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' E]lzabcl rathex wondered whether Miss Kilmah  could be hungry It was her way of

eating, eat. no\wth intensity, then fcoking, again and again, ata plate of sugared cakes '

-on the tabls next them; then, when alady and a child sat down and the child took-the
cake, could Mise Kilman really mind it? Yes, Miss Kilman did mind’it. She had

wanted iha‘ cake — the pink one. The pleasure of eating was almost the on}) pur\,
plcasure left her, and then to be baffled even in that!

Conversion, fastidious Goddess loves blood better than bnck and feasrs
“mdst subtly on the human will. For example, Lady Bradshaw. Fifreen
vears ago she had gone under. It was nothing you could put your finger
an; there had beennoe scene, no snap; only the slow sinking, water-logged,
of her will into his. Sweet was her smile, swzf‘ her submission. (M, 110)

she putsed her lips when she Iooked in the glass Tt was o give
her face point. That was her self - pomted dart-like; definite.
That was her self when some. effort, some call on her to be her
self, drew the parts together, she alone knew how different,
how mcompatxb]e and compesed. so for the world only into
one centre, one dxa...ond .one woman who sat in her drawing-
room and made 2 meeting- point . >

.

i~

Citwas a sudden zevelatlon a tmge tike a blush Wh ch one *rled _
to check and then, as it spread, crie ylelded to.its exparision,
“and rushed to the farthest verge and there guivered and felt
‘the world come closer, swolien with some astonishing signifi-
cance, some pressure of rapture, which split its thin skin and
gushed and poured with an extraordinary alleviation over the
cracks and sores, Then, for thas moment she had seen an iflu-
mination; a match burmng in a crocus; an inner meaning al

most expressed But the close withdrew; the ard softened

wa?’ove?“r”fhe moment

it made, anyhow-the first days, things stand out as if
" Never had he seen London 60k so enchanung—(.he

o .the grass. '

. ev\.ryone !ooked at the Motor car. Septrmm locked. Boys an
bicycles sprang off. Traffic accumulated. And there the motor

car stood, with drawn blinds, and upon them.a curious pattern
flike a tree, Septrmus thought, and this cradua! drawing together

of everythmg to one centre before his eyes, as if some horror

had come almost 1o the surface and was about to burst mto '
ﬂames temf‘ed him. : : L

N

He must be off he said, gettmg up. But he srood for 2 moment as if he were
about o say somethmc and she wondered what’ Why? T1ere were the
roses.

‘Some Com*ruttee’ she asked, as he opened the door.

‘Armenians,’ he said; or chhaos it was ‘Albanians’ .

He was already haif-way to the House of Commons, to hlS \rrnerians,
his Albanians, having settled her on the sofa, looking at. his roses. And
Deople would say, ‘Clarissa Dalloway is sponi She cared much more for
her roses thapn for the Armenians. Hunted out of existence, matmed,
frozeh, the victims of crueley and injustice (she had heard Richard say so

over and over avam) !
it the Armenians? B she loved her roses {didn’z that help the Armenians?)

= the only flowers she couid bear to see cut. (MD, 132-3)

He was tamng, ne was startmg, this marn must notze\
him. He was looking at them.

“Twill tell you the time,” said Septimus, very slowly,
very drowszly, smiling mystcnously at the dead man n
the grey ‘suit. As he sat sgili ing, the quarter struckm_ k
the quarter to twelve. '

And that is being young, Peter Walsh thought as-he
passed them. To be having an awful scene—the poor

- girl locked absolutely desperate-—in the middle of the

morning. But what was. it about? he wondered; what
had thc young man in the overcoat been saying to her-
to make her look like that; what awful fix had they got
themselves into, both to look so desperate as that on
a fine summer morning? The-amusing thing about
coming back to England, after five years, was the way

one had never seen them before; lovers squabbhng_ :
under- a tree; the domestic farmi?fh—fe*o“f' the~ parks.

softness of the distances; therrichness; the greenness; -
the civilisation, azter Irxdla, he thoeght strollmg acro<s B

no, she could feel nothing for the Albanians, or was
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~Allthe same, that one day sheuld follow another;
Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday; that one
should wake up in the moruing; see the sky; walk in the
park; meet Hugh Whitbread; then suddenly in came
Peter; then these roses; it was enough. After that, how

unbelievable death was!—that it must end; and no

~one i the whole world would know how she had{

loved it all; how, every instant . . .
L. 2 -
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T I5ldies was coming upstairs. Holmes would bu.rs:
open the door. Holmes would say, “In a funk, ch?
‘Holmes would get him. But no; not Holmes > not Brad-.
shaw. Getting up rather unstcadxly,vhgp{)mg. indeed
from foot to foot, he considered Mrs. F_1Imcr s nice clean
bread-knife. with ‘‘Bread™ carved on th_ckhandlc.:.‘ Ah,
but one mustn’t spail that. The gas fire? But it was
too late now. Holmes was coming. Razors he ml_ght
have got, but Rezia, who a.lway_s.dld that sort of thing,
had packed them. There remained orfly the wmd{.)w,
the large Bloomsbury lodging-housc window; tpc tire-
sOIme, ‘the troublesome, and rather mclgdranFE}tlf: busi-
ness of opening the window and throwing }.nfnsclf out,
It was their idea of tragedy, not his or szzsa s (for she
was with him). Helmes and Bradshaw Lked Fha.t sort
. ofthing. (He saton thesill.) But he would.waxt-tlll the
~ very last,moment. He did not want to die. Life was
‘good. The sun hot.. Only. human beings? Coming
down the staircase opposite. an old man stpppec% anf:l
_stared at him. Holmes was at the door. “T’ll give it

. youl” he cried, -and fung himself vigorously, violently

% down on to. Mrs, Filmer's area railings,

\ «The cé\#ard_!?_?..cried_; Dr. Holmes, bursting the door
opén. Rezia fan-to’ the window, she saw; shc. under-
stood.  Dr.-Holmes and-Mrs. Filmer collided with each

other. IVI-I‘S.‘..Filmcri flapped her apron and made her

Itseemed to her as she drank the sweet stuf that she
was opening long windows, stepping out into some gar-
den. But where? The clock was striking—one, ' two,
three: how sensible thesound was;-compared with all
this thumping and whispering; like Septimus himself,
She was falling asleep. But the clock went on striking,
four, five, six, and Mrs. Filmer waving her.apron (they
wouldn’t bring the body in here, would they?} seemed
part of that garden; or 2 flag. She had once seen a flag -
slowly rippling out from a mast when she stayed with

© her aunt at Venice. Men killed in’ battle were thus

saluted, and Septimus had been through the War, Of

her memories, most were-happy.

. ‘N};at business had the Bradshaws to talk of death at

¢ her party? A young man had killed himself, And they
talked of it at her party—the Bradshaws talked of death.
He had killed himself—but how? Always her body
went through it,when she was told, first, suddenly, of an
accident; -her ‘dress flamed, her body burnt. He had
thrown ‘himself ‘from a window. Up had flashed the
- ground ; -through him, blundering; bruising, went the

* rusty spikes.: There he lay with a thud, thud, thud in

|

" stick, one thing with another, she must have perished.

his 'brain;*and -then a-suffocation of blackness. So she
saw it.- But‘why had he done it? And the Bradshaws
talked of it at her party! = - ,

She had-once thrown a shilling into the Serpentine,
never anything more. But he had flung it away. They
went on living (she would have to go back; the rooms
were still crowded; people képt on coming). They (all

day she had ‘been thinking of Béurton, of Petér, of -

Sally}, they would grow old. A thing there was that
mattered; a thing, wreathed about with chatter, de-
faced, obscured in her own life, let drop every day in
corruption, lies, chatter. Thishe had preserved. Death
was defiance: Death was an attempt to commumicate,
people-feeling the impossibility of reaching the centre
which, mystically, evaded them; closeness drew. apart;
rapture faded; one was alone. There was an embrace
in death,«" - T X

Then (stie had felt it only this morning) there was,the

terror; the overwhelming incapacity, one’s parents giv-
ing it into one’s hands, this life, to be lived to the end,
to be walked with serenely; there was in the depths of
her heart'an awful fear, Even now, quite often if Rich-
ard had not been there reading the Times, so that she
could crouch like a-bird and gradually revive, send
roaring up that immeasurable delight, rubbing stick to

She had escaped. But that young man had killed




Jew-what people thought. It became
difficult for him to concentrate, He be-
+ 'hé became busied with his own con-
sirly, mow gay; dependent on women,
inded; moody, less and less able (so he thought-
“ha shaved) to understand’ why Clarissa couldn’t
imply find-them a lodging and be nice to [aisy; intro-
dude hiar Afid then he could just—just do what? just
S t and hover (he was at the moment actually en-
“gaged-in‘sorting out various keys, papers), swoop and
‘ taste; be-alone, in short, sufficient to himself; and yet
“nobody: of.course was more dependent-upon others (he
\ buttoned his waistcoat) ;-it had been his undoing. He
\could not'keep:out of* srmoking-rooms;’ liked colonels,
Niked golf;liked bridge; and above all women’s society,
“ - dpd: thefifeness s of -their’ companionship, and their
" fithfulnessiand-andacity and greatness in loving which,
- thiough it'had: its drawbdcks; seemmed to him (and the
- datk; adorably-pretty face was on top of the envelopes)
so hiolly admirable; so splendid a flower to grow on

B -the crest of human life, and yet ke could not come up
. ito the scrateh, being always apt to see round things
» - (Clarissa had sapped something in him permanently),

and to tire very easily of mute-devotion and to want
variety in love,. though it would make him furious if
Daisy loved anybody else, furious! for he was jealous,
uncontrollably jealous by temperament. He suffered
tortures! But where was his knife; his watch; his seals,
his note-case, and Clarissa’s letter which he would not
 read again but liked to think of, and Daisy’s photo-
. graph? And now for dinner.

queer: jAnd Maisie Johnson, as she joined that genthe
trudging, : vaguely. gazing, breeze-kissed company—
squirrels; perchingrand - preening, sparrow: fountaims -
futtering for crumbs; dogs busy with the railings, busy
“with-€ach other, while:the: soft warm-air-washed over
-macanddént to:the fixed unsuiprised gaze with-whickh
received life, something whimsical and mollified— -
Maisie Johnson pésitively felt she must-cry Oh!- (for
that young man on the seat had given her quitea turm.
‘Somethingwas-up,she knew), =+ o0 0 - 7
Horror! horror!lshe wanted to cry, (She had left her
people; they had warned her what wquld' happcln-}
Why hadn’t she stayed at home? she cried, twistng
the knob of the iron railing.

Not for herself. She felt only how Sally was bei
mauled already, maltreated; she felt his hostility; his-
jealousy; his determination to break into their com-
panionship., All this she saw as one sees a landscapz in
a flash of lightning—and Sally (never had she admired
her so mych!) gallantly taking her way unvanquished. .
She laughed. She made old Joseph tell her the names -
of the stars, which he Liked doing very seriously. She
stood there : she listened. She heard the names of the

stars. - .
~ “QOh this horror!” she said to herself, as if she tad

known all along that something would interrupt, would -
embitter her moment of happiness.

Yet how much she owed Peter Walsh later.| Always




