sa�d, whose
r�ght to the t�tle of doctor was not above susp�c�on.

“I know how wretched �t �s to be �ll �n a hotel,” Mrs. Thornbury
remarked, once more lead�ng the way w�th Rachel to the garden. “I
spent s�x weeks on my honeymoon �n hav�ng typho�d at Ven�ce,” she
cont�nued. “But even so, I look back upon them as some of the
happ�est weeks �n my l�fe. Ah, yes,” she sa�d, tak�ng Rachel’s arm,
“you th�nk yourself happy now, but �t’s noth�ng to the happ�ness that
comes afterwards. And I assure you I could f�nd �t �n my heart to
envy you young people! You’ve a much better t�me than we had, I
may tell you. When I look back upon �t, I can hardly bel�eve how
th�ngs have changed. When we were engaged I wasn’t allowed to go
for walks w�th W�ll�am alone—some one had always to be �n the
room w�th us—I really bel�eve I had to show my parents all h�s
letters!—though they were very fond of h�m too. Indeed, I may say
they looked upon h�m as the�r own son. It amuses me,” she
cont�nued, “to th�nk how str�ct they were to us, when I see how they
spo�l the�r grand-ch�ldren!”

The table was la�d under the tree aga�n, and tak�ng her place
before the teacups, Mrs. Thornbury beckoned and nodded unt�l she
had collected qu�te a number of people, Susan and Arthur and Mr.
Pepper, who were stroll�ng about, wa�t�ng for the tournament to
beg�n. A murmur�ng tree, a r�ver br�mm�ng �n the moonl�ght,
Terence’s words came back to Rachel as she sat dr�nk�ng the tea
and l�sten�ng to the words wh�ch flowed on so l�ghtly, so k�ndly, and
w�th such s�lvery smoothness. Th�s long l�fe and all these ch�ldren
had left her very smooth; they seemed to have rubbed away the
marks of �nd�v�dual�ty, and to have left only what was old and
maternal.

“And the th�ngs you young people are go�ng to see!” Mrs.
Thornbury cont�nued. She �ncluded them all �n her forecast, she
�ncluded them all �n her matern�ty, although the party compr�sed



W�ll�am Pepper and M�ss Allan, both of whom m�ght have been
supposed to have seen a fa�r share of the panorama. “When I see
how the world has changed �n my l�fet�me,” she went on, “I can set
no l�m�t to what may happen �n the next f�fty years. Ah, no, Mr.
Pepper, I don’t agree w�th you �n the least,” she laughed, �nterrupt�ng
h�s gloomy remark about th�ngs go�ng stead�ly from bad to worse. “I
know I ought to feel that, but I don’t, I’m afra�d. They’re go�ng to be
much better people than we were. Surely everyth�ng goes to prove
that. All round me I see women, young women, women w�th
household cares of every sort, go�ng out and do�ng th�ngs that we
should not have thought �t poss�ble to do.”

Mr. Pepper thought her sent�mental and �rrat�onal l�ke all old
women, but her manner of treat�ng h�m as �f he were a cross old
baby baffled h�m and charmed h�m, and he could only reply to her
w�th a cur�ous gr�mace wh�ch was more a sm�le than a frown.

“And they rema�n women,” Mrs. Thornbury added. “They g�ve a
great deal to the�r ch�ldren.”

As she sa�d th�s she sm�led sl�ghtly �n the d�rect�on of Susan and
Rachel. They d�d not l�ke to be �ncluded �n the same lot, but they
both sm�led a l�ttle self-consc�ously, and Arthur and Terence glanced
at each other too. She made them feel that they were all �n the same
boat together, and they looked at the women they were go�ng to
marry and compared them. It was �nexpl�cable how any one could
w�sh to marry Rachel, �ncred�ble that any one should be ready to
spend h�s l�fe w�th Susan; but s�ngular though the other’s taste must
be, they bore each other no �ll-w�ll on account of �t; �ndeed, they l�ked
each other rather the better for the eccentr�c�ty of the�r cho�ce.

“I really must congratulate you,” Susan remarked, as she leant
across the table for the jam.

There seemed to be no foundat�on for St. John’s goss�p about
Arthur and Susan. Sunburnt and v�gorous they sat s�de by s�de, w�th
the�r racquets across the�r knees, not say�ng much but sm�l�ng
sl�ghtly all the t�me. Through the th�n wh�te clothes wh�ch they wore,
�t was poss�ble to see the l�nes of the�r bod�es and legs, the beaut�ful
curves of the�r muscles, h�s leanness and her flesh, and �t was
natural to th�nk of the f�rm-fleshed sturdy ch�ldren that would be



the�rs. The�r faces had too l�ttle shape �n them to be beaut�ful, but
they had clear eyes and an appearance of great health and power of
endurance, for �t seemed as �f the blood would never cease to run �n
h�s ve�ns, or to l�e deeply and calmly �n her cheeks. The�r eyes at the
present moment were br�ghter than usual, and wore the pecul�ar
express�on of pleasure and self-conf�dence wh�ch �s seen �n the eyes
of athletes, for they had been play�ng tenn�s, and they were both
f�rst-rate at the game.

Evelyn had not spoken, but she had been look�ng from Susan to
Rachel. Well—they had both made up the�r m�nds very eas�ly, they
had done �n a very few weeks what �t somet�mes seemed to her that
she would never be able to do. Although they were so d�fferent, she
thought that she could see �n each the same look of sat�sfact�on and
complet�on, the same calmness of manner, and the same slowness
of movement. It was that slowness, that conf�dence, that content
wh�ch she hated, she thought to herself. They moved so slowly
because they were not s�ngle but double, and Susan was attached to
Arthur, and Rachel to Terence, and for the sake of th�s one man they
had renounced all other men, and movement, and the real th�ngs of
l�fe. Love was all very well, and those snug domest�c houses, w�th
the k�tchen below and the nursery above, wh�ch were so secluded
and self-conta�ned, l�ke l�ttle �slands �n the torrents of the world; but
the real th�ngs were surely the th�ngs that happened, the causes, the
wars, the �deals, wh�ch happened �n the great world outs�de, and
went so �ndependently of these women, turn�ng so qu�etly and
beaut�fully towards the men. She looked at them sharply. Of course
they were happy and content, but there must be better th�ngs than
that. Surely one could get nearer to l�fe, one could get more out of
l�fe, one could enjoy more and feel more than they would ever do.
Rachel �n part�cular looked so young—what could she know of l�fe?
She became restless, and gett�ng up, crossed over to s�t bes�de
Rachel. She rem�nded her that she had prom�sed to jo�n her club.

“The bother �s,” she went on, “that I mayn’t be able to start work
ser�ously t�ll October. I’ve just had a letter from a fr�end of m�ne
whose brother �s �n bus�ness �n Moscow. They want me to stay w�th
them, and as they’re �n the th�ck of all the consp�rac�es and
anarch�sts, I’ve a good m�nd to stop on my way home. It sounds too



thr�ll�ng.” She wanted to make Rachel see how thr�ll�ng �t was. “My
fr�end knows a g�rl of f�fteen who’s been sent to S�ber�a for l�fe merely
because they caught her address�ng a letter to an anarch�st. And the
letter wasn’t from her, e�ther. I’d g�ve all I have �n the world to help on
a revolut�on aga�nst the Russ�an government, and �t’s bound to
come.”

She looked from Rachel to Terence. They were both a l�ttle
touched by the s�ght of her remember�ng how lately they had been
l�sten�ng to ev�l words about her, and Terence asked her what her
scheme was, and she expla�ned that she was go�ng to found a club
—a club for do�ng th�ngs, really do�ng them. She became very
an�mated, as she talked on and on, for she professed herself certa�n
that �f once twenty people—no, ten would be enough �f they were
keen—set about do�ng th�ngs �nstead of talk�ng about do�ng them,
they could abol�sh almost every ev�l that ex�sts. It was bra�ns that
were needed. If only people w�th bra�ns—of course they would want
a room, a n�ce room, �n Bloomsbury preferably, where they could
meet once a week. . . .

As she talked Terence could see the traces of fad�ng youth �n her
face, the l�nes that were be�ng drawn by talk and exc�tement round
her mouth and eyes, but he d�d not p�ty her; look�ng �nto those br�ght,
rather hard, and very courageous eyes, he saw that she d�d not p�ty
herself, or feel any des�re to exchange her own l�fe for the more
ref�ned and orderly l�ves of people l�ke h�mself and St. John,
although, as the years went by, the f�ght would become harder and
harder. Perhaps, though, she would settle down; perhaps, after all,
she would marry Perrott. Wh�le h�s m�nd was half occup�ed w�th what
she was say�ng, he thought of her probable dest�ny, the l�ght clouds
of tobacco smoke serv�ng to obscure h�s face from her eyes.

Terence smoked and Arthur smoked and Evelyn smoked, so that
the a�r was full of the m�st and fragrance of good tobacco. In the
�ntervals when no one spoke, they heard far off the low murmur of
the sea, as the waves qu�etly broke and spread the beach w�th a f�lm
of water, and w�thdrew to break aga�n. The cool green l�ght fell
through the leaves of the tree, and there were soft crescents and
d�amonds of sunsh�ne upon the plates and the tablecloth. Mrs.



Thornbury, after watch�ng them all for a t�me �n s�lence, began to ask
Rachel k�ndly quest�ons—When d�d they all go back? Oh, they
expected her father. She must want to see her father—there would
be a great deal to tell h�m, and (she looked sympathet�cally at
Terence) he would be so happy, she felt sure. Years ago, she
cont�nued, �t m�ght have been ten or twenty years ago, she
remembered meet�ng Mr. V�nrace at a party, and, be�ng so much
struck by h�s face, wh�ch was so unl�ke the ord�nary face one sees at
a party, that she had asked who he was, and she was told that �t was
Mr. V�nrace, and she had always remembered the name,—an
uncommon name,—and he had a lady w�th h�m, a very sweet-
look�ng woman, but �t was one of those dreadful London crushes,
where you don’t talk,—you only look at each other,—and although
she had shaken hands w�th Mr. V�nrace, she d�dn’t th�nk they had
sa�d anyth�ng. She s�ghed very sl�ghtly, remember�ng the past.

Then she turned to Mr. Pepper, who had become very dependent
on her, so that he always chose a seat near her, and attended to
what she was say�ng, although he d�d not often make any remark of
h�s own.

“You who know everyth�ng, Mr. Pepper,” she sa�d, “tell us how d�d
those wonderful French lad�es manage the�r salons? D�d we ever do
anyth�ng of the same k�nd �n England, or do you th�nk that there �s
some reason why we cannot do �t �n England?”

Mr. Pepper was pleased to expla�n very accurately why there has
never been an Engl�sh salon. There were three reasons, and they
were very good ones, he sa�d. As for h�mself, when he went to a
party, as one was somet�mes obl�ged to, from a w�sh not to g�ve
offence—h�s n�ece, for example, had been marr�ed the other day—
he walked �nto the m�ddle of the room, sa�d “Ha! ha!” as loud as ever
he could, cons�dered that he had done h�s duty, and walked away
aga�n. Mrs. Thornbury protested. She was go�ng to g�ve a party
d�rectly she got back, and they were all to be �nv�ted, and she should
set people to watch Mr. Pepper, and �f she heard that he had been
caught say�ng “Ha! ha!” she would—she would do someth�ng very
dreadful �ndeed to h�m. Arthur Venn�ng suggested that what she
must do was to r�g up someth�ng �n the nature of a surpr�se—a



portra�t, for example, of a n�ce old lady �n a lace cap, conceal�ng a
bath of cold water, wh�ch at a s�gnal could be sprung on Pepper’s
head; or they’d have a cha�r wh�ch shot h�m twenty feet h�gh d�rectly
he sat on �t.

Susan laughed. She had done her tea; she was feel�ng very well
contented, partly because she had been play�ng tenn�s br�ll�antly, and
then every one was so n�ce; she was beg�nn�ng to f�nd �t so much
eas�er to talk, and to hold her own even w�th qu�te clever people, for
somehow clever people d�d not fr�ghten her any more. Even Mr.
H�rst, whom she had d�sl�ked when she f�rst met h�m, really wasn’t
d�sagreeable; and, poor man, he always looked so �ll; perhaps he
was �n love; perhaps he had been �n love w�th Rachel—she really
shouldn’t wonder; or perhaps �t was Evelyn—she was of course very
attract�ve to men. Lean�ng forward, she went on w�th the
conversat�on. She sa�d that she thought that the reason why part�es
were so dull was ma�nly because gentlemen w�ll not dress: even �n
London, she stated, �t struck her very much how people don’t th�nk �t
necessary to dress �n the even�ng, and of course �f they don’t dress
�n London they won’t dress �n the country. It was really qu�te a treat
at Chr�stmas-t�me when there were the Hunt balls, and the
gentlemen wore n�ce red coats, but Arthur d�dn’t care for danc�ng, so
she supposed that they wouldn’t go even to the ball �n the�r l�ttle
country town. She d�dn’t th�nk that people who were fond of one
sport often care for another, although her father was an except�on.
But then he was an except�on �n every way—such a gardener, and
he knew all about b�rds and an�mals, and of course he was s�mply
adored by all the old women �n the v�llage, and at the same t�me
what he really l�ked best was a book. You always knew where to f�nd
h�m �f he were wanted; he would be �n h�s study w�th a book. Very
l�kely �t would be an old, old book, some fusty old th�ng that no one
else would dream of read�ng. She used to tell h�m that he would
have made a f�rst-rate old bookworm �f only he hadn’t had a fam�ly of
s�x to support, and s�x ch�ldren, she added, charm�ngly conf�dent of
un�versal sympathy, d�dn’t leave one much t�me for be�ng a
bookworm.

St�ll talk�ng about her father, of whom she was very proud, she
rose, for Arthur upon look�ng at h�s watch found that �t was t�me they



went back aga�n to the tenn�s court. The others d�d not move.
“They’re very happy!” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, look�ng ben�gnantly

after them. Rachel agreed; they seemed to be so certa�n of
themselves; they seemed to know exactly what they wanted.

“D’you th�nk they are happy?” Evelyn murmured to Terence �n an
undertone, and she hoped that he would say that he d�d not th�nk
them happy; but, �nstead, he sa�d that they must go too—go home,
for they were always be�ng late for meals, and Mrs. Ambrose, who
was very stern and part�cular, d�dn’t l�ke that. Evelyn la�d hold of
Rachel’s sk�rt and protested. Why should they go? It was st�ll early,
and she had so many th�ngs to say to them. “No,” sa�d Terence, “we
must go, because we walk so slowly. We stop and look at th�ngs, and
we talk.”

“What d’you talk about?” Evelyn enqu�red, upon wh�ch he laughed
and sa�d that they talked about everyth�ng.

Mrs. Thornbury went w�th them to the gate, tra�l�ng very slowly and
gracefully across the grass and the gravel, and talk�ng all the t�me
about flowers and b�rds. She told them that she had taken up the
study of botany s�nce her daughter marr�ed, and �t was wonderful
what a number of flowers there were wh�ch she had never seen,
although she had l�ved �n the country all her l�fe and she was now
seventy-two. It was a good th�ng to have some occupat�on wh�ch
was qu�te �ndependent of other people, she sa�d, when one got old.
But the odd th�ng was that one never felt old. She always felt that
she was twenty-f�ve, not a day more or a day less, but, of course,
one couldn’t expect other people to agree to that.

“It must be very wonderful to be twenty-f�ve, and not merely to
�mag�ne that you’re twenty-f�ve,” she sa�d, look�ng from one to the
other w�th her smooth, br�ght glance. “It must be very wonderful, very
wonderful �ndeed.” She stood talk�ng to them at the gate for a long
t�me; she seemed reluctant that they should go.



CHAPTER XXV

The afternoon was very hot, so hot that the break�ng of the waves
on the shore sounded l�ke the repeated s�gh of some exhausted
creature, and even on the terrace under an awn�ng the br�cks were
hot, and the a�r danced perpetually over the short dry grass. The red
flowers �n the stone bas�ns were droop�ng w�th the heat, and the
wh�te blossoms wh�ch had been so smooth and th�ck only a few
weeks ago were now dry, and the�r edges were curled and yellow.
Only the st�ff and host�le plants of the south, whose fleshy leaves
seemed to be grown upon sp�nes, st�ll rema�ned stand�ng upr�ght and
def�ed the sun to beat them down. It was too hot to talk, and �t was
not easy to f�nd any book that would w�thstand the power of the sun.
Many books had been tr�ed and then let fall, and now Terence was
read�ng M�lton aloud, because he sa�d the words of M�lton had
substance and shape, so that �t was not necessary to understand
what he was say�ng; one could merely l�sten to h�s words; one could
almost handle them.

There �s a gentle nymph not far from hence,

he read,

That w�th mo�st curb sways the smooth Severn stream.
Sabr�na �s her name, a v�rg�n pure;
Wh�lom she was the daughter of Locr�ne,
That had the sceptre from h�s father Brute.

The words, �n sp�te of what Terence had sa�d, seemed to be laden
w�th mean�ng, and perhaps �t was for th�s reason that �t was pa�nful
to l�sten to them; they sounded strange; they meant d�fferent th�ngs
from what they usually meant. Rachel at any rate could not keep her



attent�on f�xed upon them, but went off upon cur�ous tra�ns of thought
suggested by words such as “curb” and “Locr�ne” and “Brute,” wh�ch
brought unpleasant s�ghts before her eyes, �ndependently of the�r
mean�ng. Ow�ng to the heat and the danc�ng a�r the garden too
looked strange—the trees were e�ther too near or too far, and her
head almost certa�nly ached. She was not qu�te certa�n, and
therefore she d�d not know, whether to tell Terence now, or to let h�m
go on read�ng. She dec�ded that she would wa�t unt�l he came to the
end of a stanza, and �f by that t�me she had turned her head th�s way
and that, and �t ached �n every pos�t�on undoubtedly, she would say
very calmly that her head ached.

Sabr�na fa�r,
    L�sten where thou art s�tt�ng
Under the glassy, cool, translucent wave,
    In tw�sted bra�ds of l�l�es kn�tt�ng
The loose tra�n of thy amber dropp�ng ha�r,
L�sten for dear honour’s sake,
    Goddess of the s�lver lake,
    L�sten and save!

But her head ached; �t ached wh�chever way she turned �t.
She sat up and sa�d as she had determ�ned, “My head aches so

that I shall go �ndoors.” He was half-way through the next verse, but
he dropped the book �nstantly.

“Your head aches?” he repeated.
For a few moments they sat look�ng at one another �n s�lence,

hold�ng each other’s hands. Dur�ng th�s t�me h�s sense of d�smay and
catastrophe were almost phys�cally pa�nful; all round h�m he seemed
to hear the sh�ver of broken glass wh�ch, as �t fell to earth, left h�m
s�tt�ng �n the open a�r. But at the end of two m�nutes, not�c�ng that she
was not shar�ng h�s d�smay, but was only rather more langu�d and
heavy-eyed than usual, he recovered, fetched Helen, and asked her
to tell h�m what they had better do, for Rachel had a headache.

Mrs. Ambrose was not d�scomposed, but adv�sed that she should
go to bed, and added that she must expect her head to ache �f she
sat up to all hours and went out �n the heat, but a few hours �n bed
would cure �t completely. Terence was unreasonably reassured by



her words, as he had been unreasonably depressed the moment
before. Helen’s sense seemed to have much �n common w�th the
ruthless good sense of nature, wh�ch avenged rashness by a
headache, and, l�ke nature’s good sense, m�ght be depended upon.

Rachel went to bed; she lay �n the dark, �t seemed to her, for a
very long t�me, but at length, wak�ng from a transparent k�nd of
sleep, she saw the w�ndows wh�te �n front of her, and recollected that
some t�me before she had gone to bed w�th a headache, and that
Helen had sa�d �t would be gone when she woke. She supposed,
therefore, that she was now qu�te well aga�n. At the same t�me the
wall of her room was pa�nfully wh�te, and curved sl�ghtly, �nstead of
be�ng stra�ght and flat. Turn�ng her eyes to the w�ndow, she was not
reassured by what she saw there. The movement of the bl�nd as �t
f�lled w�th a�r and blew slowly out, draw�ng the cord w�th a l�ttle
tra�l�ng sound along the floor, seemed to her terr�fy�ng, as �f �t were
the movement of an an�mal �n the room. She shut her eyes, and the
pulse �n her head beat so strongly that each thump seemed to tread
upon a nerve, p�erc�ng her forehead w�th a l�ttle stab of pa�n. It m�ght
not be the same headache, but she certa�nly had a headache. She
turned from s�de to s�de, �n the hope that the coolness of the sheets
would cure her, and that when she next opened her eyes to look the
room would be as usual. After a cons�derable number of va�n
exper�ments, she resolved to put the matter beyond a doubt. She got
out of bed and stood upr�ght, hold�ng on to the brass ball at the end
of the bedstead. Ice-cold at f�rst, �t soon became as hot as the palm
of her hand, and as the pa�ns �n her head and body and the
�nstab�l�ty of the floor proved that �t would be far more �ntolerable to
stand and walk than to l�e �n bed, she got �nto bed aga�n; but though
the change was refresh�ng at f�rst, the d�scomfort of bed was soon as
great as the d�scomfort of stand�ng up. She accepted the �dea that
she would have to stay �n bed all day long, and as she la�d her head
on the p�llow, rel�nqu�shed the happ�ness of the day.

When Helen came �n an hour or two later, suddenly stopped her
cheerful words, looked startled for a second and then unnaturally
calm, the fact that she was �ll was put beyond a doubt. It was
conf�rmed when the whole household knew of �t, when the song that
some one was s�ng�ng �n the garden stopped suddenly, and when



Mar�a, as she brought water, sl�pped past the bed w�th averted eyes.
There was all the morn�ng to get through, and then all the afternoon,
and at �ntervals she made an effort to cross over �nto the ord�nary
world, but she found that her heat and d�scomfort had put a gulf
between her world and the ord�nary world wh�ch she could not
br�dge. At one po�nt the door opened, and Helen came �n w�th a l�ttle
dark man who had—�t was the ch�ef th�ng she not�ced about h�m—
very ha�ry hands. She was drowsy and �ntolerably hot, and as he
seemed shy and obsequ�ous she scarcely troubled to answer h�m,
although she understood that he was a doctor. At another po�nt the
door opened and Terence came �n very gently, sm�l�ng too stead�ly,
as she real�sed, for �t to be natural. He sat down and talked to her,
strok�ng her hands unt�l �t became �rksome to her to l�e any more �n
the same pos�t�on and she turned round, and when she looked up
aga�n Helen was bes�de her and Terence had gone. It d�d not matter;
she would see h�m to-morrow when th�ngs would be ord�nary aga�n.
Her ch�ef occupat�on dur�ng the day was to try to remember how the
l�nes went:

Under the glassy, cool, translucent wave,
In tw�sted bra�ds of l�l�es kn�tt�ng
The loose tra�n of thy amber dropp�ng ha�r;

and the effort worr�ed her because the adject�ves pers�sted �n gett�ng
�nto the wrong places.

The second day d�d not d�ffer very much from the f�rst day, except
that her bed had become very �mportant, and the world outs�de,
when she tr�ed to th�nk of �t, appeared d�st�nctly further off. The
glassy, cool, translucent wave was almost v�s�ble before her, curl�ng
up at the end of the bed, and as �t was refresh�ngly cool she tr�ed to
keep her m�nd f�xed upon �t. Helen was here, and Helen was there all
day long; somet�mes she sa�d that �t was luncht�me, and somet�mes
that �t was teat�me; but by the next day all landmarks were
obl�terated, and the outer world was so far away that the d�fferent
sounds, such as the sounds of people mov�ng overhead, could only
be ascr�bed to the�r cause by a great effort of memory. The
recollect�on of what she had felt, or of what she had been do�ng and
th�nk�ng three days before, had faded ent�rely. On the other hand,



every object �n the room, and the bed �tself, and her own body w�th
�ts var�ous l�mbs and the�r d�fferent sensat�ons were more and more
�mportant each day. She was completely cut off, and unable to
commun�cate w�th the rest of the world, �solated alone w�th her body.

Hours and hours would pass thus, w�thout gett�ng any further
through the morn�ng, or aga�n a few m�nutes would lead from broad
dayl�ght to the depths of the n�ght. One even�ng when the room
appeared very d�m, e�ther because �t was even�ng or because the
bl�nds were drawn, Helen sa�d to her, “Some one �s go�ng to s�t here
to-n�ght. You won’t m�nd?”

Open�ng her eyes, Rachel saw not only Helen but a nurse �n
spectacles, whose face vaguely recalled someth�ng that she had
once seen. She had seen her �n the chapel. “Nurse McInn�s,” sa�d
Helen, and the nurse sm�led stead�ly as they all d�d, and sa�d that
she d�d not f�nd many people who were fr�ghtened of her. After
wa�t�ng for a moment they both d�sappeared, and hav�ng turned on
her p�llow Rachel woke to f�nd herself �n the m�dst of one of those
�nterm�nable n�ghts wh�ch do not end at twelve, but go on �nto the
double f�gures—th�rteen, fourteen, and so on unt�l they reach the
twent�es, and then the th�rt�es, and then the fort�es. She real�sed that
there �s noth�ng to prevent n�ghts from do�ng th�s �f they choose. At a
great d�stance an elderly woman sat w�th her head bent down;
Rachel ra�sed herself sl�ghtly and saw w�th d�smay that she was
play�ng cards by the l�ght of a candle wh�ch stood �n the hollow of a
newspaper. The s�ght had someth�ng �nexpl�cably s�n�ster about �t,
and she was terr�f�ed and cr�ed out, upon wh�ch the woman la�d
down her cards and came across the room, shad�ng the candle w�th
her hands. Com�ng nearer and nearer across the great space of the
room, she stood at last above Rachel’s head and sa�d, “Not asleep?
Let me make you comfortable.”

She put down the candle and began to arrange the bedclothes. It
struck Rachel that a woman who sat play�ng cards �n a cavern all
n�ght long would have very cold hands, and she shrunk from the
touch of them.

“Why, there’s a toe all the way down there!” the woman sa�d,
proceed�ng to tuck �n the bedclothes. Rachel d�d not real�se that the



toe was hers.
“You must try and l�e st�ll,” she proceeded, “because �f you l�e st�ll

you w�ll be less hot, and �f you toss about you w�ll make yourself
more hot, and we don’t want you to be any hotter than you are.” She
stood look�ng down upon Rachel for an enormous length of t�me.

“And the qu�eter you l�e the sooner you w�ll be well,” she repeated.
Rachel kept her eyes f�xed upon the peaked shadow on the

ce�l�ng, and all her energy was concentrated upon the des�re that th�s
shadow should move. But the shadow and the woman seemed to be
eternally f�xed above her. She shut her eyes. When she opened
them aga�n several more hours had passed, but the n�ght st�ll lasted
�nterm�nably. The woman was st�ll play�ng cards, only she sat now �n
a tunnel under a r�ver, and the l�ght stood �n a l�ttle archway �n the
wall above her. She cr�ed “Terence!” and the peaked shadow aga�n
moved across the ce�l�ng, as the woman w�th an enormous slow
movement rose, and they both stood st�ll above her.

“It’s just as d�ff�cult to keep you �n bed as �t was to keep Mr. Forrest
�n bed,” the woman sa�d, “and he was such a tall gentleman.”

In order to get r�d of th�s terr�ble stat�onary s�ght Rachel aga�n shut
her eyes, and found herself walk�ng through a tunnel under the
Thames, where there were l�ttle deformed women s�tt�ng �n archways
play�ng cards, wh�le the br�cks of wh�ch the wall was made oozed
w�th damp, wh�ch collected �nto drops and sl�d down the wall. But the
l�ttle old women became Helen and Nurse McInn�s after a t�me,
stand�ng �n the w�ndow together wh�sper�ng, wh�sper�ng �ncessantly.

Meanwh�le outs�de her room the sounds, the movements, and the
l�ves of the other people �n the house went on �n the ord�nary l�ght of
the sun, throughout the usual success�on of hours. When, on the f�rst
day of her �llness, �t became clear that she would not be absolutely
well, for her temperature was very h�gh, unt�l Fr�day, that day be�ng
Tuesday, Terence was f�lled w�th resentment, not aga�nst her, but
aga�nst the force outs�de them wh�ch was separat�ng them. He
counted up the number of days that would almost certa�nly be spo�lt
for them. He real�sed, w�th an odd m�xture of pleasure and
annoyance, that, for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe, he was so dependent
upon another person that h�s happ�ness was �n her keep�ng. The



days were completely wasted upon tr�fl�ng, �mmater�al th�ngs, for
after three weeks of such �nt�macy and �ntens�ty all the usual
occupat�ons were unbearably flat and bes�de the po�nt. The least
�ntolerable occupat�on was to talk to St. John about Rachel’s �llness,
and to d�scuss every symptom and �ts mean�ng, and, when th�s
subject was exhausted, to d�scuss �llness of all k�nds, and what
caused them, and what cured them.

Tw�ce every day he went �n to s�t w�th Rachel, and tw�ce every day
the same th�ng happened. On go�ng �nto her room, wh�ch was not
very dark, where the mus�c was ly�ng about as usual, and her books
and letters, h�s sp�r�ts rose �nstantly. When he saw her he felt
completely reassured. She d�d not look very �ll. S�tt�ng by her s�de he
would tell her what he had been do�ng, us�ng h�s natural vo�ce to
speak to her, only a few tones lower down than usual; but by the
t�me he had sat there for f�ve m�nutes he was plunged �nto the
deepest gloom. She was not the same; he could not br�ng them back
to the�r old relat�onsh�p; but although he knew that �t was fool�sh he
could not prevent h�mself from endeavour�ng to br�ng her back, to
make her remember, and when th�s fa�led he was �n despa�r. He
always concluded as he left her room that �t was worse to see her
than not to see her, but by degrees, as the day wore on, the des�re to
see her returned and became almost too great to be borne.

On Thursday morn�ng when Terence went �nto her room he felt the
usual �ncrease of conf�dence. She turned round and made an effort
to remember certa�n facts from the world that was so many m�ll�ons
of m�les away.

“You have come up from the hotel?” she asked.
“No; I’m stay�ng here for the present,” he sa�d. “We’ve just had

luncheon,” he cont�nued, “and the ma�l has come �n. There’s a
bundle of letters for you—letters from England.”

Instead of say�ng, as he meant her to say, that she w�shed to see
them, she sa�d noth�ng for some t�me.

“You see, there they go, roll�ng off the edge of the h�ll,” she sa�d
suddenly.

“Roll�ng, Rachel? What do you see roll�ng? There’s noth�ng
roll�ng.”



“The old woman w�th the kn�fe,” she repl�ed, not speak�ng to
Terence �n part�cular, and look�ng past h�m. As she appeared to be
look�ng at a vase on the shelf oppos�te, he rose and took �t down.

“Now they can’t roll any more,” he sa�d cheerfully. Nevertheless
she lay gaz�ng at the same spot, and pa�d h�m no further attent�on
although he spoke to her. He became so profoundly wretched that
he could not endure to s�t w�th her, but wandered about unt�l he
found St. John, who was read�ng The T�mes �n the verandah. He la�d
�t as�de pat�ently, and heard all that Terence had to say about
del�r�um. He was very pat�ent w�th Terence. He treated h�m l�ke a
ch�ld.

By Fr�day �t could not be den�ed that the �llness was no longer an
attack that would pass off �n a day or two; �t was a real �llness that
requ�red a good deal of organ�sat�on, and engrossed the attent�on of
at least f�ve people, but there was no reason to be anx�ous. Instead
of last�ng f�ve days �t was go�ng to last ten days. Rodr�guez was
understood to say that there were well-known var�et�es of th�s �llness.
Rodr�guez appeared to th�nk that they were treat�ng the �llness w�th
undue anx�ety. H�s v�s�ts were always marked by the same show of
conf�dence, and �n h�s �nterv�ews w�th Terence he always waved
as�de h�s anx�ous and m�nute quest�ons w�th a k�nd of flour�sh wh�ch
seemed to �nd�cate that they were all tak�ng �t much too ser�ously. He
seemed cur�ously unw�ll�ng to s�t down.

“A h�gh temperature,” he sa�d, look�ng furt�vely about the room,
and appear�ng to be more �nterested �n the furn�ture and �n Helen’s
embro�dery than �n anyth�ng else. “In th�s cl�mate you must expect a
h�gh temperature. You need not be alarmed by that. It �s the pulse
we go by” (he tapped h�s own ha�ry wr�st), “and the pulse cont�nues
excellent.”

Thereupon he bowed and sl�pped out. The �nterv�ew was
conducted labor�ously upon both s�des �n French, and th�s, together
w�th the fact that he was opt�m�st�c, and that Terence respected the
med�cal profess�on from hearsay, made h�m less cr�t�cal than he
would have been had he encountered the doctor �n any other
capac�ty. Unconsc�ously he took Rodr�guez’ s�de aga�nst Helen, who
seemed to have taken an unreasonable prejud�ce aga�nst h�m.



When Saturday came �t was ev�dent that the hours of the day must
be more str�ctly organ�sed than they had been. St. John offered h�s
serv�ces; he sa�d that he had noth�ng to do, and that he m�ght as well
spend the day at the v�lla �f he could be of use. As �f they were
start�ng on a d�ff�cult exped�t�on together, they parcelled out the�r
dut�es between them, wr�t�ng out an elaborate scheme of hours upon
a large sheet of paper wh�ch was p�nned to the draw�ng-room door.
The�r d�stance from the town, and the d�ff�culty of procur�ng rare
th�ngs w�th unknown names from the most unexpected places, made
�t necessary to th�nk very carefully, and they found �t unexpectedly
d�ff�cult to do the s�mple but pract�cal th�ngs that were requ�red of
them, as �f they, be�ng very tall, were asked to stoop down and
arrange m�nute gra�ns of sand �n a pattern on the ground.

It was St. John’s duty to fetch what was needed from the town, so
that Terence would s�t all through the long hot hours alone �n the
draw�ng-room, near the open door, l�sten�ng for any movement
upsta�rs, or call from Helen. He always forgot to pull down the bl�nds,
so that he sat �n br�ght sunsh�ne, wh�ch worr�ed h�m w�thout h�s
know�ng what was the cause of �t. The room was terr�bly st�ff and
uncomfortable. There were hats �n the cha�rs, and med�c�ne bottles
among the books. He tr�ed to read, but good books were too good,
and bad books were too bad, and the only th�ng he could tolerate
was the newspaper, wh�ch w�th �ts news of London, and the
movements of real people who were g�v�ng d�nner-part�es and
mak�ng speeches, seemed to g�ve a l�ttle background of real�ty to
what was otherw�se mere n�ghtmare. Then, just as h�s attent�on was
f�xed on the pr�nt, a soft call would come from Helen, or Mrs. Cha�ley
would br�ng �n someth�ng wh�ch was wanted upsta�rs, and he would
run up very qu�etly �n h�s socks, and put the jug on the l�ttle table
wh�ch stood crowded w�th jugs and cups outs�de the bedroom door;
or �f he could catch Helen for a moment he would ask, “How �s she?”

“Rather restless. . . . On the whole, qu�eter, I th�nk.”
The answer would be one or the other.
As usual she seemed to reserve someth�ng wh�ch she d�d not say,

and Terence was consc�ous that they d�sagreed, and, w�thout say�ng



�t aloud, were argu�ng aga�nst each other. But she was too hurr�ed
and pre-occup�ed to talk.

The stra�n of l�sten�ng and the effort of mak�ng pract�cal
arrangements and see�ng that th�ngs worked smoothly, absorbed all
Terence’s power. Involved �n th�s long dreary n�ghtmare, he d�d not
attempt to th�nk what �t amounted to. Rachel was �ll; that was all; he
must see that there was med�c�ne and m�lk, and that th�ngs were
ready when they were wanted. Thought had ceased; l�fe �tself had
come to a standst�ll. Sunday was rather worse than Saturday had
been, s�mply because the stra�n was a l�ttle greater every day,
although noth�ng else had changed. The separate feel�ngs of
pleasure, �nterest, and pa�n, wh�ch comb�ne to make up the ord�nary
day, were merged �n one long-drawn sensat�on of sord�d m�sery and
profound boredom. He had never been so bored s�nce he was shut
up �n the nursery alone as a ch�ld. The v�s�on of Rachel as she was
now, confused and heedless, had almost obl�terated the v�s�on of her
as she had been once long ago; he could hardly bel�eve that they
had ever been happy, or engaged to be marr�ed, for what were
feel�ngs, what was there to be felt? Confus�on covered every s�ght
and person, and he seemed to see St. John, R�dley, and the stray
people who came up now and then from the hotel to enqu�re,
through a m�st; the only people who were not h�dden �n th�s m�st
were Helen and Rodr�guez, because they could tell h�m someth�ng
def�n�te about Rachel.

Nevertheless the day followed the usual forms. At certa�n hours
they went �nto the d�n�ng-room, and when they sat round the table
they talked about �nd�fferent th�ngs. St. John usually made �t h�s
bus�ness to start the talk and to keep �t from dy�ng out.

“I’ve d�scovered the way to get Sancho past the wh�te house,” sa�d
St. John on Sunday at luncheon. “You crackle a p�ece of paper �n h�s
ear, then he bolts for about a hundred yards, but he goes on qu�te
well after that.”

“Yes, but he wants corn. You should see that he has corn.”
“I don’t th�nk much of the stuff they g�ve h�m; and Angelo seems a

d�rty l�ttle rascal.”



There was then a long s�lence. R�dley murmured a few l�nes of
poetry under h�s breath, and remarked, as �f to conceal the fact that
he had done so, “Very hot to-day.”

“Two degrees h�gher than �t was yesterday,” sa�d St. John. “I
wonder where these nuts come from,” he observed, tak�ng a nut out
of the plate, turn�ng �t over �n h�s f�ngers, and look�ng at �t cur�ously.

“London, I should th�nk,” sa�d Terence, look�ng at the nut too.
“A competent man of bus�ness could make a fortune here �n no

t�me,” St. John cont�nued. “I suppose the heat does someth�ng funny
to people’s bra�ns. Even the Engl�sh go a l�ttle queer. Anyhow they’re
hopeless people to deal w�th. They kept me three-quarters of an
hour wa�t�ng at the chem�st’s th�s morn�ng, for no reason whatever.”

There was another long pause. Then R�dley enqu�red, “Rodr�guez
seems sat�sf�ed?”

“Qu�te,” sa�d Terence w�th dec�s�on. “It’s just got to run �ts course.”
Whereupon R�dley heaved a deep s�gh. He was genu�nely sorry for
every one, but at the same t�me he m�ssed Helen cons�derably, and
was a l�ttle aggr�eved by the constant presence of the two young
men.

They moved back �nto the draw�ng-room.
“Look here, H�rst,” sa�d Terence, “there’s noth�ng to be done for

two hours.” He consulted the sheet p�nned to the door. “You go and
l�e down. I’ll wa�t here. Cha�ley s�ts w�th Rachel wh�le Helen has her
luncheon.”

It was ask�ng a good deal of H�rst to tell h�m to go w�thout wa�t�ng
for a s�ght of Helen. These l�ttle gl�mpses of Helen were the only
resp�tes from stra�n and boredom, and very often they seemed to
make up for the d�scomfort of the day, although she m�ght not have
anyth�ng to tell them. However, as they were on an exped�t�on
together, he had made up h�s m�nd to obey.

Helen was very late �n com�ng down. She looked l�ke a person
who has been s�tt�ng for a long t�me �n the dark. She was pale and
th�nner, and the express�on of her eyes was harassed but
determ�ned. She ate her luncheon qu�ckly, and seemed �nd�fferent to
what she was do�ng. She brushed as�de Terence’s enqu�r�es, and at



last, as �f he had not spoken, she looked at h�m w�th a sl�ght frown
and sa�d:

“We can’t go on l�ke th�s, Terence. E�ther you’ve got to f�nd another
doctor, or you must tell Rodr�guez to stop com�ng, and I’ll manage for
myself. It’s no use for h�m to say that Rachel’s better; she’s not
better; she’s worse.”

Terence suffered a terr�f�c shock, l�ke that wh�ch he had suffered
when Rachel sa�d, “My head aches.” He st�lled �t by reflect�ng that
Helen was overwrought, and he was upheld �n th�s op�n�on by h�s
obst�nate sense that she was opposed to h�m �n the argument.

“Do you th�nk she’s �n danger?” he asked.
“No one can go on be�ng as �ll as that day after day—” Helen

repl�ed. She looked at h�m, and spoke as �f she felt some �nd�gnat�on
w�th somebody.

“Very well, I’ll talk to Rodr�guez th�s afternoon,” he repl�ed.
Helen went upsta�rs at once.
Noth�ng now could assuage Terence’s anx�ety. He could not read,

nor could he s�t st�ll, and h�s sense of secur�ty was shaken, �n sp�te of
the fact that he was determ�ned that Helen was exaggerat�ng, and
that Rachel was not very �ll. But he wanted a th�rd person to conf�rm
h�m �n h�s bel�ef.

D�rectly Rodr�guez came down he demanded, “Well, how �s she?
Do you th�nk her worse?”

“There �s no reason for anx�ety, I tell you—none,” Rodr�guez
repl�ed �n h�s execrable French, sm�l�ng uneas�ly, and mak�ng l�ttle
movements all the t�me as �f to get away.

Hewet stood f�rmly between h�m and the door. He was determ�ned
to see for h�mself what k�nd of man he was. H�s conf�dence �n the
man van�shed as he looked at h�m and saw h�s �ns�gn�f�cance, h�s
d�rty appearance, h�s sh�ft�ness, and h�s un�ntell�gent, ha�ry face. It
was strange that he had never seen th�s before.

“You won’t object, of course, �f we ask you to consult another
doctor?” he cont�nued.

At th�s the l�ttle man became openly �ncensed.



“Ah!” he cr�ed. “You have not conf�dence �n me? You object to my
treatment? You w�sh me to g�ve up the case?”

“Not at all,” Terence repl�ed, “but �n ser�ous �llness of th�s k�nd—”
Rodr�guez shrugged h�s shoulders.
“It �s not ser�ous, I assure you. You are overanx�ous. The young

lady �s not ser�ously �ll, and I am a doctor. The lady of course �s
fr�ghtened,” he sneered. “I understand that perfectly.”

“The name and address of the doctor �s—?” Terence cont�nued.
“There �s no other doctor,” Rodr�guez repl�ed sullenly. “Every one

has conf�dence �n me. Look! I w�ll show you.”
He took out a packet of old letters and began turn�ng them over as

�f �n search of one that would confute Terence’s susp�c�ons. As he
searched, he began to tell a story about an Engl�sh lord who had
trusted h�m—a great Engl�sh lord, whose name he had,
unfortunately, forgotten.

“There �s no other doctor �n the place,” he concluded, st�ll turn�ng
over the letters.

“Never m�nd,” sa�d Terence shortly. “I w�ll make enqu�r�es for
myself.” Rodr�guez put the letters back �n h�s pocket.

“Very well,” he remarked. “I have no object�on.”
He l�fted h�s eyebrows, shrugged h�s shoulders, as �f to repeat that

they took the �llness much too ser�ously and that there was no other
doctor, and sl�pped out, leav�ng beh�nd h�m an �mpress�on that he
was consc�ous that he was d�strusted, and that h�s mal�ce was
aroused.

After th�s Terence could no longer stay downsta�rs. He went up,
knocked at Rachel’s door, and asked Helen whether he m�ght see
her for a few m�nutes. He had not seen her yesterday. She made no
object�on, and went and sat at a table �n the w�ndow.

Terence sat down by the beds�de. Rachel’s face was changed.
She looked as though she were ent�rely concentrated upon the effort
of keep�ng al�ve. Her l�ps were drawn, and her cheeks were sunken
and flushed, though w�thout colour. Her eyes were not ent�rely shut,
the lower half of the wh�te part show�ng, not as �f she saw, but as �f



they rema�ned open because she was too much exhausted to close
them. She opened them completely when he k�ssed her. But she
only saw an old woman sl�c�ng a man’s head off w�th a kn�fe.

“There �t falls!” she murmured. She then turned to Terence and
asked h�m anx�ously some quest�on about a man w�th mules, wh�ch
he could not understand. “Why doesn’t he come? Why doesn’t he
come?” she repeated. He was appalled to th�nk of the d�rty l�ttle man
downsta�rs �n connect�on w�th �llness l�ke th�s, and turned �nst�nct�vely
to Helen, but she was do�ng someth�ng at a table �n the w�ndow, and
d�d not seem to real�se how great the shock to h�m must be. He rose
to go, for he could not endure to l�sten any longer; h�s heart beat
qu�ckly and pa�nfully w�th anger and m�sery. As he passed Helen she
asked h�m �n the same weary, unnatural, but determ�ned vo�ce to
fetch her more �ce, and to have the jug outs�de f�lled w�th fresh m�lk.

When he had done these errands he went to f�nd H�rst. Exhausted
and very hot, St. John had fallen asleep on a bed, but Terence woke
h�m w�thout scruple.

“Helen th�nks she’s worse,” he sa�d. “There’s no doubt she’s
fr�ghtfully �ll. Rodr�guez �s useless. We must get another doctor.”

“But there �s no other doctor,” sa�d H�rst drows�ly, s�tt�ng up and
rubb�ng h�s eyes.

“Don’t be a damned fool!” Terence excla�med. “Of course there’s
another doctor, and, �f there �sn’t, you’ve got to f�nd one. It ought to
have been done days ago. I’m go�ng down to saddle the horse.” He
could not stay st�ll �n one place.

In less than ten m�nutes St. John was r�d�ng to the town �n the
scorch�ng heat �n search of a doctor, h�s orders be�ng to f�nd one and
br�ng h�m back �f he had to be fetched �n a spec�al tra�n.

“We ought to have done �t days ago,” Hewet repeated angr�ly.
When he went back �nto the draw�ng-room he found that Mrs.

Flush�ng was there, stand�ng very erect �n the m�ddle of the room,
hav�ng arr�ved, as people d�d �n these days, by the k�tchen or through
the garden unannounced.

“She’s better?” Mrs. Flush�ng enqu�red abruptly; they d�d not
attempt to shake hands.



“No,” sa�d Terence. “If anyth�ng, they th�nk she’s worse.”
Mrs. Flush�ng seemed to cons�der for a moment or two, look�ng

stra�ght at Terence all the t�me.
“Let me tell you,” she sa�d, speak�ng �n nervous jerks, “�t’s always

about the seventh day one beg�ns to get anx�ous. I daresay you’ve
been s�tt�n’ here worry�n’ by yourself. You th�nk she’s bad, but any
one com�n’ w�th a fresh eye would see she was better. Mr. Ell�ot’s
had fever; he’s all r�ght now,” she threw out. “It wasn’t anyth�n’ she
caught on the exped�t�on. What’s �t matter—a few days’ fever? My
brother had fever for twenty-s�x days once. And �n a week or two he
was up and about. We gave h�m noth�n’ but m�lk and arrowroot—”

Here Mrs. Cha�ley came �n w�th a message.
“I’m wanted upsta�rs,” sa�d Terence.
“You see—she’ll be better,” Mrs. Flush�ng jerked out as he left the

room. Her anx�ety to persuade Terence was very great, and when he
left her w�thout say�ng anyth�ng she felt d�ssat�sf�ed and restless; she
d�d not l�ke to stay, but she could not bear to go. She wandered from
room to room look�ng for some one to talk to, but all the rooms were
empty.

Terence went upsta�rs, stood �ns�de the door to take Helen’s
d�rect�ons, looked over at Rachel, but d�d not attempt to speak to her.
She appeared vaguely consc�ous of h�s presence, but �t seemed to
d�sturb her, and she turned, so that she lay w�th her back to h�m.

For s�x days �ndeed she had been obl�v�ous of the world outs�de,
because �t needed all her attent�on to follow the hot, red, qu�ck s�ghts
wh�ch passed �ncessantly before her eyes. She knew that �t was of
enormous �mportance that she should attend to these s�ghts and
grasp the�r mean�ng, but she was always be�ng just too late to hear
or see someth�ng wh�ch would expla�n �t all. For th�s reason, the
faces,—Helen’s face, the nurse’s, Terence’s, the doctor’s,—wh�ch
occas�onally forced themselves very close to her, were worry�ng
because they d�stracted her attent�on and she m�ght m�ss the clue.
However, on the fourth afternoon she was suddenly unable to keep
Helen’s face d�st�nct from the s�ghts themselves; her l�ps w�dened as
she bent down over the bed, and she began to gabble un�ntell�g�bly
l�ke the rest. The s�ghts were all concerned �n some plot, some



adventure, some escape. The nature of what they were do�ng
changed �ncessantly, although there was always a reason beh�nd �t,
wh�ch she must endeavour to grasp. Now they were among trees
and savages, now they were on the sea, now they were on the tops
of h�gh towers; now they jumped; now they flew. But just as the cr�s�s
was about to happen, someth�ng �nvar�ably sl�pped �n her bra�n, so
that the whole effort had to beg�n over aga�n. The heat was
suffocat�ng. At last the faces went further away; she fell �nto a deep
pool of st�cky water, wh�ch eventually closed over her head. She saw
noth�ng and heard noth�ng but a fa�nt boom�ng sound, wh�ch was the
sound of the sea roll�ng over her head. Wh�le all her tormentors
thought that she was dead, she was not dead, but curled up at the
bottom of the sea. There she lay, somet�mes see�ng darkness,
somet�mes l�ght, wh�le every now and then some one turned her over
at the bottom of the sea.

After St. John had spent some hours �n the heat of the sun
wrangl�ng w�th evas�ve and very garrulous nat�ves, he extracted the
�nformat�on that there was a doctor, a French doctor, who was at
present away on a hol�day �n the h�lls. It was qu�te �mposs�ble, so
they sa�d, to f�nd h�m. W�th h�s exper�ence of the country, St. John
thought �t unl�kely that a telegram would e�ther be sent or rece�ved;
but hav�ng reduced the d�stance of the h�ll town, �n wh�ch he was
stay�ng, from a hundred m�les to th�rty m�les, and hav�ng h�red a
carr�age and horses, he started at once to fetch the doctor h�mself.
He succeeded �n f�nd�ng h�m, and eventually forced the unw�ll�ng
man to leave h�s young w�fe and return forthw�th. They reached the
v�lla at m�dday on Tuesday.

Terence came out to rece�ve them, and St. John was struck by the
fact that he had grown percept�bly th�nner �n the �nterval; he was
wh�te too; h�s eyes looked strange. But the curt speech and the sulky
masterful manner of Dr. Lesage �mpressed them both favourably,
although at the same t�me �t was obv�ous that he was very much
annoyed at the whole affa�r. Com�ng downsta�rs he gave h�s
d�rect�ons emphat�cally, but �t never occurred to h�m to g�ve an
op�n�on e�ther because of the presence of Rodr�guez who was now



obsequ�ous as well as mal�c�ous, or because he took �t for granted
that they knew already what was to be known.

“Of course,” he sa�d w�th a shrug of h�s shoulders, when Terence
asked h�m, “Is she very �ll?”

They were both consc�ous of a certa�n sense of rel�ef when Dr.
Lesage was gone, leav�ng expl�c�t d�rect�ons, and prom�s�ng another
v�s�t �n a few hours’ t�me; but, unfortunately, the r�se of the�r sp�r�ts led
them to talk more than usual, and �n talk�ng they quarrelled. They
quarrelled about a road, the Portsmouth Road. St. John sa�d that �t �s
macadam�sed where �t passes H�ndhead, and Terence knew as well
as he knew h�s own name that �t �s not macadam�sed at that po�nt. In
the course of the argument they sa�d some very sharp th�ngs to each
other, and the rest of the d�nner was eaten �n s�lence, save for an
occas�onal half-st�fled reflect�on from R�dley.

When �t grew dark and the lamps were brought �n, Terence felt
unable to control h�s �rr�tat�on any longer. St. John went to bed �n a
state of complete exhaust�on, b�dd�ng Terence good-n�ght w�th rather
more affect�on than usual because of the�r quarrel, and R�dley ret�red
to h�s books. Left alone, Terence walked up and down the room; he
stood at the open w�ndow.

The l�ghts were com�ng out one after another �n the town beneath,
and �t was very peaceful and cool �n the garden, so that he stepped
out on to the terrace. As he stood there �n the darkness, able only to
see the shapes of trees through the f�ne grey l�ght, he was overcome
by a des�re to escape, to have done w�th th�s suffer�ng, to forget that
Rachel was �ll. He allowed h�mself to lapse �nto forgetfulness of
everyth�ng. As �f a w�nd that had been rag�ng �ncessantly suddenly
fell asleep, the fret and stra�n and anx�ety wh�ch had been press�ng
on h�m passed away. He seemed to stand �n an unvexed space of
a�r, on a l�ttle �sland by h�mself; he was free and �mmune from pa�n. It
d�d not matter whether Rachel was well or �ll; �t d�d not matter
whether they were apart or together; noth�ng mattered—noth�ng
mattered. The waves beat on the shore far away, and the soft w�nd
passed through the branches of the trees, seem�ng to enc�rcle h�m
w�th peace and secur�ty, w�th dark and noth�ngness. Surely the world
of str�fe and fret and anx�ety was not the real world, but th�s was the



real world, the world that lay beneath the superf�c�al world, so that,
whatever happened, one was secure. The qu�et and peace seemed
to lap h�s body �n a f�ne cool sheet, sooth�ng every nerve; h�s m�nd
seemed once more to expand, and become natural.

But when he had stood thus for a t�me a no�se �n the house roused
h�m; he turned �nst�nct�vely and went �nto the draw�ng-room. The
s�ght of the lamp-l�t room brought back so abruptly all that he had
forgotten that he stood for a moment unable to move. He
remembered everyth�ng, the hour, the m�nute even, what po�nt they
had reached, and what was to come. He cursed h�mself for mak�ng
bel�eve for a m�nute that th�ngs were d�fferent from what they are.
The n�ght was now harder to face than ever.

Unable to stay �n the empty draw�ng-room, he wandered out and
sat on the sta�rs half-way up to Rachel’s room. He longed for some
one to talk to, but H�rst was asleep, and R�dley was asleep; there
was no sound �n Rachel’s room. The only sound �n the house was
the sound of Cha�ley mov�ng �n the k�tchen. At last there was a
rustl�ng on the sta�rs overhead, and Nurse McInn�s came down
fasten�ng the l�nks �n her cuffs, �n preparat�on for the n�ght’s watch.
Terence rose and stopped her. He had scarcely spoken to her, but �t
was poss�ble that she m�ght conf�rm h�m �n the bel�ef wh�ch st�ll
pers�sted �n h�s own m�nd that Rachel was not ser�ously �ll. He told
her �n a wh�sper that Dr. Lesage had been and what he had sa�d.

“Now, Nurse,” he wh�spered, “please tell me your op�n�on. Do you
cons�der that she �s very ser�ously �ll? Is she �n any danger?”

“The doctor has sa�d—” she began.
“Yes, but I want your op�n�on. You have had exper�ence of many

cases l�ke th�s?”
“I could not tell you more than Dr. Lesage, Mr. Hewet,” she repl�ed

caut�ously, as though her words m�ght be used aga�nst her. “The
case �s ser�ous, but you may feel qu�te certa�n that we are do�ng all
we can for M�ss V�nrace.” She spoke w�th some profess�onal self-
approbat�on. But she real�sed perhaps that she d�d not sat�sfy the
young man, who st�ll blocked her way, for she sh�fted her feet sl�ghtly
upon the sta�r and looked out of the w�ndow where they could see
the moon over the sea.



“If you ask me,” she began �n a cur�ously stealthy tone, “I never
l�ke May for my pat�ents.”

“May?” Terence repeated.
“It may be a fancy, but I don’t l�ke to see anybody fall �ll �n May,”

she cont�nued. “Th�ngs seem to go wrong �n May. Perhaps �t’s the
moon. They say the moon affects the bra�n, don’t they, S�r?”

He looked at her but he could not answer her; l�ke all the others,
when one looked at her she seemed to shr�vel beneath one’s eyes
and become worthless, mal�c�ous, and untrustworthy.

She sl�pped past h�m and d�sappeared.
Though he went to h�s room he was unable even to take h�s

clothes off. For a long t�me he paced up and down, and then lean�ng
out of the w�ndow gazed at the earth wh�ch lay so dark aga�nst the
paler blue of the sky. W�th a m�xture of fear and loath�ng he looked at
the sl�m black cypress trees wh�ch were st�ll v�s�ble �n the garden,
and heard the unfam�l�ar creak�ng and grat�ng sounds wh�ch show
that the earth �s st�ll hot. All these s�ghts and sounds appeared
s�n�ster and full of host�l�ty and forebod�ng; together w�th the nat�ves
and the nurse and the doctor and the terr�ble force of the �llness �tself
they seemed to be �n consp�racy aga�nst h�m. They seemed to jo�n
together �n the�r effort to extract the greatest poss�ble amount of
suffer�ng from h�m. He could not get used to h�s pa�n, �t was a
revelat�on to h�m. He had never real�sed before that underneath
every act�on, underneath the l�fe of every day, pa�n l�es, qu�escent,
but ready to devour; he seemed to be able to see suffer�ng, as �f �t
were a f�re, curl�ng up over the edges of all act�on, eat�ng away the
l�ves of men and women. He thought for the f�rst t�me w�th
understand�ng of words wh�ch had before seemed to h�m empty: the
struggle of l�fe; the hardness of l�fe. Now he knew for h�mself that l�fe
�s hard and full of suffer�ng. He looked at the scattered l�ghts �n the
town beneath, and thought of Arthur and Susan, or Evelyn and
Perrott ventur�ng out unw�tt�ngly, and by the�r happ�ness lay�ng
themselves open to suffer�ng such as th�s. How d�d they dare to love
each other, he wondered; how had he h�mself dared to l�ve as he
had l�ved, rap�dly and carelessly, pass�ng from one th�ng to another,
lov�ng Rachel as he had loved her? Never aga�n would he feel



secure; he would never bel�eve �n the stab�l�ty of l�fe, or forget what
depths of pa�n l�e beneath small happ�ness and feel�ngs of content
and safety. It seemed to h�m as he looked back that the�r happ�ness
had never been so great as h�s pa�n was now. There had always
been someth�ng �mperfect �n the�r happ�ness, someth�ng they had
wanted and had not been able to get. It had been fragmentary and
�ncomplete, because they were so young and had not known what
they were do�ng.

The l�ght of h�s candle fl�ckered over the boughs of a tree outs�de
the w�ndow, and as the branch swayed �n the darkness there came
before h�s m�nd a p�cture of all the world that lay outs�de h�s w�ndow;
he thought of the �mmense r�ver and the �mmense forest, the vast
stretches of dry earth and the pla�ns of the sea that enc�rcled the
earth; from the sea the sky rose steep and enormous, and the a�r
washed profoundly between the sky and the sea. How vast and dark
�t must be ton�ght, ly�ng exposed to the w�nd; and �n all th�s great
space �t was cur�ous to th�nk how few the towns were, and how small
l�ttle r�ngs of l�ght, or s�ngle glow-worms he f�gured them, scattered
here and there, among the swell�ng uncult�vated folds of the world.
And �n those towns were l�ttle men and women, t�ny men and
women. Oh, �t was absurd, when one thought of �t, to s�t here �n a
l�ttle room suffer�ng and car�ng. What d�d anyth�ng matter? Rachel, a
t�ny creature, lay �ll beneath h�m, and here �n h�s l�ttle room he
suffered on her account. The nearness of the�r bod�es �n th�s vast
un�verse, and the m�nuteness of the�r bod�es, seemed to h�m absurd
and laughable. Noth�ng mattered, he repeated; they had no power,
no hope. He leant on the w�ndow-s�ll, th�nk�ng, unt�l he almost forgot
the t�me and the place. Nevertheless, although he was conv�nced
that �t was absurd and laughable, and that they were small and
hopeless, he never lost the sense that these thoughts somehow
formed part of a l�fe wh�ch he and Rachel would l�ve together.

Ow�ng perhaps to the change of doctor, Rachel appeared to be
rather better next day. Terr�bly pale and worn though Helen looked,
there was a sl�ght l�ft�ng of the cloud wh�ch had hung all these days
�n her eyes.



“She talked to me,” she sa�d voluntar�ly. “She asked me what day
of the week �t was, l�ke herself.”

Then suddenly, w�thout any warn�ng or any apparent reason, the
tears formed �n her eyes and rolled stead�ly down her cheeks. She
cr�ed w�th scarcely any attempt at movement of her features, and
w�thout any attempt to stop herself, as �f she d�d not know that she
was cry�ng. In sp�te of the rel�ef wh�ch her words gave h�m, Terence
was d�smayed by the s�ght; had everyth�ng g�ven way? Were there
no l�m�ts to the power of th�s �llness? Would everyth�ng go down
before �t? Helen had always seemed to h�m strong and determ�ned,
and now she was l�ke a ch�ld. He took her �n h�s arms, and she clung
to h�m l�ke a ch�ld, cry�ng softly and qu�etly upon h�s shoulder. Then
she roused herself and w�ped her tears away; �t was s�lly to behave
l�ke that, she sa�d; very s�lly, she repeated, when there could be no
doubt that Rachel was better. She asked Terence to forg�ve her for
her folly. She stopped at the door and came back and k�ssed h�m
w�thout say�ng anyth�ng.

On th�s day �ndeed Rachel was consc�ous of what went on round
her. She had come to the surface of the dark, st�cky pool, and a
wave seemed to bear her up and down w�th �t; she had ceased to
have any w�ll of her own; she lay on the top of the wave consc�ous of
some pa�n, but ch�efly of weakness. The wave was replaced by the
s�de of a mounta�n. Her body became a dr�ft of melt�ng snow, above
wh�ch her knees rose �n huge peaked mounta�ns of bare bone. It was
true that she saw Helen and saw her room, but everyth�ng had
become very pale and sem�-transparent. Somet�mes she could see
through the wall �n front of her. Somet�mes when Helen went away
she seemed to go so far that Rachel’s eyes could hardly follow her.
The room also had an odd power of expand�ng, and though she
pushed her vo�ce out as far as poss�ble unt�l somet�mes �t became a
b�rd and flew away, she thought �t doubtful whether �t ever reached
the person she was talk�ng to. There were �mmense �ntervals or
chasms, for th�ngs st�ll had the power to appear v�s�bly before her,
between one moment and the next; �t somet�mes took an hour for
Helen to ra�se her arm, paus�ng long between each jerky movement,
and pour out med�c�ne. Helen’s form stoop�ng to ra�se her �n bed
appeared of g�gant�c s�ze, and came down upon her l�ke the ce�l�ng



fall�ng. But for long spaces of t�me she would merely l�e consc�ous of
her body float�ng on the top of the bed and her m�nd dr�ven to some
remote corner of her body, or escaped and gone fl�tt�ng round the
room. All s�ghts were someth�ng of an effort, but the s�ght of Terence
was the greatest effort, because he forced her to jo�n m�nd to body �n
the des�re to remember someth�ng. She d�d not w�sh to remember; �t
troubled her when people tr�ed to d�sturb her lonel�ness; she w�shed
to be alone. She w�shed for noth�ng else �n the world.

Although she had cr�ed, Terence observed Helen’s greater
hopefulness w�th someth�ng l�ke tr�umph; �n the argument between
them she had made the f�rst s�gn of adm�tt�ng herself �n the wrong.
He wa�ted for Dr. Lesage to come down that afternoon w�th
cons�derable anx�ety, but w�th the same certa�nty at the back of h�s
m�nd that he would �n t�me force them all to adm�t that they were �n
the wrong.

As usual, Dr. Lesage was sulky �n h�s manner and very short �n h�s
answers. To Terence’s demand, “She seems to be better?” he
repl�ed, look�ng at h�m �n an odd way, “She has a chance of l�fe.”

The door shut and Terence walked across to the w�ndow. He leant
h�s forehead aga�nst the pane.

“Rachel,” he repeated to h�mself. “She has a chance of l�fe.
Rachel.”

How could they say these th�ngs of Rachel? Had any one
yesterday ser�ously bel�eved that Rachel was dy�ng? They had been
engaged for four weeks. A fortn�ght ago she had been perfectly well.
What could fourteen days have done to br�ng her from that state to
th�s? To real�se what they meant by say�ng that she had a chance of
l�fe was beyond h�m, know�ng as he d�d that they were engaged. He
turned, st�ll enveloped �n the same dreary m�st, and walked towards
the door. Suddenly he saw �t all. He saw the room and the garden,
and the trees mov�ng �n the a�r, they could go on w�thout her; she
could d�e. For the f�rst t�me s�nce she fell �ll he remembered exactly
what she looked l�ke and the way �n wh�ch they cared for each other.
The �mmense happ�ness of feel�ng her close to h�m m�ngled w�th a
more �ntense anx�ety than he had felt yet. He could not let her d�e; he
could not l�ve w�thout her. But after a momentary struggle, the curta�n



fell aga�n, and he saw noth�ng and felt noth�ng clearly. It was all
go�ng on—go�ng on st�ll, �n the same way as before. Save for a
phys�cal pa�n when h�s heart beat, and the fact that h�s f�ngers were
�cy cold, he d�d not real�se that he was anx�ous about anyth�ng.
W�th�n h�s m�nd he seemed to feel noth�ng about Rachel or about
any one or anyth�ng �n the world. He went on g�v�ng orders,
arrang�ng w�th Mrs. Cha�ley, wr�t�ng out l�sts, and every now and then
he went upsta�rs and put someth�ng qu�etly on the table outs�de
Rachel’s door. That n�ght Dr. Lesage seemed to be less sulky than
usual. He stayed voluntar�ly for a few moments, and, address�ng St.
John and Terence equally, as �f he d�d not remember wh�ch of them
was engaged to the young lady, sa�d, “I cons�der that her cond�t�on
to-n�ght �s very grave.”

Ne�ther of them went to bed or suggested that the other should go
to bed. They sat �n the draw�ng-room play�ng p�cquet w�th the door
open. St. John made up a bed upon the sofa, and when �t was ready
�ns�sted that Terence should l�e upon �t. They began to quarrel as to
who should l�e on the sofa and who should l�e upon a couple of
cha�rs covered w�th rugs. St. John forced Terence at last to l�e down
upon the sofa.

“Don’t be a fool, Terence,” he sa�d. “You’ll only get �ll �f you don’t
sleep.”

“Old fellow,” he began, as Terence st�ll refused, and stopped
abruptly, fear�ng sent�mental�ty; he found that he was on the verge of
tears.

He began to say what he had long been want�ng to say, that he
was sorry for Terence, that he cared for h�m, that he cared for
Rachel. D�d she know how much he cared for her—had she sa�d
anyth�ng, asked perhaps? He was very anx�ous to say th�s, but he
refra�ned, th�nk�ng that �t was a self�sh quest�on after all, and what
was the use of bother�ng Terence to talk about such th�ngs? He was
already half asleep. But St. John could not sleep at once. If only, he
thought to h�mself, as he lay �n the darkness, someth�ng would
happen—�f only th�s stra�n would come to an end. He d�d not m�nd
what happened, so long as the success�on of these hard and dreary



days was broken; he d�d not m�nd �f she d�ed. He felt h�mself d�sloyal
�n not m�nd�ng �t, but �t seemed to h�m that he had no feel�ngs left.

All n�ght long there was no call or movement, except the open�ng
and shutt�ng of the bedroom door once. By degrees the l�ght
returned �nto the unt�dy room. At s�x the servants began to move; at
seven they crept downsta�rs �nto the k�tchen; and half an hour later
the day began aga�n.

Nevertheless �t was not the same as the days that had gone
before, although �t would have been hard to say �n what the
d�fference cons�sted. Perhaps �t was that they seemed to be wa�t�ng
for someth�ng. There were certa�nly fewer th�ngs to be done than
usual. People dr�fted through the draw�ng-room—Mr. Flush�ng, Mr.
and Mrs. Thornbury. They spoke very apologet�cally �n low tones,
refus�ng to s�t down, but rema�n�ng for a cons�derable t�me stand�ng
up, although the only th�ng they had to say was, “Is there anyth�ng
we can do?” and there was noth�ng they could do.

Feel�ng oddly detached from �t all, Terence remembered how
Helen had sa�d that whenever anyth�ng happened to you th�s was
how people behaved. Was she r�ght, or was she wrong? He was too
l�ttle �nterested to frame an op�n�on of h�s own. He put th�ngs away �n
h�s m�nd, as �f one of these days he would th�nk about them, but not
now. The m�st of unreal�ty had deepened and deepened unt�l �t had
produced a feel�ng of numbness all over h�s body. Was �t h�s body?
Were those really h�s own hands?

Th�s morn�ng also for the f�rst t�me R�dley found �t �mposs�ble to s�t
alone �n h�s room. He was very uncomfortable downsta�rs, and, as
he d�d not know what was go�ng on, constantly �n the way; but he
would not leave the draw�ng-room. Too restless to read, and hav�ng
noth�ng to do, he began to pace up and down rec�t�ng poetry �n an
undertone. Occup�ed �n var�ous ways—now �n undo�ng parcels, now
�n uncork�ng bottles, now �n wr�t�ng d�rect�ons, the sound of R�dley’s
song and the beat of h�s pac�ng worked �nto the m�nds of Terence
and St. John all the morn�ng as a half comprehended refra�n.

They wrestled up, they wrestled down,
    They wrestled sore and st�ll:
The f�end who bl�nds the eyes of men,



    That n�ght he had h�s w�ll.

L�ke stags full spent, among the bent
    They dropped awh�le to rest—

“Oh, �t’s �ntolerable!” H�rst excla�med, and then checked h�mself,
as �f �t were a breach of the�r agreement. Aga�n and aga�n Terence
would creep half-way up the sta�rs �n case he m�ght be able to glean
news of Rachel. But the only news now was of a very fragmentary
k�nd; she had drunk someth�ng; she had slept a l�ttle; she seemed
qu�eter. In the same way, Dr. Lesage conf�ned h�mself to talk�ng
about deta�ls, save once when he volunteered the �nformat�on that
he had just been called �n to ascerta�n, by sever�ng a ve�n �n the
wr�st, that an old lady of e�ghty-f�ve was really dead. She had a
horror of be�ng bur�ed al�ve.

“It �s a horror,” he remarked, “that we generally f�nd �n the very old,
and seldom �n the young.” They both expressed the�r �nterest �n what
he told them; �t seemed to them very strange. Another strange th�ng
about the day was that the luncheon was forgotten by all of them
unt�l �t was late �n the afternoon, and then Mrs. Cha�ley wa�ted on
them, and looked strange too, because she wore a st�ff pr�nt dress,
and her sleeves were rolled up above her elbows. She seemed as
obl�v�ous of her appearance, however, as �f she had been called out
of her bed by a m�dn�ght alarm of f�re, and she had forgotten, too, her
reserve and her composure; she talked to them qu�te fam�l�arly as �f
she had nursed them and held them naked on her knee. She
assured them over and over aga�n that �t was the�r duty to eat.

The afternoon, be�ng thus shortened, passed more qu�ckly than
they expected. Once Mrs. Flush�ng opened the door, but on see�ng
them shut �t aga�n qu�ckly; once Helen came down to fetch
someth�ng, but she stopped as she left the room to look at a letter
addressed to her. She stood for a moment turn�ng �t over, and the
extraord�nary and mournful beauty of her att�tude struck Terence �n
the way th�ngs struck h�m now—as someth�ng to be put away �n h�s
m�nd and to be thought about afterwards. They scarcely spoke, the
argument between them seem�ng to be suspended or forgotten.



Now that the afternoon sun had left the front of the house, R�dley
paced up and down the terrace repeat�ng stanzas of a long poem, �n
a subdued but suddenly sonorous vo�ce. Fragments of the poem
were wafted �n at the open w�ndow as he passed and repassed.

Peor and Baal�m
Forsake the�r Temples d�m,
    W�th that tw�ce batter’d God of Palest�ne
And mooned Astaroth—

The sound of these words were strangely d�scomfort�ng to both the
young men, but they had to be borne. As the even�ng drew on and
the red l�ght of the sunset gl�ttered far away on the sea, the same
sense of desperat�on attacked both Terence and St. John at the
thought that the day was nearly over, and that another n�ght was at
hand. The appearance of one l�ght after another �n the town beneath
them produced �n H�rst a repet�t�on of h�s terr�ble and d�sgust�ng
des�re to break down and sob. Then the lamps were brought �n by
Cha�ley. She expla�ned that Mar�a, �n open�ng a bottle, had been so
fool�sh as to cut her arm badly, but she had bound �t up; �t was
unfortunate when there was so much work to be done. Cha�ley
herself l�mped because of the rheumat�sm �n her feet, but �t appeared
to her mere waste of t�me to take any not�ce of the unruly flesh of
servants. The even�ng went on. Dr. Lesage arr�ved unexpectedly,
and stayed upsta�rs a very long t�me. He came down once and drank
a cup of coffee.

“She �s very �ll,” he sa�d �n answer to R�dley’s quest�on. All the
annoyance had by th�s t�me left h�s manner, he was grave and
formal, but at the same t�me �t was full of cons�derat�on, wh�ch had
not marked �t before. He went upsta�rs aga�n. The three men sat
together �n the draw�ng-room. R�dley was qu�te qu�et now, and h�s
attent�on seemed to be thoroughly awakened. Save for l�ttle half-
voluntary movements and exclamat�ons that were st�fled at once,
they wa�ted �n complete s�lence. It seemed as �f they were at last
brought together face to face w�th someth�ng def�n�te.

It was nearly eleven o’clock when Dr. Lesage aga�n appeared �n
the room. He approached them very slowly, and d�d not speak at



once. He looked f�rst at St. John and then at Terence, and sa�d to
Terence, “Mr. Hewet, I th�nk you should go upsta�rs now.”

Terence rose �mmed�ately, leav�ng the others seated w�th Dr.
Lesage stand�ng mot�onless between them.

Cha�ley was �n the passage outs�de, repeat�ng over and over
aga�n, “It’s w�cked—�t’s w�cked.”

Terence pa�d her no attent�on; he heard what she was say�ng, but
�t conveyed no mean�ng to h�s m�nd. All the way upsta�rs he kept
say�ng to h�mself, “Th�s has not happened to me. It �s not poss�ble
that th�s has happened to me.”

He looked cur�ously at h�s own hand on the ban�sters. The sta�rs
were very steep, and �t seemed to take h�m a long t�me to surmount
them. Instead of feel�ng keenly, as he knew that he ought to feel, he
felt noth�ng at all. When he opened the door he saw Helen s�tt�ng by
the beds�de. There were shaded l�ghts on the table, and the room,
though �t seemed to be full of a great many th�ngs, was very t�dy.
There was a fa�nt and not unpleasant smell of d�s�nfectants. Helen
rose and gave up her cha�r to h�m �n s�lence. As they passed each
other the�r eyes met �n a pecul�ar level glance, he wondered at the
extraord�nary clearness of h�s eyes, and at the deep calm and
sadness that dwelt �n them. He sat down by the beds�de, and a
moment afterwards heard the door shut gently beh�nd her. He was
alone w�th Rachel, and a fa�nt reflect�on of the sense of rel�ef that
they used to feel when they were left alone possessed h�m. He
looked at her. He expected to f�nd some terr�ble change �n her, but
there was none. She looked �ndeed very th�n, and, as far as he could
see, very t�red, but she was the same as she had always been.
Moreover, she saw h�m and knew h�m. She sm�led at h�m and sa�d,
“Hullo, Terence.”

The curta�n wh�ch had been drawn between them for so long
van�shed �mmed�ately.

“Well, Rachel,” he repl�ed �n h�s usual vo�ce, upon wh�ch she
opened her eyes qu�te w�dely and sm�led w�th her fam�l�ar sm�le. He
k�ssed her and took her hand.

“It’s been wretched w�thout you,” he sa�d.



She st�ll looked at h�m and sm�led, but soon a sl�ght look of fat�gue
or perplex�ty came �nto her eyes and she shut them aga�n.

“But when we’re together we’re perfectly happy,” he sa�d. He
cont�nued to hold her hand.

The l�ght be�ng d�m, �t was �mposs�ble to see any change �n her
face. An �mmense feel�ng of peace came over Terence, so that he
had no w�sh to move or to speak. The terr�ble torture and unreal�ty of
the last days were over, and he had come out now �nto perfect
certa�nty and peace. H�s m�nd began to work naturally aga�n and w�th
great ease. The longer he sat there the more profoundly was he
consc�ous of the peace �nvad�ng every corner of h�s soul. Once he
held h�s breath and l�stened acutely; she was st�ll breath�ng; he went
on th�nk�ng for some t�me; they seemed to be th�nk�ng together; he
seemed to be Rachel as well as h�mself; and then he l�stened aga�n;
no, she had ceased to breathe. So much the better—th�s was death.
It was noth�ng; �t was to cease to breathe. It was happ�ness, �t was
perfect happ�ness. They had now what they had always wanted to
have, the un�on wh�ch had been �mposs�ble wh�le they l�ved.
Unconsc�ous whether he thought the words or spoke them aloud, he
sa�d, “No two people have ever been so happy as we have been. No
one has ever loved as we have loved.”

It seemed to h�m that the�r complete un�on and happ�ness f�lled the
room w�th r�ngs eddy�ng more and more w�dely. He had no w�sh �n
the world left unfulf�lled. They possessed what could never be taken
from them.

He was not consc�ous that any one had come �nto the room, but
later, moments later, or hours later perhaps, he felt an arm beh�nd
h�m. The arms were round h�m. He d�d not want to have arms round
h�m, and the myster�ous wh�sper�ng vo�ces annoyed h�m. He la�d
Rachel’s hand, wh�ch was now cold, upon the counterpane, and rose
from h�s cha�r, and walked across to the w�ndow. The w�ndows were
uncurta�ned, and showed the moon, and a long s�lver pathway upon
the surface of the waves.

“Why,” he sa�d, �n h�s ord�nary tone of vo�ce, “look at the moon.
There’s a halo round the moon. We shall have ra�n to-morrow.”



The arms, whether they were the arms of man or of woman, were
round h�m aga�n; they were push�ng h�m gently towards the door. He
turned of h�s own accord and walked stead�ly �n advance of the
arms, consc�ous of a l�ttle amusement at the strange way �n wh�ch
people behaved merely because some one was dead. He would go
�f they w�shed �t, but noth�ng they could do would d�sturb h�s
happ�ness.

As he saw the passage outs�de the room, and the table w�th the
cups and the plates, �t suddenly came over h�m that here was a
world �n wh�ch he would never see Rachel aga�n.

“Rachel! Rachel!” he shr�eked, try�ng to rush back to her. But they
prevented h�m, and pushed h�m down the passage and �nto a
bedroom far from her room. Downsta�rs they could hear the thud of
h�s feet on the floor, as he struggled to break free; and tw�ce they
heard h�m shout, “Rachel, Rachel!”



CHAPTER XXVI

For two or three hours longer the moon poured �ts l�ght through the
empty a�r. Unbroken by clouds �t fell stra�ghtly, and lay almost l�ke a
ch�ll wh�te frost over the sea and the earth. Dur�ng these hours the
s�lence was not broken, and the only movement was caused by the
movement of trees and branches wh�ch st�rred sl�ghtly, and then the
shadows that lay across the wh�te spaces of the land moved too. In
th�s profound s�lence one sound only was aud�ble, the sound of a
sl�ght but cont�nuous breath�ng wh�ch never ceased, although �t
never rose and never fell. It cont�nued after the b�rds had begun to
flutter from branch to branch, and could be heard beh�nd the f�rst th�n
notes of the�r vo�ces. It cont�nued all through the hours when the east
wh�tened, and grew red, and a fa�nt blue t�nged the sky, but when the
sun rose �t ceased, and gave place to other sounds.

The f�rst sounds that were heard were l�ttle �nart�culate cr�es, the
cr�es, �t seemed, of ch�ldren or of the very poor, of people who were
very weak or �n pa�n. But when the sun was above the hor�zon, the
a�r wh�ch had been th�n and pale grew every moment r�cher and
warmer, and the sounds of l�fe became bolder and more full of
courage and author�ty. By degrees the smoke began to ascend �n
waver�ng breaths over the houses, and these slowly th�ckened, unt�l
they were as round and stra�ght as columns, and �nstead of str�k�ng
upon pale wh�te bl�nds, the sun shone upon dark w�ndows, beyond
wh�ch there was depth and space.

The sun had been up for many hours, and the great dome of a�r
was warmed through and gl�tter�ng w�th th�n gold threads of sunl�ght,
before any one moved �n the hotel. Wh�te and mass�ve �t stood �n the
early l�ght, half asleep w�th �ts bl�nds down.



At about half-past n�ne M�ss Allan came very slowly �nto the hall,
and walked very slowly to the table where the morn�ng papers were
la�d, but she d�d not put out her hand to take one; she stood st�ll,
th�nk�ng, w�th her head a l�ttle sunk upon her shoulders. She looked
cur�ously old, and from the way �n wh�ch she stood, a l�ttle hunched
together and very mass�ve, you could see what she would be l�ke
when she was really old, how she would s�t day after day �n her cha�r
look�ng plac�dly �n front of her. Other people began to come �nto the
room, and to pass her, but she d�d not speak to any of them or even
look at them, and at last, as �f �t were necessary to do someth�ng,
she sat down �n a cha�r, and looked qu�etly and f�xedly �n front of her.
She felt very old th�s morn�ng, and useless too, as �f her l�fe had
been a fa�lure, as �f �t had been hard and labor�ous to no purpose.
She d�d not want to go on l�v�ng, and yet she knew that she would.
She was so strong that she would l�ve to be a very old woman. She
would probably l�ve to be e�ghty, and as she was now f�fty, that left
th�rty years more for her to l�ve. She turned her hands over and over
�n her lap and looked at them cur�ously; her old hands, that had done
so much work for her. There d�d not seem to be much po�nt �n �t all;
one went on, of course one went on. . . . She looked up to see Mrs.
Thornbury stand�ng bes�de her, w�th l�nes drawn upon her forehead,
and her l�ps parted as �f she were about to ask a quest�on.

M�ss Allan ant�c�pated her.
“Yes,” she sa�d. “She d�ed th�s morn�ng, very early, about three

o’clock.”
Mrs. Thornbury made a l�ttle exclamat�on, drew her l�ps together,

and the tears rose �n her eyes. Through them she looked at the hall
wh�ch was now la�d w�th great breadths of sunl�ght, and at the
careless, casual groups of people who were stand�ng bes�de the
sol�d arm-cha�rs and tables. They looked to her unreal, or as people
look who rema�n unconsc�ous that some great explos�on �s about to
take place bes�de them. But there was no explos�on, and they went
on stand�ng by the cha�rs and the tables. Mrs. Thornbury no longer
saw them, but, penetrat�ng through them as though they were
w�thout substance, she saw the house, the people �n the house, the
room, the bed �n the room, and the f�gure of the dead ly�ng st�ll �n the



dark beneath the sheets. She could almost see the dead. She could
almost hear the vo�ces of the mourners.

“They expected �t?” she asked at length.
M�ss Allan could only shake her head.
“I know noth�ng,” she repl�ed, “except what Mrs. Flush�ng’s ma�d

told me. She d�ed early th�s morn�ng.”
The two women looked at each other w�th a qu�et s�gn�f�cant gaze,

and then, feel�ng oddly dazed, and seek�ng she d�d not know exactly
what, Mrs. Thornbury went slowly upsta�rs and walked qu�etly along
the passages, touch�ng the wall w�th her f�ngers as �f to gu�de herself.
Housema�ds were pass�ng br�skly from room to room, but Mrs.
Thornbury avo�ded them; she hardly saw them; they seemed to her
to be �n another world. She d�d not even look up d�rectly when
Evelyn stopped her. It was ev�dent that Evelyn had been lately �n
tears, and when she looked at Mrs. Thornbury she began to cry
aga�n. Together they drew �nto the hollow of a w�ndow, and stood
there �n s�lence. Broken words formed themselves at last among
Evelyn’s sobs. “It was w�cked,” she sobbed, “�t was cruel—they were
so happy.”

Mrs. Thornbury patted her on the shoulder.
“It seems hard—very hard,” she sa�d. She paused and looked out

over the slope of the h�ll at the Ambroses’ v�lla; the w�ndows were
blaz�ng �n the sun, and she thought how the soul of the dead had
passed from those w�ndows. Someth�ng had passed from the world.
It seemed to her strangely empty.

“And yet the older one grows,” she cont�nued, her eyes rega�n�ng
more than the�r usual br�ghtness, “the more certa�n one becomes
that there �s a reason. How could one go on �f there were no
reason?” she asked.

She asked the quest�on of some one, but she d�d not ask �t of
Evelyn. Evelyn’s sobs were becom�ng qu�eter. “There must be a
reason,” she sa�d. “It can’t only be an acc�dent. For �t was an
acc�dent—�t need never have happened.”

Mrs. Thornbury s�ghed deeply.



“But we must not let ourselves th�nk of that,” she added, “and let
us hope that they don’t e�ther. Whatever they had done �t m�ght have
been the same. These terr�ble �llnesses—”

“There’s no reason—I don’t bel�eve there’s any reason at all!”
Evelyn broke out, pull�ng the bl�nd down and lett�ng �t fly back w�th a
l�ttle snap.

“Why should these th�ngs happen? Why should people suffer? I
honestly bel�eve,” she went on, lower�ng her vo�ce sl�ghtly, “that
Rachel’s �n Heaven, but Terence. . . .”

“What’s the good of �t all?” she demanded.
Mrs. Thornbury shook her head sl�ghtly but made no reply, and

press�ng Evelyn’s hand she went on down the passage. Impelled by
a strong des�re to hear someth�ng, although she d�d not know exactly
what there was to hear, she was mak�ng her way to the Flush�ngs’
room. As she opened the�r door she felt that she had �nterrupted
some argument between husband and w�fe. Mrs. Flush�ng was
s�tt�ng w�th her back to the l�ght, and Mr. Flush�ng was stand�ng near
her, argu�ng and try�ng to persuade her of someth�ng.

“Ah, here �s Mrs. Thornbury,” he began w�th some rel�ef �n h�s
vo�ce. “You have heard, of course. My w�fe feels that she was �n
some way respons�ble. She urged poor M�ss V�nrace to come on the
exped�t�on. I’m sure you w�ll agree w�th me that �t �s most
unreasonable to feel that. We don’t even know—�n fact I th�nk �t most
unl�kely—that she caught her �llness there. These d�seases—
Bes�des, she was set on go�ng. She would have gone whether you
asked her or not, Al�ce.”

“Don’t, W�lfr�d,” sa�d Mrs. Flush�ng, ne�ther mov�ng nor tak�ng her
eyes off the spot on the floor upon wh�ch they rested. “What’s the
use of talk�ng? What’s the use—?” She ceased.

“I was com�ng to ask you,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, address�ng W�lfr�d,
for �t was useless to speak to h�s w�fe. “Is there anyth�ng you th�nk
that one could do? Has the father arr�ved? Could one go and see?”

The strongest w�sh �n her be�ng at th�s moment was to be able to
do someth�ng for the unhappy people—to see them—to assure them
—to help them. It was dreadful to be so far away from them. But Mr.



Flush�ng shook h�s head; he d�d not th�nk that now—later perhaps
one m�ght be able to help. Here Mrs. Flush�ng rose st�ffly, turned her
back to them, and walked to the dress�ng-room oppos�te. As she
walked, they could see her breast slowly r�se and slowly fall. But her
gr�ef was s�lent. She shut the door beh�nd her.

When she was alone by herself she clenched her f�sts together,
and began beat�ng the back of a cha�r w�th them. She was l�ke a
wounded an�mal. She hated death; she was fur�ous, outraged,
�nd�gnant w�th death, as �f �t were a l�v�ng creature. She refused to
rel�nqu�sh her fr�ends to death. She would not subm�t to dark and
noth�ngness. She began to pace up and down, clench�ng her hands,
and mak�ng no attempt to stop the qu�ck tears wh�ch raced down her
cheeks. She sat st�ll at last, but she d�d not subm�t. She looked
stubborn and strong when she had ceased to cry.

In the next room, meanwh�le, W�lfr�d was talk�ng to Mrs. Thornbury
w�th greater freedom now that h�s w�fe was not s�tt�ng there.

“That’s the worst of these places,” he sa�d. “People w�ll behave as
though they were �n England, and they’re not. I’ve no doubt myself
that M�ss V�nrace caught the �nfect�on up at the v�lla �tself. She
probably ran r�sks a dozen t�mes a day that m�ght have g�ven her the
�llness. It’s absurd to say she caught �t w�th us.”

If he had not been s�ncerely sorry for them he would have been
annoyed. “Pepper tells me,” he cont�nued, “that he left the house
because he thought them so careless. He says they never washed
the�r vegetables properly. Poor people! It’s a fearful pr�ce to pay. But
�t’s only what I’ve seen over and over aga�n—people seem to forget
that these th�ngs happen, and then they do happen, and they’re
surpr�sed.”

Mrs. Thornbury agreed w�th h�m that they had been very careless,
and that there was no reason whatever to th�nk that she had caught
the fever on the exped�t�on; and after talk�ng about other th�ngs for a
short t�me, she left h�m and went sadly along the passage to her own
room. There must be some reason why such th�ngs happen, she
thought to herself, as she shut the door. Only at f�rst �t was not easy



to understand what �t was. It seemed so strange—so unbel�evable.
Why, only three weeks ago—only a fortn�ght ago, she had seen
Rachel; when she shut her eyes she could almost see her now, the
qu�et, shy g�rl who was go�ng to be marr�ed. She thought of all that
she would have m�ssed had she d�ed at Rachel’s age, the ch�ldren,
the marr�ed l�fe, the un�mag�nable depths and m�racles that seemed
to her, as she looked back, to have la�n about her, day after day, and
year after year. The stunned feel�ng, wh�ch had been mak�ng �t
d�ff�cult for her to th�nk, gradually gave way to a feel�ng of the
oppos�te nature; she thought very qu�ckly and very clearly, and,
look�ng back over all her exper�ences, tr�ed to f�t them �nto a k�nd of
order. There was undoubtedly much suffer�ng, much struggl�ng, but,
on the whole, surely there was a balance of happ�ness—surely order
d�d preva�l. Nor were the deaths of young people really the saddest
th�ngs �n l�fe—they were saved so much; they kept so much. The
dead—she called to m�nd those who had d�ed early, acc�dentally—
were beaut�ful; she often dreamt of the dead. And �n t�me Terence
h�mself would come to feel—She got up and began to wander
restlessly about the room.

For an old woman of her age she was very restless, and for one of
her clear, qu�ck m�nd she was unusually perplexed. She could not
settle to anyth�ng, so that she was rel�eved when the door opened.
She went up to her husband, took h�m �n her arms, and k�ssed h�m
w�th unusual �ntens�ty, and then as they sat down together she
began to pat h�m and quest�on h�m as �f he were a baby, an old,
t�red, querulous baby. She d�d not tell h�m about M�ss V�nrace’s
death, for that would only d�sturb h�m, and he was put out already.
She tr�ed to d�scover why he was uneasy. Pol�t�cs aga�n? What were
those horr�d people do�ng? She spent the whole morn�ng �n
d�scuss�ng pol�t�cs w�th her husband, and by degrees she became
deeply �nterested �n what they were say�ng. But every now and then
what she was say�ng seemed to her oddly empty of mean�ng.

At luncheon �t was remarked by several people that the v�s�tors at
the hotel were beg�nn�ng to leave; there were fewer every day. There
were only forty people at luncheon, �nstead of the s�xty that there had
been. So old Mrs. Paley computed, gaz�ng about her w�th her faded
eyes, as she took her seat at her own table �n the w�ndow. Her party



generally cons�sted of Mr. Perrott as well as Arthur and Susan, and
to-day Evelyn was lunch�ng w�th them also.

She was unusually subdued. Hav�ng not�ced that her eyes were
red, and guess�ng the reason, the others took pa�ns to keep up an
elaborate conversat�on between themselves. She suffered �t to go on
for a few m�nutes, lean�ng both elbows on the table, and leav�ng her
soup untouched, when she excla�med suddenly, “I don’t know how
you feel, but I can s�mply th�nk of noth�ng else!”

The gentlemen murmured sympathet�cally, and looked grave.
Susan repl�ed, “Yes—�sn’t �t perfectly awful? When you th�nk what

a n�ce g�rl she was—only just engaged, and th�s need never have
happened—�t seems too trag�c.” She looked at Arthur as though he
m�ght be able to help her w�th someth�ng more su�table.

“Hard l�nes,” sa�d Arthur br�efly. “But �t was a fool�sh th�ng to do—to
go up that r�ver.” He shook h�s head. “They should have known
better. You can’t expect Engl�shwomen to stand rough�ng �t as the
nat�ves do who’ve been accl�mat�sed. I’d half a m�nd to warn them at
tea that day when �t was be�ng d�scussed. But �t’s no good say�ng
these sort of th�ngs—�t only puts people’s backs up—�t never makes
any d�fference.”

Old Mrs. Paley, h�therto contented w�th her soup, here �nt�mated,
by ra�s�ng one hand to her ear, that she w�shed to know what was
be�ng sa�d.

“You heard, Aunt Emma, that poor M�ss V�nrace has d�ed of the
fever,” Susan �nformed her gently. She could not speak of death
loudly or even �n her usual vo�ce, so that Mrs. Paley d�d not catch a
word. Arthur came to the rescue.

“M�ss V�nrace �s dead,” he sa�d very d�st�nctly.
Mrs. Paley merely bent a l�ttle towards h�m and asked, “Eh?”
“M�ss V�nrace �s dead,” he repeated. It was only by st�ffen�ng all

the muscles round h�s mouth that he could prevent h�mself from
burst�ng �nto laughter, and forced h�mself to repeat for the th�rd t�me,
“M�ss V�nrace. . . . She’s dead.”

Let alone the d�ff�culty of hear�ng the exact words, facts that were
outs�de her da�ly exper�ence took some t�me to reach Mrs. Paley’s



consc�ousness. A we�ght seemed to rest upon her bra�n, �mped�ng,
though not damag�ng �ts act�on. She sat vague-eyed for at least a
m�nute before she real�sed what Arthur meant.

“Dead?” she sa�d vaguely. “M�ss V�nrace dead? Dear me . . . that’s
very sad. But I don’t at the moment remember wh�ch she was. We
seem to have made so many new acqua�ntances here.” She looked
at Susan for help. “A tall dark g�rl, who just m�ssed be�ng handsome,
w�th a h�gh colour?”

“No,” Susan �nterposed. “She was—” then she gave �t up �n
despa�r. There was no use �n expla�n�ng that Mrs. Paley was th�nk�ng
of the wrong person.

“She ought not to have d�ed,” Mrs. Paley cont�nued. “She looked
so strong. But people w�ll dr�nk the water. I can never make out why.
It seems such a s�mple th�ng to tell them to put a bottle of Seltzer
water �n your bedroom. That’s all the precaut�on I’ve ever taken, and
I’ve been �n every part of the world, I may say—Italy a dozen t�mes
over. . . . But young people always th�nk they know better, and then
they pay the penalty. Poor th�ng—I am very sorry for her.” But the
d�ff�culty of peer�ng �nto a d�sh of potatoes and help�ng herself
engrossed her attent�on.

Arthur and Susan both secretly hoped that the subject was now
d�sposed of, for there seemed to them someth�ng unpleasant �n th�s
d�scuss�on. But Evelyn was not ready to let �t drop. Why would
people never talk about the th�ngs that mattered?

“I don’t bel�eve you care a b�t!” she sa�d, turn�ng savagely upon Mr.
Perrott, who had sat all th�s t�me �n s�lence.

“I? Oh, yes, I do,” he answered awkwardly, but w�th obv�ous
s�ncer�ty. Evelyn’s quest�ons made h�m too feel uncomfortable.

“It seems so �nexpl�cable,” Evelyn cont�nued. “Death, I mean. Why
should she be dead, and not you or I? It was only a fortn�ght ago that
she was here w�th the rest of us. What d’you bel�eve?” she
demanded of Mr. Perrott. “D’you bel�eve that th�ngs go on, that she’s
st�ll somewhere—or d’you th�nk �t’s s�mply a game—we crumble up
to noth�ng when we d�e? I’m pos�t�ve Rachel’s not dead.”



Mr. Perrott would have sa�d almost anyth�ng that Evelyn wanted
h�m to say, but to assert that he bel�eved �n the �mmortal�ty of the
soul was not �n h�s power. He sat s�lent, more deeply wr�nkled than
usual, crumbl�ng h�s bread.

Lest Evelyn should next ask h�m what he bel�eved, Arthur, after
mak�ng a pause equ�valent to a full stop, started a completely
d�fferent top�c.

“Suppos�ng,” he sa�d, “a man were to wr�te and tell you that he
wanted f�ve pounds because he had known your grandfather, what
would you do? It was th�s way. My grandfather—”

“Invented a stove,” sa�d Evelyn. “I know all about that. We had one
�n the conservatory to keep the plants warm.”

“D�dn’t know I was so famous,” sa�d Arthur. “Well,” he cont�nued,
determ�ned at all costs to sp�n h�s story out at length, “the old chap,
be�ng about the second best �nventor of h�s day, and a capable
lawyer too, d�ed, as they always do, w�thout mak�ng a w�ll. Now
F�eld�ng, h�s clerk, w�th how much just�ce I don’t know, always
cla�med that he meant to do someth�ng for h�m. The poor old boy’s
come down �n the world through try�ng �nvent�ons on h�s own
account, l�ves �n Penge over a tobaccon�st’s shop. I’ve been to see
h�m there. The quest�on �s—must I stump up or not? What does the
abstract sp�r�t of just�ce requ�re, Perrott? Remember, I d�dn’t benef�t
under my grandfather’s w�ll, and I’ve no way of test�ng the truth of the
story.”

“I don’t know much about the abstract sp�r�t of just�ce,” sa�d Susan,
sm�l�ng complacently at the others, “but I’m certa�n of one th�ng—he’ll
get h�s f�ve pounds!”

As Mr. Perrott proceeded to del�ver an op�n�on, and Evelyn �ns�sted
that he was much too st�ngy, l�ke all lawyers, th�nk�ng of the letter
and not of the sp�r�t, wh�le Mrs. Paley requ�red to be kept �nformed
between the courses as to what they were all say�ng, the luncheon
passed w�th no �nterval of s�lence, and Arthur congratulated h�mself
upon the tact w�th wh�ch the d�scuss�on had been smoothed over.

As they left the room �t happened that Mrs. Paley’s wheeled cha�r
ran �nto the Ell�ots, who were com�ng through the door, as she was
go�ng out. Brought thus to a standst�ll for a moment, Arthur and



Susan congratulated Hughl�ng Ell�ot upon h�s convalescence,—he
was down, cadaverous enough, for the f�rst t�me,—and Mr. Perrott
took occas�on to say a few words �n pr�vate to Evelyn.

“Would there be any chance of see�ng you th�s afternoon, about
three-th�rty say? I shall be �n the garden, by the founta�n.”

The block d�ssolved before Evelyn answered. But as she left them
�n the hall, she looked at h�m br�ghtly and sa�d, “Half-past three, d�d
you say? That’ll su�t me.”

She ran upsta�rs w�th the feel�ng of sp�r�tual exaltat�on and
qu�ckened l�fe wh�ch the prospect of an emot�onal scene always
aroused �n her. That Mr. Perrott was aga�n about to propose to her,
she had no doubt, and she was aware that on th�s occas�on she
ought to be prepared w�th a def�n�te answer, for she was go�ng away
�n three days’ t�me. But she could not br�ng her m�nd to bear upon
the quest�on. To come to a dec�s�on was very d�ff�cult to her, because
she had a natural d�sl�ke of anyth�ng f�nal and done w�th; she l�ked to
go on and on—always on and on. She was leav�ng, and, therefore,
she occup�ed herself �n lay�ng her clothes out s�de by s�de upon the
bed. She observed that some were very shabby. She took the
photograph of her father and mother, and, before she la�d �t away �n
her box, she held �t for a m�nute �n her hand. Rachel had looked at �t.
Suddenly the keen feel�ng of some one’s personal�ty, wh�ch th�ngs
that they have owned or handled somet�mes preserves, overcame
her; she felt Rachel �n the room w�th her; �t was as �f she were on a
sh�p at sea, and the l�fe of the day was as unreal as the land �n the
d�stance. But by degrees the feel�ng of Rachel’s presence passed
away, and she could no longer real�se her, for she had scarcely
known her. But th�s momentary sensat�on left her depressed and
fat�gued. What had she done w�th her l�fe? What future was there
before her? What was make-bel�eve, and what was real? Were
these proposals and �nt�mac�es and adventures real, or was the
contentment wh�ch she had seen on the faces of Susan and Rachel
more real than anyth�ng she had ever felt?

She made herself ready to go downsta�rs, absentm�ndedly, but her
f�ngers were so well tra�ned that they d�d the work of prepar�ng her
almost of the�r own accord. When she was actually on the way



downsta�rs, the blood began to c�rcle through her body of �ts own
accord too, for her m�nd felt very dull.

Mr. Perrott was wa�t�ng for her. Indeed, he had gone stra�ght �nto
the garden after luncheon, and had been walk�ng up and down the
path for more than half an hour, �n a state of acute suspense.

“I’m late as usual!” she excla�med, as she caught s�ght of h�m.
“Well, you must forg�ve me; I had to pack up. . . . My word! It looks
stormy! And that’s a new steamer �n the bay, �sn’t �t?”

She looked at the bay, �n wh�ch a steamer was just dropp�ng
anchor, the smoke st�ll hang�ng about �t, wh�le a sw�ft black shudder
ran through the waves. “One’s qu�te forgotten what ra�n looks l�ke,”
she added.

But Mr. Perrott pa�d no attent�on to the steamer or to the weather.
“M�ss Murgatroyd,” he began w�th h�s usual formal�ty, “I asked you

to come here from a very self�sh mot�ve, I fear. I do not th�nk you
need to be assured once more of my feel�ngs; but, as you are
leav�ng so soon, I felt that I could not let you go w�thout ask�ng you to
tell me—have I any reason to hope that you w�ll ever come to care
for me?”

He was very pale, and seemed unable to say any more.
The l�ttle gush of v�tal�ty wh�ch had come �nto Evelyn as she ran

downsta�rs had left her, and she felt herself �mpotent. There was
noth�ng for her to say; she felt noth�ng. Now that he was actually
ask�ng her, �n h�s elderly gentle words, to marry h�m, she felt less for
h�m than she had ever felt before.

“Let’s s�t down and talk �t over,” she sa�d rather unstead�ly.
Mr. Perrott followed her to a curved green seat under a tree. They

looked at the founta�n �n front of them, wh�ch had long ceased to
play. Evelyn kept look�ng at the founta�n �nstead of th�nk�ng of what
she was say�ng; the founta�n w�thout any water seemed to be the
type of her own be�ng.

“Of course I care for you,” she began, rush�ng her words out �n a
hurry; “I should be a brute �f I d�dn’t. I th�nk you’re qu�te one of the
n�cest people I’ve ever known, and one of the f�nest too. But I w�sh . .



. I w�sh you d�dn’t care for me �n that way. Are you sure you do?” For
the moment she honestly des�red that he should say no.

“Qu�te sure,” sa�d Mr. Perrott.
“You see, I’m not as s�mple as most women,” Evelyn cont�nued. “I

th�nk I want more. I don’t know exactly what I feel.”
He sat by her, watch�ng her and refra�n�ng from speech.
“I somet�mes th�nk I haven’t got �t �n me to care very much for one

person only. Some one else would make you a better w�fe. I can
�mag�ne you very happy w�th some one else.”

“If you th�nk that there �s any chance that you w�ll come to care for
me, I am qu�te content to wa�t,” sa�d Mr. Perrott.

“Well—there’s no hurry, �s there?” sa�d Evelyn. “Suppose I thought
�t over and wrote and told you when I get back? I’m go�ng to
Moscow; I’ll wr�te from Moscow.”

But Mr. Perrott pers�sted.
“You cannot g�ve me any k�nd of �dea. I do not ask for a date . . .

that would be most unreasonable.” He paused, look�ng down at the
gravel path.

As she d�d not �mmed�ately answer, he went on.
“I know very well that I am not—that I have not much to offer you

e�ther �n myself or �n my c�rcumstances. And I forget; �t cannot seem
the m�racle to you that �t does to me. Unt�l I met you I had gone on �n
my own qu�et way—we are both very qu�et people, my s�ster and I—
qu�te content w�th my lot. My fr�endsh�p w�th Arthur was the most
�mportant th�ng �n my l�fe. Now that I know you, all that has changed.
You seem to put such a sp�r�t �nto everyth�ng. L�fe seems to hold so
many poss�b�l�t�es that I had never dreamt of.”

“That’s splend�d!” Evelyn excla�med, grasp�ng h�s hand. “Now
you’ll go back and start all k�nds of th�ngs and make a great name �n
the world; and we’ll go on be�ng fr�ends, whatever happens . . . we’ll
be great fr�ends, won’t we?”

“Evelyn!” he moaned suddenly, and took her �n h�s arms, and
k�ssed her. She d�d not resent �t, although �t made l�ttle �mpress�on on
her.



As she sat upr�ght aga�n, she sa�d, “I never see why one shouldn’t
go on be�ng fr�ends—though some people do. And fr�endsh�ps do
make a d�fference, don’t they? They are the k�nd of th�ngs that matter
�n one’s l�fe?”

He looked at her w�th a bew�ldered express�on as �f he d�d not
really understand what she was say�ng. W�th a cons�derable effort he
collected h�mself, stood up, and sa�d, “Now I th�nk I have told you
what I feel, and I w�ll only add that I can wa�t as long as ever you
w�sh.”

Left alone, Evelyn walked up and down the path. What d�d matter
then? What was the mean�ng of �t all?



CHAPTER XXVII

All that even�ng the clouds gathered, unt�l they closed ent�rely over
the blue of the sky. They seemed to narrow the space between earth
and heaven, so that there was no room for the a�r to move �n freely;
and the waves, too, lay flat, and yet r�g�d, as �f they were restra�ned.
The leaves on the bushes and trees �n the garden hung closely
together, and the feel�ng of pressure and restra�nt was �ncreased by
the short ch�rp�ng sounds wh�ch came from b�rds and �nsects.

So strange were the l�ghts and the s�lence that the busy hum of
vo�ces wh�ch usually f�lled the d�n�ng-room at meal t�mes had d�st�nct
gaps �n �t, and dur�ng these s�lences the clatter of the kn�ves upon
plates became aud�ble. The f�rst roll of thunder and the f�rst heavy
drop str�k�ng the pane caused a l�ttle st�r.

“It’s com�ng!” was sa�d s�multaneously �n many d�fferent
languages.

There was then a profound s�lence, as �f the thunder had
w�thdrawn �nto �tself. People had just begun to eat aga�n, when a
gust of cold a�r came through the open w�ndows, l�ft�ng tablecloths
and sk�rts, a l�ght flashed, and was �nstantly followed by a clap of
thunder r�ght over the hotel. The ra�n sw�shed w�th �t, and
�mmed�ately there were all those sounds of w�ndows be�ng shut and
doors slamm�ng v�olently wh�ch accompany a storm.

The room grew suddenly several degrees darker, for the w�nd
seemed to be dr�v�ng waves of darkness across the earth. No one
attempted to eat for a t�me, but sat look�ng out at the garden, w�th
the�r forks �n the a�r. The flashes now came frequently, l�ght�ng up
faces as �f they were go�ng to be photographed, surpr�s�ng them �n
tense and unnatural express�ons. The clap followed close and
v�olently upon them. Several women half rose from the�r cha�rs and



then sat down aga�n, but d�nner was cont�nued uneas�ly w�th eyes
upon the garden. The bushes outs�de were ruffled and wh�tened, and
the w�nd pressed upon them so that they seemed to stoop to the
ground. The wa�ters had to press d�shes upon the d�ners’ not�ce; and
the d�ners had to draw the attent�on of wa�ters, for they were all
absorbed �n look�ng at the storm. As the thunder showed no s�gns of
w�thdraw�ng, but seemed massed r�ght overhead, wh�le the l�ghtn�ng
a�med stra�ght at the garden every t�me, an uneasy gloom replaced
the f�rst exc�tement.

F�n�sh�ng the meal very qu�ckly, people congregated �n the hall,
where they felt more secure than �n any other place because they
could retreat far from the w�ndows, and although they heard the
thunder, they could not see anyth�ng. A l�ttle boy was carr�ed away
sobb�ng �n the arms of h�s mother.

Wh�le the storm cont�nued, no one seemed �ncl�ned to s�t down,
but they collected �n l�ttle groups under the central skyl�ght, where
they stood �n a yellow atmosphere, look�ng upwards. Now and aga�n
the�r faces became wh�te, as the l�ghtn�ng flashed, and f�nally a
terr�f�c crash came, mak�ng the panes of the skyl�ght l�ft at the jo�nts.

“Ah!” several vo�ces excla�med at the same moment.
“Someth�ng struck,” sa�d a man’s vo�ce.
The ra�n rushed down. The ra�n seemed now to ext�ngu�sh the

l�ghtn�ng and the thunder, and the hall became almost dark.
After a m�nute or two, when noth�ng was heard but the rattle of

water upon the glass, there was a percept�ble slacken�ng of the
sound, and then the atmosphere became l�ghter.

“It’s over,” sa�d another vo�ce.
At a touch, all the electr�c l�ghts were turned on, and revealed a

crowd of people all stand�ng, all look�ng w�th rather stra�ned faces up
at the skyl�ght, but when they saw each other �n the art�f�c�al l�ght
they turned at once and began to move away. For some m�nutes the
ra�n cont�nued to rattle upon the skyl�ght, and the thunder gave
another shake or two; but �t was ev�dent from the clear�ng of the
darkness and the l�ght drumm�ng of the ra�n upon the roof, that the
great confused ocean of a�r was travell�ng away from them, and



pass�ng h�gh over head w�th �ts clouds and �ts rods of f�re, out to sea.
The bu�ld�ng, wh�ch had seemed so small �n the tumult of the storm,
now became as square and spac�ous as usual.

As the storm drew away, the people �n the hall of the hotel sat
down; and w�th a comfortable sense of rel�ef, began to tell each other
stor�es about great storms, and produced �n many cases the�r
occupat�ons for the even�ng. The chess-board was brought out, and
Mr. Ell�ot, who wore a stock �nstead of a collar as a s�gn of
convalescence, but was otherw�se much as usual, challenged Mr.
Pepper to a f�nal contest. Round them gathered a group of lad�es
w�th p�eces of needlework, or �n default of needlework, w�th novels,
to super�ntend the game, much as �f they were �n charge of two small
boys play�ng marbles. Every now and then they looked at the board
and made some encourag�ng remark to the gentlemen.

Mrs. Paley just round the corner had her cards arranged �n long
ladders before her, w�th Susan s�tt�ng near to sympath�se but not to
correct, and the merchants and the m�scellaneous people who had
never been d�scovered to possess names were stretched �n the�r
arm-cha�rs w�th the�r newspapers on the�r knees. The conversat�on �n
these c�rcumstances was very gentle, fragmentary, and �nterm�ttent,
but the room was full of the �ndescr�bable st�r of l�fe. Every now and
then the moth, wh�ch was now grey of w�ng and sh�ny of thorax,
wh�zzed over the�r heads, and h�t the lamps w�th a thud.

A young woman put down her needlework and excla�med, “Poor
creature! �t would be k�nder to k�ll �t.” But nobody seemed d�sposed to
rouse h�mself �n order to k�ll the moth. They watched �t dash from
lamp to lamp, because they were comfortable, and had noth�ng to
do.

On the sofa, bes�de the chess-players, Mrs. Ell�ot was �mpart�ng a
new st�tch �n kn�tt�ng to Mrs. Thornbury, so that the�r heads came
very near together, and were only to be d�st�ngu�shed by the old lace
cap wh�ch Mrs. Thornbury wore �n the even�ng. Mrs. Ell�ot was an
expert at kn�tt�ng, and d�scla�med a compl�ment to that effect w�th
ev�dent pr�de.

“I suppose we’re all proud of someth�ng,” she sa�d, “and I’m proud
of my kn�tt�ng. I th�nk th�ngs l�ke that run �n fam�l�es. We all kn�t well. I



had an uncle who kn�tted h�s own socks to the day of h�s death—and
he d�d �t better than any of h�s daughters, dear old gentleman. Now I
wonder that you, M�ss Allan, who use your eyes so much, don’t take
up kn�tt�ng �n the even�ngs. You’d f�nd �t such a rel�ef, I should say—
such a rest to the eyes—and the bazaars are so glad of th�ngs.” Her
vo�ce dropped �nto the smooth half-consc�ous tone of the expert
kn�tter; the words came gently one after another. “As much as I do I
can always d�spose of, wh�ch �s a comfort, for then I feel that I am
not wast�ng my t�me—”

M�ss Allan, be�ng thus addressed, shut her novel and observed the
others plac�dly for a t�me. At last she sa�d, “It �s surely not natural to
leave your w�fe because she happens to be �n love w�th you. But that
—as far as I can make out—�s what the gentleman �n my story
does.”

“Tut, tut, that doesn’t sound good—no, that doesn’t sound at all
natural,” murmured the kn�tters �n the�r absorbed vo�ces.

“St�ll, �t’s the k�nd of book people call very clever,” M�ss Allan
added.

“Matern�ty—by M�chael Jessop—I presume,” Mr. Ell�ot put �n, for
he could never res�st the temptat�on of talk�ng wh�le he played chess.

“D’you know,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot, after a moment, “I don’t th�nk people
do wr�te good novels now—not as good as they used to, anyhow.”

No one took the trouble to agree w�th her or to d�sagree w�th her.
Arthur Venn�ng who was stroll�ng about, somet�mes look�ng at the
game, somet�mes read�ng a page of a magaz�ne, looked at M�ss
Allan, who was half asleep, and sa�d humorously, “A penny for your
thoughts, M�ss Allan.”

The others looked up. They were glad that he had not spoken to
them. But M�ss Allan repl�ed w�thout any hes�tat�on, “I was th�nk�ng of
my �mag�nary uncle. Hasn’t every one got an �mag�nary uncle?” she
cont�nued. “I have one—a most del�ghtful old gentleman. He’s
always g�v�ng me th�ngs. Somet�mes �t’s a gold watch; somet�mes �t’s
a carr�age and pa�r; somet�mes �t’s a beaut�ful l�ttle cottage �n the
New Forest; somet�mes �t’s a t�cket to the place I most want to see.”



She set them all th�nk�ng vaguely of the th�ngs they wanted. Mrs.
Ell�ot knew exactly what she wanted; she wanted a ch�ld; and the
usual l�ttle pucker deepened on her brow.

“We’re such lucky people,” she sa�d, look�ng at her husband. “We
really have no wants.” She was apt to say th�s, partly �n order to
conv�nce herself, and partly �n order to conv�nce other people. But
she was prevented from wonder�ng how far she carr�ed conv�ct�on by
the entrance of Mr. and Mrs. Flush�ng, who came through the hall
and stopped by the chess-board. Mrs. Flush�ng looked w�lder than
ever. A great strand of black ha�r looped down across her brow, her
cheeks were wh�pped a dark blood red, and drops of ra�n made wet
marks upon them.

Mr. Flush�ng expla�ned that they had been on the roof watch�ng the
storm.

“It was a wonderful s�ght,” he sa�d. “The l�ghtn�ng went r�ght out
over the sea, and l�t up the waves and the sh�ps far away. You can’t
th�nk how wonderful the mounta�ns looked too, w�th the l�ghts on
them, and the great masses of shadow. It’s all over now.”

He sl�d down �nto a cha�r, becom�ng �nterested �n the f�nal struggle
of the game.

“And you go back to-morrow?” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, look�ng at
Mrs. Flush�ng.

“Yes,” she repl�ed.
“And �ndeed one �s not sorry to go back,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot,

assum�ng an a�r of mournful anx�ety, “after all th�s �llness.”
“Are you afra�d of dy�n’?” Mrs. Flush�ng demanded scornfully.
“I th�nk we are all afra�d of that,” sa�d Mrs. Ell�ot w�th d�gn�ty.
“I suppose we’re all cowards when �t comes to the po�nt,” sa�d Mrs.

Flush�ng, rubb�ng her cheek aga�nst the back of the cha�r. “I’m sure I
am.”

“Not a b�t of �t!” sa�d Mr. Flush�ng, turn�ng round, for Mr. Pepper
took a very long t�me to cons�der h�s move. “It’s not cowardly to w�sh
to l�ve, Al�ce. It’s the very reverse of cowardly. Personally, I’d l�ke to
go on for a hundred years—granted, of course, that I had the full use
of my facult�es. Th�nk of all the th�ngs that are bound to happen!”



“That �s what I feel,” Mrs. Thornbury rejo�ned. “The changes, the
�mprovements, the �nvent�ons—and beauty. D’you know I feel
somet�mes that I couldn’t bear to d�e and cease to see beaut�ful
th�ngs about me?”

“It would certa�nly be very dull to d�e before they have d�scovered
whether there �s l�fe �n Mars,” M�ss Allan added.

“Do you really bel�eve there’s l�fe �n Mars?” asked Mrs. Flush�ng,
turn�ng to her for the f�rst t�me w�th keen �nterest. “Who tells you that?
Some one who knows? D’you know a man called—?”

Here Mrs. Thornbury la�d down her kn�tt�ng, and a look of extreme
sol�c�tude came �nto her eyes.

“There �s Mr. H�rst,” she sa�d qu�etly.
St. John had just come through the sw�ng door. He was rather

blown about by the w�nd, and h�s cheeks looked terr�bly pale,
unshorn, and cavernous. After tak�ng off h�s coat he was go�ng to
pass stra�ght through the hall and up to h�s room, but he could not
�gnore the presence of so many people he knew, espec�ally as Mrs.
Thornbury rose and went up to h�m, hold�ng out her hand. But the
shock of the warm lamp-l�t room, together w�th the s�ght of so many
cheerful human be�ngs s�tt�ng together at the�r ease, after the dark
walk �n the ra�n, and the long days of stra�n and horror, overcame
h�m completely. He looked at Mrs. Thornbury and could not speak.

Every one was s�lent. Mr. Pepper’s hand stayed upon h�s Kn�ght.
Mrs. Thornbury somehow moved h�m to a cha�r, sat herself bes�de
h�m, and w�th tears �n her own eyes sa�d gently, “You have done
everyth�ng for your fr�end.”

Her act�on set them all talk�ng aga�n as �f they had never stopped,
and Mr. Pepper f�n�shed the move w�th h�s Kn�ght.

“There was noth�ng to be done,” sa�d St. John. He spoke very
slowly. “It seems �mposs�ble—”

He drew h�s hand across h�s eyes as �f some dream came
between h�m and the others and prevented h�m from see�ng where
he was.

“And that poor fellow,” sa�d Mrs. Thornbury, the tears fall�ng aga�n
down her cheeks.



“Imposs�ble,” St. John repeated.
“D�d he have the consolat�on of know�ng—?” Mrs. Thornbury

began very tentat�vely.
But St. John made no reply. He lay back �n h�s cha�r, half-see�ng

the others, half-hear�ng what they sa�d. He was terr�bly t�red, and the
l�ght and warmth, the movements of the hands, and the soft
commun�cat�ve vo�ces soothed h�m; they gave h�m a strange sense
of qu�et and rel�ef. As he sat there, mot�onless, th�s feel�ng of rel�ef
became a feel�ng of profound happ�ness. W�thout any sense of
d�sloyalty to Terence and Rachel he ceased to th�nk about e�ther of
them. The movements and the vo�ces seemed to draw together from
d�fferent parts of the room, and to comb�ne themselves �nto a pattern
before h�s eyes; he was content to s�t s�lently watch�ng the pattern
bu�ld �tself up, look�ng at what he hardly saw.

The game was really a good one, and Mr. Pepper and Mr. Ell�ot
were becom�ng more and more set upon the struggle. Mrs.
Thornbury, see�ng that St. John d�d not w�sh to talk, resumed her
kn�tt�ng.

“L�ghtn�ng aga�n!” Mrs. Flush�ng suddenly excla�med. A yellow l�ght
flashed across the blue w�ndow, and for a second they saw the
green trees outs�de. She strode to the door, pushed �t open, and
stood half out �n the open a�r.

But the l�ght was only the reflect�on of the storm wh�ch was over.
The ra�n had ceased, the heavy clouds were blown away, and the a�r
was th�n and clear, although vapour�sh m�sts were be�ng dr�ven
sw�ftly across the moon. The sky was once more a deep and solemn
blue, and the shape of the earth was v�s�ble at the bottom of the a�r,
enormous, dark, and sol�d, r�s�ng �nto the taper�ng mass of the
mounta�n, and pr�cked here and there on the slopes by the t�ny l�ghts
of v�llas. The dr�v�ng a�r, the drone of the trees, and the flash�ng l�ght
wh�ch now and aga�n spread a broad �llum�nat�on over the earth f�lled
Mrs. Flush�ng w�th exultat�on. Her breasts rose and fell.

“Splend�d! Splend�d!” she muttered to herself. Then she turned
back �nto the hall and excla�med �n a peremptory vo�ce, “Come
outs�de and see, W�lfr�d; �t’s wonderful.”



Some half-st�rred; some rose; some dropped the�r balls of wool
and began to stoop to look for them.

“To bed—to bed,” sa�d M�ss Allan.
“It was the move w�th your Queen that gave �t away, Pepper,”

excla�med Mr. Ell�ot tr�umphantly, sweep�ng the p�eces together and
stand�ng up. He had won the game.

“What? Pepper beaten at last? I congratulate you!” sa�d Arthur
Venn�ng, who was wheel�ng old Mrs. Paley to bed.

All these vo�ces sounded gratefully �n St. John’s ears as he lay
half-asleep, and yet v�v�dly consc�ous of everyth�ng around h�m.
Across h�s eyes passed a process�on of objects, black and �nd�st�nct,
the f�gures of people p�ck�ng up the�r books, the�r cards, the�r balls of
wool, the�r work-baskets, and pass�ng h�m one after another on the�r
way to bed.
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