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k. THE VOYAGE OUT

oo Dvex Yk allowing her mouth at the same time to relax,
® teerNe . then tears rolled down, and, leaning her elbows:
Q@ e NaXstrade, she shielded her face from the curious. Mr..
Amdever atempted consolation ; he patted her shoulder; but
e howed no signs of admitting him, and feeling it awkward
w staad beside a grief that was greater than his, he crossed;
Dix arwxs detund him, and took a turn along the pavement.

The eexbankment juts out in angles here and there, like pul-
pits: ixstead of preachers, however, small boys occupy them,
Jdungling string, dropping pebbles, or launching wads of paper
for a cruise.  \With their sharp eye for eccentricily, they were
nqlined to think Mr. Ambrose awful ; but the quickest witted
cried “Blucbeard!” as he passed. In case they should proceed
tQ tease his wife, Mr. Ambrose flourished his stick at them,
vpor which they decided that he was grotesque merely, and
four instead of one cried “Bluebeard!” in chorus.

Although Mrs. Ambrose stood quite still, much longer than
ia matural, the little boys let her be. Some one is always look-
ing into the river near Waterloo Bridge; a couple will stand
there talking for half an hour on a fine afternoon; most peo-
ple, walking for pleasure, contemplate for three minutes;
when, having compared the occasion with other occasions, or
made some sentence, they pass on. Sometimes the flats and
churches and hotels of Westminster are like the outlines of
Constantinople in a mist; sometimes the river is an opulent
purple, sometimes mud-colored, sometimes sparkling blue like
the sea. It is always worth while to look down and see what
is happening. But this lady looked neither up nor down; the
only thing she had seen, since she stood there, was a circular
iridescent patch slowly floating past with a straw in the mid-
dle of it. The straw and the patch swam again and again
behind the tremulous medium of a great welling tear, and
the tear rose and fell and dropped into the river. Then there
struck close upon her ears—

Lars Porsena of Clusium
By the nine Gods he swore—

and then more faintly, as if the speaker had passed her on
his walk—


















16 THE VOYAGE OUT

“There was a theory about the planets, wasn’t there ?”” asked
Ridley.

“A screw loose somewhere, no doubt of it,” said Mr. Pep- *

per, shaking his head.

Now a tremor ran through the table, and a light outsidé
swerved. At the same time an electric bell rang sharply agam
and again.

“We're off,” said Ridley.

A slight but perceptible wave seemed to roll beneath the

b

r

floor; then it-sank; then another came, more perceptible. :
Lights slid right across the uncurtained window. The ship :

gave a loud melancholy moan.

“We're off I” said Mr. Pepper. Other ships, as sad as she, -
answered her outside on the river. The chuckling and hissing
of water could be plainly heard, and the ship heaved so that :
the steward bringing plates had to balance himself as he drew -

the curtain. There was a pause.

“Jenkinson of Cats—d’you still keep up with him?” asked :

Ambrose.

“As much as one ever does,” said Mr. Pepper. “We meet
annually. This year he has had the misfortune to lose his :

wife, which made it painful, of course.”
“Very painful,” Ridley agreed.

“There’s an unmarried daughter who keeps house for him,

I believe, but it’s never the same, not at his age.”
Both gentlemen nodded sagely as they carved their apples.
“There was a book, wasn’t there?” Ridley enquired.
“There was a book, but there never will be a book,” said
Mr. Pepper with such fierceness that both ladies looked up at
him.
“There never will be a book, because some one else has

written it for him,” said Mr. Pepper with considerable acid--
ity. “That’s what comes of putting things off, and collecting -

fossils, and sticking Norman arches on one’s pigsties.”

“I confess I sympathise,” said Ridley with a melancholy

sigh. “I have a weakness for people who can’t begin.”
. The accumulations of a lifetime wasted,” continued
Mr. Pepper. “He had accumulations enough to fill a barn.”
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where he couldn’t help looking at the sea, far from boilers,
the same time sheltered from the view of people passing. 1
less he made this a holiday, when his books were all pack
he would have no holiday whatever; for out at Santa Mar
Helen knew, by experience, that he would work all day;
boxes, she said, were packed with books.

“Leave it to me—leave it to me!” said Willoughby, of
ously intending to do much more than she asked of him. ]
Ridley and Mr. Pepper were heard fumbling at the door.

“How are you, Vinrace?” said Ridley, extending a li
hand as he came in, as though the meeting were melanch
to both, but on the whole more so to him.

Willoughby preserved his heartiness, tempered by resp
For the moment nothing was said.

“We looked in and saw you laughing,” Helen remark
“Mr. Pepper had just told a very good story.”

“Pish. None of the stories were good,” said her husbx
peevishly.

“Still a severe judyge, Ridley ?” enquired Mr. Vinrace.

“We bored you so that you left,” said Ridley, speaking
rectly to his wife.

As this was quite true Helen did not attempt to deny it, :
her next remark, “But didn't they improve after we'd gon
was unfortunate, for her husband answered with a droop
his shoulders, “If possible they got worse.”

The situation was now one of considerable discomfort
every one concerned, as was proved by a long interval of ¢
straint and silence. Mr. Pepper, indeed, created a divers
of a kind by leaping on to his seat, both feet tucked un
him, with the action of a spinster who detects a mouse,
the draught struck at his ankles. Drawn up there, sucking
his cigar, with his arms encircling his knees, he looked |
the image of Buddha, and from this elevation began a «
course, addressed to nobody, for nobody had caNed for
upon the unplumbed depths of ocean. He professed hims
surprised to learn that although Mr. Vinrace possessed -
ships, regularly plying between London and Buenos Aires, :
one of them was bidden to investigate the great white m
sters of the lower waters.

-






CHAPTER II

NCOMFORTABLE as the night, with its rocking rr
ment, and salt smells, may have been, and in one cast
doubtedly was, for Mr. Pepper had insufficient clothes !
his bed, the breakfast next morning wore a kind of be:
The voyage had begun, and had begun happily with a soft
" sky, and a calm sea. The sense of untapped resources, t!
to say as yet unsaid, made the hour significant, so that in fi
years the entire journey perhaps would be represented by
one scene, with the sound of sirens hooting in the rives
night before, somehow mixing in.

The table was cheerful with apples and bread and «
Helen handed Willoughby the butter, and as she did so
her eye on him and reﬁected, “And she married you, anc
was happy, I suppose.’

She went off on a familiar train of thought, leading ¢
all kinds of well-known reflections, from the old wonder,
Theresa had married Willoughby?

“Of course, one sees all that,” she thought, meaning
one sees that he is big and burly, and has a great boo:
voice, and a fist and a will of his own; “but——" here
slipped inte a fine analysis of him which is best represe
by one word, “sentimental,” by which she meant that he
never simple and honest about his feelings. For exar
he seldom spoke of the dead, but kept anniversaries with
ular pomp. She suspected him of nameless atrocities
regard to his daughter, as indeed she had always susp:
him of bullying his wife. Naturally she fell to comparing
own fortunes with the fortunes of her friend, for Willo
by’s wife had been perhaps the one woman Helen ¢
friend, and this comparison often made the staple of
talk. Ridley was g scholar, and Willoughby was a ma
business. Ridley was bringing out the third volume of Pi

24
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the smooth green-sided monsters who came by flicks
way and that.

——*“And, Rachel, if any one wants me, I’'m busy
said her father, enforcing his words as he often did,
spoke to his daughter, by a smart blow upon the shc

“Until one,” he repeated. “And you'll find your:
employment, eh? Scales, French, a little Gerr
There’s Mr. Pepper who knows more about separa
than any man in Europe, eh?” and he went off
Rachel laughed, too, as indeed she had laughed ever
could remember, without thinking it funny, but be
admired her father.

" DBut just as she was turning with a view perhaps 1
some employment, she was intercepted by a woman
so broad and so thick that to be intercepted by her v
table. The discreet tentative way in which she moved
with her sober black dress, showed that she belong
lower orders; nevertheless she took up a rock-like
looking about her to see that no gentry were near b
delivered her message, which had reference to the
the sheets, and was of the utmost gravity.

“How ever we're to get through this voyage, Mis
I really can’t tell,” she began with a shake of 1
“There’s only just sheets enough to go round, and
ter’s has a rotten place you could put your fingers
And the counterpanes. Did you notice the counterf
thought to myself a poor person would have been asl
them. The one I gave Mr. Pepper was hardly fit tc
dog. . . . No, Miss Rachel, they could #ot be mendec
only fit for dust sheets. Why, if one sewed one’s fing
bone, one would have one’s work undone the next t
went to the laundry.”

Her voice in its indignation wavered as if tears w

There was nothing for it but to descend and inspec
pile of linen heaped upon a table. Mrs. Chailey ha
sheets as if she knew each by name, character, and
tion. Some had yellow stains, others had places w
threads made long ladders; but to the ordinary .
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before she sought it Mrs. Chailey put on her spectacles a‘
read what was written on a shp of paper at the back: -

“This picture of her mistress is given to Emma Chailey
Willoughby Vinrace in gratitude for thirty years of devot
service.”

Tears obliterated the words and the head of the nail. . |

“Sq long as I can do something for your family,” she
saying, as she hammered at it, when a voice called melodim:!;
in the passage. LS

“Mrs Chailey! Mrs. Chailey!” a

Chailey instantly tided her dress, composed her face, an&
opened the door.

“I'm in a fix,” said Mrs. Ambrose, who was flushed an&
out of breath. “You know what gentlemen are. The chairsi
too high—the tables too low—there’s six inches between the
floor and the door. What I want’s a hammer, an old quiltj
and have you such a thing as a kitchen table? Anyhow, be-:.
tween us”——she now flung open the duor of her husband's
sitting-room, and revealed Ridley pacing up and down, his
forehead all wrinkled, and the collar of his coat turned up.

“It’s as though they’d taken pains to torment me!” he cried,.
stopping dead. “Did I come on this voyage in order to catch’
rheumatism and pneumonia? Really one might have credited
Vinrace with more sense. My dear,” Helen was on her knees
under a table, “you are only making yourself untidy, and we
had much better recognise the fact that we are condemned to
six weeks of unspeakable misery. To come at all was the.
height of folly, but now that we are here I suppose that I can’
face it like a man. My diseases of course will be increased—
I feel already worse than I did yesterday, but we’ve only our-
selves to thank, and the children happily——"

“Move! Move! Move!” cried Helen, chasing him from
corner to corner with a chair as though he were an errant
hen. “Out of the way, Ridley, and in half an hour you'll find
it ready.”

She turned him out of the room, and they could hear him
groaning and swearing as he went along the passage. :

“I daresay he isn’t very strong,” said Mrs. Chailey, looking
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to murmur before they kiss, “Think of the ships to-night

“Thank Heaven, I’'m not the man in the lighthouse!” Fc

they imagined, the ships when they vanished on the sky

dissolved, like snow in water. The grown-up view, inc
was not much clearer than the view of the little creatur

bathing drawers who were trotting in to the foam all a

the coasts of England, and scooping up buckets full of w

They saw white sails or tufts of smoke pass across the |

zon, and if you had said that these were waterspouts, o1

petals of white sea flowers, they would have agreed.

/’Phe people in ships, however, took an equally singular -

-of England. Not only did it appear to them to be an is!
" and a very small island, but it was a shrinking island in w
. people were imprisoned. One figured them first swan
{—- about like aimless ants, and almost pressing each other

the edge; and then, as the ship withdrew, one figured 1
\. making a vain clamour, which, being unheard, either ce:
Z or rose into a brawl. Finally, when the ship was out of :

. of land, it became plain that the people of England -
{! completely mute. The disease attacked other parts of
vearth; Europe shrank, Asia shrank, Africa and Am
:shrank, until it seemed doubtful whether the ship would
.run against any of those wrinkled little rocks again. Bu
'the other hand, an immense dignity had descended upon
d¢he was an inhabitant of the great world, which has so
habitants, travelling all day across an empty universe,
veils drawn before her and behind. She was more Ic
than the caravan crossing the desert; she was infinitely 1
mysterious, moving by her own power and sustained by
. | own resources. The sea might give her death or some u
ampled joy, and none would know of 'it. She was a t
going forth to her husband, a virgin unknown of men; in
vigour and purity she might be likened to all beautiful th
worshipped and felt as a symbol. .

Indeed if they had not been blessed in their weather,
blue day being bowled up after another, smooth, round,
flawless. Mrs. Ambrose would have found it very dull.
it was, she had her embroidery frame set up on deck, wi
little table by her side on which lay open a black volum

7 .
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foolish things, dear. I always think it a particularly
ful plant.”

Lying in the hot sun her mind was fixed upon the
acters of her aunts, their views, and the way they lived. !
deed this was a subject that lasted her hundreds of
ing walks round Richmond Park, and blotted out the trees
the people and the deer.. Wby did they do the things
did, and what did they feel, and what was it all
Again she heard Aunt Lucy talking to Aunt Eleanor.
had been that morning to take up the character of a s
“And, of course, at half-past ten in the morning one
to find the housemaid brushing the stairs.” How odd!
unspeakably odd! But she could not explain to herself
suddenly as her aunt spoke the whole system in which tipd
lived had appeared before her eyes as something quite wll
familiar and inexplicable, and themselves as chairs or wil
brellas dropped about here and there without any reason.
could only say with her slight stammer, “Are you f-f-fond @
Aunt Eleanor, Aunt Lucy?” to which her aunt replied, widl
her nervous hen-like twitter of a laugh, “My dear child, wiss
questions you do ask!”

“How fond? Very fond?” Rachel pursued.

“I can’t say I've ever thought ‘how,’” said Miss Vinras
“If one cares one doesn’t think ‘how,” Rachel,” which wa
aimed at the niece who had never yet “come” to her aunts a
cordially as they wished.

“But you know I care for you, don’t you, dear, becawms
you’re your mother’s daughter, if for no other reason, am
there are plenty of other reasons”—and she leant over an
kissed her with some emotion, and the argument was spi
irretrievably about the place like the proverbial bucket of mill

By these means Rachel reached that stage in thinking, i
thinking it can be called, when the eyes are intent upon a ba
or a knob and the lips cease to move. Her efforts to com
to an understanding had only hurt her aunt’s feelings, and th
conclusion must be that it is better not to try. To feel any
thing strongly was to create an abyss between oneself an
others who feel strongly perhaps but differently. It wa
 far better to play the piano and forget all the rest. The oot

..
~






CHAPTER III

ARLY next morning there was a sound as of chains b
drawn roughly overhead; the steady heart of
Euphrosyne slowly ceased to beat; and Helen, poking
nose above deck, saw a stationary castle upon a statior
hill. They had dropped anchor in the mouth of the Ta
and instead of cleaving new waves perpetually, the same w:
kept returning and washing against the sides of the ship

As soon as breakfast was done, Willoughby disappe:
over the vessel’s side, carrying a brown leather case, shou
over his shoulder that every one was to mind and bel
themselves, for he would be kept in Lisbon doing busi
until five o’clock that afternoon.

At about that hour he reappeared, carrying his case,
fessing himself tired, bothered, hungry, thirsty, cold, an
immediate need of his tea. Rubbing his hands, he told t
the adventures of the day: how he had come upon poor
Jackson combing his moustache before the glass in the o
little expecting his descent, had put him through such a m
ing’s work as seldom came his way; then treated him
lunch of champagne and ortolans; paid a call upon
Jackson, who was fatter than ever, poor woman, but a
kindly after Rachel—and O Lord, little Jackson had confe
to a confounded piece of weakness—well, well, no harm
done, he supposed, but what was the use of his giving or
if they were promptly disobeyed? He had said distit
that he would take no passengers on this trip. Here he b
searching in his pockets and eventually discovered a ¢
which he planked down on the table before Rachel.
it she read, “Mr. and Mrs. Richard Dalloway, 23 Bro
Street, Mayfair.” ‘
~ “Mr. Richard Dalloway,” continued Vinrace, “seems t
~a gentleman who thinks that because he was once a mer
38
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a cage where English people lie buried,” the diary
Their tour was thoroughly unconventional, and follow
meditated plan. The foreign correspondents of the
decided their route as much as anything else. Mr. Da
wished to look at certain guns, and was of opinion th
African coast is far more unsettled than people at hom
inclined to believe. For these reasons they wanted :
inquisitive kind of ship, comfortable, for they were ba
ors, but not extravagant, which would stop for a day «
at this port and at that, taking in coal while the Dall
,saw things for themselves. Meanwhile they found
selves stranded in Lisbon, unable for the moment to lay
upon the precise vessel they wanted. They heard «
- Euphrosyne, but heard also that she was primarily a
,\boat and only took passengers by special arrangemer
. ..,busmess bemg to W,ﬁ?ﬂ@fﬂd_
_lgn&agmm "By special arrangement,” however, Were
‘ of high encouragement in their ears, for they came of :
\ where almost everything was specxally arranged, or
Ny be if necessary. On this occasion all that Richard di
to write a note to Lord Glenaway, the head of the line
bears his title; to call on poor old Jackson ; to represent
how Mrs. Dalloway was so-and-so, and he had been som
or other else, and what they wanted was such and s
thing. It was done. They parted with compliments and
ure on both sides, and here, a week later, came the
rowing up to the ship in the dusk with the Dallowa
board of it; in three minutes they were standing to;
on the deck of the Euphrosyne. Their arrival, of ¢
created some stir, and it was seen by several pairs o:
that Mrs. Dalloway was a tall slight woman, her body wr
in furs, her head in veils, while Mr. Dalloway appeared
a middle-sized man of sturdy build, dressed like a spor
on an autumnal moor. Many solid leather bags of :
brown hue soon surrounded them, in addition to whicl
Dalloway carried a despatch box, and his wife a dre
case suggestive of diamond necklaces and bottles with
tops.

“It’s so like Whistler |” she exclaimed, with a wave to
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on reading parties; or little suburban women who said
agreeably, “Of course I know it’s my husband you
not me.”

But Helen came in at that point, and Mrs. Dalloway
with relief that though slightly eccentric in appearance,
was not untidy, held herself well, and her voice had res
in it, which she held to be the sign of a lady. Mr. P
had not troubled to change his neat ugly suit.

“But after all,” Clarissa thought to herself as she follo
Vinrace in to dinner, “every one’s interesting really.”

When seated at the table she had some need of that
ance, chiefly because of Ridley, who came in late, I
decidedly unkempt, and took to his soup in profound gl

An imperceptible signal passed between husband and wi
meaning that they grasped the situation and would stand
each other loyally. With scarcely a pause Mrs. Dallowa}
turned to Willoughby and began:

“What I find so tiresome about the sea is that there are 8
flowers in it. Imagine fields of hollyhocks and violets i
mid-ocean! How divine!”

“But somewhat dangerous to navigation,” boomed Richart
in the bass, like the bassoon to the flourish of his wife’s violit
“Why, weeds can be bad enough, can’t they, Vinrace?
remember crossing in the Mauretania once, and saying to th
Captain—Richards—did you know him?—‘Now tell me wha
perils you really dread most for your ship, Captain Richards:
expecting him to say icebergs, or derelicts, or fog, or some
thing of that sort. Not a bit of it. I've always remembere
his answer. ‘Sedgius aquatics, he said, which I take to be
kind of duck-weed.”

Mr. Pepper looked up sharply, and was about to put :
question when Willoughby continued:

“They've an awful time of it—those captains! Thre
thousand souls on board!”

“Yes, indeed,” said Clarissa. She turned to Helen with a
air of profundlty “I'm convinced people are wrong whe
they say it’s work that wears one; it’s responsxbxhty That’
why one pays one’s cook more than one’s housemaid, I sup

pose.”
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any creature is so deluded as to think that a vote does
or her any good, let him have it. He'll soon learn better.

“You’re not a pohtlcuan I see,” she smiled.

“Goodness, no,” said

“I’m afraid your husband won o't approve of me,” said
way aside, to Mrs. Ambrose. She suddenly recollected
be had been in Parliament.

“Don’t vou ever find it rather dull?” she askad, not
ng exactly what to say.

Richard spread his hands before him, as if i
bearing on what she asked him were to be read in the
of them.

“If you ask me whether I ever find it rather dull,” he
“I am bound to say yes: on the other hand, if you ask
what career do you consider on the whole. taking the
with the bad. the most enjoyable and enviable, not to
of its more serious side, of all careers, for a man, I
bound to say, ‘The Politician’s.” ”

“The Bar or politics. I agree,” said Willoughby. “You
more run for vour money.”

“All one’s faculties have their play,” said Richard. “I
be treading on dangerous ground ; but what I feel about
and artists in general is this: on your own lines, you can’t
beaten—granted ; but off your own lines—puff—one has
make allowances. Now, I shouldn't like to think that any
had to make allowances for me.”

“I don’t quite agree, Richard,” said Mrs. Dalloway. * Tlnj
of Shelley. I feel that there’s almost everything one wants
‘Adonais.’”

“Read ‘Adonais’ by all means,” Richard conceded. “Bu
whenever I hear of Shelley I repeat to myself the words o
Matthew Arnold. ‘What a set! What a set!””

This roused Ridley’s attention. “Matthew Ammold? A de
testable prig!” he snapped.

“A prig—granted,” said Richard; “but, I think, a man o
the world. That's where my point comes in. We politician:
doubtless seem to you” (he had grasped somehow that Helet
was the representative of the arts) “a gross commonplace s¢
~“ neople; but we see both sides; we may be clumsy, but w

et
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I could teach you the alphabet in half an hour,” sai
ley, “and you'd read Homer in a month. I should think
honour to instruct you.”

Helen, engaged with Mr. Dalloway and the habit,
fallen into decline, of quoting Greek in the House of
muons, noted, in the great commonplace book that lies
beside us as we talk, the fact that all men, even men like
ley, really prefer women to be fashionable.

Clarissa exclaimed that she could think of nothing mo
llghtful For an instant she saw herself in her drawing

in Browne Street with a Plato open on her knees—Pla
urigimit Greek. She could mot help believing that :

" scholar, if specially interested, could slip Greek into her
with searcely any trouble.

Ridtey mg&rm———-—-/
“1f uul\' your ship is going to treat us kindly!” st
claimed, o.lra\\mg Willoughby into play. For the sa
puests, and these were distinguished, Willoughby was
with a bow of his head to vouch for the good behaviow

of the waves,

“I'm dreadfully bad; and my husband’s not very g
sighed Clarissa,

*1 am never sick,” Richard explained, “At least, I
only been actually sick once,” he corrected himself.
was crossing the Channel. But a choppy sea, I confe
still worse, a swell, makes me distinctly uncomfortable.
rreat thing is never to miss a meal. You look at the
and you say, ‘I can't’; you take a mouthful, and Lord ]
how you're going to swallow it; but persevere, and you
settle the attack for good. My wife’s a coward.”

They were pushing back their chairs. The ladies wer
itating at the doorway.

“I'd better show the way,” said Helen, advancing.

Rachel followed. She had taken no part in the tal
one had spoken to her; but she had listened to every
that was said. She had looked from Mrs. Dalloway t
Dalloway, and from Mr. Dalloway back again. Claris:
deed, was a fascinating spectacle. She wore a white
and a long glittering necklace. What with her clothe:
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“But you will play to us?’ Clarissa entreated. “I
imagine anything nicer than to sit out in the moonlight
listen to music—only that sounds too like a schoolgirl!
know,” she said, turmng to Helen a little mysteriously,
dont think music’s altogether good for people—I'm
uot.

“Too great a strain?’ asked Helen.

“Too emotional,” said Clarissa. “One notices it at
when a boy or girl takes up music as a profession. Sir
liam Broadley told me just the same thing. Don’t you
the kind of attitudes people go into over Wagner—like ’
She cast her eyes to the ceiling, clasped her hands, and -
sumed a look of intensity. “It really doesn’t mean that
appreciate him; in fact, I always think it’s the other
round. The people who really care about an art are -
the least affected. D’you know Henry Philips, the painterl}:
she asked. '

“I have seen him,” said Helen.

“To look at, one might think he was a successful s
broker, and not one of the greatest painters of the age.
what I like.”

“There are a great many successful stockbrokers, if
like looking at them,” said Helen.

Rachel wished vehemently that her aunt would not be of
perverse.

“When you see a musician with long hair, don’t you know
instinctively that he’s bad ?” Clarissa asked, turning to Rachel
“Watts and Joachim—they looked just like you and me.”

“And how much nicer they’d have looked with curls!” saic
Helen. “The question is, are you going to aim at beauty o1
are you not ?”’

“Cleanliness!” said Clarissa, “I do want a man to look
clean!”

“By cleanliness you mean well-cut clothes,” said Helen.
“There’s something one knows a gentleman by,” said Clar

, “but one can’t say what it is.”

“Take my husband now, does he look like a gentleman?”
The question scemed to Clarissa in extraordinarily bad

:
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!

“You've let yourself in for the Greek alphabet, anyhow.

“Oh, my dear! Who ¢s Ambrose?”

“I gather that he was a Cambridge don; lives in
now, and edits classics.”

“Did you ever see such a set of cranks? The woman
me if I thought her husband looked like a gentleman!”

“It was hard to keep the ball rolling at dinner, certai
said Richard. “Why is it that the women, in that class, are
much queerer than the men ?” .

“They’re not half bad-looking, really—only—they’re
odd!”.

They both laughed, thinking of the same things, so
there was no need to compare their impressions.

“I see I shall have quite a lot to say to Vinrace,”
Richard. “He knows Sutton and all that set. He can tell
a good deal about the conditions of shipbuilding in the North'

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

“One always has something to say to a man certainly,”
Richard. “But I've no doubt you'll chatter away fast eno
about the babies, Clarice.”

“Has she got children? She doesn’t look like it sornehow o

“Two. A boy and girl.” T

A pang of envy shot through Mrs. Dalloway’s heart. 2

“We must have a son, Dick,” she said. :
" “Good Lord, what opportunities there are now for youn§
men!” said Dalloway, for his talk had set him thinking. “1
don’t suppose there’s been so good an opening since the days
of Pitt.”

“And it’s yours!” said Clarissa.

“To be a leader of men,” Richard soliloquised. “It’s a fine
career. My God—what a career!”

The chest slowly curved beneath his waistcoat.

‘D’you know, Dxck I can’t help thinking of England " said
ly, leaning her inst his chest.

ies, and the people in India and Africa, and how
ve gone on century after century, sending out boys from
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presence of our friends (yourself and John, to wit) to
the trip perfectly enjoyable as it promises to be instructive

Voices were heard at the end of the corridor. Mrs,
brose was speaking low; William Pepper was remarki
his definite and rather acid voice, “That is the type of
with whom I find myself distinctly out of sympathy. She

But neither Richard nor Clarissa profited by the verdic
directly it seemed likely that they would overhear, Ri
crackled a sheet of paper.

“I often wonder,” Clarissa mused in bed, over the
white volume of Pascal which went with her everyv
“whether it is really good for a woman to live with a
~who is morally her superior, as Richard is mine. It 1
one so dependent. I suppose 1 feel for him what my n
.and women of her generation felt for Christ. It just :
that one can’t do without something.”” She then fell i
sleep, which was as usual extremely sound and refres
but, visited by fantastic dreams of great Greek letters
ing round the room, she woke up and laughed to herse
membering where she was and that the Greek letters
real people, lying asleep not many yards away. Then, -
ing of the black sea outside tossing beneath the moot
shuddered, and thought of her husband and the othe
companions on the voyage. The dreams were not confit
her indeed, but went from one brain to another. Th
dreamt of each other that night, as was natural, consic
how thin the partitions were between them, and how str:
they had been lifted off the earth to sit next each ott
mid-ocean, and see every detail of each others’ faces

hear whatever chance prompted them to say.
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glass jars. Here were the treasures which the great oce
had bestowed upon him—pale fish in greenish liquids, ble
of jelly with streaming tresses, fish with lights in their hea
they lived so deep.

“They have swum about among bones,” Clarissa sighed.

“You're thinking of Shakespeare,” said Mr. Grice, a
taking down a copy from a shelf well lined with books, recit
in an emphatic nasal voice:

Full fathom five thy father lies,

“A grand fellow, Shakespeare,” he said, replacing t
volume.

Clarissa was so glad to hear him say so.

“Which is your favourite play? I wonder if it’s the sat
as mine?”

“Henry the Fifth,” said Mr. Grice.

“Joy!” cried Clarissa. “It is!”

Hamlet was what you might call too introspective for N
Grice, the sonnets too passionate; Henry the Fifth was to hi
the model of an English gentleman. But his favourite rea
ing was Huxley, Herbert Spencer, and Henry George; wh
Emerson and Thomas Hardy he read for relaxation. He w
giving Mrs. Dalloway his views upon the present state
England when the breakfast bell rung so imperiously tt
she had to tear herself away, promising to come back and
shown his sea-weeds.

The party, which had seemed so odd to her the night befo:
was already gathered round the table, still under the influen
of sleep, and therefore uncommunicative, but her entran
sent a little flutter like a breath of air through them all.

“I’'ve had the most interesting talk of my life!” she e
claimed, taking her seat beside Willoughby. “D’you real
that one of your men is a philosopher and a poet?”

“A very interesting fellow—that’s what I always say,” s:
Willoughby, distinguishing Mr. Grice. “Though Rachel fin
him a bore.”

“He’s a bore when he talks about currents,” said Rach
Her eyes were full of sleep, but Mrs. Dalloway still seem
to her wonderful.
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didn’t make one any the less sorry. Here hes the duck
Samuel Johnson sat on, e¢h? I was big for my age.”

“Then we had canaries,” be continued, “a pair of
doves, a lemur, and at one time a martin.”

“Did you live in the country?” Rachel asked him.

“We lived in the country for six months of the year. \
I say ‘we’ I mean four sisters, a brother, and myself. Tt
nothing like coming of a large family. Sisters partict
are delightful.”

“Dick, you were horribly spoilt!” cried Clarissa acros
table.

“No, no. Appreciated,” said Richard.

Rachel had other questions on the tip of her tongue
rather one enormous question, which she did not in the
know how to put into words. The talk appeared too
to admit of it.

“Please tell me—everything.” That was what she w:
to say. He had drawn apart one little chink and showe
tonishing treasures. It seemed to her incredible that a
like that should be willing to talk to her. He had sisters
pets, and once lived in the country. She stirred her tea r
and round; the bubbles which swam and clustered in the
seemed to her like the union of their minds.

The talk meanwhile raced past her, and when Ric

suddenly started in a jocular tone of voice, “I’'m sure
Vinrace, now, has secret leanings toward Catholicism,”
had no idea what to answer, and Helen could not help la
ing at the start she gave.
- However, breakfast was over and Mrs. Dalloway was
ing. “I always think religion’s like collecting beetles,”
said, summing up the discussion as she went up the stairs
Helen. “One person has a passior for black beetles; anc
hasn’t; it’s no good arguing about it. What’s your black b
now ?”

“I suppose it’s my children,” said Helen.

“Ah—that’s different,” Clarissa breathed. “Do tell
You have a boy, haven’t you? Isn’t it detestable, lea
them ?”
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Still, on the whole, I'd rather live without them than w
Jane Austen.”

Lightly and at random though she spoke, her manne;
veyed an extraordinary degree of sympathy and desi
befriend.

“Jane Austen? I don’t like Jane Austen,” said Rachel.

“You monster!” Clarissa exclaimed. “I can only jus
give you. Tell me why?”

“She’s so—so—well, so like a tight plait,” Rachel
dered.

“Ah—I see what you mean. But I don’t agree. An
won’t when you’re older. At your age I only liked St
I can remember sobbing over him in the garden.

He has outsoared the shadow of our night,
Envy and calumny and hate and pain—

you remember ?

Can touch him not and torture not again
From the contagion of the world’s slow stain.

How divine!—and yet what nonsense!” She looked 1
round the room. “I always think it’s living, not dying
counts. I really respect some snuffy old stockbroker
gone on adding up column after column all his days
trotting back to his villa at Brixton with some old puj
he worships, and a dreary little wife sitting at the e
the table, and going off to Margate for a fortnight—I s
you I know heaps like that—well, they seem to me
nobler than poets whom every one worships, just be
they’re geniuses and die young. But I don’t expect y
agree with me!”

She pressed Rachel’s shoulder.

“Um-m-m—" she went on quoting—

Unrest which men miscall delight—

“when you’re my age you’ll see that the world is cras
with delightful things. I think young people make st
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as if she had guessed a secret. “But not every one
not every one.”

“Not every one,” said Rachel, and stopped.

“l can quite imagine you walking alone,” said Cl:
“and thinking—in a little world of your own. But how
will enjoy it—some day!”

“I shall enjoy walking with a man—is that what
mean ?” said Rachel, regarding Mrs. Dalloway with her I
enquiring eyes.

“I wasn’t thinking of a man particularly,” said
“But you will.”

“No. I shall never marry,” Rachel determined. |
“I shouldn’t be so sure of that,” said Clarissa. Her s
long glance told Rachel that she found her attractive 3

she was inexplicably amused.

“Why do people marry ?” Rachel asked.

“That’s what you're going to find out,” Clarissa laugheda

Rachel followed her eyes and found that they rested, fo
second, on the robust figure of Richard Dalloway, who ;
engaged in striking a match on the sole of his boot; whi
Willoughby expounded something, which seemed to be
great interest to them both. ‘

“There’s nothing like it,” she concluded. “Do tell me a
the Ambroses. Or am I asking too many questions ?”

“I find you easy to talk to,” said Rachel.

The short sketch of the Ambroses was, however, somewt
perfunctory, and contained little but the fact that Mr. Am
brose was her uncle.

*“Your mother’s brother?”

When a name has dropped out of use, the lightest
upon it tells. Mrs. Dalloway went on:

“Are you like your mother?”

“No; she was different,” said Rachel.

She was overcome by an intense desire to tell Mrs, Dal'ﬁ
way things she had never told any one—things she had
realised herself until this moment. %

“I am lonely,” she began. “I want—” She did not know
what she wanted, so that she could not finish the sentence; bt
her lip quivered.
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Clarissa had fetched a book with the rugs.

“Persuasion,” announced Richard, examining the volum

“That’s for Miss Vinrace,” said Clarissa. “She can't
our beloved Jane.”

“That—if I may say so—is because you have not read
said Richard. “She is incomparably the greatest f
writer we possess.”

“She is the greatest,” he continued, “and for this
she does not attempt to write like a man. Every other wi
does ; on that account, I don’t read ’em.”

“Produce your instances, Miss Vinrace,” he went on, j
ing his finger-tips. “I’m ready to be converted.”

He waited, while Rachel vainly tried to vindicate her 4
from the slight he put upon it.

“I'm afraid he’s right,” said Clarissa. “He generally i¢
the wretch!”

“I brought Persuasion,” she went on, “because I thought
was a little less threadbare than the others—though, Dick, i
no good your pretending to know Jane by heart, consideri
that she always sends you to sleep!”

“After the labours of legislation, I deserve sleep,” si
Richard.

“You’re not to think about those guns,” said Clarissa, st
" ing that his eye, passing over the waves, still sought the la
meditatively, “or about navies, or empires, or anything.” |
saying she opened the book and began to read:

“¢Sir Walter Elliott, of Kellynch Hall, in Somersetshi
was a man who, for his own amusement, never took up a
book but the Barometage’—don’t you know Sir Walter?
‘There he found occupation for an idle hour, and consolati
in a distressed one”’ She does write well, doesn’t sh
‘There—'” She read on in a light humorous voice. She w
determined that Sir Walter should take her husband’s mi
off the guns of Britain, and divert him in an exquisite, quai
sprightly, and slightly ridiculous world. After a time it ¢
peared that the sun was sinking in that world, and the poi
becoming softer. Rachel looked up to see what caused 1
change. Richard’s eyelids were closing and opening; op«
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look at. I find nature very stimulating myself. My
ideas have come to me out of doors.”

“When you were walking ?”

“Walking—riding—yachting—I suppose the most
tous conversations of my life took place while peram
the great court at Trinity. I was at both universities. I
a fad of my father’s. He thought it broadening to the
I think I agree with him. I can remember—what an
it seems l—settling the basis of a future state with the
Secretary for India. We thought ourselves very wise.
not sure we weren’t. We were happy, Miss Vinrace, an
were young—gifts which make for wisdom.”

“Have you done what you said you'd do?” she asked. |

“A searching question! I answer—Yes and No. If onj
one hand I have not accomplished what I set out to accomp
—which of us does?—on the other I can fairly say thi31
have not lowered my ideal.”

He looked resolutely at a sea-gull, as though his ideal ‘
on the wings of the bird. :

“But,” said Rachel, “what is your ideal?”

“There you ask too much, Miss Vinrace,” said Rich
playfully.

She could only say that she wanted to know, and Rich
was sufficiently amused to answer.

“Well, how shall I reply? In one word—Unity. Unity
aim, of dominion, of progress. The dispersion of the t
ideas over the greatest area.”

“The English ?”

“I grant that the English seem, on the whole, whiter t
most men, their records cleaner. But, good Lord, don't 1
away with the idea that I don’t see the drawbacks—horrorn
unmentionable things done in our very midst! I'm under
illusions. Few people, I suppose, have fewer illusions tt
I have. Have you ever been in a factory, Miss Vinrace.
No, I suppose not—I may say I hope not.”

As for Rachel, she had scarcely walked through a p
street, and always under the escort of father, maid, or am

“I was going to say that if you'd ever seen the kind
thing that’s going on round you, you’d understand what it
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CHAPTER V

HE was not able to follow up her observations, howd
or to come to any conclusion, for by one of those accide
which are liable to happen at sea, the whole course of th

llvgv;’_a_s’wf order——~—ou_________ >
at tea the floor rose beneath their feet and pitch

too low again, and at dinner the ship seemed to groan a
strain as though a lash were descending. She who had Ix
a broad-backed dray-horse, upon whose hind-quarters pierr
might waltz, became 2 colt in a field. The plates slanted av
from the knives, and Mrs. Dalloway’s face blanched fo
second as she helped herself and saw the potatoes roll 1
way and that. Willoughby, of course, extolled the virtues
his ship, and quoted what had been said of her by experts :
distinguished passengers, for he loved his own possessic
Still, dinner was uneasy, and directly the ladies were al
Clarissa owned that she would be better off in bed, and w
smiling bravely.

Next morning the storm was on them, and no politer
could ignore it. Mrs. Dalloway stayed in her room. Rich
faced three meals, eating valiantly at each; but at the th
certain glazed asparagus swimming in oil finally conque
him.

“That beats me,” he said, and withdrew.

“Now we are alone once more,” remarked William Pepy
looking round the table; but no one was ready to engage 1
in talk, and the meal ended in silence.

On the following day they met—but as flying leaves n
in the air. Sick they were not; but the wind propelled th
hastily into rooms, violently downstairs. They passed e
other gasping on deck; they shouted across tables. T!
wore fur coats; and Helen was never seen without a banda:
on her head. For comfort they retreated to their cab:

70
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kind of man we want in Parliament—the man who has
things.”

But Helen was not much interested in her brother-in-la

“I expect your head’s aching, isn’t it?” she asked,

a fresh cup.

“Well, it is,” said Richard. “It’s humiliating to find
a slave one is to one’s body in this world. D’you know, I
never work without a kettle on the hob. As often as
don’t drink tea, but I must feel that I can if I want to.”

“That’s very bad for you,” said Helen.

“It shortens one’s life; but I'm afraid, Mrs. Ambrose,
politicians must make up our minds to that at the outt
We’ve got to burn the candle at both ends, or——"

“You'’ve cooked your goose!” said Helen brightly.

“We can’t make you take us seriously, Mrs. Ambrose,”
protested. “May I ask how you've spent your time? Read
——philosophy ?’ (He saw the black book.) ‘“Metaphysics
fishing!” he exclaimed. “If I had to live again I believ
should devote myself to one or the other.” He began tu
ing the pages.

“‘Good, then, is indefinable,’ ” he read out. “How jolly
think that’s going on still! ‘So far as I know there is ¢
one ethical writer, Professor Henry Sidgwick, who has cle:
recognised and stated this fact” That’s just the kind
thing we used to talk about when we were boys. I can
member arguing until five in the morning with Duffy—i
Secretary for India—pacing round and round those clois
until we decided it was too late to go to bed, and we w
for a ride instead. Whether we ever came to any conclusio
that’s another matter. Stil], it’s the arguing that counts.
things like that that stand out in life. Nothing’s been quitt
vivid since. It’s the philosophers, it's the scholars,” he ¢
tinued, “they’re the people who pass the torch, who keep
light burning by which we live. Being a politician doe
necessarily blind one to that, Mrs. Ambrose.”

“No. Why should it?” said Helen. “But can you rem
ber if your wife takes sugar?”

She lifted the tray and went off with it to Mrs. Dallowa;

Richard twisted a muffler twice round his throat and st1
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about yourself. What are your interests and occupations?
should imagine that you were a person with very strong in
ests. Of course you are! Good God! When I think of th
age we live in, with its opportunities and possibilities, the
of things to be done and enjoyed—why haven’t we ten li
instead of one? But about yourself ?”

“You see, I'm a woman,” said Rachel.

“I know—I know,” said Richard, throwing his head
and drawing his fingers across his eyes. 1

“How strange to be a woman! A young and beautiful}
woman,” he continued sententiously, “has the whole world
her feet. That’s true, Miss Vinrace. You have an inestima
power—for good or for evil. What couldn’t you do—
broke off.

“What ?” asked Rachel.

“You have beauty,” he said. The ship lurched. Rachd
fell slightly forward. Richard took her in his arms and kissed
her. Holding her tight, he kissed her passionately, so that
she felt the hardness of his body and the roughness of hi¢
cheek printed upon hers. She fell back in her chair, with tre-
mendous beats of the heart, each of which sent black waves
across her eyes. He clasped his forehead in his hands.

“You tempt me,” he said. The tone of his voice was ter-
rifying. He seemed choked in fight. They were both trem-
bling. Rachel stood up and went. Her head was cold, her
knees shaking, and the physical pain of the emotion was sa
great that she could only keep herself moving above the great
leaps of her heart. She leant upon the rail of the ship, and
gradually ceased to feel, for a chill of body and mind crept
over her. Far out between the waves little black and white
sea-birds were riding. Rising and falling with smooth a
graceful movements in the hollows of the waves they seem
singularly detached and unconcerned.

“You're peaceful,” she said. She became peaceful too, af
the same time possessed with a strange exultation. Life
seemed to hold infinite possibilities she had never guessed at.
She leant upon the rail and looked over the troubled grey
waters, where the sunlight was fitfully scattered upon the
crests of the waves, until she was cold and absolutely caln






CHAPTER VI

THAT’S the tragedy of life—as I always say!” said
Dalloway. “Beginning things and havmg to end
Still, I'm not going to let this end, if you're willing.” It
the morning, the sea was calm, and the ship once again wii
anchored not far from another shore. §

She was dressed in her long fur cloak, with the veils
round her head, and once more the rich boxes stood on
of each other so that the scene of a few days back seemed
be repeated.

“D’you suppose we shall ever meet in London ?” said Ri
ironically. “You’ll have forgotten all about me by the time
step out there.” :

He pointed to the shore of the little bay, where they
now see the separate trees with moving branches. '

“How horrid you are!” she laughed. “Rachel’s coming
see me anyhow—the instant you get back,” she said, pressi
Rachel’'s arm. “Now—you've no excuse!”

With a silver pencil she wrote her name and address on
flyleaf of Persuasion, and gave the book to Rachel. Sai
were shouldering the luggage, and people were beginning
congregate. There were Captain Cobbold, Mr. Grice, Wik.
loughby, Helen, and an obscure grateful man in a blue jersey.

“Oh, it’s time,” said Clarissa. ‘“Well, good-bye. I do like
you,” she murmured as she kissed Rachel. People in the way
made it unnecessary for Richard to shake Rachel by the hand;
he managed to look at her very stiffly for a second before he
followed his wife down the ship’s side.

The boat separating from the vessel made off towards the
land, and for some minutes Helen, Ridley, and Rachel leant
over the rail, watching. Once Mrs. Dalloway turned and
waved ; but the boat steadily grew smaller and smaller until it
ceased to rise and fall, and nothing could be seen save two
resolute backs.

78
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“What kind of man ?” said Rachel.

“Pompous and sentimental.”

“I liked him,” said Rachel.

“So you didn’t mind ?”

For the first time since Helen had known her Rachel’s
lit up brightly.
“I did mind,” she said vehemently. “I dreamt. I couldnl§z
sleep.” :

“Tell me what happened,” said Helen. She had to keep
lips from twitching as she listened to Rachel’s story. It wa
poured out abruptly with great seriousness and no sense
humour.

“We talked about politics. He told me what he had d
for the poor somewhere. I asked him all sorts of questi
He told me about his own life. The day before yesterday,
after the storm, he came in to see me. It happened then, quit}
suddenly. He kissed me. I don’t know why.” As she spo
she grew flushed. “I was a good deal excited,” she continued3
“But I didn’t mind till afterwards; when—"" she paused, and
“I became ter-

saw the figure of the bloated little man again—
rified.” )

From the look in her eyes it was evident she was again terri-
fied. Helen was really at a loss what to say. From the little
she knew of Rachel’s upbringing she supposed that she had
been kept entirely ignorant as to the relations of men with
women. With a shyness which she felt with women and not
with men she did not like to explain simply what these are.’
Therefore she took the other course and belittled the whole
affair.

“Oh, well,” she said, “he was a silly creature, and if I were
you, I’d think no more about it.”

“No,” said Rachel, sitting bolt upright, “I shan’t do that. T
shall think about it all day and all night until I find out exactly
what it does mean.”

“Don’t you ever read?” Helen asked tentatively.

“Cowper’s Letters—that kind of thing. Father gets them
for me or my Aunts.”

Helen could hardly restrain herself from saying out loud
what she thought of a man who brought up his daughter so that
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which came in was cold. After sitting for a time with
eyes, she burst out:

“So that's why I can’t walk alone!” .

By this new light she saw her life for the first time 2
ing hedged-in thing, driven cautiously between high walls,
turned aside, there plunged in darkness, made dull and
pled for ever—her life that was the only chance she
the short season between two silences. .

“Because men are brutes! I hate men!” she exclaimed. 1

“T thought you said you liked him?” said Helen.

“I liked him, and I liked being kissed,” she answered, 2§
that only added more difficulties to her problem.

Helen was surprised to see how genuine both shock
problem were, but she could think of no way of easing
difficulty except by going on talking. She wanted to make
niece talk, and so to understand why this rather dull,
plausible politician had made so deep an impression on
for surely at the age of twenty-four this was not natural

“And did you like Mrs. Dalloway too?” she asked.

As she spoke she saw Rachel redden; for she remembe
silly things she had said, and also, it occurred to her thatt
treated this exquisite woman rather badly, for Mrs. Dallow
had said that she loved her husband.

“She was quite nice, but a thimble-pated creature,” He
continued. “I never heard such nonsense! Chitter-chatter-cl
ter-chatter—fish and the Greek alphabet—never listened t
word any one said—chock-full of idiotic theories about
way to bring up children—I’d far rather talk to him any d
tHehyvas pompous, but he did at least understand what was s
o him.”

Tl.le glamour insensibly faded a little both from Richard :
Clarissa. They had not been so wonderful after all, then
the eyes of a mature person.

“It’s very difficult to know what people are like,” Ra
remarked, and Helen saw with pleasure that she spoke m
naturally, “I suppose I was taken in.”

There was little doubt about that according to Helen,
she‘ restrained herself and said aloud:

One has to make experiments.,”
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“Of course,” Helen agreed. “So now you can go ahea
/rERerson on your own account,” she added.
vision of her own personality, of herself as a real {
lastmg thing, different from anything else, unmergeable}
v the sea or the wind, flashed into Rachel’s mind, and she bef
\_profoundly excited at the thought of living. !
\“I' can be m-m-myself,” she stammered, “in spite of yol
spite of the Dalloways, and Mr. Pepper, and Father, 2
Aunts, in spite of these?”
“In spite of every one,” said Helen gravely. She then}
down her needle, and explained a plan which had come into)
head as they talked. Instead of wandering on down the AfF:
zons until she reached some sulphurous tropical port, wil'
one had to lie within doors all day beating off insects wik:
fan, the sensible thing to do surely was to spend the seffli
with them in their villa by the seaside, where among ¢
advantages Mrs. Ambrose herself would be at hand to—

“After all, Rachel,” she broke off, “it’s silly to pretend
because there’s twenty years’ difference between us we th
fore can’t talk to each other like human beings.”

“No; because we like each other,” said Rachel.

“Yes,” Mrs. Ambrose agreed.

That fact, together with other facts, had been made
by their twenty minutes’ talk, although how they had c
to these conclusions they could not have said.

However they were come by, they were sufficiently seri
to send Mrs. Ambrose a day or two later in search of
brother-in-law. She found him sitting in his room workj
applying a stout blue pencil authoritatively to bundles of fil
paper. Papers lay to left and to right of him, there were g
envelopes so gorged with papers that they spilt papers o}
the table. Above him hung a photograph of a woman’s he
The need of sitting absolutely still before a Cockney photog
pher had given her lips a queer little pucker, and her eyes
the same reason looked as though she thought the whole sit
tion ridiculous. Nevertheless it was the head of an individ
and interesting woman, who would no doubt have turned &
laughed at Willoughby if she could have caught his eye; b
when he looked up at her he sighed profoundly. In his mi
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Still, it’s kept her happy, and we lead a very quiet life at R
mond. T should like her to begin to see more people. I
to take her about with me when I get home. I've half as
to rent a house in London, leaving my sisters at Richn
and take her to see one or two people who’d be kind to!
for my sake. I'm beginning to realise,” he continued, s
ing himself out, “that all this is tending to Parliament,
It’s the only way to get things done as one wants them ¢
I talked to Dalloway about it. In that case, of course, I s
~wafit-Rachel to be able to take more part in things. A ceq
amount of entertaining would be necessary—dinners, an ¢
s1onal evening party. One’s constituents like to be fed,
\‘eve In all these ways Rachel could be of great help to
So,” he wound up, "I should be very glad, if we arrafigeq
visit (which must be upon a business footing, mind), if 1
could see your way to helping my girl, bringing her ougik:
she’s a little shy now,—making a woman of her, the kindi
woman her mother would have liked her to be,” he ended, jF
ing his head at the photograph. X
Willoughby’s selfishness, though consistent as Helen R
with real affection for his daughter, made her det
have the girl to stay with her, even if she had to promi
complete course of instruction in the feminine graces. 3
could not help laughing at the notion of it—Rachel a T¢
hostess !—and marvelling as she left him at the astonisk
ignorance of a father.
Rachel, when consulted, showed less enthusiasm than Hé

could have wished. One moment she was eager, the ng
doubtful. Visions of a great river, now blue, now yellow in§
tropical sun and crossed by bright birds, now white in §
moon, now deep in shade with moving trees and canoes slidi
out from the tangled banks, beset her. Helen promised
river. Then she did not want to leave her father. That fe
ing seemed genuine too, but in the end Helen prevailed,
though when she had won her case_she was_heset )

fada'more than once regretted the impulse which had en

l& with the fortunes of another human bemg ﬁ
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of silence it was bewildering to hear human speech.
Ambrose alone heeded none of this stir. She was pale t
suspense while the boat with mail bags was making to
them. Absorbed in her letters she did not notice that she’
left the Euphrosyne, and felt no sadness when the ship H
up her voice and bellowed thrice like a cow separated fro
calf. \
“The children are well!” she exclaimed. Mr. Pepper,
sat opposite with a great mound of bag and rug upon his kifr
said, “Gratifying.” Rachel, to whom the end of the voylk-
meant a complete change of perspective, was too much
wildered by the approach of the shore to realise what child
were well or why it was gratifying. Helen went on readin
Moving very slowly, and rearing absurdly high over
wave, the little boat was now approaching a white crescent
sand. Behind this was a deep green valley, with distinct }
on either side. On the slope of the right-hand hill wh
houses with brown roofs were settled, like nesting sea-bin
and at intervals cypresses striped the hill with black b
Mountains whose sides were flushed with red, but whi
crowns were bald, rose as a pinnacle, half-concealing anot}
pinnacle behind it. The hour being still early, the whole vi
was exquisitely light and airy; the blues and greens of sky &
tree were intense but not sultry. As they drew nearer &
could distinguish details, the effect of the earth with its 1
nute objects and colours and different forms of life was ovéll
whelming after four weeks of the sea, and kept them silent.
“Three hundred years odd,” said Mr. Pepper meditatively
length. .
As nobody said “What?” he merely extracted a bottle a8
swallowed a pill. The piece of information that died with
him was to the effect that three hundred years ago five
bethan barques had anchored where the Euphrosyne ne
floated. Half-drawn up upon the beach lay an equal numb
of Spanish galleons, unmanned, for the country was still
virgin land behind a veil. Slipping across the water, the Enf
lish sailors bore away bars of silver, bales of linen, timbet!
of cedar wood, golden crucifixes knobbed with emeralds
When the Spaniards came down from their drinking, a figh
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books. Granted facility of travel, peace, good trade, 3
on, there was besides a kind of dissatisfaction ameo
English with the older countries and the enormous accu
tions of carved stone, stained glass, and rich brown paid
which they offered to the tourist. The movement in seard
something new was of course infinitely small, affecting onl
handful of well-to-do people. It began by a few schoolma
serving their passage out to South America as the purs
tramp steamers. They returned in time for the summer t
when their stories of the splendours and hardships of life at
the humours of sea-captains, the wonders of night and du
and the marvels of the place delighted outsiders, and s
times found their way into print. The country itself t:
all their powers of description, for they said it was much
ger than Italy, and really nobler than Greece. Again,
declared that the natives were strangely beautiful, very bi
stature, dark, passionate, and quick to seize the knife. 1
place seemed new and full of new forms of beauty, in proof§
which they showed handkerchiefs which the women had w{
round their heads, and primitive carvings coloured b
greens and blues. Somehow or other, as fashions do,
fashion spread; an old monastery was quickly turned intoll
hotel, while a famous line of steamships altered its route §
the convenience of passengers.

Oddly enough it happened that the least satisfactory
Helen Ambrose’s brothers had been sent out years before
make his fortune, at any rate to keep clear of race-horses,
the very spot which had now become so popular. Often, lea
ing upon the column in the verandah, he had watched
English ships with English schoolmasters for pursers steas@
ing into the bay. Having at length earned enough to takef
holiday, and being sick of the place, he proposed to put M
villa, on the slope of the mountain, at his sister’s disposf
She, too, had been a little stirred by the talk of a new worl§
which went on round her, and the chance, when they w
planning where to spend the winter out of England, seeme
too good to be missed. For these reasons she determins
to accept Willoughby’s offer of free passages on his ship,
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looked straight across the shoulder of a slope, ribbed
olive trees, to the sea.

The indecency of the whole place struck Mrs. Chailey #
bly. There were no blinds to shut out the sun, nor was
any furniture to speak of for the sun to spoil. Standi
the bare stone hall, and surveying a staircase of superb bre
but cracked and carpetless, she further ventured the opil
that there were rats, as large as terriers at home, and
one put one’s foot down with any force one would d
through the floor. As for hot water—at this point her in
gations left her speechless.

“Poor creature!” she murmured to the sallow Spanish
ant-girl who came out with the pigs and hens to receive th
“no wonder you hardly look like a human being!” Marialg:
cepted the compliment with an exquisite Spanish grace.
Chailey’s opinion they would have done well to stay on hq
an English ship, but none knew better than she that her
commanded her to stay.

When they were settled in, and in train to find daily o
pation, there was some speculation as to the reasons which
duced Mr. Pepper to stay, taking up his lodging in the
brose’s house. Efforts had been made for some days befd}.
landing to impress upon him the advantages of the Amazont

“That great stream! 1” Helen would begin, gazing as if
saw a visionary cascade, “I've a good mind to go with
myself, Willoughby—only I can’t. Think of the sunsets
the moonrises—]I believe the colours are unimaginable.

“There are wild peacocks,” Rachel hazarded. |

“And marvellous creatures in the water,” Helen asserted.§,

“One might discover a new reptile,” Rachel continued. §

“There’s certain to be a revolution, I'm told,” Helen urged§

The effect of these subterfuges was a little dashed by Rid
who, after regarding Pepper for some moments, sighed alot
“Poor fellow!” and inwardly speculated upon the unkindne§
of women.

Mr. Pepper stayed, however, in apparent contentment
six days, playing with a microscope and a notebook in one
the many sparsely furnished sitting-rooms, but on the ev
of the seventh day, as they sat at dinner, he appeared me
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subject instead of drawing nearer to it, and she could n
feeling it a relief when William Pepper, with all his knov
his microscope, his note-books, his genuine kindliness an
sense, but a certain dryness of soul, took his departure.
she could not help feeling it sad that friendships shou
thus, although in this case to have the room empty was
thing of a comfort, and she tried to console herself wi
reflection that one never knows how far other people fi
things one would certainly feel in their place.
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the amazing colours of sea and earth. The earth, ins

ing brown, was red, purple, green. ‘“You won’t belie
she added, “there is no colour like it in England.
adopted, indeed, a condescending tone towards that poor
which was now advancing chilly crocuses and nipped
in nooks, in copses, in cosy corners, tended by rosy old
ers in mufflers, who were always touching their hats a1
bing obsequiously. She went on to deride the islander:
selves. Rumours of London all in a ferment over a (
Election had reached them even out here. “It seems i
ble,” she went on, “that people should care whether /
is in or Austen Chamberlain out, and while you screan
selves hoarse about politics you let the only people w
trying for something good starve or simply laugh at
When have you ever encouraged a living artist? Or
his best work? Why are you all so ugly and so servile:
the seryan 4 one as
were equ&.rwf;;:;r’as_m%g_gg aristocra

Perhaps 1 € mention of aristocrats that reminc
of Richard Dalloway and Rachel, for she ran on with th
penful to describe her niece.

“It’s an odd fate that has put me in charge of a gi1
wrote, “considering that I have never got on well with 1
.. or had much to do with them. However, I must retrac
of the things that I have said against them. If they wer
erly educated I don’t see why they shouldn’t be much th
as men—as satisfactory I mean; though, of course, ve
ferent. The question is, how should one educate them
present method seems to me abominable. This girl,
twenty-four, had never heard that men desired wome
until I explained it, did not know how children were bor:
ignorance upon other matters as important” (here Mr
brose’s letter may not be quoted) ... “was compl
seems to me not merely foolish but criminal to bring pe
like that. Let alone the suffering to them, it explait
women are what they are—the wonder is they’re no
I have taken it upon myself to enlighten her, and now,
still a good deal prejudiced and liable to exaggerate,
more or less a reasonable human being. Keeping th
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“We shall never understand !” she sighed.

They had walked some way and it was now night, but
could see a large iron gate a little way farther down the
on their left.

“Do you mean to go right up to the hotel ?”” Helen asked.

Rachel gave the gate a push; it swung open, and, seeing
one about and judging that nothing was private in this co!
they walked straight on. An avenue of trees ran along
road, which was completely straight. The trees suddenly
to an end ; the road turned a corner, and they found them
confronted by a large square building. They had come
upon the board terrace which ran round the hotel and
only a few feet distant from the windows. A row of lot
windows opened almost to the ground. They were all of thef
uncurtained, and all brilliantly lighted, so that they could
everything inside. Each window revealed a different sectiq
of the life of the hotel. They drew into one of the broad
umns of shadow which separated the windows and gazed i
They found themselves just outside the dining-room. It
being swept; a waiter was eating a bunch of grapes with
leg across the corner of a table. Next door was the kitchen
where they were washing up; white cooks were dipping theq
arms into cauldrons, while the waiters made their meal v
raciously off broken meats, sopping up the gravy with bits of
crumb. Moving on, they became lost in a plantation of busheg
and then suddenly found themselves outside the drawing-room,
where the ladies and gentlemen, having dined well, lay back in
deep armchairs, occasionally speaking or turning over the pages
of magazines. A thin woman was flourishing up and down the
piano.

“What is a dahabeeyah, Charles?” the distinct voice of a
widow, seated in an arm-chair by the window, asked her son.

It was the end of the piece, and his answer was lost in the
general clearing of throats and tapping of knees.

“They’re all old in this room,” Rachel whispered.

Creeping on, they found that the next window revealed twc
men in shirt-sleeves playing billiards with two young ladies.

‘“He pinched my arm!” the plump young woman cried, as sh
missed her stroke.
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looked up. The game wenf on for a few minutes, and
then broken up by the approach of a wheeled chair, containi
a voluminous old Jady who paused by the table and said:— !

“Better luck tg-night, Susan?”’

“All the luck’s on our side,” said a young man who until nof
had kept his back turned to the window. He appeared to
rather stout, and had a thick crop of hair.

“Luck, Mr. Hewet?” said his partner, a middle-aged
with spectacles. “I assure you, Mrs. Paley, our success is
soleiy to our brilliant play.” .

. “Unless I go to bed early I get practically no sleep at
Mrs Paley was heard to explain, as if to justify her seizure

-Susan, who got up and proceeded to wheel the chair to
*. door.

“They’ll get some one else to take my place,” she said
fully. But she was wrong. No attempt was made to find
other player, and after the young man had built three stories
a card-house, which fell down, the players strolled off in
ferent directions.

Mr. Hewet turned his full face towards the window.
could see that he had large eyes obscured by glasses; his
plexion was rosy; his lips clean-shaven; and, seen among
dinary people, it appeared to be an interesting face. He
straight towards them, but his eyes were fixed not upon
eavesdroppers but upon a spot where the curtain hung in f

“Asleep ?” he said.

Helen and Rachel started to think that some one had been
sitting near to them unobserved all the time. There were legs
in the shadow. A melancholy voice issued from above them.]

“Two women,” it said. . :

A scuffling was heard on the gravel. The women had fled. i
They did not stop running until they felt certain that no eye
could penetrate the darkness, and the hotel was only a square
shadow in the distance, with red holes regularly cut in its
blankness. :
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have consecrated this hour, and the most majestic of all
mestic actions, to talk of love between-women; but Miss
rington being alone could not talk; she could onfy Took Wit:
extreme solicitude at her own face in the glass. She
her head from side to side, tossing heavy locks now this
now that; and then withdrew a pace or two, and consi
herself seriously.

“I’'m nice-looking,” she determined. “Not pretty—pos
she drew herself up a little. *“Yes—most people would
was handsome.”

She was really wondering what Arthur Venning would
Her feeling about him was decidedly queer. She would
admit to herself that she was in love with him or that
wanted to marry him, yet she spent every minute when she
alone in wondering what he thought of her, and in compari
what they had done to-day with what they had done the
before.

“He didn’t ask me to play, but he certainly followed me i
the hall,” she meditated, summing up the evening. She wa
thirty years of age, and owing to the number of her sisters an
the seclusion of life in a country parsonage had as yet had n
proposal of marriage. The hour of confidences was often
sad one, and she had been known to jump into bed, treatin
her hair unkindly, feeling herself overlooked by life in com
parison with others. She was a big, well-made woman, the re
lying upon her cheeks in patches that were too well define
but her serious anxiety gave her a kind of beauty.

She was just about to pull back the bed-clothes when sh
exclaimed, “Oh, but I’'m forgetting,” and went to her writing
table. A brown volume lay there stamped with the figure ¢
the year. She proceeded to write in the square ugly hand of
mature child, as she wrote daily year after year, keeping th
diaries, though she seldom looked at them.

“a.M.—Talked to Mrs. H. Elliot about country neighbour.
She knows the Manns; also the Selby-Carroways. How sma
the world is! Like her. Read a chapter of Miss Appleby
Adventure to Aunt E. p.Mm.—Played lawn-tennis with M
Perrott and Evelyn M. Don’t like Mr. P. Have a feelin
that he is not ‘quite,’ though clever certainly. Beat them. Dz
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seven, which is nearly thirty, you seem to have drawn no
.clusions. A party of old women excites you still as though
were three.”

Hewet contemplated the angular young man who was n
brushing the rims of his toe-nails into the fireplace in sil
for a moment.

“I respect you, Hirst,” he remarked.

“I envy you—some things,” said Hirst. “One: your ca
ity for not thinking; two: people like you better than they
me. Women like you, I suppose.”

“I wonder whether that isn’t really what matters most ?”sj
Hewet. Lying now flat on the bed he waved his hand in va
circles above him.

“Of course it is,” said Hirst. “But that’s not the difficulty
The difficulty is, isn’t it, to find an appropriate object ?”

“There are no female hens in your circle ?”’ asked Hewet.

“Not the ghost of one,” said Hirst.

Although they had known each other for three years Hir
had never yet heard the true story of Hewet’s loves. In ge
eral conversation it was taken for granted that they were man
but in private the subject was allowed to lapse. The fact th
he had money enough to do no work, and that he had left Car
bridge after two terms owing to a difference with the author
ties, and had then travelled and drifted, made his life stran
at many points where his friends’ lives were much of a piece.

“I don’t see your circles—I don’t see them,” Hewet co
tinued. “I see a thing like a teetotum spinning in and out:
knocking into things—dashing from side to side—collectii
numbers—more and more and more, till the whole place is thi
with them., Round and round they go—out there, over the ri
—out of sight.”

His fingers showed that the waltzing teetotums had spun ov
the edge of the counterpane and fallen off the bed into infini

“Could you contemplate three weeks alone in this hotel
asked Hirst, after a moment’s pause.

Hewet proceeded to think.

“The truth of it is that one never is alone, and one never
in company,” he concluded.

“Meaning ?” said Hirst.






110 THE VOYAGE OUT

or shall we hire a mule? The matrons—there’s Mrs. Paley,
Jovel—share a carriage.”

“That’s where you'll go wrong,” said Hirst. ‘“Putting
gins among matrons.”

“How long should you think that an expedition like
would take, Hirst ?”” asked Hewet.

“From twelve to sixteen hours I should say,” said Hi
“The time usually occupied by a first confinement.”

“It will need considerable organisation,” said Hewet. |
was now padding softly round the room, and stopped to ¢
the books on the table. They lay heaped one upon another

“We shall want some poets too,” he remarked. “Not G
bon ; no; d’you happen to have Modern Love or John Dom
You see, I contemplate pauses when people get tired of look
at the view, and then it would be nice to read something rat
difficult aloud.”

“Mrs. Paley will enjoy herself,” said Hirst.

“Mrs. Paley will enjoy it certainly,” said Hewet. “It’s
of the saddest things I know—the way elderly ladies cease
read poetry. And yet how appropriate this is:

I speak as one who plumbs
Life’s dim profound,

One who at length can sound
Clear views and certain.

But—after love what comes?
A scene that lours,

A few sad vacant hours,
And then, the Curtain.

I daresay Mrs. Paley is the only one of us who can really
derstand that.”

“We’ll ask her,” said Hirst. *“Please, Hewet, if you must
to bed, draw my curtain. Few things distress me more t
the moonlight.”

Hewet retreated, pressing the poems of Thomas Hardy
neath his arm, and in their beds next door to each other t
the young men were soon asleep.

Between the extinction of Hewet’s candle and the rising «
dusky Spanish boy who was the first to survey the desola
of the hotel in the early morning, a few hours of silence in
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“In the old days,” said Mrs. Elliot, “a great many pe«
were. I always pity the poor women so! We’ve got a la
complain of I’ She shook her head. Her eyes wandered ab
the table, and she remarked irrelevantly, “The poor little Qu
of Holland! Newspaper reporters practically, one may ¢
at her bedroom door!”

., “Were you talking of the Queen of Holland ?” said the pl¢
'jnt voice of Miss Allan, who was searching for the thick pa
f The Times among a litter of thin foreign sheets.
( “I always envy any one who lives in such an excessively
country,” she remarked.

“How very strange!” said Mrs. Elliot. “I find a flat co
try so depressing.”

“I’'m afraid you can’t be very happy here then, Miss All:
said Susan.

“On the contrary,” said Miss Allan, “I am exceedingly f
of mountains.” Perceiving The Times at some distance,
moved off to secure it.

“Well, I must find my husband,” said Mrs. Elliot, fidge
away.

“And I must go to my aunt,” said Miss Warrington, and
ing up the duties of the day they moved away.

Whether the flimsiness of foreign sheets and the coarse
of their type is any proof of frivolity and ignorance, ther
no doubt that English people scarcely consider news read t!
as news, any more than a programme bought from a mai
the street on the occasion of a public ceremony inspires ¢
fidence in what it says. A very respectable elderly pair, I
ing inspected the long tables of newspapers, did not thin
worth their while to read more than the headlines.

“The debate on the fifteenth should have reached us
now,” Mrs. Thornbury murmured. Mr. Thornbury, who
beautifully clean and had red rubbed into his handsome w
face like traces of paint on a weather-beaten wooden fig
looked over his glasses and saw that Miss Allan had
Times.

The couple therefore sat themselves down in arm-chairs
waited.

“Ah, there’'s Mr. Hewet,” said Mrs. Thornbury.
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“Oh, but I would give so much to realise the ancient
cried Mrs. Thornbury. “Now that we old people are al
we’re on our second honeymoon,—I am really going to
myself to school again. After all we are founded on the
aren’t we, Mr. Hewet? My soldier son says that there is
a great deal to be learnt from Hannibal. One ought to kn
so much more than one does. Somehow when I read
paper, I begin with the debates first, and, before I've
the door always opens—we’re a very large party at hom
so one never does think enough about the ancients and
they’ve done for us. But you begin at the beginning,
Allan.”

“When I think of the Greeks I think of them as naked
men,” said Miss Allan, “which is quite incorrect, I'm sure.”

“And you, Mr. Hirst ?” said Mrs. Thornbury, perceiving
the gaunt young man was near. “I’'m sure you read
thing.”

“I confine myself to cricket and crime,” said Hirst.
worst of coming from the upper classes,” he continued,
that one’s friends are never killed in railway accidents.”

Mr. Thornbury threw down the paper, and emphaticalk
dropped his eyeglasses. The sheets fell in the middle of th
group, and were eyed by them all.

“It’s not gone well?” asked his wife solicitously. :

Hewet picked up one sheet and read, “A lady was walkin
yesterday in the streets of Westminster when she perceived :
cat in the window of a deserted house. The famished ani
mal_”

“I shall be out of it anyway,” Mr. Thornbury interrupte
peevishly.

“Cats are often forgotten,” Miss Allan remarked.

“Remember, William, the Prime Minister has reserved hi
answer,” said Mrs. Thornbury.

“At the age of eighty, Mr. Joshua Harris of Eeles Parl
Brondesbury, has had a son,” said Hirst.

“, .. The famished animal, which had been noticed t
workmen for some days, was rescued, but—by Jove! it bit tt
man’s hand to pieces!”

“Wild with hunger, I suppose,” commented Miss Allan,

i

[
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as one may call it, of a woman’s life. I, who know what {
to be childless——" she sighed and ceased.

“But we must not be hard,” said Mrs. Thornbury.
conditions are so much changed since I was a young wo

“Surely enaternity does not change,” said Mrs. Elliot.

“In some ways we can learn a great deal from the
said Mrs. Thornbury, “I learn so much from my own
ters.”

“I believe that Hughling really doesn’t mind,” said
Elliot. “But then he has his work.”

“Women without children can do so much for the chi
of others,” observed Mrs. Thornbury gently.

“I sketch a great deal,” said Mrs. Elliot, “but that isn’t
an occupation. It’s so disconcerting to find girls just
ning doing better than one does oneself! And nature’s
cult—very difficult !”

“Are there not institutions—clubs—that you could
asked Mrs. Thornbury.

“They are so exhausting,” said Mrs. Elliot. “I look
because of my colour; but I'm not; the youngest of el
never is.”

“If the mother is careful before,” said Mrs. Thornbury | i
dicially, “there is no reason why the size of the family s
make any difference. And there is no training like the
ing that brothers and sisters give each other. I am sure
that. I have seen it with my own children. My eldest
Ralph, for instance——"

But Mrs. Elliot was inattentive to the elder lady’s expeu
ence, and her eyes wandered about the hall.

“My mother had two miscarriages, I know,” she said
denly. “The first because she met one of those great danci
bears—they shouldn’t be allowed; the other—it was a ho
story—our cook had a child and there was a dinner
So I put my dyspepsia down to that.”

“And a miscarriage is so much worse than a confinement,
Mrs. Thornbury murmured absent-mindedly, adjusting he
spectacles and picking up The Times. Mrs. Elliot rose ai
fluttered away. :

When she had heard what one of the million voices speakit
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and the peculiarities of her fellow-beings. She was sez
a small table with Susan.

“I shouldn’t like to say what she is!” she chuckled, st
ing a tall woman dressed conspicuously in white, with g
in the hollows of her cheeks, who was always late, and
ways attended by a shabby female follower, at which remfii’
Susan blushed, and wondered why her aunt said such thi

Lunch went on methodically, until each of the seven cot
was left in fragments and the fruit was merely a toy,
peeled and sliced as a child destroys a daisy, petal by p
The food served as an extinguisher upon any faint flame}
the human spirit that might survive the midday heat, but St
sat in her room afterwards, turning over and over the deli
ful fact that Mr. Vennig had come to her in the garden,
had sat there quite half an hour while she read aloud to
aunt. Men and women sought different corners where f
could lie unobserved, and from two to four it might be gk
without exaggeration that the hotel was inhabited by bod
without souls. Disastrous would have beén-the_result ij
fire or a death had suddenly demanded something heroic @
human nature, but by a merciful dispensation, tragedies collf
in the hungry hours. Towards four o’cleck ttie human sp
again began to lick the body, as a flame licks a black prom
tory of coal. Mrs. Paley felt it unseemly to open her toothk
jaw so widely, though there was no one near, and Mrs.
surveyed her round flushed face anxiously in the looking-g

Half an hour later, having removed the traces of sleep, t
met each other in the hall, and Mrs. Paley observed that
was going to have her tea. ,

“You like your tea too, don’t you?’ she said, and invi
Mrs. Elliot, whose husband was still out, to join her at
special table which she had placed for her under a tree.

“A little silver goes a long way in this country,”
chuckled.

She sent Susan back to fetch another cup.

“They have such excellent biscuits here,” she said, conte
plating a plateful. “Not sweet biscuits, which I don’t like
dry biscuits, . . . Have you been sketching >

“Oh, I've done two or three Wtle davbs?” s2d Mrs. Elli

= e o -
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such an air of being clever he probably wasn’t as c
Arthur, in the ways that really matter.

“Wasn’t it Wilde who discovered the fact that
makes no allowance for hip-bones?’ enquired Hughling
liot. He knew by this time exactly what scholarships
distinctions Hirst enjoyed, and had formed a very high
ion of his capacities.

But Hirst merely drew his lips together very ti
made no reply.

Ridley conjectured that it was now permissible for
take his leave. Politeness required him to thank Mrs.:
for his tea, and to add, with a wave of his hand, “You
come up and see us.”

The wave included both Hirst and Hewet, and H
swered, “I should like it immensely.”

The party broke up, and Susan, who had never fe
happy in her life, was just about to start for her walk i
town with’ Arthur, when Mrs. Paley beckoned her back: |
could not understand from the book how Double Demdn:
tience is played; and suggested that if they sat down.
worked it out together it would fill up the time nicely
dinner.
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and then it would be Meredith’s turn and she became Iji::
of the Crossways. But Helen was aware that it was
acting, and that some sort of change was taking place #
human being.

During the three months she had been here she had
up considerably, as Helen meant she should, for time
interminable walks round sheltered gardens, and the
hold gossip of her aunts. But Mrs. Ambrose would
been the first to disclaim any influence, or indeed any
that to influence was within her power. She saw her less
and less serious, which was all to the good, and the violent
and the interminable mazes which had led to that result
usually not even guessed at by her. Talk was the medici
trusted to, talk about everything, talk that was free,
ed, and as cand:d as a habit of talking with men made
in her own case. Nor did she encourage those habits off
selfishness and amiability founded upon insincerity whi
put at so high a value in mixed households of men
women. She desired that Rachel should think, and for
reason offered books and discouraged too entire a depen
upon Bach and Beethoven and Wagner. But when Mrs. 4
brose would have suggested Defoe, Maupassant,:or some
cious chronicle of family life, Rachel chose modern
books in shiny yellow covers, books with a great deal of
ing on the back, which were tokens in her aunts’ eyesf§.
harsh wrangling and disputes about facts which had no
importance as the moderns claimed for them. But she &
not interfere. Rachel read what she chose, reading with §&
curious literalness of one to whom written sentences are @
familiar, and handling words as though they were made
wood, separately of great importance, and possessed
shapes like tables or chairs. In this way she came to
clusions, which had to be remodelled according to the ad
tures of the day, and were indeed recast as liberally as
one could desire, leaving always a small grain of belief
hind them. .

The morning was hot, and the exercise of reading left
mind contracting and expanding like the mainspring o
clock. The sounds in the garden outside joined with

v G Rt






126 THE VOYAGE OUT

Rachel read the words aloud to make herself belie
them. For the same reason she put her hand on H
shoulder.

*“Books—books—books,” said Helen, in her absent-m
way. “More new books—I wonder what you fir
them. . . .”

For the second time Rachel read the letter, but to hesf
This time, instead of seeming vague as ghosts, each
was astonishingly prominent; they came out as the tog
mountains come through a mist. Fnday—-elwen—th' ‘
Vinrace. The blood began to run in her veins; she felt
eyes brighten. j

“We must go,” she said, rather surprising Helen b
decision. “We must certainly go”—such was the rehe
finding that things still happened, and indeed they appe
the brighter for the mist surrounding them.

“Monte Rosa—that’s the mountain over there, isn’t
said Helen; “but Hewet—who’s he? One of the young
Ridley met, I suppose. Shall I say yes, then? It ms
dreadfully dull” .

She took the letter back and went, for the messenger
waiting for her answer.

The party which had been suggested a few nights
Mr. Hirst’s bedroom had taken shape and was the sot
of great satisfaction to Mr. Hewet, who had seldom used f§
practical abilities, and was pleased to find them equal to
strain. His invitations had been universally accepted, wk
was the more encouraging as they had been issued ags
Hirst’s advice to people who were very dull, not at all sufl
to each other, and sure not to come.

“Undoubtedly,” he said, as he twirled and untwirled a
signed Helen Ambrose, “the gifts needed to make a
commander have been absurdly overrated. About half
intellectual effort which is needed to review a book of mod
poetry has enabled me to get together seven or eight peofl
of opposite sexes, at the same spot at the same hour on §
same day. What else is generalship, Hirst? What more @
Wellington do on the field of Waterloo? 1It’s like counting
number of pebbles of a path, tedious but not difficult.”
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mer= vis 3 Zlittering line upon the rim where it met thef
“~¢ 1.r w1s very clear and silent save for the sharp nois§
~<ssovriess and the hum of bees, which sounded lonff
e 21~ s they shot past and vanished. The party halted§ "
. ~r 1 @me in a quarry on the hillside. 1.
- vrasingly clear,” exclaimed St. John, identifying oned
o - ad after another. i
<.eive M. sat beside him, propping her chin on her
¢ woveved the view with a certain look of triumph. §-
" i~y think Garibaldi was ever up here?’ she asked §
svise. Oh, if she had been his bride! If, instead of a pilf’
w.-v. this was a party of patriots, and she, red-shirted §
we e, had lain among grim men, flat on the turf, ai
wv gutt at the white turrets beneath them, screening her
v merce through the smoke! So thinking, her foot sti
e~ie~dly, and she exclaimed:
¢ Jon't call this life, do you?” :
~\vhat do you call life?” said St. John. “1
dood

*& ghting—revolution,” she said, still gazing at the
v “You only care for books, I know.”
v ou're quite wrong,” said St. John.
\plain,” she urged, for there were no guns to be ai
« \nlies, and she turned to another kind of warfare.
‘What do I care for? People,” he said.
‘Well, T am surprised!” she exclaimed. “You look
by serious. Do let’s be friends and tell each other
w e ke I hate being cautious, don’t you?” H
wut Nt. John was decidedly cautious, as she could see
o suhlen constriction of his lips, and had no intention
wwiny his soul to a young lady. ,
«the ass is eating my hat,” he remarked, and stretched
- R instead of answering her. Evelyn blushed very sli
;‘j «hen turned with some impetuosity upon Mr. Perrott,
Qﬁ“ they mounted again it was Mr. Perrott who lifted her
aat.
‘\:?;m one has laid the eggs one eats the omelette,”
W Elliot, exquisitely in French, a hint to the rest

that it was time to ride on again. _
‘ midday sun which Hirst had foretold was beginnil
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rather chilling. They felt themselves very small am
some time no one said anything. Then Evelyn excla
“Splendid!” She took hold of the hand that was next
it chanced to be Miss Allan’s hand.

“North—South—East—West,” said Miss Allan, je
her head slightly towards the points of the compass.

Hewet, who had gone a little in front, looked up :
guests as if to justify himself for having brought them.
observed how strangely the people standing in a row
their figures bent slightly forward and their clothes pla
by the wind to the shape of their bodies resembled 1
statues. On their pedestal of earth they looked unfa
and noble, but in another moment they had broken
rank, and he had to see to the laying out of food.
came to his help, and they handed packets of chicke
bread from one to another. .

As St. John gave Helen her packet she looked him f
the face and said:

“Do you remember—two women ?”

He looked at her sharply.

“I do,” he answered.

“So you’re the two women!” Hewet exclaimed, lo
from Helen to Rachel.

“Your lights tempted us,” said Helen. “We watche
playing cards, but we never knew that we were
watched.”

“It was like a thing in a play,” Rachel added.

“And Hirst couldn’t describe you,” said Hewet.

It was certainly odd to have seen Helen and to find nc
to say about her.

Hughling Elliot put up his eyeglass and grasped the
tion.

“I don’t know anything more dreadful,” he said, p
at the joint of a chicken’s leg, “than being seen whe
isn’t conscious of it. One feels sure one has been ¢
doing something ridiculous—looking at one’s tongue
hansom, for instance.”

Now the others ceased to look at the view, and dr:
together sat down in a circle round the baskets.
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“They will not sting, but they may infest the vi
said Miss Allan, and measures were taken at once to
the ants from their course. At Hewet’s suggestion i
decided to adopt the methods of modern warfare
an invading army. The table-cloth represented the i
country, and round it they built barricades of baskets,
the wine bottles in a rampart, made fortifications of
and dug fosses of salt. When an ant got through it}
exposed to a fire of bread-crumbs, until Susan pron
that that was cruel, and rewarded those brave spirits
spoil in the shape of tongue. Playing this game they lost
stiffness, and even became unusually daring, for Mr. P
who was very shy, said, “Permit me,” and removed an
from Evelyn’s neck.

“It would be no laughing matter really,” said Mrs. H
confidentially to Mrs. Thornbury, “if an ant did get betw
the vest and the skin.” ;

The noise grew suddenly more clamorous, for it was {
covered that a long line of ants had found their way on
the table-cloth by a back entrance, and if success could
gauged by noise, Hewet had every reason to think his pa
a success. Nevertheless he became, for no reason at all, p
foundly depressed.

“They are not satisfactory; they are ignoble,” he thouj
surveying his guests from a little distance, where he 1
gathering together the plates. He glanced at them all, sto
ing and swaying and gesticulating round the table-ck
Amiable and modest, respectable in many ways, lovable ¢
in their contentment and desire to be kind, how mediocre t
all were, and capable of what insipid cruelty to one anott
There was Mrs. Thornbury, sweet but trivial in her matel
egoism; Mrs. Elliot, perpetually complaining of her lot;
husband a mere pea in a pod; and Susan—she had no ¢
and counted neither one way nor the other; Venning wa:
honest and as brutal as a schoolboy; poor old Thornt
merely trod his round like a horse in a mill; and the less
examined into Evelyn’s character the better, he suspec
Yet these were the people with money, and to them ra
than to others was given the management of the world.







CHAPTER XI

NE after another they rose and stretched themselves,

in a few minutes divided more or less into two s
parties. One of these parties was dominated by Hug
Elliot and Mrs. Thornbury, who, having both read the
books and considered the same questions, were now anxi
to name the places beneath them and to hang upon §
stores of information about navies and armies, .
parties, natives and mineral products—all of which combi
they said, to prove that South America was the country
the future.

Evelyn M. listened with her bright blue eyes fixed ¢
the oracles. :

“How it makes one long to be a man!” she exclaimed.

Mr. Perrott answered, surveying the plain, that a coun
with a future was a very fine thing. \

“If I were you,” said Evelyn, turning to him and draw}
her glove vehemently through her fingers, “I'd raise a t
and conquer some great territory and make it splendid. Ye
want women for that. I'd love to start life from the
beginning as it ought to be—nothing squalid—but great h:
and gardens and splendid men and women. But yo
only like Law Courts!”

“And would you really be content without pretty frod
and sweets and all the things young ladies like?” asked M
Perrott, concealing a certain amount of pain beneath by
ironical manner. \

“I’'m not a young lady,” Evelyn flashed; she bit her undeg
lip. “Just because I like splendid things you laugh at m
Why are there no men like Garibaldi now ?”’ she demanded.

“Look here,” said Mr. Perrott, “you don’t give me
chance. You think we ought to begin things fresh. ol
But I don’t see precisely—conquer a territory? They’re alfi
conquered already, aren’t they ?”

136
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1 expect he’s awfully nice, really,” she added, insti
qualifying what might have seemed an unkind remark.

“Hirst? Oh, he’s one of these learned chaps,” said
indifferently. “He don’t look as if he enjoyed it
should hear him talking to Elliot. It’s as much as I can
follow ’em at all. . . . I was never good at my books.”

With these sentences and the pauses that came
them they reached a little hillock, on the top of which g
several slim trees.

“D’you mind if we sit down here?’ said Arthur, I
about him. “It’s jolly in the shade—and the view—"
sat down, and looked straight ahead of them in silence
some time.

“But I do envy those clever chaps sometimes,” Arthur §
marked. “I don’t suppose they ever . . .” He did not
his sentence.

“I can’t see why you should envy them,” said Susan,
great sincerity.

“Odd things happen to one,” said Arthur. “One goes
smoothly enough, one thing following another, and it’s
very jolly and plain sailing, and you think you know
about it, and suddenly one doesn’t know where one is a
and everything seems different from what it used to
Now to-day, coming up that path, riding behind you,
seemed to see everything as if—" he paused and pluck
piece of grass up by the roots. He scattered the little |
of earth which were sticking to the roots—“As if it
kind of meaning. You've made the difference to me,”
jerked out, “I don’t see why I shouldn’t tell you. I've
it ever since I knew you. . . . It’s because I love you.”

Even while they had been saying commonplace
Susan had been conscious of the excitement of inﬁmﬁ
which seemed not only to lay bare something in her, but
" the trees and the sky, and the progress of his speech whic
seemed inevitable was positively painful to her, for no huma
being had ever come so close to her before.

She was struck motionless as his speech went on, and h
heart gave great separate leaps at the last words. She s
with her fingers curled round a stone, looking straight :
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would live in London, perhaps have a cottage in the
near Susan’s family, for they would find it strange
her at first. Her mind, stunned to begin with, now
the various changes that her engagement would maki
delightful it would be to join the ranks of the married
—no longer to hang on to groups of girls much
than herself—to escape the long solitude of an old
life. Now and then her amazing good fortune overcame
and she turned to Arthur with an exclamation of love.

They lay in each other’s arms and had no notion that t
were observed. Yet two figures suddenly appeared among
trees above them.

“Here’s shade,” began Hewet, when Rachel su
stopped dead. They saw a man and woman lying on
ground beneath them, rolling slightly this way and that

"the embrace tightened and slackened. The man then sat
right and the woman, who now appeared to be Susan Wi
rington, lay back upon the ground, with her eyes shut
an absorbed look upon her face, as though she were not

gether conscious. Nor could you tell from her expressi
whether she was happy, or had suffered something.

Arthur again turned to her, butting her as a lamb butts
ewe, Hewet and Rachel retreated without a word. H
felt uncomfortably shy. ,

“I don't like that,” said Rachel after a moment. !

“I can remember not liking it either,” said Hewet. “I ca
remember—" but he changed his mind and continued in &
ordinary tone of voice, “Well, we may take it for granted tha
they’re engaged. D’you think he’ll ever fly, or will she pt
a stop to that?”

But Rachel was still agitated ; she could not get away frot
the sight they had just seen. Instead of answering Hewt
she persisted :

“Love’s an odd thing, isn’t it, making one’s heart beat.”

“It’s so enormously important, you see,” Hewet replie
“Their lives are now changed for ever.”

“And it makes one sorry for them too,” Rachel continue
as though she were tracing the course of her feelings.

.
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Northamptonshire, never seeing a soul. Have you
aunts?”

“I live with them,” said Rachel.

“And I wonder what they’re doing now ?” Hewet enqui
“They are probably buying wool,” Rachel determined.
tried to describe them. “They are small, rather pale wom
she began, “very clean. We live in Richmond. They ]
an old dog, too, who will only eat the marrow out of be
... They are always going to church. They tidy t
idrawers a good deal.” But here she was overcome by

“difficulty of describing people.

“It’s impossible to believe that it's all going on still!”
exclaimed.

The sun was behind them and two long shadows sudd
lay upon the ground in front of them, one waving bec
it was made by a skirt, and the other stationary, bec
thrown by a pair of legs in trousers.

“You look very comfortable!” said Helen’s voice a
them.

“Hirst,” said Hewet, pointing at the scissor-like shac
he then rolled round to look up at them.

“There’s room for us all here,” he said.

When Hirst had seated himself comfortably, he said:

“Did you congratulate the young couple?”

It appeared that, coming to the same spot a few mit
after Hewet and Rachel, Helen and Hirst had seen prec
the same thing.

“No, we didn’t congratulate them,” said Hewet.
seemed very happy.” '

“Well,” said Hirst, pursing up his lips, “so long as I ne
marry either of them——"

“We were very much moved,” said Hewet.

“I thought you would be,” said Hirst. “Which wi
Monk? The thought of the immortal passions, or
thought of new-born males to keep the Roman Catholics
I assure you,” he said to Helen, “he’s capable of being n
by either.”

Rachel was a good deal stung by his banter, which sh

{4
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He died when I was ten in the hunting field. I can remn1
his body coming home, on a shutter I suppose, just as I'
going down to tea, and noticing that there was jam forl
and wondering whether I should be allowed——"

“Yes; but keep to the facts,” Hirst put in.

“I was educated at Winchester and Cambridge, whic
had to leave after a time. I have done a good many th
since—"

“Profession ?”’

“None—at |

“Tastes ?”’

“Literary. I'm writing a novel.”

“Brothers and sisters ?’

“Three sisters, no brother, and a mother.”

“Is that all we’re to hear about you?”’ said Helen.
stated that she was very old—forty last October, and
father had been a solicitor in the city who had gone bs
rupt, for which reason she had never had much educatio
they lived in one place after another—but an elder brot
used to lend her books.

“If I were to tell you everything——" she stopped :
smiled. “It would take too long,” she concluded. “I man
when I was thirty, and I have two children. My husbanc
a scholar. And now—it’s your turn,” she nodded at Hir

“You’ve left out a great deal,” he reproved her. “My ni
is St. John Alaric Hirst,” he began in a jaunty tone of vc
“I’'m twenty-four years old. I’'m the son of the Rever
Sidney Hirst, vicar of Great Wappyng in Norfolk. Ol
got scholarships everywhere—Westminster—King’s.
now a fellow of King’s. Don’t it sound dreary? Par
both alive (alas). Two brothers and one sister. I'm a-
distinguished young man,” he added.

“One of the three, or is it five, most distinguished me
England,” Hewet remarked.

“Quite correct,” said Hirst.

“That’s all very interesting,” said Helen after a p:
“But of course we've left out the only questions that m:
For instance, are we Christians?”

“I am not,” “I am not,” both the young men replied.
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shadow they sat in the sun, which was still hot enoughfll"
paint their faces red and yellow, and to colour great
of the earth beneath them.

“There’s nothing half so nice as tea!” said Mrs.
bury, taking her cup.

“Nothing,” said Helen. “Can’t you remember as a
chopping up hay—" she spoke much more quickly than
and kept her eye fixed upon Mrs. Thornbury, “and preten
it was tea, and getting scolded by the nurses—why I
imagine, except that nurses are such brutes, won't allow
per instead of salt though there’s no earthly harm in
Weren’t your nurses just the same?”

During this speech Susan came into the group, and
down by Helen’s side. A few minutes later Mr. V
strolled up from the opposite direction. He was a ki
flushed, and in the mood to answer hilariously whatever
said to him.

“What have you been doing to that old chap’s grave?”
asked, pointing to the red flag which floated from the
of the stones.

“We have tried to make him forget his misfortune in
ing died three hundred years ago,” said Mr. Perrott.

“It would be awful—to be dead!” ejaculated Evelyn M.

“To be dead?” said Hewet. “I don’t think it would by
awful. It’s quite easy to imagine. When you go to bed tos
night fold your hands so—breathe slower and slower— ;"
lay back with his hands clasped upon his breast, and his eyes
shut, “Now,” he murmured in an even, monotonous voice,
shall never, never, never move again.” His body, lying flat
among them, did for a moment suggest death.

“This is a horrible exhibition, Mr. Hewet!’ cried Mrs,
Thornbury.

“More cake for us!” said Arthur.

“I assure you there’s nothing horrible about it,” said Hewet,
sitting up and laying hands upon the cake.

“It’s so natural,” he repeated. “People with children
should make them do that exercise every night. . . . Not thal
I look forward to being dead.”

“And when you allude to a grave,” said Mr. Tharnbury
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same people. They looked one another up and down
new interest. But they could do no more than look at
other, for there was no time to enjoy the fruits of the
covery. The donkeys were advancing, and it was advi
to begin the descent immediately, for the night fell so qu
that it would be dark before they were home again.

Accordingly, remounting in order, they filed off down
hillside. Scraps of talk came floating back from one tc
other. There were jokes to begin with, and laughter; :
walked part of the way, and picked flowers, and sent st
bounding before them.

“Who writes the best Latin verse in your college, Hi1
Mr. Elliot called back incongruously, and Mr. Hirst retu
that he had no idea.

The dusk fell as suddenly as the natives had warned t
the hollows of the mountain on either side filling up
darkness and the path becoming so dim that it was surpr
to hear the donkeys’ hooves still striking on hard rock.
lence fell upon one, and then upon another, until they
all silent, their minds spilling out into the deep blue air.
way seemed shorter in the dark than in the day; and
the lights of the town were seen on the flat far ber
them.

Suddenly some one cried, “Ah!”

In a moment the slow yellow drop rose again from the
below; it rose, paused, opened like a flower, and fell
shower of drops.

“Fireworks,” they cried.

Another went up more quickly ; and then another ; they «
almost hear it twist and roar.

“Some Saint’s day, I suppose,” said a voice.

The rush and embrace of the rockets as they soare
into the air seemed like the fiery way in which lovers sud
rose and united, leaving the crowd gazing up at them
strained white faces. But Susan and Arthur, riding dow
hill, never said a word to each other, and kept accu
apart.

Then the fireworks became erratic, and soon they ¢
altogether, and the rest of the journey was made alm
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CHAPTER XII i

HEN Susan’s engagement had been approved at ho1
and made public to any one who took an interest in)
at the hotel—and by this time the society at the hotel w
divided so as to point to invisible chalk-marks such as
Hirst had described, the news was felt to justify some
bration—an expedition? That had been done already. '
dance then. The advantage of a dance was that it abolis!
one of those long evenings which were apt to become tedi
and lead to absurdly early hours in spite of bridge.

Two or three people standing under the erect body of ¢
stuffed leopard in the hall very soon had the matter deci
Evelyn slid a pace or two this way and that, and prono
that the floor was excellent. Signor Rodriguez informed
of an old Spaniard who fiddled at weddings—fiddled so j
to make a tortoise waltz; and his daughter, although d
dowed with eyes as black as coal-scuttles, had the
power over the piano. If there were any so sick or so suf
as to prefer sedentary occupations on the night in questit
to spinning and watching others spin, the drawing-room at
billiard-room were theirs. Hewet made it his business -
conciliate the outsiders as much as possible. To Hirst’s theo!
of the invisible chalk-marks he would pay no attention wha
ever. He was treated to a snub or two, but, in reward, fou
obscure lonely gentlemen delighted to have this opportunity (
talking to their kind, and the lady of doubtful charact
showed every symptom of confiding her case to him in t
near future. Indeed it was made quite obvious to him th
the two or three hours between dinner and bed contained :
amount of unhappiness, which was really pitiable, since
many people had not succeeded in making friends.

It was settled that the dance was to be on Friday, o
week after the engagement, and at dinner Hewet declar
himself satisfied.

150
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ping their instruments, and the violin was repeating 2
and again a note struck upon the piano. Everything was nt
to begin.

After a few minutes’ pause, the father, the daughter,
the son-in-law who played the horn flourished with one
cord. Like the rats who followed the piper, heads insta
appeared in the doorway. There was another flourish;
then the trio dashed spontaneously into the triumphant sw
of the waltz. It was as though the room were instantly flo
with water. After a moment’s hesitation first one cou
then another, leapt into mid-stream, and went round :
round in the eddies. The rhythmic swish of the dam
sounded like a swirling pool. By degrees the room grew |
ceptibly hotter. The smell of kid gloves mingled with
strong scent of flowers. The eddies seemed to circle fa
and faster, until the music wrought itself into a crash, cea:
and the circles were smashed into little separate bits. '
couples struck off in different directions, leaving a thin
of elderly people stuck fast to the walls, and here and tt
a piece of trimming or a handkerchief or a flower lay u
the floor. There was a pause, and then the music stat
again, the eddies whirled, the couples circled round in th
until there was a crash, and the circles were broken up i
separate bits.

When this had happened about five times, Hirst, who I
against a window-frame, like some singular gargoyle, |
ceived that Helen Ambrose and Rachel stood in the doorv
The crowd was such that they could not move, but he re
nised them by a piece of Helen’s shoulder and a glimpse
Rachel’s head turning round. He made his way to th
they greeted him with relief.

“We are suffering the tortures of the damned,” .
Helen.

“This is my idea of hell,” said Rachel.

Her eyes were bright and she looked bewildered.

Hewet and Miss Allan, who had been waltzing somev
laboriously, paused and greeted the new-comers.

“This is nice,” said Hewet. “But where is Mr. Ambro.

“Pindar,” said Helen. “May a married woman who
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pingley were again silent. Rachel was wondering whether
arught her also nice-looking; St. John was considering
phmense difficulty of talking to girls who had no experi

_-"of life. Rachel had obviously never thought or felt or
anything, and she might be intelligent or she might be just
all the rest. But Hewet’s taunt rankled in his mind—"
don’t know how to get on with women,” and he was d
mined to profit by this opportunity. Her evening-clothes f
stowed on her just that degree of unreality and distincti
which made it romantic to speak to her, and stirred a desl
to talk, which irritated him because he did not know how{
begin. He glanced at her, and she seemed to him very remo|
and inexplicable, very young and chaste. He drew a sig
and began.

“About books now. What have you read? Just Shah
speare and the Bible ?”

“l haven’t read many classics,” Rachel stated. She w
slightly annoyed by his jaunty and rather unnatural mannq
while his masculine acquirements induced her to take a vet
modest view of her own powers.

“D’you mean to tell me you've reached the age of twent
four without reading Gibbon?” he demanded.

“Yes, I have,” she answered.

“Mon Dieu!” he exclaimed, throwing out his hands. “Yo
must begin to-morrow. I shall send you my copy. What
want to know is——" he looked at her critically. “You st
the problem is, can one really talk to you? Have you got
mind, or are you like the rest of your sex? You seem'
me absurdly young compared with men of your age.

Rachel looked at him but said nothing.

“About Gibbon,” he continued. “D’you think you'll be al
to appreciate him? He’s the test, of course. It’s awfully di
cult to tell about women,” he continued, “how much, I me;
is due to lack of training, and how much is native incapaci
I don’t see myse]f why you shouldn’t understand—only
suppose you've led an absurd life until now—you've j
walked in a crocodile, I suppose, with your hair down yc
back.”

The music was again beginning. Hirst’s eye wande:
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“Please explain to me,” he said. “I feel sure Hirst di
mean to hurt you.”

When Rachel tried to explain, she found it very diffi
She could not say that she found the vision of herself w
ing in a crocodile with her hair down her back peculi
unjust and horrible, nor could she explain why Hirst’s
sumption of the superiority of his nature and experience
seemed to her not only galling but terrible—as if a gate
clanged in her face. Pacing up and down the terrace be
Hewet she said bitterly:

“It’s no good; we should live separate; we cannot un
stand each other; we only bring out what’s worst.”

Hewet brushed aside her generalisations as to the nat
of the two sexes, for such generalisations bored him
seemed to him generally untrue. But, knowing Hirst,
guessed fairly accurately what had happened, and, tho
secretly much amused, was determined that Rachel should
store the incident away in her mind to take its place in
view she had of life.

“Now you’ll hate him,” he said, “which is wrong. Poor
Hirst—he can’t help his method. And really, Miss Vinrace
was doing his best; he was paying you a compliment—he
trying—he was trying——"" he could not finish for the laug
that overcame him,

Rachel veered round suddenly and laughed out too.
saw that there was something ridiculous about Hirst, and"
haps about herself.

“It’s his way of making friends, I suppose,” she laug
“Well—I shall do my part. I shall begin—‘Ugly in body,
pulsive in mind as you are, Mr. Hirst——""

“Hear, hear!” cried Hewet. “That’s the way to treat !
You see, Miss Vinrace, you must make allowances for H
He’s lived all his life in front of a looking-glass, in a beau
panelled room, hung with Japanese prints and lovely old ct
and tables, just one splash of colour, you know, in the 1
place,—between the windows I think it is,—and there he
hour after hour with his toes on the fender, talking about
losophy and God and his liver and his heart and the hear
his friends. They'’re all brokegp You can’t expect his
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‘s, handkerchiefs, and brooches deposited in their 1aps1
meshed maidens. Occasionally they exchanged comments.

. “Miss Warrington does look happy,” said Mrs. Elliot; thl
~oth smiled ; they both sighed.

_7 “He has a great deal of character,” said Mrs. Thombux‘
alluding to Arthur.

“And character is what one wants,” said Mrs. Elliot. “Nd
that young man is clever enough,” she added, nodding at Hn'i
who came past with Miss Allan on his arm.

“He does not look strong,” said Mrs. Thornbury. “Hi
complexion is not good.—Shall I tear it off ?” she asked, f¢
Rachel had stopped, conscious of a long strip trailing behi
her.

“I hope you are enjoying yourselves?” Hewet asked t
ladies.

“This is a very familiar position for me!” smiled Mr
Thornbury. “I have brought out five daughters—and they
loved dancing! You love it too, Miss Vinrace?”’ she aske
looking at Rachel with maternal eyes. “I know I did when
was your age. How I used to beg my mother to let me stay-
and now I sympathise with the poor mothers—but I sympathit
with the daughters too!”

She smiled sympathetically, and at the same time lookt
rather keenly at Rachel,

“They seem to find a great deal to say to each other,” sa
Mrs. Elliot, looking significantly at the backs of the couple:
they turned away. “Did you notice at the picnic? He w
the only person who could make her utter.”

“Her father is a very interesting man,” said Mrs. Thornbu
“He has one of the largest shipping businesses in Hull. 1
made a very able reply, you remember, to Mr. Asquith at 1
last election. It is so interesting to find that a man of his ¢
perience is a strong Protectionist.”

She would have liked to discuss politics, which interested |
more than personalities, but Mrs. Elliot would only talk ab
the Empire in a less abstract form.

“I hear there are dreadful accounts from England about
rats,” she said. “A sister-in-law, who lives at Norwich, t

me it has been quite unsafe to order poultry. The vplagu
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Mrs. Elliot. But Helen saw her partner coming and ros
the moon rises. She was half round the room before they
their eyes off her, for they could not help admiring her,
though they thought it a little odd that a woman of her
should enjoy dancing.

Directly Helen was left alone for a minute she was joined
St. John Hirst, who had been watching for an opportunity@.
“Should you mind sitting out with me?” he asked.
quite incapable of dancing.” He piloted Helen to a co
which was supplied with two arm-chairs, and thus enjoyed
advantage of semi-privacy. They sat down, and for a f
minutes Helen was too much under the influence of dancin|
speak.

“Astonishing !” she exclaimed at last. ‘“What sort of sh
can she think her body is?” This remark was called fo
-by a lady who came past them, waddling rather than wa
and leaning on the arm of a stout man with globular grg
eyes set in a fat white face, Some support was necessary, §
she was very stout, and so compr&ssed that the upper part
her body hung consnderably in advance of her feet, which co
only trip in tiny steps, owing to the tightness of the skirt rot
her ankles. The dress itself consisted of a small piece of shi
yellow satin, adorned here and there indiscriminately
round shields of blue and green beads made to imitate the
of a peacock’s breast. On the summit of a frothy castle
hair a purple plume stood erect, while her short neck was &
circled by a black velvet ribbon knobbed with gems, and gold4
bracelets were tightly wedged into the flesh of her fat glove
arms. She had the face of an impertinent but jolly little pi
mottled red under a dusting of powder.

St. John could not join in Helen’s laughter.

“It makes me sick,” he declared. “The whole thing make
me sick. . . . Consider the minds of those people—their fet}
ings. Don’t you agree?”

“I always make a vow never to go to another party of af
description,” Helen replied, “and I always break it.”

She leant back in her chair and looked laughingly at thé
young man. She could see that he was genuinely cross, if ﬂ
the same time slightly excited.
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“Not in the least,” said Helen. “I like it very much.”

“You can’t think,” he exclaimed, speaking almost with
tion, “what a difference it makes finding some one to tal
Directly I saw you I felt you might possibly understand]
I'm very fond of Hewet, but he hasn’t the remotest idea §
I'm like. You’re the only woman I’ve ever met who s
to have the faintest conception of what I mean when I
thing.”

The next dance was beginning ; it was the Barcarolle o
Hoffman, which made Helen beat her toe in time to it ; buk
felt that after such a compliment it was impossible to g
and go, and, besides being amused, she was really flatts

_and the honesty of his conceit attracted her. She suspe
that he was not happy, and was sufficiently feminine to
to receive confidences.

“I’'m very old,” she sighed.

“The odd thing is that I don’t find you old at all,” he
“T feel as though we were exactly the same age. Moreove
here he hesitated, but took courage from a glance at her i
“I feel as if I could talk quite plainly to you as one doesq.
a man—about the relations between the sexes, about . §
and . . ” .

In spite of his certainty a slight redness came into his
as he spoke the last two words. ¥

She reassured him at once by the laugh with which she ¢
claimed, “I should hope so!”

He looked at her with real cordiality, and the lines whif
were drawn about his nose and lips slackened for the first tin§'

“Thank God!” he exclaimed. “Now we can behave Iif§
civilised human beings.” ,

Certainly a barrier which usually stands fast had fallen, 2
it was possible to speak of matters which are generally o
alluded to between men and women when doctors are prese
or the shadow of death. In five minutes he was telling
the history of his life. It was long, for it was full of extremel
elaborate incidents, which led on to a discussion of the pri
ciples on which morality is founded, and thus to several ve
interesting matters, which even in this ballroom had to be di
cussed in a whisper, lest one of the pouter pigeon ladies d
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of life, I think—d’you see what I mean? What really g
what people feel, although they generally try to h
There’s nothing to be frightened at. It’s so much mor
tiful than the pretences—always more interesting—alw:
ter, I should say, than that kind of thing.”

She nodded her head at a table near them, where tv
and two young men were chaffing each other very loud
carrying on an arch insinuating dialogue, sprinkled w
dearments, about, it seemed, a pair of stockings or a
legs. One of the girls was flirting a fan and pretendin
shocked, and the sight was very unpleasant, partly bec
was obvious that the girls were secretly hostile to each «

“In my old age, however,” Helen sighed, “I’'m cor
think that it doesn’t much matter in the long run wl
does: people always go their own way—nothing will e
fluence them.” She nodded her head at the supper part

But St. John did not agree. He said that he thou;
could really make a great deal of difference by one’s ¢
view, books and so on, and added that few things at tt
ent time mattered more than the enlightenment of wome
sometimes thought that almost everything was due to
tion.

In the ballroom, meanwhile, the dancers were being
into squares for the lancers. Arthur and Rachel, Sus
Hewet, Miss Allan and Hughling Elliot found themse
gether,

Miss Allan looked at her watch.

“Half-past one,” she stated. “And I have to despatc
ander Pope to-morrow.”

“Pope!” snorted Mr. Elliot. “Who reads Pope, I
like to know? And as for reading about him :
Miss Allan; be persuaded you will benefit the world muc
by dancing than by writing.” It was one of Mr. Elliot’
t:':ltlons that nothing in the world could compare with
lights of dancing—nothing in the world was so tedious :
ature, . Thus he sought pathetically enough to ingratia
self with the young, and to prove to them beyond a dot
though married to a ninny of a wife, and rather pale a
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had played the only pieces of dance music she could r:
she went on to play an air from a sonata by Mozart.

“But that’s not a dance,” said some one pausing by the

“It is,” she replied, emphatically nodding her head.
vent the steps.” Sure of her melody she marked the
boldly so as to simplify the way. Helen caught the idea;
Miss Allan by the arm, and whirled round the room, now
seying, now spinning round, now tripping this way and
like a child skipping through a meadow.

“This is the dance for people who don’t know how to d
she cried. The tune changed to a minuet; St. John h
with incredible swiftness first on his left leg, then on his ri
the tune flowed melodiously; Hewet, swaying his arms 3
holding out the tails of his coat, swam down the room in i
tation of the voluptuous dreamy dance of an Indian mai
dancing before her Rajah. The tune marched ; and Miss.
lan advanced with skirts extended and bowed profoundly
the engaged pair. Once their feet fell in with the rhyt
they showed a complete lack of self-consciousness. Ft
Mozart Rachel passed without stopping to old English hunf
songs, carols, and hymn tunes, for, as she had observed, :
good tune, with a little management, became a tune one ct
dance to. By degrees every person in the room was tripf
and. turning in pairs or alone. Mr. Pepper executed an
genious pointed step derived from figure-skating, for whict
once held some local championship; while Mrs. Thornt
tried to recall an old country dance which she had seen dar
by her father’s tenants in Dorsetshire in the old days. As
Mr. and Mrs. Elliot, they gallopaded round and round
room with such impetuosity that the other dancers shiv
at their approach. Some people were heard to criticise
performance as a romp; to others it was the most enjoy
part of the evening.

Now for the great round dance!” Hewet shouted.
stantly a gigantic circle was formed, the dancers holding h
an:il thoutlng out, “D’you ken John Peel,” as they swung £
lai:k oafSt:I:. and .faster, until the strain was too great, and
went ﬂyin§ :?:‘S‘“M"S- Th(}mbury.—ga.ve way, and the

s the room in all directions, to land upoi
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from one to another with great benignity, as though she
like to say something but could not find the words in
express it. “Every one’s been so kind—so very kind,
said. Then she too went to bed. .
The party having ended in the very abrupt way in
parties do end, Helen and Rachel stood by the door with
cloaks on, looking for a carriage. . »¥
“I suppose you realise that there are no carriages left?” §
St. John, who had been out to look. “You must sleep h

“Oh, no,” said Helen; “we shall walk.” ,

“May we come too?” Hewet asked. ) “We can’t go to
Imagine lying among bolsters and looking at one’s
on a morning like this— Is that where you live?

They had begun to walk down the avenue, at.ld .he
and pointed at the white and green villa on the hillside,
seemed to have its eyes shut. .

“That’s not a light burning, is it ?” Helen asked anxi

“It’s the sun,” said St. John. The upper windows had
a spot of gold on them. "

“I was afraid it was my husband, still reading Greek,
said. “All this time he’s been editing Pindar.”

They passed through the town and turned up the steep
which was perfectly clear, though still unbordered by
ows. Partly because they were tired, and partly because
early light subdued them, they scarcely spoke, but breathed
the delicious fresh air, which seemed to belong to a differe
state of life from the air at midday. When they came to t
high yellow wall, where the lane turned off from the roa
Helen was for dismissing the two young men.

“You've come far enough,” she said. “Go back to bed.”

But they seemed unwilling to move.

“Let’s sit down a moment,” said Hewet. He spread his «
on the ground. “Let’s sit down and consider.” They !
g:;v:n‘ anl(j look‘ed out over the bay; it was very still, thef

> Nibpling faintly, and lines of green and blue were beginni

to stripe it. There were no saili
. sailing boat ean
was anchored in th S ey Shasiy i o

) e bay, looking very ghostly in the mist;
ga;{ e c:m unearthly cry, and then all was silen{.
achel occupied herself i collecting one grey stone af






CHAPTER XIII

HERE were many rooms in the villa, but one roor
possessed a character of its own because the d
always shut, and no sound of music or laughter issued
Every one in the house was vaguely conscious that so:
went on behind that door, and without in the least k
what it was, were influenced in their own thoughts
knowledge that if they passed it the door would be st
if they made a noise Mr. Ambrose inside would be di:
Certain acts therefore possessed merit, and others we
so that life became more harmonious and less disconnect
it would have been had Mr. Ambrose given up editing
and taken to a nomad existence, in and out of every roo
house. As it was, every one was conscious that by ot
certain rules, such as punctuality and quiet, by cooki
and performing other small duties, one ode after anot
satisfactorily restored, and they themselves shared the ¢
ity of the scholar’s life. Unfortunately, as age puts one
between human beings, and learning another, and sex
Mr. Ambrose in his study was some thousand miles
from the nearest human being, who in this household
evitably a woman. He sat hour after hour among
leaved books, alone like an idol in an empty church, stil
for the passage of his hand from one side of the ¢
another, silent save for an occasional choke, which dr
to extend his pipe a moment in the air. As he worked
further and further into the heart of the poet, his chair
more and more deeply encircled by books, which lay «
the floor, and could only be crossed by a careful process
ping, so delicate that his visitors generally stopped :
dressed him from the outskirts.

On the morning after the dance, however, Rachel ca
her uncle’s room and hailed him twice, “Uncle Ridley,’
he paid her any attention.

170
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looked at her very keenly again. “Another young man a
dance ?”
“No. That was Mr. Dalloway,” she confessed. -
“Good Lord!” he flung back his head in recollection of | -
Dalloway. .
She chose for herself a volume at random, submitted i
her uncle, who, seeing that it was La Cousine Bette, bade
throw it away if she found it too horrible, and was abot
leave him when he demanded whether she had enjoyed
dance? ,
He then wanted to know what people did at dances, secll-
that he had only been to one thirty-five years ago, when nt
ing had seemed to him more meaningless and idiotic. Did
enjoy turning round and round to the screech of a fiddle? I
they talk, and say pretty things, and if so, why didn’t they @
it under reasonable conditions? As for himself—he sigh
and pointed at the signs of industry lying all about him, whilg-
in spite of his sigh, filled his face with such satisfaction
his niece thought good to leave. On bestowing a kiss she Wi
allowed to go, but not until she had bound herself to leamm§
any rate the Greek alphabet, and to return her French no
when done with, upon which something more suitable would §
found for her. )
As the rooms in which people live are apt to give off som
thing of the same shock as their faces when seen for the fif
time, Rachel walked very slowly downstairs, lost in wond¢
at her uncle, and his books, and his neglect of dances, and b
queer, utterly inexplicable, but apparently satisfactory view g
life, when her eye was caught by a note with her name on
lying in the hall. The address was written in a small stro
hand unknown to her, and the note. which had no begi
ran:— .

I send the first volume of Gibbon as I promised. Personallf
I find little to be said for the moderns, but I'm going to send
you Wedekind when I've done him. Donne? Have you
Webster and all that set? I envy you reading them for tht
first time. Completely exhausted after last night. And youi

.
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she liked, sprung more wonderfully vivid even than the
before.

So she might have walked until she had lost all knov
of her way, had it not been for the interruption of a
_which, although it did not grow across her path, stoppe
-as effectively as if the branches had struck her in the fac
‘was an ordinary tree, but to her it appeared so strange f
might have been the only tree in the world. Dark w:
trunk in the middle, and the branches sprang here and
leaving jagged intervals of light between them as dist
as if it had but that second risen from the ground. H
seen a sight that would last her for a lifetime, and for :
time would preserve that second, the tree once more san
the ordinary ranks of trees, and she was able to seat hers
its shade and to pick the red flowers with the thin green !
which were growing beneath it. She laid them side by
flower to flower and stalk to stalk, caressing them for, w:
alone, flowers and even pebbles in the earth had their ow
and disposition, and brought back the feelings of a ch
whom they were companions. Looking up, her eye was ¢
by the line of the mountains flying out energetically acro
sky like the lash of a curling whip. She looked at the
distant sky, and the high bare places on the mountain-tops
exposed to the sun. When she sat down she had dr
her books on to the earth at her feet, and now she looked
on them lying there, so square in the grass, a tall stem
ing over and tickling the smooth brown cover of Gibbon,
the mottled blue Balzac lay naked in the sun. With a f
that to open and read would certainly be a surprising e

ence, she turned the historian’s page and read that—

His generals, in the early part of his reign, atter
the reduction of Aethiopia and Arabia Felix.
marched near a thousand miles to the south of the t:
but the heat of the climate soon repelled the im
anq protected the unwarlike natives of those seque
regions. . . . The northern countries of Europe sc
deserved the expense and labour of conquest. The f
and morasses of Germany were filled with a hardy rz

N

~
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silence ; each word as it came into being seemed to shove itt
out into an unknown sea. Hypnotised by the wings of theb
terfly, and awed by the discovery of a terrible possibility
life, she sat for some time longer. When the butterfly f
away, she rose, and with her two books beneath her arm
turned home again, much as a soldier prepared for battle.

~
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pleased him to construct little theories about them from th
gestures and appearance.

Mrs. Thornbury had received a great many letters. She Wii:
completely engrossed in them. When she had finished a p
she handed it to her husband, or gave him the sense of wl
she was reading in a series of short quotations linked toge
by a sound at the back of her throat. “Evie writes that Ge
has gone to Glasgow. ‘He finds Mr. Chadbourne so nice
work with, and we hope to spend Christmas together, butfl
should not like to move Betty and Alfred any great distany
(no, quite right), though it is difficult to imagine cold weath
in this heat. . . . Eleanor and Roger drove over in the nd
trap. . . . Eleanor certainly looked more like herself th
I've seen her since the winter. She has put Baby on the
bottles now, which I’m sure is wise (I'm sure it is too), a
so gets better nights. . . . My hair still falls out. I find"
on the pillow! ButIam cheered by hearing from Tottie
Green. . . . Muriel is in Torquay enjoying herself greatly
dances. She is going to show her black pug after all.’ . ..
line from Herbert—so busy, poor fellow! Ah! Margane
says, ‘Poor old Mrs. Fairbank died on the eighth, quite sud
denly in the conservatory, only a maid in the house, who hadn
the presence of mind to lift her up, which they think migh
have saved her, but the doctor says it might have come at an
moment, and one can only feel thankful that it was in
house and not in the street (I should think so!). The pigeon
have increased terribly, just as the rabbits did five yea

ago. .”” While she read her husband kept nodding his
head very shghtly, but very steadily in sign of approval.

Near by, Miss Allan was reading her letters too. They weré
not altogether pleasant, as could be seen from the slight rigidity’
which came over her large fine face as she finished reading.
them and replaced them neatly in their envelopes. The lines of?
care and responsibility on her face made her resemble an’
elderly man rather than a woman. The letters brought her
news of the failure of last year’s fruit crop in New Zealand,
which was a sericus matter, for Hubert, her only brother, made
his living on a fruit farm, and if it failed again, of course he
would throw up his place, come back to England, and what
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great part of her meditations was spent in tracing every’
stance of discomfort, loneliness, ill-health, unsatisfied ambi
restlessness, eccentricity, taking things up and dropping th
again, public speaking, and philanthropic activity on the parti
men and particularly on the part of women to the fact
they wanted to marry, were trying to marry, and had not s§
ceeded in getting married. If, as she was bound to own, t
symptoms sometimes persisted after marriage, she could o
“ascribe them to the unhappy law of nature which decreed
there was only one Arthur Venning, and only one Susan
could marry him. Her theory, of course, had the merit of
ing fully supported by her own case. She had been v
uncomfortable at home for two or three years now, an
voyage like this with her selfish old aunt, who paid her
but treated her as servant and companion in one, was typi
of the kind of thing people expected of her. Directly she
came engaged, Mrs. Paley behaved with instinctive respe
positively protested when Susan as usual knelt down to I8
her shoes, and appeared really grateful for an hour of Su
company where she had been used to exact two or three as
right. She therefore foresaw a life of far greater comfd
than she had been used to, and the change had already pr
duced a great increase of warmth in her feelings towards otll
people.

It was close on twenty years now since Mrs. Paley had bet
able to lace her own shoes or even to see them, the disappea
ance of her feet having coincided more or less accurately wil
the death of her husband, a man of business, soon after whit
event Mrs. Paley began to grow stout. She was a selfish, ind
pendent old woman, possessed of a considerable income, whit
she spent upon the upkeep of a house that needed seven ser
ants and a charwoman in Lancaster Gate, and another with
garden and carriage-horses in Surrey. Susan’s engageme
relieved her of the one great anxiety of her life—that her s
Christopher should “entangle himself” with his cousin. No
that this familiar source of interest was removed, she felt
little low and inclined to see more in Susan than she used
She had decided to give her a very handsome wedding presen
a cheque for two hundred, two hundred and fifty, or possibt
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man who had only arrived the night before, a tall hands
man, with a head resembling the head df an intellectual ¢
After a few remarks of a general nature had passed, they w
discovering that they knew some of the same people, as
deed had been obvious from their appearance directly t
saw each other.

“Ah yes, old Truefit,” said Mr. Elliot. “He has a sot
Oxford. I've often stayed with them. It’s a lovely old
cobean house. Some exquisite Greuzes—one or two Dt
pictures which the old boy kept in the cellars. Then ti
were stacks upon stacks of prints. Oh, the dirt in that hot
He was a miser, you know. The boy married a daughter
Lord Pinwells. I know them too. The collecting mania te
to run in families. This chap collects buckles—men’s st
buckles they must be, in use between the years 1580 and 16
the dates mayn’t be right, but the fact’s as I say. Your {
collector always has some unaccountable fad of that kind.
other points he’s as level-headed as a breeder of shortho:
which is what he happens to be. Then the Pinwells, as
probably know, have their share of eccentricity too. L
Maud, for instance——" he was interrupted here by the ne
sity of considering his move,—“Lady Maud has a horror
cats and clergymen, and people with big front teeth.
heard her shout across a table, ‘Keep your mouth shut, )
Smith ; they’re as yellow as carrots! across a table, mind j
To me she’s always been civility itself. She dabbles in lit:
ture, likes to collect a few of us in her drawing-room, but
tion a clergyman, a bishop even, nay, the Archbishop hims
and she gobbles like a turkey-cock. I've been told it’s a far
feud—something to do with an ancestor in the reign of Cha
the First. Yes,” he continued, suffering check after ch
“I always like to know something of the grandmothers of
fashionable young men. In my opinion they preserve all |
we admire in the eighteenth century, with the advantage, in
majority of cases, that they are personally clean. Not that
would insult old Lady Barborough by calling her clean. F
Offen d’you think, Hilda,” he called out to his wife, “her Iz
ship takes a bath?”

“T should hardly like to say, Hugh,” Mrs. Elliot titte
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“Ah, the creatures begin to stir. . . .” He watched t
raise themselves, look about them, and settle down ag
“What I abhor most of all,” he concluded, “is the fea
breast. Imagine being Venning and having to get into
with Susan! But the really repulsive thing is that they:
nothing at all—about what I do when I have a hot b
They’re gross, they're absurd, they’re utterly intolerable !”

So saying, and drawing no reply from Hewet, he procet
to think about himself, about science, about Cambridge, al
the Bar, about Helen and what she thought of him, until, b
very tired, he was nodding off to sleep.

Suddenly Hewet woke him up.

“How d’you know what you feel, Hirst?”

“Are you in love?” asked Hirst. He put in his eyeglass

“Don’t be a fool,” said Hewet.

“Well, I'll sit down and think about it,” said Hirst. “
really ought to. If these people would only think about thi
the world would be a far better place for us all to live in.
you trying to think ?”

That was exactly what Hewet had been doing for the
half-hour, but he did not find Hirst sympathetic at the
ment.

1 “I shall go for a walk,” he said.
' “Remember we weren't in bad last night,” said Hirst wi
prodigious yawn.

Hewet rose and stretched himself.

“I want to go and get a breath of air,” he said.

An unusual feeling had been bothering him all the eve

" and forbidding him to settle into any one train of thou
- It was precisely as if he had been in the middle of a talk w
interested him profoundly when some one came up and ir
rupted him. He could not finish the talk, and the longe:
sat there the more he wanted to finish it. As the talk
* had been interrupted was a talk with Rachel, he had to
himself why he felt this, and why he wanted to go on tal
to her. Hirst would merely say that he was in love with
. But he was not in love with her. Did love begin in that -
with the wish to go on talking? No. It always began ir
) case with definite physical sensations, and these were now
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the house some one was rattling cans. He approached
front; the light on the terrace showed him that the si
rooms were on that side. He stood as near the light
could by the corner of the house, the leaves of a creeper
ing his face. After a moment he could hear a voice.
voice went on steadily; it was not talking, but from the
tinuity of the sound it was a voice reading aloud. He cr
little closer ; he crumpled the leaves together so as to stop
rustling about his ears. It might be Rachel’s voice. He
the shadow and stepped into the radius of the light, and
heard a sentence spoken quite distinctly.

“And there we lived from the year 1860 to 1895, the
piest years of my parents’ lives, and there in 1862 my brof
Maurice was born, to the delight of his parents, as he was
tined to be the delight of all who knew him.”

The voice quickened, and the tone became conclusive, ri
slightly in pitch, as if these words were at the end of the ¢
ter. Hewet drew back again into the shadow. There w
long silence. He could just hear chairs being moved msu‘
He had almost decided to go back, when suddenly two ﬁgun
appeared at the window, not six feet from him.

“It was Maurice Fielding, of course, that your mother wi
engaged to,” said Helen’s voice. She spoke reflectively, lod
ing out into the dark garden, and thinking evidently as mu‘.
of the look of the night as of what she was saying.

“Mother ?” said Rachel. Hewet’s heart leapt, and he o
ticed the fact. Her voice, though low, was full of surprise.

“You didn’t know that ?” said Helen.

“I never knew there’d been any one else,” said Rachel. Sl
was clearly surprised, but all they said was said low and ine:
pressively, because they were speaking out into the cool dat
night.

“More people were in love with her than with any one I"
ever known,” Helen stated. “She had that power—she @
joyed things. She wasn’t beautiful, but—I was thinking
her last night at the dance. She got on with every kind of pe
son, and then she made it all so amazingly—funny.”

It appeared that Helen was going back into the past, choo
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the words escaped him, and he stumbled among lines and
ments of lines which had no meaning at all except for
beauty of the words. He shut the gate, and ran swinging
side to side down the hill, shouting any nonsense that
into his head. “Here am 1,” he cried rhythmically, as his
pounded to the left and to the right, “plunging along, li
elephant in the jungle, stripping the branches as I go
snatched at the twigs of a bush at the roadside), roari
numerable words, lovely words about innumerable things,
ning downhill and talking nonsense aloud to myself about
and leaves and lights and women coming out into the dar
—about women—about Rachel, about Rachel.” He st
and drew a deep breath. The night seemed immense and
pitable, and although it was so dark there seemed to be thii
moving down there in the harbour and movement out at {
He gazed until the darkness numbed him, and then he wal
on quickly, still murmuring to himself. ‘“And I ought to bt
bed, snoring and dreaming, dreaming, dreaming. Dreams!
realities, dreams and realities, dreams and realities,” he
peated all the way up the avenue, scarcely knowing what
said, until he reached the front door. Here he paused fo
second, and collected himself before he opened the door.

His eyes were dazed, his hands very cold, and his brain
cited and yet half asleep. Inside the door everything was
he had left it except that the hall was now empty. There w
the chairs turning in towards each other where people had
talking, and the empty glasses on little tables, and the ne
papers scattered on the floor. As he shut the door he fel
if he were enclosed in a square box, and instantly shrivelled
It was all very bright and very small. He stopped for at
ute by the long table to find a paper which he had mean
read, but he was still too much under the influence of the ¢
and the fresh air to consider carefully which paper it wa
where he had seen it.

As he fumbled vaguely among the papers he saw a fi
cross the tail of his eye, coming downstairs. He heard
swishing sound of skirts, and to his great surprise, Evelyn
came up to him, laid her hand on the table as if to prevent
from taking up a paper, and said:
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she continued. “He seemed so lonely, especially as A
had gone off with Susan, and one couldn’t help guessing
was in his mind. So we had quite a long talk when you
looking at the ruins, and he told me all about his life, an
struggles, and how fearfully hard it had been. D’you k
he was a boy in a grocer’s shop and took parcels to pe:
houses in a basket? That interested me awfully, beca
always say it doesn’t matter how you're born if you've g
right stuff in you. And he told me about his sister
paralysed, poor girl, and one can see she’s a great trial, tt
he’s evidently very devoted to her. I must say I do a
people like that! I don’t expect you do because you’
clever. Well, last night we sat out in the garden togethe
I couldn’t help seeing what he wanted to say, and comfi
him a little, and telling him I did care—I really do—only,
there’s Raymond Oliver. What I want you to tell me i
one be in love with two people at once, or can’t one?”’

She became silent, and sat with her chin on her hands,
ing very intent, as if she were facing a real problem whic
to be discussed between them.

“I think it depends what sort of person you are,”
Hewet. He looked at her. She was small and pretty,
perhaps twenty-eight or twenty-nine, but though dashin;
sharply cut, her features expressed nothing very clearl
cept a great deal of spirit and good health.

“Who are you, what are you; you see, I know nothing
you,” he continued.

“Well, I was coming to that,” said Evelyn M. She cont
to rest her chin on her hands and to look intently ahead o
“I’'m the daughter of a mother and no father, if that int
you,” she said. “It’s not a very nice thing to be. It’s
often happens in the country. She was a farmer’s day;

" and he was rather a swell—the young man up at the
house. He never made things straight—never married
though he allowed us quite a lot of money. His people wor
let him. Poor father! I can’t help liking him. M
wasn’t the sort of woman who could keep him straight,
how. He was killed in the war. I believe his men worsh
Zim.  They say great big troopers broke down and cried
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“T wish you’d call me Evelyn,” she interrupted.

“After ten proposals do you honestly think that men a
same as women?”’

“Honestly, honestly,—how I hate that word! It’s a
used by prigs,” cried Evelyn. “Honestly I think they
to be. That’s what’s so disappointing. Every time one
it’s not going to happen, and every time it does.”

“The pursuit of Friendship,” said Hewet. “The tith
comedy.”

“You're horrid,” she cried. “You don’t care a bit
You might be Mr. Hirst.”

“Well,” said Hewet, “let’s consider. Let us consider—
paused, because for the moment he could not remembe
it was that they had to consider. He was far more int¢
in her than in her story, for as she went on speaking his
ness had disappeared, and he was conscious of a mixt
liking, pity, and distrust. “You’ve promised to marr
Oliver and Perrott ?"” he concluded.

“Not exactly promised,” said Evelyn. “I can’t make
mind which I really like best. Oh how I detest moderr
she flung off. “It must have been so much easier for the
bethans! I thought the other day on that mountain h
have liked to be one of those colonists, to cut down tre
make laws and all that, instead of fooling about with al
people who think one’s just a pretty young lady. Thou
not. I really might do something.” She reflected in
for a minute. Then she said:

“I’m afraid right down in my heart that Alfred Perrot
do. He’s not strong, is he ?”

“Perhaps he couldn’t cut down a tcee,” said Hewet.
you never cared for anybody ?” he asked.

“I’ve cared for heaps of people, but not to marry ther
said. “I suppose I'm too fastidious. All my life I've -
somebody I could ook up to, somebody great and b
splendid. Most men are so small.”

“What d’you mean by splendid?” Hewet asked. *
are—nothing more.”

Evelyn was puzzled.

“We don’t care for people because of their qualiti
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said. “And I'm going to, some time. I suppose you m
to bed now ?”’

“Yes,” said Hewet. “I’'m half asleep.” He left her still
ting by herself in the empty hall.

“Why is it that they won’t be honest ?”” he muttered to
self as he went upstairs. Why was it that relations be
different people were so unsatisfactory, so fragmentary, so
ardous, and words so dangerous that the instinct to s
with another human being was an instinct to be
carefully and probably crushed? What had Evelyn
wished to say to him? What was she feeling left alone i
empty hall? The mystery of life and the unreality
one’s own sensations overcame him as he walked down¥'
corridor which led to his room. It was dimly lighted, but &
ficiently for him to see a figure in a bright dressing-gown

swiftly in front of him, the figure of a woman crossing
one room to another.
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“Tell me if this is a white hair, then ?” she replied. S
the hair on his hand.

“There’s not a white hair on your head,” he exclaimed.

“Ah, Ridley, I begin to doubt,” she sighed; and bow
head under his eyes so that he might judge, but the ins
produced only a kiss where the line of parting ran, and
band and wife then proceeded to move about the
casually murmuring.

“What was that you were saying?” Helen remarked, &
an interval of conversation which no third person could
understood.

“Rachel—you ought to keep an eye upon Rachel,” he
served significantly, and Helen, though she went on brus
her hair, looked at him. His observations were apt to be

“Young gentlemen don’t interest themselves in young
en’s education without a motive,” he remarked.

“Oh, Hirst,” said Helen.

“Hirst and Hewet, they’re all the same to me—all covef
with spots,” he replied. “He advises her to read Gibbon. E
you know that?”

Helen did not know that, but she would not allow herself
ferior to her husband in powers of observation. She men
said :

“Nothing would surprise me. Even that dreadful flying mt
we met at the dance—even Mr, Dalloway—even——"

“I advise you to be circumspect,” said Ridley. “There’s Wi
loughby, remember—Willoughby”; he pointed at a letter.

Helen looked with a sigh at an envelope which lay upon b
dressing-table. Yes, there lay Willoughby, curt, inexpressi
perpetually jocular, robbing a whole continent of mystery, ¢
quiring after his daughter’s manners and morals—hoping s
wasn’t a bore, and bidding them pack her off to him on boz
the very next ship if she were—and then grateful and aff
tionate with suppressed emotion, and then half a page ab
his own triumphs over wretched little natives who went
strike and refused to load his ships, until he roared Engl
oaths at them, “popping my head out of the window just a
was, in my shirt sleeves. The beggars had the sense to scatt

“If Theresa married Willoughby,” she remarked, turning
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“Not old things—new things,” interrupted Mrs. Fl
curtly. “That is, if he takes my advice.”

The Ambroses had not lived for many years in London
out knowing something of a good many people, by
least, and Helen remembered hearing of the Flushings.
Flushing was a man who kept an old furniture shop; he
always said he would not marry because most women have
cheeks, and would not take a house because most houses h
narrow staircases, and would not eat meat because most !
mals bleed when they are killed; and then he had married
eccentric aristocratic lady, who certainly was not pale, v
looked as if she ate meat, who had forced him to do all
things he most disliked—and here then was the lady. Ht
looked at her with interest. They had moved out into
garden, where the tea was laid under a tree, and Mrs. Flust
was helping herself to cherry jam. She had a peculiar jerl
movement of the body when she spoke, which caused the
nary-coloured plume on her hat to jerk too. Her small
finely cut and vigorous features, together with the deep re
lips and cheeks, pointed to many generations of well-trai
and well-nourished ancestors behind her.

“Nothin’ that’s more than twenty years old interests 1
she continued. “Mouldy old pictures, dirty old books,
stick ’em in museums when they’re only fit for burnin’.”

“I quite agree,” Helen laughed. “But my husband spt
his life in digging up manuscripts which nobody wants.”
was amused by Ridley’s expression of startled disapprov:

“There’s a clever man in London called John who pa
ever so much better than the old masters,” Mrs. Flusl
continued. ‘“His pictures excite me—nothin’ that’s old ex
me.”

“But even his pictures will become old,” Mrs. Thornt
intervened.

“Then I'll have ’em burnt, or I'll put it in my will,” said !
Flushing.

“And Mrs. Flushing lived in one of the most beautiful
houses in England—Chillingley,” Mrs. Thornbury explai
to the rest of them., .

“If I’'d my way I'd burn that to-morrow,” Mrs. }ﬁéf
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in the road. I always envy the men who break stones
on those nice little heaps all day wearin’ spectacles.
finitely rather break stones than clean out poultry runs, or
the cows, or: »

Here Rachel came up from the lower garden with a
her hand.

“What’s that book?” said Ridley, when she had
hands.

“It’s Gibbon,” said Rachel as she sat down.

“The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire?” said
Thornbury. “A very wonderful book, I know. My d
father was always quoting it at us, with the result that§
resolved never to read a line.”

“Gibbon the historian?” enquired Mrs. Flushing. “I
nect him with some of the happiest hours of my life. W
used to lie in bed and read Gibbon—about the massacres §f:
the Christians, I remember—when we were supposed to
asleep. It’s no joke, I can tell you, readin’ a great big bogk:
in double columns, by a night-light, and the light that
through a chink in the door. Then there were the
tiger moths, yellow moths, and horrid cockchafers.

.my sister, would have the window open. I wanted it s
‘We fought every night of our lives over that window. Ha
‘you ever seen a moth dyin’ in a night-light ?”” she enquired.

Again there was an interruption. Hewet and Hirst a
at the drawing-room window and came up to the tea-table.

Rachel’s heart beat hard. She was conscious of an
traordinary intensity in everything, as though their pres
stripped some cover off the surface of things; but the gl'eetiugi|
were remarkably commonplace.

“Excuse me,” said Hirst, rising from his chair directly i
had sat down. He went into the drawing-room, and returnel
with a cushion which he placed carefully upon his seat.

“Rheumatism,” he remarked, as he sat down for the s
time,

“The result of the dance?”” Helen enquired.

“Whenever I get at all run down I tend to be rheumatic,’

- Hirst stated. He bent his wrist back sharply. “I hear litth
pieces of chalk grinding together!”
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because it was her mission to keep things smooth or bedl:
she had long wished to speak to Mr. Hirst, feeling as shifi:
that all young men were her sons.

“I have lived all my life with people like your Aunt,]
Hirst,” she said, leaning forward in her chair. Her |

, squirrel-like eyes became even brighter than usual. °
have never heard of Gibbon. ' They only care for their pl
ants and their peasants. They are great big men who
so fine on horseback, as people must have done, I
the days of the great wars. Say what you like against #
—they are animal, they are unintellectual; they don’t
themselves, and they don’t want others to read, but they
some of the finest and the kindest human beings on the fad
the earth! You would be surprised at some of the storid:
could tell. You have never guessed, perhaps, at all the@
mances that go on in the heart of the country. Those{g:
the people, I feel, among whom Shakespeare will be born if
is ever born again. In those old houses, up among §:
Downs——" '

“My Aunt,” Hirst interrupted, “spends her life in B
Lambeth among the degraded poor. I only quoted my Adg:
because she is inclined to persecute people she calls ‘inteliq
tual,” which is what I suspect Miss Vinrace of doing. It's§:
the fashion now. If you're clever it’s always taken for granl
that you’re completely without sympathy, understanding, &
fection—all the things that really matter. Oh, you Christia
You're the most conceited, patronising, hypocritical set of of:
humbugs in the kingdom! Of course,” he continued, “I'mt
first to allow your country gentlemen great merits. For o
thing, they’re probably quite frank about their passions, whid
we are not. My father, who is a clergyman in Norfolk, s
that there is hardly a squire in the county who does not—%

“But about Gibbon?” Hewet interrupted. The look of nef
vous tension which had come over every face was relaxed}
the interruption.

“You find him monotonous, I suppose. But you know—
He opened the book, and began searching for passages to e
aloud, and in a little time he found a good one which he cof
sidered suitable. But there was nothing in the world that bor
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_ long streamers, floating on the top of the waves.”

'__ll‘gt to climb uphill,” He looked at Helen, who showed no.
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“What I like about them,” said Helen as she sat down,
that they’re so well put together. Naked, Mrs. Flushing wod
be superb. Dressed as she dresses, it’s absurd, of course”

“Yes,” said Hirst. A shade of depression crossed his
“I’ve never weighed more than ten stone in my life,” he
“which is ridiculous, considering my height, and I've a
gone down in weight since we came here. I daresay that
counts for the rheumatism.” Again he jerked his wrist
sharply, so that Helen might hear the grinding of the
stones. She could not help smiling.

“It’s no laughing matter for me, I assure you,” he protes
“My mother’s a chronic invalid, and I'm always expecting:
be told that I’ve got heart disease myself. Rheumatism al
goes to the heart in the end.”

« “For goodness’ sake, Hirst,” Hewet protested; “one
think you were an old cripple of eighty. If it comes to that,
had an aunt who died of cancer myself, but I put a bold
on it—"” He rose and began tilting his chair backwards
forwards on its hind legs. “Is any one here inclined for §
walk?” he said. “There’s a magnificent walk, up behind ti§
house. You come out on to a cliff and look right down i

the sea. The rocks are all red; you can see them through
water. The other day I saw a sight that fairly took my br

away—about twenty jelly-fish, semi-transparent, pink, wi
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“Sure they weren’t mermaids?”’ said Hirst. “It’s much too}
signs of moving.

“Yes, it’s too hot,” Helen decided.

There was a short silence.

“T’d like to come,” said Rachel.

“But she might have said that anyhow,” Helen thought to'
herself as Hewet and Rachel went away together, and Helen
was left alone with St. John, to St. John’s obvious satisfac
tion.

' He may have been satisfied, but his usual difficulty in decid-
ing that one subject was more deserving of notice than another
jprevented him from speaking for some time. He sat staring
sintently at the head of a dead match, while Helen considered
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“Don’t you think,” said St. John, when he had done des
ing him, “that kind of thing makes this kind of thing n
flimsy? Did you notice at tea how poor old Hewet ha
change the conversation? How they were all ready to po
upon me because they thought I was going to say somet
improper? It wasn’t anything, really. If Bennett had
there he’d have said exactly what he meant to say, or he'd’
got up and gone. But there’s something rather bad for
character in that—I mean if one hasn’t got Bennett’s ¢
acter. It’s inclined to make one bitter. Should you say
I was bitter ?”
Helen did not answer, and he continued :
“Of course I am, disgustingly bitter, and it’s a beastly t
to be. But the worst of me is that I'm so envious. I
every one. I can’t endure people who do things better th
do—perfectly absurd things too—waiters balancing pile
plates—even Arthur, because Susan’s in love with him. I-
people to like me, and they don’t. It’s partly my appearan
expect,” he continued, “though it’s an absolute lie to say
ish in me—as a matter of fact we've been in Nor
Hirst of Hirstbourne Hall, for three centuries at least
must be awfully soothing to be like you—every one I
one at once.”
“I assure you they don’t,” Helen laughed.
“They do,” said Hirst with conviction. “In the first §
you’re the most beautiful woman I've ever seen; in the se:
you have an exceptionally nice nature.”
If Hirst had looked at her instead of looking intently 2
teacup he would have seen Helen blush, partly with plea
partly with an impulse of affection towards the young man
had seemed, and would seem again, so ugly and so limited.
pitied him, for she suspected that he suffered, and she
interested in him, for many of the things he said seemed t
true; she admired the morality of youth, and yet she fel
prisoned. As if her instinct were to escape to some
; brightly coloured and impersonal, which she could hold i
fh""“fls» she went into the house and returned with her
| broidery. But he was not interested in her embroider:

did not even look at it. ’
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“1 spré ksdey razse-." Helen comsidered.
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Afer 2 ceman panse, she replied, “Yes, certainly ™

“Thazk Gorl ™ be exclaimed. “That’s one mercy. Yous
be continuerd with emotion, “T'd rather you Fked me than
one I've ever met.”

“What about the five philosophers™ said Helen, wit
laugh, stitching firmly and swiftly at her canvas. “I v
you'd describe them.”

Hirst had no particular wish to describe them, but w
he began to consider them he found himself soothed
strengthened. Far away on the other side of the world as t

* were, in smoky rooms, and grey medieval courts, they appe:
remarkable figures, free-spoken men with whom one coul¢
at ease; incomparably more subtle in emotion than the pe

)hcre. They gave him, certainly, what no woman could |
him, not Helen even. Warming at the thought of them,
went on to lay his own case before Mrs. Ambrose. Shc
he stay on at Cambridge or should he go to the Bar? One
" he thought one thing, another day another. Helen liste
attentively. At last, without any preface, she pronounced
decision.

“Leave Cambridge and go to the Bar,” she said. He pre:
her for her reasons.

“I think you'd enjoy London more,” she said. It did
seem a very subtle reason, but she appeared to think it s
cient. She looked at him against the background of flowe
magnolia. There was something curious in the sight. ]
haps it was that the heavy wax-like flowers were so sm«






CHAPTER XVI

EWET and Rachel had long ago reached the pa:
place on the edge of the cliff where, looking dov
the sea, you might chance on jelly-fish and dolphins. 1
the other way, the vast expanse of land gave them a se
which is given by no view, however extended, in Englas
villages and the hills there having names, and ‘the farthe:
zon of hills as often as not dipping and showing a line |
which is the sea; here the view was one of infinite su
carth, earth pointed in pinnacles, heaped in vast barrier:
widening and spreading away and away like the immen:
of the sea, earth chequered by day and by night, and part
into different lands, where famous cities were founde
the races of men changed from dark savages to white c
men, and back to dark savages again. Perhaps their ]
b!yod made this prospect uncomfortably impersonal ar
tile to them, for having once turned their faces that w:
next turned them to the sea, and for the rest of the ti
locking at the sea. The sea, though it was a thin and
ling water here, which seemed incapable of surge or
eventually narrowed itself, clouded its pure tint with gr
swirled through narrow channels and dashed in a sh
broken waters against massive granite rocks. It was 1
. thai flowed up to the mouth of the Thames; and the "
washed the roots of the city of London.

Hewet’s thoughts had followed some such course :
for the first thing he said as they stood on the edge of 1
was—

“ ’d like to be in England!”

Rachel lay down on her elbow, and parted the tall
whith grew on the edge, so that she might have a clea

he water was very calm; rocking up and down at tl
of the cliff, and so clear that one could see the red of the
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herself, which was what he wanted, for so they might
to know each other.

She looked back meditatively upon her past life.

“How do you spend your day ?” he asked.

She meditated still. When she thought of their
seemed to her that it was cut into four pieces by their
These divisions were absolutely rigid, the contents of thelf:
having to accommodate themselves within the four rigid
Looking back at her life, that was what she saw.

“Breakfast nine; luncheon one; tea five; dinner eight”Jf
said. "

“Well,” said Hewet, “what d’you do in the morning?”

“I used to play the piano for hours and hours.”

“And after luncheon?”

She summoned before her a typical day’s life, and in
scribing it became much interested in her narrative; not
did the actual incidents of her life present themselves vi
before her, but in describing them to Hewet she was,
sciously, reviewing her past under the influence of his
At length she broke off.

“But this isn’t very interesting for you.”

“Good Lord!” Hewet exclaimed, “I’ve never been so
interested in my life.” She then realised that while she
been thinking of Richmond, his eyes had never left her
The knowledge of this excited her. :

“Go on, please go on,” he urged. “Let’s imagine it's}:
Wednesday. You're all at luncheon. You sit there, and
Lucy there, and Aunt Clara here;” he arranged three pel
on the grass between them.

“Aunt Clara carves the neck of lamb,” Rachel went on,
ing her eyes upon the pebbles and smiling as she conceived %
those stones some resemblance to her aunts. What did
talk about? She recalled a story about a Mrs. Hunt w
son had been hugged to death by a bear. Her aunts saw n
ing to laugh at, she remembered, in that catastrophe, and
she looked at Hewet to see whether he shared her own di
sition to think that form of death for the son of Mrs. H
amusing. She was reassured. But she thought it ne
to apologise again ; she had been talking too much.

BN
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tain amount of bewilderment. They both sat thinking
own thoughts.

“I’'m not like Hirst,” said Hewet, after a pause; he sp
meditatively ; “I don't see circles of chalk between people’s f
I sometimes wish I did. It seems to me so tremendously cg
plicated and confused. One can’t come to any decision at g8
one’s less and less capable of making judgments. D’you §§.
that? And then one never knows what any one feels. Wet
all in the dark. We try to find out, but can you imagine sl
thing more ludicrous than one person’s opinion of a
person?”’

As he said this he was leaning on his elbow arranging
rearranging in the grass the stones which had represer
Rachel and her aunts at luncheon. He was speaking as m@@l
to himself as to Rachel. He was reasoning against the @
sire, which had returned with intensity, to take her in his argll.
to have done with indirectness ; to explain exactly what he f
What he said was against his belief ; all the things that
important about her he knew. At the same time he was
tremely anxious to know what Rachel’s opinion of him mj
be. Did she like him? As if she heard him ask the quest
she said: “I like you——" She hesitated. “D’you like me
she asked.

“I like you immensely,” Hewet replied, speaking with f
relief of a person who is unexpectedly given an oppo
of saying what he wants to say. He stopped moving the pel
bles.

“Mightn’t we call each other Rachel and Terence?”’ he aske

“Terence,” Rachel repeated. “Terence—that’s like the ¢
of an owl.”

She looked up with a sudden rush of delight, and in lookis
at Terence with eyes widened by pleasure she was struck t
the change that had come over the sky behind them. The sul
stantial blue day had faded to a paler and more ethereal bl
the clouds were pink, far away and closely packed together
and the peace of evening had replaced the heat of the southe
afternoon, in which they had started on their walk.

“It must be late!” she exclaimed.

It was nearly eight o’clock.







CHAPTER XVII

lT was now the height of the season, and every ship that
from England left a few people on the shores of &
Marina who drove up to the hotel. The fact that the
broses had a house where one could escape momentarily |
the slightly inhuman atmosphere of an hotel was a sourc
genuine pleasure not only to Hirst and Hewet, but to
Elliots, the Thornburys, the Flushings, Miss Allan, Evelyn
together with other people whose identity was so little d
oped that the Ambroses did not discover that they posse
names. By degrees there was established a kind of corresp
lence between the two houses, the big and the small, so

t most hours of the day one house could guess what was
ing on in the other, and the words “the villa” and “the h(
called up the idea of two separate systems of life. Acqu
tances showed signs of dmﬁﬁﬁg—fﬁt%'ﬁmat on
to Mrs. Parry’s drawing-room had inevitably split into n
other ties attached to different parts of England, and sc
imes these alliances seemed cynically fragile, and someti
ainfully acute, lacking as they did the supporting backgro
f organised English life. One night when the moon
ound between the trees, Evelyn M. told Helen the stor
er life, and claimed her everlasting friendship ; on another
sion, merely because of a sigh, or a pause, or a word thou
lessly dropped, poor Mrs. Elliot left the villa half in te
vowing never again to meet the cold and scornful woman
had insulted her, and in truth, meet again they never did.
did not seem worth while to piece together so slight a fric
ship.

Hewet, indeed, might have found excellent material at
time up at the villa for some chapters in the novel which
to be called “Silence, or the Things People Don’t Say.” H
and Rachel had become very silent. Having detected, as
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hard, as to why an hour later, perhaps, life was somethi
wonderful and vivid that the eyes of Rachel beholding it
positively exhilarating to a spectator. True to her creed
did not attempt to interfere, although there were enougiih
those weak moments of depression to make it perfectly
for a less scrupulous person to press through and know al
perhaps Rachel was sorry that she did not choose. All
moods ran themselves into one general effect, which B
compared to the sliding of a river, quick, quicker, qui
still, as it races to a waterfall. Her instinct was to cryj.
Stop! but even had there been any use in crying Stopl
would have refrained, thinking it best that things should
their way, the water racing because the earth was shape
make it race.
It seemed that Rachel herself had no suspicion that she
watched, or that there was anything in her manner likelyi
draw attention to her. What had happened to her she did
know. Her mind was very much in the condition of the radg.
water to which Helen compared it. She wanted to see R
ence; she was perpetually wishing to see him when he was
there; it was an agony to miss seeing him; agonies
strewn all about her day on account of him, but she ne
asked herself what this force driving through her life a
from. She thought of no result any more than a tree perpell’
ally pressed downwards by the wind considers the resukt
being pressed downwards by the wind.
During the two or three weeks which had passed since th
walk, half a dozen notes from him had accumulated in i
drawer. She would read them, and spend the whole morn
in a daze of happiness; the sunny land outside the w
being no less capable of analysing its own colour and heat thi§
she was of analysing hers. In these moods she found it i
possible to read or play the piano, even to move bemg beyost
her inclination. The time passed without her noticing §
When it was dark she was drawn to the window by the lighf
of the hotel. A light that went in and out was the light in Te
ence’s window : there he sat, reading perhaps, or now he
walking up and down pulling out one book after another; &
aow he was seated in his chair again, and she tried to imagi

TG
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found cool place where they had said Mass for hundred
years, and done penance in the cold moonlight, and
shipped old brown pictures and carved saints which stood
upraised hands of blessing in the hollows in the walls. §
transition from Catholic to Protestant worship had b
bridged by a time of disuse, when there were no services,
the place was used for storing jars of oil, liqueur, and de
chairs ; the hotel flourishing, some religious body had taken$
place in hand, and it was now fitted out with a number
glazed yellow benches, and claret-coloured footstools; it h
small pulpit, and a brass eagle carrying the Bible on its
while the piety of different women had supplied ugly squ
of carpet, and long strips of embroidery heavily wrought
monograms in gold.
As the congregation entered they were met by mild s
chords issuing from a harmonium, seated at which Miss Wil
struck emphatic chords with uncertain fingers. The sot
spread through the chapel as the rings of water spread frg
a fallen stone. The twenty or twenty-five people who c
posed the congregation first bowed their heads and then sat
and looked about them. It was very quiet, and the light de
here seemed paler than the light above. The usual bows &
smiles were dispensed with, but they recognised each oth
The Lord’s Prayer was read over them. As the childlike bt
ble of voices rose, the congregation, many of whom had o
met on the staircase, felt themselves pathetically united
well-disposed towards each other. As if the prayer_we
torch applied to fuel, a smoke seemed to rise automatically af
fill the place with the ghosts of innumerable services on inn
merable Sunday mornings at home. Susan Warrington
particular was conscious of the sweetest sense of sisterhood
as she covered her face with her hands and saw slips of besl
backs through the chinks between her fingers. Her emotion!
rose calmly and evenly, approving of herself and of life at tht
same time. It was all so quiet and so good. But having cre
ated this peaceful atmosphere Mr. Bax suddenly turned-h
Page and read a psalm. Though he read it with no change#
voice the mood was broken. _
Be merciful unto me, O God,” he read, “for man goel
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instead of slipping at once into some curious pleasant ¢
emotion, too familiar to be considered,_Rachel listene
_cally to what was being said. By the time they had sw
an irregular way from prayer to psalm, from psalm to |
from history to poetry, and Mr. Bax was giving out h
she was in a state of acute discomfort. Such was the ¢
fort she felt when forced to sit through an unsatisfactor
of music badly played. Tantalised, enraged by the clur
sensitiveness of the canductpr, who put the stress on the
places, and annoyed by the vast flock of the audience
praiswmmég_tgm&nk_r_lmming, oS
now and enraged, only here, with eyes half-sh
lips pursed together, the atmosphere of forced solemn
creased her anger. All round her were people pretenc
feel what they did not feel, while somewhere above her :
the idea which they could none of them grasp, whic
pretended to grasp, always escaping out of reach, a be:
idea, an idea like a butterfly. One after another, vast an
and cold, appeared to her the churches all over the world
this blundering effort and misunderstanding were perp
going on, great buildings, filled with innumerable me
women, not seeing clearly, who finally gave up the effort
and relapsed tamely into praise and acquiescence, half-st
their eyes and pursing up their lips. The thought had th
sort of physical discomfort that is caused by a film o
always coming between the eyes and the printed page. S
her best to brush away the film and to conceive sometth
be worshipped as the service went on, but failed, alway
led by the voice of Mr, Bax saying things which mi
sented the-idea, and by the patter of baaing inexpressi
‘man voices falling round her like damp leaves. The effo
tiring and dispiriting. She ceased to listen, and fixed he
on the face of a woman near her, a hospital nurse, who
pression of devout attention seemed to prove that she *
any rate receiving satisfaction. But looking at her cai
she came to the conclusion that the hospital nurse wa
slavishly acquiescent, and that the look of satisfaction wa
duced by no splendid conception of God within her.
indeed, could she conceive anything far outside her own e
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in his mind. He was almost as painfully disturbed by
thoughts as she was by hers.

Early in the service Mrs. Flushing had discovered that
had taken up a Bible instead of a prayer-book, and, as she
sitting next to Hirst, she stole a glance over his shoulder. F
was reading steadily in the thin pale-blue volume. Unable
understand, she peered closer, upon which Hirst politely &
the book before her, pointing to the first line of a Greek poe
and then to the translation opposite.

“What’s that?” she whispered inquisitively.

“Sappho,” he replied. “The one Swinburne did—the be
thing that’s ever been written.”

Mrs. Flushing could not resist such an opportunity.
gulped down the Ode to Aphrodite during the Litany, keept
herself with difficulty from asking when Sappho lived,
what else she wrote worth reading, and contriving to come
punctually at the end with “the forgiveness of sins, the Resuf
rection of the body, and the life everlastin’. Amen.”

Meanwhile Hirst took out an envelope and began scribbi

up Sappho with his envelope between the pages, settled g
spectacles, and fixed his gaze intently upon the clergyma
Standing in the pulpit he looked very large and fat; the lighf.
coming through the greenish unstained window-glass made h§’
face appear smooth and white like a very large egg.

He looked round at all the faces looking mildly up at hi
although some of them were the faces of men and women ol
enough to be his grandparents, and gave out his text with
. weighty significance. The argument of the sermon was tha

visitors to this beautiful land, although they were BO)_:J-didﬂb'
owed a duty to the natives. It did not, in truth, differ very
nruch fronrteadimg-article upon topics of general interest i8
the weekly newspapers. It rambled with a kind of amiable
verbosity from one heading to another, suggesting that all hw
man beings are very much the same under their skins, illus
trating this by the resemblance of the games which little Spa-
ish boys play to the games little boys in London streets plaJ:
observing that very small things do influence people, partict
larly natives; in fact, a very dear friend of Mr. Bax’s had told !
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that the fruits of the earth could not flourish without t
so is a marvel comparable to this within the reach of
one of us, who dropping a little word or a little deed ir
great universe alters it; yea, it is a solemn thought, ali
for good or for evil, not for one instant, or in one vicini
throughout the entire race, and for all eternity.” Wh
round as though to avoid applause, he continued with the
breath, but in a different tone of voice,—“And now t
the Father . . .”

He gave his blessing, and then, while the solemn chords
issued from the harmonium behind the curtain, the dif
people began scraping and fumbling and moving very
wardly and consciously towards the door. Half-way up
at a point where the lights and sounds of the upper
conflicted with the dimness and the dying hymn-tune (
under, Rachel felt a hand drop upon her shoulder.

“Miss Vinrace,” Mrs. Flushing whispered peremp
“stay to luncheon. It’s such a dismal day. They don’
give one beef for luncheon. Please stay.”

Here they came out into the hall, where once more th
band was greeted with curious respectful glances by the
who had not gone to church, although their clothing mr
clear that they approved of Sunday to the very verge of
to church. Rachel felt unable to stand any more of th
ticular atmosphere, and was about to say she must go
when Terence passed them, drawn along in talk with ]
M. Rachel thereupon contented herself with saying tt
people looked very respectable, which negative remar}k
Flushing interpreted to mean that she would stay.

“English people abroad !”” she returned with a vivid i
malice. “Ain’t they awful! But we won’t stay here,” st
tinued, plucking at Rachel’s arm. “Come up to my roc

She bore her past Hewet and Evelyn and the Thor
and the Elliots. Hewet stepped forward.

“Luncheon ” he began.

“Miss Vinrace has promised to lunch with me,” saic
Flushing, and began to pound energetically up the sta
as though the middle classes of England were in pursuit
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proceeded to describe them both, and to say that both
tened her, but one frightened her more than the other, ]
looked for a chair. The room, of course, was one of th
est and most luxurious in the hotel. There were a great
arm-chairs and settees covered in brown holland, bu
of these was occupied by a large square piece of yellow
board, and all the pieces of cardboard were dotted or line
spots or dashes of bright oil paint.

“But you’re not to look at those,” said Mrs. Flushing
saw Rachel’'s eye wander. She jumped up, and tun
many as she could, face downwards, upon the floor. I
however, managed to possess herself of one of them, anc
the vanity of an artist, Mrs. Flushing demanded anx
“Well, well ?”

“It’s a hill,” Rachel replied. There could be no doul
Mrs. Flushing had represented the vigorous and abrug
of the earth up into the air; you could almost see the
flying as it whirled.

Rachel passed from one to another. They were all ¢
by something of the jerk and decision of their maker
were all perfectly untrained onslaughts of the brush upo:
half-realised idea suggested by hill or tree; and they w
in some way characteristic of Mrs. Flushing.

“I see things movin’,” Mrs. Flushing explained. “So
swept her hand through a yard of the air. She then t
one of the cardboards which Rachel had laid aside, seat:
self on a stool, and began to flourish a stump of ct
While she occupied herself in strokes which seemed t
her as speech serves others, Rachel, who was very r
looked about her.

“Open the wardrobe,” said Mrs. Flushing after a
speaking indistinctly because of a paint-brush in her
“and look at the things.”

As Rachel hesitated, Mrs. Flushing came forward, st
a paint-brush in her mouth, flung open the wings of hei
"OPC, and tossed a quantity of shawls, stuffs, cloaks, et
eries, on to the bed. Rachel began to finger them.
Flushing came up once more, and dropped a quantity of
brooches, earrings, bracelets, tassels, and combs amc
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peraments and habits of artists, and people of the same
who used to come to Chillingley in the old days, but
doubtless not the same, though they too were very clever
interested in Egyptology, the business took some time.
last Mrs. Flushing sought her diary for help, the method
reckoning dates on the fingers proving unsatisfactory.
opened and shut every drawer in her writing-table, and
cried furiously, “Yarmouth! Yarmouth! Drat the wo
She’s always out of the way when she’s wanted !”’

At this moment the luncheon gong began to work itself i
its midday frenzy. Mrs. Flushing rang her bell viol
The door was opened by a handsome maid who was almost
upright as her mistress.

“Oh, Yarmouth,” said Mrs. Flushing, “just find my di
and see where ten days from now would bring us to, and
the hall porter how many men 'ud be wanted to row
people up the river for a week, and what it *ud cost, and
it on a slip of paper and leave it on my dressing-table. Now—
she pointed at the door with a superb forefinger so that Ra
had to lead the way.

“Oh, and Yarmouth,” Mrs. Flushing called back over h¢
shoulder. “Put those things away and hang ’em in their righ
places, there’s a good girl, or it fusses Mr. Flushin’.”

To all of which Yarmouth merely replied, “Yes, ma’am.”

As they entered the long dining-room it was obvious that th
day was still Sunday, although the mood was slightly abatin
The Flushings’ table was set by the side in the window, so th:
Mrs. Flushing could scrutinise each figure as it entered, ar
her curiosity seemed to be intense.

“Old Mrs. Paley,” she whispered as the wheeled chair slow
made its way through the door, Arthur pushing behin
“Thornburys” came next. “That nice woman,” she nudgt
Rachel to look at Miss Allan. “What's her name?” TI
painted lady who always came in late, tripping into the roo
with a prepared smile as though she came out upon a stag
might well have quailed before Mrs. Flushing’s stare, whi
expressed her steely hostility to the whole tribe of paint
ladies. Next came the two young men whom Mrs. Flushi
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very vividly that morning, thanks to Mr. Bax, who hac
spired him to write three of the most superb lines in En
literature, an invocation to the Deity.

“I wrote ’em on the back of the envelope of my aunt’s
letter,” he said, and pulled it from between the page
Sappho.

“Well, let’s hear them,” said Hewet, slightly mollified b;
prospect of a literary discussion.

“My dear Hewet, do you wish us both to be flung ot
the hotel by an enraged mob of Thornburys and Elliots?”’ ]
enquired. “The merest whisper would be sufficient tc
criminate me for ever. God!” he broke out, “what’s the
attempting to write when the world’s peopled by such da:
fools? Seriously, Hewet, I advise you to give up litera
What'’s the good of it? There’s your audience.”

He nodded his head at the tables where a very miscellan
collection of Europeans were now engaged in eating, in !
cases in gnawing, the stringy foreign fowls. Hewet lo
and grew more out of temper than ever. Hirst looked
His eyes fell upon Rachel, and he bowed to her.

“I rather think Rachel’s in love with me,” he remarke
his eyes returned to his plate. “That’s the worst of fr
ships with young women—they tend to fall in love with «

To that Hewet made no answer whatever, and sat singt
still. Hirst did not seem to mind getting no answer, f(
returned to Mr. Bax again, quoting the peroration abou
drop of water; and when Hewet scarcely replied to thes
marks either, he merely pursed his lips, chose a fig, an
lapsed quite contentedly into his own thoughts, of whic
always had a very large supply. When luncheon was
they separated, taking their cups of coffee to different pai
the hall.

From his chair beneath the palm-tree Hewet saw R
come out of the dining-room with the Flushings ; he saw
look round for chairs, and choose three in a corner where
could go on talking in private. Mr. Flushing was now i
full tide of his discourse. He produced a sheet of paper
which he made drawings as he went on with his talk. H
Rachel lean over and look, pointing to this and that wit






CHAPTER XVIII

VERYTHING he saw was distasteful to him. He hatg::

the blue and white, the intensity and definiteness, the ht

and heat of thie south; the landscape seemed to him as ha

and as romantic as a cardboard background on the stage, a

the mountain but a wooden screen against a sheet painted bl
He walked fast in spite of the heat of the sun.

Two roads led out of the town on the eastern side;
branched off towards the Ambroses’ villa, the other struck i
the country, eventually reaching a village on the plain,
many footpaths, which had been stamped in the earth when
was wet, led off from it, across great dry fields, to scattere
farmhouses, and the villas of rich natives. Hewet steppof
off the road on to one of these, in order to avoid the hardne
and heat of the main road, the dust of which was always bei
raised in small clouds by carts and ramshackle flies which ca®
ried parties of festive peasants, or turkeys swelling uneven]
like a bundle of air balls beneath a net, or the brass bed
and black wooden boxes of some newly wedded pair.

The exercise indeed served to clear away the superficial irri
tations of the morning, but he remained miserable. It o
proved beyond a doubt that Rachel was indifferent to him, fof
she had scarcely looked at him, and she had talked to Mrg
Flushing with just the same interest with which she talked}
to him. Finally, Hirst’s odious words flicked his mind like &
whip, and he remembered that he had left her talking to Hirst§
She was at this moment talking to him, and it might be
as he said, that she was in love with him. He went over all
the evidence for this supposition—her sudden interest in Hirst’s:
writing, her way of quoting his opinions respectfully, or with:
only half a laugh ; her very nickname for him, “the great Man,”:
might have some serious meaning in it. Supposing that there.

bwere an understanding between them, what would it mean to
im?

2490
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these questions in his mind, as he watched Susan and Arl
or Mr. and Mrs. Thornbury, or Mr. and Mrs. Elliot. He
observed how the shy happiness and surprise of the eng
couple had gradually been replaced by a comfortable, tok
state of mind, as if they had already done with the adver
of intimacy and were taking up their parts. Susan use
pursue Arthur about with a sweater, because he had one
let slip that a brother of his had died of pneumonia.
sight amused him, but was not pleasant if you substit
Terence and Rachel for Arthur and Susan; and Arthur
far less eager to get you in a corner and talk about flying
the mechanics of aeroplanes. They would settle down.
then looked at the couples who had been married for se
years. It was true that Mrs. Thornbury had a husband,
that for the most part she was wonderfully successful in b
ing him into the conversation, but one could not imagine
they said to each other when they were alone. There wa
same difficulty with regard to the Elliots, except that they |
ably bickered openly in private. They sometimes bickert
public, though these disagreements were painfully covered
by little insincerities on the part of the wife, who was afra
public opinion, because she was much stupider than her
band, and had to make efforts to keep hold of him. 1T
could be no doubt, he decided, that it would have beer
better for the world if these couples had separated. |
the Ambroses, whom he admired and respected profounc
in spite of all the love between them, was not their mar
too a compromise? She gave way to him; she spoilt him
arranged things for him; she who was all truth to others
not true to her husband, was not true to her friends if
came in conflict with her husband. It was a strange and
eous flaw in her nature. Perhaps Rachel had been right,
when she said that night in the garden, “We bring out w
worst in each other—we should live separate.”

No, Rachel had been utterly wrong! Every argu
seemed to be against undertaking the burden of marriage
he came to Rachel’s argument, which was manifestly ab:
From having been the pursued, he turned and became the

suer. Allowing the case against marriage ‘o \apse,te b
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safety, its compromise, and the thought of you interferi
my work, hindering me ; what would you answer ?”

He stopped, leant against the trunk of a tree, and
without seeing them at some stones scattered on the
the dry river-bed. He saw Rachel’s face distinctly, the
eyes, the hair, the mouth; the face that could look so
things—plain, vacant, almost insignificant, or wild, passi
almost beautiful, yet in his eyes was always the same
of the extraordinary freedom with which she looked at
and spoke as she felt. What would she answer? What di
feel? Did she love him, or did she feel nothing at all forf
or for any other man, being, as she had said the other afll
noon, free, like the wind or the sea?

“Oh, you're free!” he exclaiged, in exultation at the
of her, “and I'd keep you free. We’d be free together.
share everything together. No happiness would be like
No lives would compare with ours.” He opened his
wide as if to hold her and the world in one embrace.

No longer able to consider marriage, or to weigh coolly Wi’
her nature was, or how it would be if they lived together @
dropped to the ground and sat absorbed in the thought of i
and soon tormented by the desire to be in her presence agai
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As Rachel had no wish to go or to stay, Evelyn took he
the wrist and drew her out of the hall and up the stairs.
they went upstairs two steps at a time, Evelyn, who still
hold of Rachel’s hand, ejaculated broken sentences about@§’
caring a hang what people said. “Why should one, if §°
knows one’s right? And let ’em all go to blazes! Them'sf{t~
opinions !”’

She was in a state of great excitement, and the muscle
her arms were twitching nervously. It was evident that]
was only waiting for the door to shut to tell Rachel all a
it. Indeed, directly they were inside her room, she sat o
end of the bed and said, “I suppose you think I'm mad "

Rachel was not in the mood to think clearly about any ofi
state of mind. She was however in the mood to say stra
out whatever occurred to her without fear of the consequed

“Somebody’s proposed to you,” she remarked. ‘

“How on earth did you guess that ?” Evelyn exclaimed, sg*
pleasure mingling with her surprise. “Do I look as if §:
just had a propusal ?”

“You look as if you had them every day,” Rachel replied¥-

“But I don’t suppose I've had more than you've had,” E§
lyn laughed rather insincerely.

“I’ve never had one.”

“But you will—lots—it’s the easiest thing in the worl
But that’s not what’s happened this afternoon exactly. Ity
Oh, it’s a muddle, a detestable, horrible, disgusting muddle!

She went to the wash-stand and began sponging her ches
with cold water; for they were burning hot. Still spong
them and trembling slightly she turned and explained in §
high pitched voice of nervous excitement: “Alfred Pe
says I’ve promised to marry him, and I say I never did.
clair says he’ll shoot himself if I don’t marry him, and I s
‘Well, shoot yourself " But of course he doesn’t—they n
do. And Sinclair got hold of me this afternoon and begl
bothering me to give an answer, and accusing me of flirtiff
with Alfred Perrott, and told me I'd no heart, and was merd
a Siren, oh, and quantities of pleasant things like that. Soj}
last I said to him, ‘Well, Sinclair, you've said enough no

You can just let me go.! And then he caught toe and kissd
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“Lillah runs a home for inebriate women in the Dep}
Road,” she continued. “She started it, managed it, did ¢
thing off her own bat, and it’s now the biggest of its ki
England. You can’t think what those women are like
their homes. But she goes among them at all hours of the
and night. I've often been with her. . . . That’s wha
matter with us. . . . We don’t do things. What do you
she demanded, looking at Rachel with a slightly ironical
Rachel had scarcely listened to any of this, and her exjli:’
sion was vacant and unhappy. She had conceived an ¢~
dislike for Lillah Harrison and her work in the Deptford K
and for Evelyn M. and her profusion of love affairs.

“I play,” she said with an affectation of stolid compo

“That’s about it !” Evelyn laughed. “We none of us do
thing but play. And that’s why women like Lillah Harr@d"
who’s worth twenty of you and me, have to work themsqli’
to the bone. But I'm tired of playing,” she went on, lyingl
on the bed, and raising her arms above her head.
stretched out, she looked more diminutive than ever.

“I’'m going to do something. I’ve got a splendid idea. ‘
here, you must join. I'm sure you've got any amount of §§
in you, though you look—well, as if you’d lived all your §*
in a garden.” She sat up, and began to explain with
tion. “I belong to a club in London. It meets every S
day, so it’s called the Saturday Club. We’re supposed to %§°
about art, but I'm sick of talking about art—what’s the g§"
of it? With all kinds of real things going on round one? §
isn’t as if they’d got anything to say about art, either. §
what I'm going to tell ’em is that we’ve talked enough aly
art, and we’d better talk about life for a change. Questid
that really matter to people’s lives, the White Slave Trs

- Woman Suffrage, the Insurance Bill, and so on. And wi
we’ve made up our mind what we want to do we could fo
ourselves into a society for doing it. . . . I'm certain that
people like ourselves were to take things in hand instead
leaving it to policemen and magistrates, we could put a stop
—prostitution”—she lowered her voice at the ugly word—
six months. My idea is that men and women ought to join
these matters. We ought to go into Piccadilly and stop one
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speaking recklessly, with something at the back of her:
forcing her to say the things that one usually does not
“But I don’t believe in God, I don’t believe in Mr. Bax, I
believe in the hospital nurse. I don’t believe—" She to
a photograph and, looking at it, did not finish her sentenct

“That’s my mother,” said Evelyn, who remained sitti
the floor binding her knees together with her arms, and %
ing Rachel curiously.

Rachel considered the portait. “Well, I don’t much b
in her,” she remarked after a time in a low tone of voice.

Mrs. Murgatroyd looked indeed as if the life had
crushed out of her; she knelt on a chair, gazing piteously
behind the body of a Pomeranian dog which she clasped 1
cheek, as if for protection.

“And that’s my dad,” said Evelyn, for there were two
graphs in one frame. The second photograph represen
handsome soldier with high regular features and a heavy
moustache ; his hand rested on the hilt of his sword ; ther
a decided likeness between him and Evelyn.

“And it’s because of them,” said Evelyn, “that I’'m goi
help the other women. You've heard about me, I sup
They weren’t married, you see; I'm not anybody in parti
I'm not a bit ashamed of it. They loved each other an;
and that’s more than most people can say of their parent:

Rachel sat down on the bed, with the two pictures i
hands, and compared them—the man and the woman whi
so Evelyn said, loved each other. That fact intereste
more than the campaign on behalf of unfortunate women
Eve}yn was once more beginning to describe. She |
again from one to the other. :

“What d’you think it’s like,” she asked, as Evelyn g
for a minute, “being in love ?”

“’Have you never been in love?” Evelyn asked. “Oh
one’s only got to look at you to see that,” she added. Sh
Sldefe(_i “I really was in love once,” she said. She fe
reflection, her eyes losing their bright vitality and app
:::gl ;'C’m:::_l]ng.hke an expression of tenderness. “It was

o 1 . . - 9
with me. ’;h;tt’lsa:;;d%mt{::”worst of it is it don’t la:
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slowly down the passage, running her hand along the W
side her. She did not think which way she was going
therefcre walked down a passage which only led to a ws
and a balcony. She looked down at the kitchen premisey
wrong side of hotel life, which was cut off from the righ
by a maze of small bushes. The ground was bare, old{
were scattered about, and the bushes wore towels and 3
upon their heads to dry. Every now and then a waiter
out in a white apron and threw rubbish on to a heap.
large women in cotton dresses were sitting on a bench

across their knees. They were plucking the birds, and tal
as they plucked. Suddenly a chicken came floundering,
flying, half running into the space, pursued by a third w
whose age could_ hardly be under eighty. Although wing"
and unsteady on her legs she kept up the chase, egged o™
the laughter of the others; her face was expressive of fug

hand-clapping here, a napkin there,, the bird ran this way @
that in sharp angles, and finally fluttered straight at the@-
woman, who opened her scanty grey skirts to enclose}’
dropped upon it in a bundle, and then, holding it out, cutf
head off with an expression of vindictive energy and triusl“
combined. The blood and the ugly wriggling fascin
Rachel, so that although she knew that some one had comeff
behind and was standing beside her, she did not turn ro
until the old woman had settled down on the bench be51de i
others. Then she looked up sharply, because of the uglinf:
of what she had seen. It was Miss Allan who stood besidel|}’
“Not a pretty sight,” said Miss Allan, “although I dard
it’s really more humane than our method . T don’t belig:
you’ve ever been in my room,” she added, and turned awa
if she meant Rachel to follow her. Rachel followed, fo
seemed possible that each new person might remove the mff
tery which burdened her. )
The bedrooms at the hotel were all on the same pattern, s§
that some were larger and some smaller; each had a floor
dark red tile; each had a high bed, draped in mosquito o
tains; each had a writing-table and a dressing-table, and
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some other implement. “I daresay I shouldn’t like p:
ginger.”

“You've never tried ?” enquired Miss Allan. “Then
sider that it is your duty to try now. Why, you may
new pleasure to life, and as you are still young—" She
dered whether a button-hook would do. “I make ita
try everything,” she said. “Don’t you think it would be
annoying if you tasted ginger for the first time on your
bed, and found you never liked anything so much? I
be so exceedingly annoyed that I think I should get well
account alone.”

She was now successful, and a lump of ginger e
the end of the button-hook. While she went to wipe
ton-hook, Rachel bit the ginger and at once cried, “I m
it out!”

“Are you sure you have really tasted it ?” Miss Allan
manded.

For answer Rachel threw it out of the window.

“An experience anyhow,” said Miss Allan calmly.
see—I have nothing else to offer you, unless you would
taste this.” A small cupboard hung above her bed, and
took out of it a slim elegant jar filled with a bright greenq

“Créme de Menthe,” she said. ‘“Liqueur, you know.
looks as if I drank, doesn’t it? As a matter of fact it goe
prove what an exceptionally abstemious person I am. !
had that jar for six-and-twenty years,” she added, lookin
it with pride, as she tipped it over, and from the height of
liquid it could be seen that the bottle was still untouched.

“Twenty-six years ?”” Rachel exclaimed.

Miss Allan was gratified, for she had meant Rachel t
surprised.

“When I went to Dresden six-and-twenty years ago,”
said, “a certain friend of mine announced her intention of n
ing me a present. She thought that in the event of shipw
or accident a stimulant might be useful. However, as I
no occasion for it, I gave it back on my return. On the ev
any foreign journey the same bottle always makes its app
ance, with the same note; on my return in safety it is alv
handed back. I consider it a kind of charm against accide

[}
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“Oh no,” said Rachel. “It’s hard!”

Miss Allan looked at Rachel quietly, saying noth
suspected that there were difficulties of some kind. 1
put her hand to the back of her head, and discovered
of the grey coils of hair had come loose.

“I must ask you to be so kind as to excuse me,
rising, “if I do my hair. I have never yet found a sati
type of hairpin. I must change my dress, too, for th
of that; and I should be particularly glad of your as
because there is a tiresome set of hooks which I can f:
myself, but it takes from ten to fifteen minutes; wher
your help——"

She slipped off her coat and skirt and blouse, and s
ing her hair before the glass, a massive homely figure, t
coat being so short that she stood on a pair of thick sl
legs.

“People say youth is pleasant; I myself find middle
pleasanter,” she remarked, removing hair pins and cor
taking up her brush. When it fell loose her hair or
down to her neck.

“When one was young,” she continued, “things cot
so very serious if one was made that way. . . . And
dress.”

In a wonderfully short space of time her hair had
formed in its usual loops. The upper half of her b
became dark green with black stripes on it ; the skirt, t
needed hooking at various angles, and Rachel had to |
the floor, fitting the eyes to the hooks.

“Our Miss Johnson used to find life very unsatisfa
remember,” Miss Allan continued. She turned her
the light. “And then she took to breeding guinea-
their spots, and became absorbed in that. I have ju:
that the yellow guinea-pig has had a black baby. We h
of sixpence on about it. She will be very triumphant

The skirt was fastened. She looked at herself in t
with the curious stiffening of her face generally ca
looking in the glass.

“Am I in a fit state to encounter my fellow-being

asked. “I forget which way it is—but they Snd black

”
.
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some it would be hot, but the nights would be cold; acco
to others, the difficulties would lie rather in getting a boat
in speaking the language. Mrs. Flushing disposed of al
jections, whether due to man or due to nature, by annow
that her husband would settle all that.

Meanwhile Mr. Flushing quietly explained to Helen tha
expedition was really a simple matter; it took five days a
outside; and the place—a native village—was certainly
worth seeing before she returned to England. Helen :
mured ambiguously, and did not commit herself to one an
rather than to another.

The tea-party, however, included too many different kin
people for general conversation to flourish; and from Rac
point of view possessed the great advantage that it was
unnecessary for her to talk. Over there Susan and Ai
were explaining to Mrs. Paley that an expedition had
proposed; and Mrs. Paley having grasped the fact, gaw
advice of an old traveller that they should take nice ca
vegetables, fur cloaks, and insect powder. She leant ov
Mrs. Flushing and whispered something which from
twinkle in her eyes probably had reference to bugs. ’
Helen was reciting “Toll for the Brave” to St. John Hir:
order apparently to win a sixpence which lay upon the t
while Mr. Hughling Elliot imposed silence upon his sectic
the audience by his fascinating anecdote of Lord Curzon
the undergraduate’s bicycle. Mrs. Thornbury was tryir
remember the name of a man who might have been an
Garibaldi, and had written a book which they ought to 1
and Mr. Thornbury recollected that he had a pair of binoc
at anybody’s service. Miss Allan meanwhile murmured
the curious intimacy which a spinster often achieves with «
to the fox-terrier which Evelyn had at last induced to
over to them. Little particles of dust or blossom fell o1
plates now and then when the branches sighed above. R
seemed to see and hear a little of everything, much as a
feels the twigs that fall into it and sees the sky above, bu
eyes were too vague for Evelyn’s liking. She came ac
and sat on the ground at Rachel’s feet.
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with a curious sense of the significance of the moment. 1
she rose, for Mrs. Flushing had seen Hewet too, and was
manding information about rivers and boats which sho
that the whole conversation would now come over again.

Rachel followed her, and they walked in silence down
avenue. In spite of what Helen had seen and understood,
feeling that was uppermost in her mind was now curio
perverse; if she went on this expedition, she would not be
to have a bath; the effort appeared to her to be great and
agreeable.

“It’s so unpleasant, being cooped up with people one ha
knows,” she remarked. “People who mind being seen nak

“You don’t mean to go?” Rachel asked.

The intensity with which this was spoken irritated |
Ambrose.

“I don’t mean to go, and I don’t mean not to go,” she rep
She became more and more casual and indifferent.

“After all, I daresay we’ve seen all there is to be seen;
there’s the bother of getting there, and whatever they may
it’s bound to be vilely uncomfortable.”

For some time Rachel made no reply; but every sent
Helen spoke increased her bitterness. At last she broke o

“Thank God, Helen, I'm not like you! I sometimes t
you don’t think or feel or care or do anything but e
You're like Mr. Hirst. You see that things are bad, and
pride yourself on saying so. It’s what you call being hor
as a matter of fact it’s being lazy, being dull, being notl
You don’t help; you put an end to things.”

Helen smiled as if she rather enjoyed the attack.

“Well?” she enquired.

“It seems to me bad—that’s all,” Rachel replied.

“Quite likely,” said Helen.

At any other time Rachel would probably have been sile
by her Aunt’s candour; but this afternoon she was not ir
mood to be silenced by any one. A quarrel would be welc

“You’re only half alive,” she continued.

“Is that because I didn’t accept Mr. Flushing’s invitati
Helen asked, “or do you always think that ?”

At the moment it appeared to Rachel that she had al






CHAPTER XX

WHEN considered in detail by Mr. Flushing and |
Ambrose the expedition proved neither dangerous
difficult. They found also that it was not even unusual. E
year at this season English people made parties which stea
a short way up the river, landed, and looked at the native
lage, bought a certain number of things from the natives,
returned again without damage done to mind or body. W
it was discovered that six people really wished the same t
the arrangements were soon carried out.

Since the time of Elizabeth very few people had seen
river, and nothing had been done to change its appearance {
what it was to the eyes of the Elizabethan voyagers. The
of Elizabeth was only distant from the present time by a
ment of space compared with the ages which had passed s
the water had run between those banks, and the green thic
swarmed there, and the small trees grown to huge wrin
trees in solitude. {Changing only with the change of the
and the clouds, the waving green mass had stood there
century after century, and the water had run between its b
ceaselessly, sometimes washing away earth and sometimes
branches of trees, while in qther p_a,rﬁs_o.u.br\w?lrﬁgne t
had risen upon the ruins of another town, and the e in
towns had become more and more_articulate and unlike .
other. - A few miles of this river were visible from the to
the mountain where some weeks before the party from
. hotel had picnicked. Susan and Arthur had seen it as

kissed each other, and Terence and Rachel as they sat tal
about Richmond, and Evelyn and Perrott as they strolled at
imagining that they were great captains sent to colonise
world. They had seen the broad blue mark across the
where it flowed into the sea, and the green cloud of trees 1
themselves about it farther up, and finally hide its waters
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persuaded Mrs. Flushing that she could take off her clod
behind this, and that no one would notice if by chance
part of her which had been concealed for forty-five years
laid bare to the human eye. Mattresses were thrown dol
rugs prowded and the three women lay near each other m1
soft open air.

The gentlemen, having smoked a certain number of d
arettes, dropped the glowing ends into the river, and lodl
for a time at the ripples wrinkling the black water bend
them, undressed too, and lay down at the other end of the bd
They were very tired, and curtained from each other by {
darkness. The light from one lantern fell upon a few ropes
few planks of the deck, and the rail of the boat, but beyd
that there was unbroken darkness, no light reached their fa¢
or the trees which were massed on the sides of the river.

Soon Wilfred Flushing slept, and Hirst slept. Hewet ak
lay awake looking straight up into the sky. The gentle o
tion and the black shapes that were drawn ceaselessly acnt
his eyes had the effect of making it impossible for him
think. Rachel’s presence so near him lulled thought aski
Being so near him, only a few paces off at the other end of
boat, she made it as impossible for him to think about her a
would have been impossible to see her if she had stood qu
close to him, her forehead against his forehead. In so
strange way the boat became identified with himself, and j
as it would have been useless for him to get up and steer |
boat, so was it useless for him to struggle any longer with !
irresistible force of his own feelings. He was drawn on 3
on away from all he knew, slipping over barriers and p
landmarks into unknown waters as the boat glided over "
smooth surface of the river. In profound peace, envelof
in deeper unconsciousness than had been his for many nigl
he lay on deck watching the tee-tops change their posit
slightly against the sky, and arch themselves, and sink :
tower huge, until he passed from seeing them into dre:
where he lay beneath the shadow of vast trees, looking up i
the sky.

When they woke next morning they had gone a consider:
way up the river; on the right was a tigh yellow bank of s
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There’s everything here—everything,” she repeated in
drowsy tone of voice. ‘“What will you gain by walking?”

“You'll be hot and disagreeable by tea-time, we shall be a
and sweet,” put in Hirst. Into his eyes as he looked up
them had come yellow and green reflections from the sky a
the branches, robbing them of their intentness, and he seem
to think what he did not say. It was thus taken for grant
by them both that Terence and Rachel proposed to walk it
the woods together; with one look at each other they turn
away.

“Good-bye!” cried Rachel.

“Good-bye. Beware of snakes,” Hirst replied. He s
tled himself still more comfortably under the shade of
fallen tree and Helen’s figure. As they went, Mr. Flushi
called after them, “We must start in an hour. Hewet, ple:
remember that. An hour.”

Whether made by man, or for some reason preserved
nature, there was a wide pathway striking through the for
at right angles to the river. It resembled a drive in an Engl
forest, save that tropical bushes with their sword-like lea
grew at the side, and the ground was covered with an '
marked springy moss instead of grass, starred with little }
low flowers. As they passed into thg depths of the forest
light grew dimmer, and the noises oﬁﬁ?‘d‘f‘d’ﬁé‘l’?‘wvﬂd w
replaced by those creaking and sighing sounds which sugg
to the traveller in a forest that he is walking at the bottom
the sea. The path narrowed and turned; it was hedged in
dense creepers which knotted tree to tree, and burst here :
there into star-shaped crimson blossoms. The sighing .
creaking up above were broken every now and then by
jarring cry of some startled animal. The atmosphere -
close and the air came at them in languid puffs of scent.
vast green light was broken here and there by a round of §
yellow sunlight which fell through some gap in the imme
umbrella of green above, and in these yellow spaces crim
and black butterflies were circling and settling. Terence
Rachel hardly spoke.

Not only did the silence weigh upon them, but they were |
unable to frame any thoughts. There was something betw
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ing of the water as of her own feeling. On and on it wen
the distance, the senseless and cruel churning of the water. !
observed that the tears were running down Terence’s che

The next movement was on his part. A very long t
seemed to have passed. He took out his watch.

“Flushing said an hour. We’ve been gone more than |
an hour.”

“And it takes that to get back,” said Rachel. She rai
herself very slowly. When she was standing up she stretc
her arms and drew a deep breath, half a sigh, half a yawn. !
appeared to be very tired. Her cheeks were white. “Wl
way ?”’ she asked.

“There,” said Terence.

They began to walk back down the mossy path again. "
sighing and creaking continued far overhead, and the jarr
cries of animals. The butterflies were circling still in
patches of yellow sunlight. At first Terence was certain of
way, but as they walked he became doubtful. They had
stop to consider, and then to return and start once more,
although he was certain of the direction of the river he 1
not certain of striking the point where they had left the ¢
ers. Rachel followed him, stopping where he stopped, turn
where he turned, ignorant of the way, ignorant why he stop
or why he turned.

“I don’t want to be late,” he said, “because—" He pt
flower into her hand and her fingers closed upon it quie
“We’re so late—so late—so horribly late,” he repeated as if
were talking in his sleep. “Ah—this is right. We turn he

They found themselves again in the broad path, like
drive in an English forest, where they had started when t
left the others. They walked on in silence as people walk
in their sleep, and were oddly conscious now and again of
mass of their bodies. Then Rachel exclaimed sudde
“Helen !”

In the sunny space at the edge of the forest they saw H.
still sitting on the tree-trunk, her dress showing very w
in the sun, with Hirst still propped on his elbow by her s
They stopped instinctively. At the sight of other people 1
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the river-bank, where the boat was waiting to row them
to the steamer.

The heat of the day was going down, and over their
of tea the Flushings tended to become communicative. *
seemed to Terence as he listened to them talking, that exi
ence now went on in two different layers. Here were
Flushings talking, talking somewhere high up in the air
him, and he and Rachel had dropped to the bottom of the
together. But with something of a child’s directness,
Flushing had also the instinct which leads a child to
what its elders wish to keep hidden. She fixed Terence
her vivid blue eyes and addressed herself to him in
What would he do, she wanted to know, if the boat ran
a rock and sank.

“Would you care for anythin’ but savin’ yourself? S
I? No, no,” she laughed, “not one scrap—don’t tell
There’s only two creatures the ordinary woman cares al
she continued, “her child and her dog; and I don’t believe i
even two with men. One reads a lot about love—that’s
poetry’s so dull. But what happens in real life, eh? It ain'
love!” she cried. {

Terence murmured something unintelligible. Mr. Flusk
ing, however, had recovered his urbanity. He was smoking!
cigarette, and he now answered his wife. .

“You must always remember, Alice,” he said, “that you
upbringing was very unnatural—unusual, I should say. They
had no mother,” he explamed dropping somethmg of the fos
mality of his tone; “and a father—he was a very delightfd
man, I’ve no doubt, but he cared only for racehorses and Gred
statues. Tell them about the bath, Alice.”

“In the stable-yard,” said Mrs. Flushing. “Covered wit
ice in winter. We had to get in; if we didn’t, we wen
whipped. The strong ones lived—the others died. What ya
call the survival of the fittest—a most excellent plan, I dare
say, if you've thirteen children!”

“And all this going on in the heart of England, in the nint
teenth century!” Mr. Flushing exclaimed, turning to Helen.

“I’d treat my children just the same if I had any,” said Mr!

Flushing.
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wished, at any rate, to be near her, but he found that
say nothing. They could hear Mr. Flushing flowing
about his wife, now about art, now about the futu:
country, little meaningless words floating high in ai
was becoming cold he began to pace the deck with Hir
ments of their talk came out distinctly as they pas
emotion, truth, reality.

“Is it true, or is it a dream?” Rachel murmured, »
had passed.

“It’s true, it’s true,” he replied.

But the breeze freshened, and there was a general «
movement. When the party rearranged themselv
cover of rugs and cloaks, Terence and Rachel were at
ends of the circle, and could not speak to each other
the dark descended, the words of the others seeme
up and vanish as the ashes of burnt paper, and left the
perfectly silent at the bottom of the world. Occasio:
of exquisite joy ran throug'h ‘them, and then they we
ful again.
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on and on, in the hot morning sun, she felt herself unre
ably moved. Whether the unfamiliarity of the forest wa
cause of it, or something less definite, she coulfi not dgtgrl

"Her mind left the scene and occupied itself with anxietie
Ridley, for her children, for far-off things, such as old ag
poverty and death. Hirst, too, was depressed. He had
ooking- forward to this expedition as to a holiday, for,
away from the hotel, surely wonderful things would ha
instead of which nothing happened, and here they were a
comfortable, as restrained, as self-conscious as ever. _Th:
course, was what came of looking forward .to'anyth.mg
was always disappointed. He blamed Wilfrid Flushing,
was so well dressed and so formal; he blamed Hewel
Rachel. Why didn’t they talk? He looked at them s
silent and self-absorbed, and the sight annoyed him. He
posed that they were engaged, or about to bego.me eng
but instead of being in the least romantic or exciting, tha
as dull as everything else; it annoyed him, too, to thin}
they were in love. He drew close to Helen and began t
her how uncomfortable his night had been, lying on the
sometimes too hot, sometimes too cold, and the stars so |
that he couldn’t get to sleep. He had lain awake all
thinking, and when it was light enough to see, he had w
twenty lines of his poem on God, and the awful thing wa
he’d practically proved the fact that God did exist. H
not see that he was teasing her, and he went on to w
what would happen if God did exist—*“an old gentlemar
beard and a long blue dressing-gown, extremely testy an
agreeable as he’s bound to be? Can you suggest a rh
God, rod, sod—all used ; any others?”

Although he spoke much as usual, Helen could have
had she looked, that he was also impatient and disturbed.
she was not called upon to answer, for Mr. Flushing no
claimed “There!” They looked at the hut on the bank, a
:tat;eﬁla:e s‘:'th ‘:l large rent in the roof, and the ground

"Dig s ;rg:l d w;:th fires and scattered with rusty ope

. 1s dead body there?’ Mrs. Flushin

claimed, leaning forward in h
the explorer nEd o2 er eagerness to see the spot
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pleasant for the passengers if they now went for a strt
shore; if they chose to return within an hour, h'e would
them on to the village; if they chose to walk—it was ¢
mile or two farther on—he would meet them at the lar
lace.

P The matter being settled, they were once more put on ¢
the sailors, producing raisins and tobacco, leant upon t
and watched the six English, whose coats and dresses |
so strange upon the green, wander off. A joke that was
means proper set them all laughing, and then they t
round and lay at their ease upon the deck.

Directly they landed, Terence and Rachel drew to;
slightly in advance of the others.

“Thank God!” Terence exclaimed, drawing a long t
“At last we’re alone.” ‘

“And if we keep ahead we can talk,” said Rachel.

Nevertheless, although their position some yards in ac
of the others made it possible for them to say anythin;
chose, they were both silent.

“You love me ?” Terence asked at length, breaking the ¢
painfully. To speak or to be silent was equally an effo!
when they were silent they were keenly conscious of eac
er’s presence, and yet words were either too trivial
large.

She murmured inarticulately, ending, “And you?”

“Yes, yes,” he replied; but there were so many things
said, and now that they were alone it seemed necessary to
themselves still more near, and to surmount a barrier
had grown up since they had last spoken. It was di
frightening even, oddly embarrassing. At one moment b
Clﬁ?"‘Sighted, and, at the next, confused.

Now‘ I'm going to begin at the beginning,” he said
Il)utfely. ‘I'm going to tell you what I ought to have tol
etore. In the first place, I've never been in love with
women, but I've had other women. Then I've great :
Im vef}’ laz y Ilm moody_n He ersisted in .t
exclamation, “You've got 10 know (L , in spite

ful. Im overcs got to know the worst of me. I'n
me by a sense of futility—incompeten
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to time, observing his grey coat and his purple tie; obserd
the man with whom she was to spend the rest of her life. ;

After one of these glances she murmured, “Yes, I'm in k
There’s no doubt; I'm in love with you.” ,

Nevertheless, they remained uncomfortably apart; drav
close together, as she spoke, that there seemed no division
tween them, and the next moment separate and far away ag
Feeling this painfully, she exclaimed, “It will be a fight.”

But as she looked at him she perceived from the shape
his eyes, the lines about his mouth, and other peculiarities
he pleased her, and she added:

“Where I want to fight, you have compassion. You're fa
than I am; you're much finer.”

He returned her glance and smiled, perceiving, much as
had done, the very small individual things about her w
made her delightful to him. She was his for ever. Thish
rier being surmounted, innumerable delights lay before th
both.

“I’m not finer,” he answered. “I’m only older, lazier; am
not a woman.”

“A man,” she repeated, and a curious sense of possessiff
coming over her, it struck her that she might now touch hi
she put out her hand and lightly touched his cheek. His fingeg
followed where hers had been, and the touch of his hand up
his face brought back the overpowering sense of unreali
This body of his was unreal; the whole world was unreal. ],

“What’s happened?”’ he began. “Why did I ask you
marry me? How did it happen?”

“Did you ask me to marry you?” she wondered. They fad
far away from each other, and neither of them could re
what had been said.

“We sat upon the ground,” he recollected.

“We sat upon the ground,” she confirmed him. The reo
lection of sitting upon the ground, such as it was, seemed §°
unite them again, and they walked on in silence, their minff
sometimes working with difficulty and sometimes ceasing
work, their eyes alone perceiving the things round them. Nog
he would attempt again to tell her his faults, and why he lo
her; and she would describe what she had felt at this time
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Both were flushed, both laughing, and the lips were
they came together and kissed in the air above her. B
fragments of speech came down to her on the ground. '
thought she heard them speak of love and then of mam
Raising herself and sitting up, she too realised Helen'si--
body, the strong and hospitable arms, and happiness swi::.
and breaking in one vast wave. When this fell away, andg-:
grasses once more lay low, and the sky became horizontal,
the earth rolled out flat on each side, and the trees stood$:
right, she was the first to perceive a little row of human g
standing patiently in the distance. For the moment she
not remember who they were.

“Who are they?” she asked, and then recollected.

Falling into line behind Mr. Flushing, they were careft
leave at least three yards’ distance between the toe of his
and the rim of her skirt. .

He led them across a stretch of green by the river-bank
then through a grove of trees, and bade them remark the sgg
of human habitation, the blackened grass, the charred ti,
stumps, and there, through the trees, strange wooden nef§.
drawn together in an arch where the trees drew apart,
village which was the goal of their journey. :

Stepping cautiously, they observed the women, who W§.
squatting on the ground in triangular shapes, moving tig.
hands, either plaiting straw or in kneading something in bo
But when they had looked for a moment undiscovered, ti.
were seen, and Mr. Flushing, advancing into the centre of §-

clearing, was engaged in talk with a lean majestic man, wi Y
bones and hollows at once made the shapes of the Englif§
man’s body appear ugly and unnatural. The women took §
notice of the strangers, except that their hands paused for§
moment and their long narrow eyes slid round and fixed
them with the motionless inexpressive gaze of those remoy
lflt'om each other far, far beyond the plunge of speech. Th
ands moved again, but the stare continued. It followed thd
?i?stti]:-.ey Walked, as they peered into the huts where they cot
oor, gaurl:jh guns leaning in t}me corner, and bowls upon
abies ’ega::izcci(ih()f rushes; in the dusk the solemn eyes
em, and old women stared out too. As the
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the air, as they ran from tree-trunk to tree-top. Ho
the little figures looked wandering through the treest
became acutely conscious of the little limbs, the thin vei
delicate flesh of men and women, which breaks so easily
lets the life escape compared with these great trees and
waters. A falling branch, a foot that slips, and the earth
crushed them or the water drowned them. Thus thinkin,
kept her eyes anxiously fixed upon the lovers, as if by doin
‘she could protect them from their fate. Turning, she fof
the Flushings by. her side. e ’

They were talking about the things they had bought
arguing whether they were really old, and whether there
not signs here and there of European influence. Helen
appealed to. She was made to look at a brooch, and then
pair of ear-rings. But all the time she blamed them for ha
come on this expedition, for having ventured too far and
posed themselves. Then she roused herself and tried to 4
but in a few moments she caught herself seeing a picture
boat upset on the river in England, at midday. It was mo
she knew, to imagine such things; nevertheless she sought
the figures of the others between the trees, and whenever
saw them she kept her eyes fixed on them, so that she mi
be able to protect them from disaster.

But when the sun went down and the steamer turned
began to steam back towards civilisation, again her fears we
calmed. Inthe semi-darkness the chairs on deck and the peo
sitting in them were angular shapes, the mouth being indica§¢
by a tiny burning spot, and the arm by the same spot movilk:
up or down as the cigar or cigarette was lifted to and fr¢
the lips. Words crossed thc darkness, but, not knowing wh
they fell, seemed to lack energy and substance. Deep sig
proceeded regularly, although with some attempt at supp
sion, from the large white mound which represented the p
of Mrs. Flushing. The day had been long and very hot,
now that all the colours were blotted out the cool night
Zeemed to press.soft fingers upon the eyelids, sealing
ng:vr? 'H_Some _phnlo§ophical remark directed, apparently, at
PAe untiln-istt ::;ssed its aim, and hung so long suspended in \

s engulfed by a yawn, that it was conside
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though Hirst detects a gouty tendency. Well, then, I thi
very intelligent.” He paused as if for confirmation.

Helen agreed.

“Though, unfortunately, rather lazy. I intend to
Rachel to be a fool if she wants to, and— Do you find
the whole satisfactory in other respects?” he asked shyly.

“Yes, I like what I know of you,” Helen replied. “But i
—one knows so little.” e

“We shall live in London,” he continued, “and—"
one voice they suddenly enquired whether she did not
them the happiest people that she had ever known.

“Hush,” she checked them, “Mrs. Flushing,
She’s behind us.”

Then they fell silent, and Terence and Rachel felt i
tively that their happiness had made her sad, and, while
were anxious to go on talking about themselves, they did
like to.

“We’ve talked too much about ourselves,” Terence
“Tell us——"

“Yes, tell us—" Rachel echoed. They were both in the
to believe that every one was capable of saying something
profound.

“What can I tell you?”’ Helen reflected, speaking more
herself in a rambling style than as a prophetess delivering
message. She forced herself to speak.

“After all, though I scold Rachel, I'm not much wiser
self. I'm older, of course, I'm half-way through, and y
just beginning. It’s puzzling—sometimes, I think, disa
mg;.the great things aren’t as great, perhaps, as one ex
put it’s interesting—Oh, yes you’re certain to find it intereft
ing And so it goes on,” they became conscious here §
the procession of dark trees into which, as far as they
see, Helen was now looking, “and there are pleasures w
One’doesn’t expect them (you must write to your father),
you'll be very happy, I've no doubt. But I must go to
a}:ld if you are sensible you will follow in ten minutes, and so,
i‘ € rose and stood before them, almost featureless and vef
a'}gﬂii‘:‘fl'rll’g}lt:” She passed behind the curtain.

ng in silence for the greater part of the ten minute

=]







CHAPTER XXII

THE darkness fell, but rose again, and as each day sp
widely over the earth and parted them from the str:
day in the forest when they had been forced to tell each ¢
what they wanted, this wish of theirs was revealed to ¢
people, and in the process became slightly strange to tt
selves. Apparently it was not anything unusual that
happened ; it was that they had become engaged to marry
other. The world, which consisted for the most part of
hotel and the villa, expressed itself glad on the whole that
people should marry, and allowed them to see that they 1
not expected to take part in the work which has to be don
order that the world shall go on, but might absent themst
for a time. They were accordingly left alone until they
the silence as if, playing in a vast church, the door had |
shut on them. They were driven to walk alone, and sit al
to visit secret places where the flowers had never been pit
and the trees were solitary. In solitude they could exp
those beautiful but too vast desires which were so oddly
comfortable to the ears of other men and women—de:
for a world, such as their own world which contained
people seemed to them to be, where people knew each o
intimately and thus judged each other by what was good,
never quarrelled, because that was waste of time.

They would talk of such questions among books, or ot
the sun, or sitting in the shade of a tree undisturbed. '
were no longer embarrassed, or half-choked with mea
which could not express itself ; they were not afraid of
other, or, like travellers down a twisting river, dazzled
sudden beauties when the corner is turned; the unexpe
happened, but even the ordinary was lovable, and in many v
preferable to the ecstatic and mysterious, for it was refi

200
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this opportunity of revealing the secrets of her sex. Shel1
indeed, advanced so far in the pursuit of wisdom that she
lowed these secrets to rest undisturbed; it seemed to be1
served for a later generation to discuss them philosophical

Crashing down a final chord with her left hand, she ¢
claimed at last, swinging round upon him:

“No, Terence, it’s no good; here am I, the best musician
South America, not to speak of Europe and Asia, and I &
play a note because of you in the room interrupting me ew
other second.”

“You don’t seem to realise that that’s what I've been aimi
at for the last half-hour,” he remarked. “I’ve no objection
nice, simple tunes—indeed, I find them very helpful to liter:
composition, but that kind of thing is merely like an unf
tunate old dog going round on its hind legs in the rain.”

He began turning over the little sheets of note-paper wh
were scattered on the table, conveying the congratulations
their friends.

“‘——all possible wishes for all possible happiness,’”
read ; “correct, but not very vivid, are they?”

“They’re sheer nonsense!” Rachel exclaimed. “Think
words compared with sounds!” she continued. “Think
novels and plays and historiess——" Perched on the edge
the table, she stirred the red and yellow volumes ¢ontemg
ously. She seemed to herself to be in a position where
could despise all human learning. Terence looked at them t
" “God, Rachel, you do read trash!” he exclaimed. “2
you're behind the times too, my dear. No one dreams
reading this kind of thing now—antiquated problem plz
harrowing descriptions of life in the east end—oh, no, we
exploded all that. Read poetry, Rachel, poetry, poel
poetry!”

Picking up one of the books, he began to read aloud,
intention being to satirise the short sharp bark of the writ
English; but she paid no attention, and after an interval
meditation exclaimed:

“Does it ever seem to you, Terence, that the world is c
posed entirely of vast blocks of matter, and that we're nott

N
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or could ever feel it, or had even the right to pretend fo
single second that they were capable of feeling it, appalled
much as the church service had done, much as the face of
hospital nurse had done; and if they didn’t feel a thing
did they go and pretend to? The simplicity and arrogance
hardness of her youth, now concentrated into a single sp
as it was by her love of him, puzzled Terence ; being enga
had not that effect on him; the world was different, but no#
that way; he still wanted the things he had always want
and in particular he wanted the companionship of other peo
more than ever perhaps. He took the letters out of her ha
and protested:

“Of course they’re absurd, Rachel; of course they say thi
just because other people say them, but even so, what a n¥
woman Miss Allan is; you can’t deny that; and Mrs. Thod
bury too; she’s got too many children I grant you, but if ha
a-dozen of them had gone to the bad instead of rising inf
libly to the tops of their trees—hasn’t she a kind of bea
of elemental simplicity as Flushing would say? Isn’t s
rather like a large old tree murmuring in the moonlight, ¢
a river going on and on and on? By the way, Ralph’s be¢
made governor of the Carroway Islands—the youngest go#
ernor in the service; very good, isn’t it?”

But Rachel was at present unable to conceive thaﬂ

majority of the affairs of the world went on unconnected
a single thread with her own destiny. -

“I won’t have eleven children,” "H“assé‘r-t'eﬁ won’t ha
the eyes of an old woman. She looks at one up and down,
and down, as if one were a horse.”

“We must have a son and we must have a daughter,” said
Terence, putting down the letters, “because, let alone the i
estimable advantage of being our children, they’d be so wel
brought up.” They went on to sketch an outline of the ide
education—how their daughter should be required from in
fancy to gaze at a large square of cardboard, painted blue,
suggest thoughts of infinity, for women were grown too prac
tical; and their son—he should be taught to laugh at gre
men, that is, at distinguished successful men, at men who wor
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tion of his own. For a considerable time nothing was
heard but the ticking of the clock and the fitful scrat
Rachel’s pen, as she produced phrases which bore a con
able likeness to those which she had condemmed. Sh
struck by it herself, for she stopped writing and looke
looked at Terence deep in the arm-chair, looked at the «
ent pieces of furniture, at her bed in the corner, at th
dow-pane which showed the branches of a tree filled ir
sky, heard the clock ticking, and was amazed at the gulf
lay between all that and her sheet of paper. Would ther
. be a time when the world wasene and indivisible?
. avith Terence himself—how far apart they could be, hov
't"\she knew what was passing in his brain now! She the
ished her sentence, which was awkward and ugly, and
" that they were “both very happy, and are going to be m
in the autumn probably and hope to live in London,
we hope you will come and see us when we get back.” (
ing “affectionately,” after some further speculation,
than sincerely, she signed the letter and was dogged
gi:)ning on another when Terence remarked, quoting fr(
k:

“Listen to this, Rachel. ‘It is probable that Hugh’
the hero, a literary man), ‘had not realised at the time
marriage, any more than the young man of parts and i1
ation usually does realise, the nature of the gulf whic
arates the needs and desires of the male from the nee
desires of the female. . . . At first they had been very
The walking tour in Switzerland had been a time o
companionship and stimulating revelations for both of
Betty had proved herself the ideal comrade. . . . The
shouted Love in the Valley to each other across the
slopes of the Riffelhorn’ (and so on, and so on—I’ll sl
descriptions). . . . ‘But in London, after the boy’s bi
was changed. Betty was an admirable mother ; but it ¢
take her long to find out that motherhood, as that func
understood by the mother of the upper middle classt
not absorb the whole of her energies. She was your
strong, with healthy limbs and a body and brain that
urgently for exercise. . . ;7 (In short she began to gi
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wonder what the devil you're thinking about—it makes !
want to do that—" He clenched his fist and shook it so nt
her that she started back, “because now you look as if yot
blow my brains out. There are moments,” he continw
“when, if we stood on a rock together, you'd throw me i
the sea.”

Hypnotised by the force of his eyes in hers, she repeat
“If we stood on a rock together——"

To be flung into the sea, to be washed hither and thith
and driven about the roots of the world—the idea was in
herently delightful. She sprang up, and began moving ab
the room, bending and thrusting aside the chairs and tat
as if she were indeed striking through the waters.
watched her with pleasure; she seemed to be cleaving a |
sage for herself, and dealing triumphantly with the obsta
which would hinder their passage through life.

“It does seem possible !” he exclaimed, “though I've alw
thought it the most unlikely thing in the world—I shall b
love with you all my life, and our marriage will be the
exciting thing that’s ever been done! We’ll never haw
moment’s peace—" He caught her in his arms as she pas
him, and they fought for mastery, imagining a rock, and
sea heaving beneath them. At last she was thrown to

floor, where she lay gasping, and crying for mercy.

" “I'm a mermaid! I can swim,” she cried, “so the gar
up.” Her dress was torn across, and peace being establist
fetched a needle and thread and began to mend the t
¥'And now,” she said, “be quiet and tell me about
““world; tell me about everything that’s ever happened,
" I'll tell you—let me see, what can I tell you?—I’ll tell you at

Miss Montgomerie and the river party. She was left, you

with one foot in the boat, and the other on shore.”

They had spent much time already in thus filling out for
other the course of their past lives, and the characters of t!
friends and relations, so that very soon Terence knew not
what Rachel’s aunts might be expected to say upon every
casion, but also how their bedrooms were furnished, and w
kind of bonnets they wore. He could sustain a conversa

between Mrs. Hunt and Rache), and carry on a tea-party
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brought him such curiosity and sensitiveness of perceptio
that he was led to doubt whether any gift bestowed by mud
reading and living was quite the equal of that for pleast
and pain. What would experience give her after all, excy
a kind of ridiculous formal balance, like that of a drilled d
in the street? He looked at her face and wondered how
would look in twenty years’ time, when the eyes had dulle
and the forehead wore those little persistent wrinkles whig
seem to show that the middle-aged are facing something hat
which the young do not see. What would the hard thing b
for them, he wondered? Then his thoughts turned to the
life in England.

The thought of England was dehghtful for together thegl
would see the old things freshly ; it would be England mJ .

ingales singing in the lanes, into which they could steal wh
the room grew hot; and there would be English meadow
gleaming with water and set with stolid cows, and cloud
dipping low and trailing across the green hills. As he sat if
the room with her, he wished very often to be back again i
the thick of life, doing things with Rachel.

He crossed to the window and exclaimed, “Lord, how g
it is to think of lanes, muddy lanes, with brambles and net«
tles, you know, and real grass fields, and farmyards with pigs
and cows, and men walking beside carts with pitchforks
there’s nothing to compare with that here—look at the stonj
red earth, and the bright blue sea, and the glaring white house
—how tired one gets of it! And the air, without a stain or
wrinkle. I'd give anything for a sea mist.”

Rachel, too, had been thinking of the English country: the
flat land rolling away to the sea, and the woods and the long
straight roads, where one can walk for miles without seeing;
any one, and the great church towers and the curious houses
clustered in the valleys, and the birds, and the dusk, and the
rain beating against the windows. l

“But London, London’s the place,” Terence continued.
They looked together at the carpet, as though London itself
were to be seen there lying on the floor, with all its spires
and pinnacles pricking through the smoke.
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sels between her fingers. A vague sense of dissatisfacti
filled her.

“What’s so detestable in this country,” she exclaimed,*
. the blue—always blue sky and blue sea. It’s like a curtais
all the things one wants are on the other side of that. Iw
. to know what’s going on behind it. I hate these divisio
don’t you, Terence? One person all in the dark about anot
person. Now I liked the Dalloways,” she continued, “
. they’re gone, I shall never see them again. Just by go
on a ship we cut ourselves off entirely from the rest of
world. I want to see England there—London there—all s
of people—why shouldn’t one? why should one be shut uf
by oneself in a room?”

While she spoke thus half to herself and with increa
vagueness, because her eye was caught by a ship that had
come into the bay, she did not see that Terence had ce
to stare contentedly in front of him, and was looking at
keenly and with dissatisfaction. She seemed to be able to
herself adrift from him, and to pass away to unknown pl
where she had no need of him. The thought roused
jealousy., .

“I sometimes think you’re not in love with me and n
will be,” he said energetically. She started and turned rc
at his words.

“I don’t satisfy you in the way you satisfy me,” he
tinued. “There’s something I can’t get hold of in you.
don’t want me as I want you—you’re always wanting s
thing else.”

He began pacing up and down the room.

“Perhaps I ask too much,” he went on. “Perhaps it
really possible to have what I want. Men and women are
different. You can’t understand—you don’t understand-
.. He came up to where she stood looking at him in silence.

It seemed to her now that what he was saying was perf
true, and that she wanted many more things than the
of one human being—the sea, the sky. She turned again
looked at the distant blue, which was so smooth and se
where the sky met the sea; she could not possibly want

one human being.






CHAPTER XXIII

UT no brush was able to efface completely the exprt
of happiness, so that Mrs. Ambrose could not treat
when they came downstairs as if they had spent the mo
in a way that could be discussed naturally. This bein
she joined in the world’s conspiracy to consider them fc
time incapacitated from the business of life, struck by
intensity of feeling into enmity against life, and almos
ceeded in dismissing them from her thoughts.

She reflected that she had done all that it was necess:
do in practical matters. She had written a great many l¢
and had obtained Willoughby’s consent. She had dw:
often upon Mr. Hewet’s prospects, his profession, his
appearance, and temperament, that she had almost forg
what he was really like. When she refreshed herself
look at him, she used to wonder again what he was like
then, concluding that they were happy at any rate, thoug
more about it.

She might more profitably consider what would hapg
three years’ time, or what might have happened if Rache
been left to explore the world under her, father’s guic
The result, she was honest enough to own, might have
better—who knows? She did not disguise from hersel
ference had faults. She was inclined to think him toc
and tolerant, just as he was inclined to think her perh
trifle hard—no, it was rather that she was uncompron
In some ways she found St. John preferable; but the
course, he would never have suited Rachel. Her frier
with St. John was established, for although she fluctuate
tween irritation and interest in a way that did credit 1
candour of her disposition, she liked his company o
whole. He took her outside this little world of love and
tion. He had a grasp of facts. _Suppesing, for instance

304
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sophically. It was very hot, and they were indifferent
any amount of silence, so that they lay back in their
waiting for something to happen. The bell rang for |
but there was no sound of movement in the house.
there any news?> Helen asked; anything in the papers?
John shook his head. O yes, he had a letter from home,
letter from his mother, describing the suicide of the parloh
maid. She was called Susan Jane, and she came into

kitchen one afternoon, and said that she wanted cook to
her money for her; she had twenty pounds in gold.

she went out to buy herself a hat. She came in at half-p
five and said that she had taken poison. They had only ji
time to get her into bed and call a doctor before she died.

“Well?” Helen enquired.

“There’ll have to be an inquest,” said St.- John.

Why had she done it? He shrugged his shoulders.
do people kill themselves? Why do the lower orders do
of the things they do do? Nobody knows. They sat
silence,

“The bell’s rung fifteen minutes and they’re not down,” sa‘
Helen at length.

When they appeared, St. John explained why it had bet
necessary for him to come to luncheon. He imitated Eve
enthusiastic tone as she confronted him in the smoking-root
“She thinks there can be nothing quite so thrilling as math
matics, so I’ve lent her a large work in two volumes. Itlit
interesting to see what she makes of it.”

Rachel could now afford to laugh at him. She remindt
him of Gibbon; she had the first volume somewhere still;
he were undertaking the education of Evelyn, that surely w
the test; or she had heard that Burke, upon the American R
bellion—Evelyn ought to read them both simultaneous!
When St. John had disposed of her argument and had sati
fied his hunger, he proceeded to tell them that the hotel w
seething with scandals, some of the most appalling kind, whi
had happened in their absence; he was indeed much given
the study of his kind.

“Evelyn M., for example—but that was told me in con
dence.”






808 THE VOYAGE OUT

Hewet remarked that there could be no doubt as to
lady’s profession,
“Still,” he added, “it’s a great shame, poor woman;
don’t see what’s to be done—"
‘I quite agree with you, St. John,” Helen burst out.
onstrous. The hypocritical smugness of the Englis]
y blood boil. A man who’s made a fortune in trade as
hornbury has is bound to be twice as bad as any prostit
/ 'She respected St. John’s morality, which she took far m
j seriously than any one else did, and now entered into a ¢
j cussion with him as to the steps that were to be taken to
force their peculiar view of what was right. The arg
led to some profoundly gloomy statements of a general
i ture. Who were they, after all—what authority had tt
| what power against the mass of superstition and ignoran
It was the English, of course; there must be something v
in the English blood. Directly you met an English pe
of the middle classes, you were conscious of an indefin
sensation of loathing; directly you saw the brown crescent
houses above Dover, the same thing came over you. But!
fortunately St. John added, you couldn’t trust these forej
ers——
They were interrupted by sounds of strife at the further d
of the table. Rachel appealed to her aunt.
“Terence says we must go to tea with Mrs. Thornbury B
cause she’s been so kind, but I don’t see it; in fact, I'd rath
have my right hand sawn in pieces—just imagine! the e
of all those women!”
“Fiddlesticks, Rachel,” Terence replied. “Who wants
look at you? You're consumed with vanity! You’re a md
ster of conceit! Surely, Helen, you ought to have taught
by this time that she’s a person of no conceivable importat
whatever—not beautiful, or well dressed, or conspicuous
elegance or mteﬂect or deportment A more ordinary sig
than you are,” he concluded, “except for the tear across yo
dress has never been seen. However, stay at home if
want to. I’'m going.”
She appealed again to her aunt. It wasn’t the being looks
at, she explained, but the things people were sure to say.
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tion had a strange effect. It became at once more formal
more polite. It would have been impossible to talk ¢
easily of anything that came into their heads, and to say
word prostitute as simply as any other word. The talk
turned upon literature and politics, and Ridley told storic
the distinguished people he had known in his youth. !
talk was of the nature of an art, and the personalities
informalities of the young were silenced. As they rose t
Helen stopped for a moment, leaning her elbows on the t

“You’ve all been sitting here,” she said, “for almost an|
and you haven’t noticed my figs, or my flowers, or the
the light comes through, or anything. I haven’t been liste
because I've been looking at you. You looked very beau
I wish you’d go on sitting for ever.”

She led the way to the drawing-room, where she too
her embroidery, and began again to dissuade Terence
walking down to the hotel in this heat. But the mor
dissuaded, the more he was determined to go. He be
irritated and obstinate. There were moments when the
most disliked each other. He wanted other people ; he w:
Rachel to see them with him. He suspected that Mrs.
brose would now try to dissuade her from going. He
annoyed by all this space and shade and beauty, and }
recumbent, drooping a magazine from his wrist.

“I'm going,” he repeated. “Rachel needn’t come t
she wants to.” :

“If you go, Hewet, I wish you’d make enquiries abot
prostitute,” said Hirst. “Look here,” he added, “I’ll
half the way with you.”

Greatly to their surprise he raised himself, looked a
watch, and remarked that, as it was now half an hour
luncheon, the gastric juices had had sufficient time to sec
he was trying a system, he explained, which involved
spells of exercise interspaced by longer intervals of rest

“I shall be back at four,” he remarked to Helen, “wl
shall lie down on the sofa and relax all my muscles
pletely.”

“So you’re going, Rachel?” Helen asked. “You won’t
with me?”
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seldom told any one that he cared for them, and when he
been demonstrative, he had generally regretted it afterw:
His feelings about Terence and Rachel were so compli
that he had never yet been able to bring himself to say
he was glad that they were going to be married. He saw
faults so clearly, and the inferior nature of a great de:
their feeling for each other, and he expected that their

" would not last. He looked at them again, and, very stran
for he was so used to thinking that he very seldom saw
thing, the look of them filled him with a simple emotio
affection in which there were some traces of pity also. W
after all, did people’s faults matter in comparison with -
was good in them? He resolved that he would now tell:
what he felt. He quickened his pace and came up with-
just as they reached the corner where the lane joined
main road. They stood still and began to laugh at him,
to ask him whether the gastric juices——but he stopped"
and began to speak very quickly and stiffly.

“D’you remember the morning after the dance?” he
manded. “It was here we sat, and you talked nonsense,
Rachel made little heaps of stones. I, on the other hand,
the whole meaning of life revealed to me in-a” flash.”
paused for a second, and drew his lips together in a
little purse. “Love,” he said. “It seems to me to explai
erything. So, on the whole, I'm very glad that you twc
going to be married.” He then turned round abruptly,
out looking at them, and walked back to the villa. He
both exalted and ashamed of himself for having thus said
he felt. Probably they were laughing at him, probably
}hought him a fool, and, after all, had he really said wh

elt?

It was true that they laughed when he was gone; bu
dispute about Helen which had become rather sharp, ce
and they became peaceful and friendly.
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began to think of the dance, which had been held in
room, only then the room itself looked quite different. G
ing round, she could hardly believe that it was the same r
It had looked so bare and so bright and formal on that !
when they came into it out of the darkness; it had been {
too, with little red, excited faces, always moving, and p
so brightly dressed and so animated that they did not see
the least like real people, nor did you feel that you could
to them. And now the room was dim and quiet, and beat
silent people passed through it, to whom you could go
say anything you liked. She felt herself amazingly secu
she sat in her arm-chair, and able to review not only the:
of the dance, but the entire past, tenderly and humorc
as if she had been turning in a fog for a long time, and
now see exactly where she had turned. For the methoc
which she had reached her present position, seemed tc
very strange, and the strangest thing about them was
she had not known where they were leading her.~ That
the strange thing, that one did not know wirere 6ne was g
or what one wanted, and followed blindly, suffering so !
in secret, always unprepared and amazed and knowing not!
but one thing led to another and by degrees something
formed itself out of nothing, and so one reached at las!
calm, this quiet, this certainty, and it was this_process
people called living. Perhaps, then, every one really kne
she knew now where they were going; and things fo
themselves into a pattern not only for her, but for them
in that pattern lay satisfaction and meaning. When she I
back she could see that a meaning of some kind was app
in the lives of her aunts, and in the brief visit of the I
ways whom she would never see again, and in the lif
her father,

The sound of Terence, breathing deep in his slumber,
firmed her in her calm. She was not sleepy although sh
not see anything very distinctly, but although the figures
ing through the hall became vaguer and vaguer, she bel
that they all knew exactly where they were going, amn
sense of their certainty filled her with comfort. For the
ment she was as detached and disinterested as if she h:
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woke Terence, who sat up and rubbed his eyes. He
Miss Allan talking to Rachel.

“Well,” she was saying, “this is very nice. It is very!
indeed. Getting engaged seems to be quite the fashion.
cannot often happen that two couples who have never !
each other before meet in the same hotel and decide to
married.” Then she paused and smiled, and seemed to !
nothing more to say, so that Terence rose and asked
whether it was true that she had finished her book. Some
had said that she had really finished it. Her face lit up;
turned to him with a livelier expression than usual.

“Yes, I think I can fairly say I have finished it,” she ¢
“That is, omitting Swinburne—Beowulf to Brownin
rather like the two B’s myself. Beowulf to Browning,”
repeated, “I think that is the kind of title which might ¢
one’s eye on a railway bookstall.”

She was indeed very proud that she had finished her b
for no one knew what an amount of determination had |
to the making of it. Also she thought that it was a good §
of work, and, considering what anxiety she had been in a
her brother while she wrote it, she could not resist telling t
a little more about it.

“I must confess,” she continued, “that if I had known
many classics there are in English literature, and how ver
the best of them contrive to be, I should never have un
taken the work. They only allow one seventy thousand wc
you see.”

“Only seventy thousand words!” Terence exclaimed.

“Yes, and one has to say something about everybody,” !
Allan added. “That is what I find so difficult, saying s
thing different about everybody.” Then she thought that
had said enough about herself, and she asked whether
had come down to join the tennis tournament. “The y
people are very keen about it. It begins again in half an hc

Her gaze rested benevolently upon them both, and, :
a momentary pause, she remarked, looking at Rachel as if
had remembered something that would serve to keep her
tinct from other people:

“You're the remarkable person who doesn’t like gin












820 THE VOYAGE OUT

ing much but smiling slightly all the time. Through the
white clothes which they wore, it was possible to see the
of their bodies and legs, the beautiful curves of their
cles, his leanness and her flesh, and it was natural to §
of the firm-fleshed sturdy children that would be theirs.
faces had too little shape in them to be beautiful, but'

had clear eyes and an of great health and pa
of endurance, for-it seemed as if the bloot-wod TEVet ¢
to run inTis veins, o fo lie deeply and calmly in her che
Their eyes at the present moment were brighter than ugl"
and wore the peculiar expression of pleasure and self-cdlf
dence which is seen in the eyes of athletes, for they had
playing tennis, and they were both first-rate at the gamell
Evelyn had not spoken, but she had been looking fi
Susan to Rachel. Well—they had both made up their m
very easily, they had done in a very few weeks what it sq
times seemed to her that she would never be able to do.
though they were so different, she thought that she could|
in each the same look of satisfaction and completion,
same calmness of manner, and the same slowness of m
ment. It was that slowness, that confidence, that content wilf'
she hated, she thought to herself. They moved so sloff
because they were not single but double, and Susan was
tached to Arthur, and Rachel to Terence, and for the sak
this one man they had renounced all other men, and movem
and the real things of life. Love was all very well, and th
snug domestic houses, with the kitchen below and the nu
above, which were so secluded and self-contained, like li
islands in the torrents of the world; but the real things
surely the things that happened, the causes, the wars,
ideals, which happened in the great world outside, and w
on independently of these women, turning so quietly 3
beautifully towards the men. She looked at them sharp
Of course they were happy and content, but there must
better things than that. Surely one could get nearer to li
one could get more out of life, one could enjoy more and fi
more than they would ever do. Rachel in particular look
S0 young—what could she know of life? She became
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clouds of tobacco smoke serving to obscure his face from

Cy?.m smoked and Arthur smoked and Evelyn
so that the air was full of the mist and fragrance of
tobacco. In the intervals when no one spoke, they
off the low murmur of the sea, as the waves quietly
and spmd the beach with a film of water, and withd
break again. The cool green light fell through the lea
the tree, and there were soft crescents and diamonds of
shine upon the plates and the tablecloth. Mrs. Th
after watching them all for a time in silence, began to
Rachel kindly questions—When did they all go back? I
they expected her father. She must want to see her fath
there would be a great deal to tell him, and (she looked s
thetically at Terence) he would be so happy, she felt
Years ago, she continued, it might have been ten or &
twenty years ago, she remembered meeting Mr. Vinra
a party, and, being so much struck by his face, which
unlike the ordinary face one sees at a party, that she had
who he was, and she was told that it was Mr. Vinrace, ¥
she had always remembered the name,—an uncommon
and he had a lady with him, a very sweet-looking women,§
it was one of those dreadful London crushes, where you
talk,—you only look at each other,—and though she
shaken hands with Mr. Vinrace, she didn’t think they
said anything. She sighed very slightly, remembering
ast.

P Then she turned to Mr. Pepper, who had become very ¥
pendent on her, so that he always chose a seat near her,
attended to what she was saying, although he did not o
make any remark of his own.

“You who know everything, Mr. Pepper,” she said,
us how did those wonderful French ladies manage their sal
Did we ever do anything of the same kind in England, or}
you think that there is some reason why we cannot do i
England ?”

‘Mr. Pepper was pleased to explain very accurately
there has never been an English salon. There were
geasons, and they were very good ones, he said. As for

\
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“D’you think they are happy?’ Evelyn murmured to T
ence in an undertone, and she hoped that he would say
he did not think them happy; but, instead, he said that t
must go too—go home, for they were always being late
meals, and Mrs. Ambrose, who was very stern and parti
didn’t like that. Evelyn laid hold of Rachel’s skirt and p
tested. Why should they go? It was still early, and she |
so many things to say to them.

“No,” said Terence, “we must go, because we walk
slowly. We stop and look at things, and we talk.”

“What d’you talk about?” Evelyn enquired, upon which
laughed and said that they talked about everything.

Mrs. Thornbury went with them to the gate, trailing ve
slowly and gracefully across the grass and the gravel,
talking all the time about flowers and birds. She told th¢
that she had taken up the study of botany since her daugh
married, and it was wonderful what a number of flowers the
were which she had never seen, although she had lived in t
country all her life and she was now seventy-two. It was|
good thing to have some occupation which was quite i
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1 At of other people, she said, when one got old. But the
. hing was that one never felt old. She always felt that
- twenty-five, not a day more or a day less, but, of
one couldn’t expect other people to agree to that.
must be very wonderful to be twenty-ﬁve and not merely
ine that you're twenty-five,” she said, looking from
.o the other with her smooth, bright glance. “It must be
*wonderful, very wonderful indeed.” She stood talking
at the gate for a long time; she seemed reluctant that
ould go.




CHAPTER XXV

HE afternoon was very hot, so hot that the breaking of
waves on the shore sounded like the repeated sig

some exhausted creature, and even on the terrace
awning the bricks were hot, and the air danced perpets
over the short dry grass. The red flowers in the stone ba
were drooping with the heat, and the white blossoms whi
had been so smooth and thick only a few weeks ago were 1
dry, and their edges were curled and yellow. Only the stiff 2
hostile plants of the south, whose fleshy leaves seemed to
grown upon spines, still remained standing upright and defi
the determination of the sun to beat them down. It was
hot to talk, and it was not easy to find any book that wot
withstand the power of the sun. Many books had been t
and then let fall, and now Terence was reading Milton a
because he said the words of Milton had substance and sh:
so that it was not necessary to understand what he was sayH
one could merely listen to his words ; one could almost
them,

There is a gentle nymph not far from hence,
he read,

That with moist curb sways the smooth Severn s
Sabrina is her name, a virgin pure;

Whilom she was the daughter of Locrine,
That had the sceptre from his father Brute.

The words, in spite of what Terence had said, seemed to
laden with meaning, and perhaps it was for this reason tk
it was painful to listen to them; they sounded strange; thy
meant different things from what they usually meant. Rach
at any rate could not keep her attention fixed upon them,

226
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but a few hours in bed would cure it completely. Te
was unreasonably reassured by her words, as he had bee
reasonably depressed the moment before. Helen’s sense se
to have much in common with the ruthless good sen
nature, which avenged rashness by a headache, and,
nature’s good sense, might be depended upon.

Rachel went to bed; she lay in the dark, it seemed t«
for a very long time, but at length, waking from a transg
kind of sleep, she saw the windows white in front of hel
recollected that some time before she had gone to bed v
headache, and that Helen had said it would be gone whe
woke. She supposed, therefore, that she was now quitt
again. At the same time the wall of her room was pai
white, and curved slightly, instead of being straight an(
Turning her eyes to the window, she was not reassur
what she saw there. The movement of the blind as it
with air and blew slowly out, drawing the cord with a
trailing sound along the floor, seemed to her terrifying,
. it were the movement of an animal in the room. She
her eyes, and the pulse in her head beat so strongly that
thump seemed to tread upon a nerve, piercing her for
with a little stab of pain. It might not be the same heac
but she certainly had a headache. She turned from si
side, in the hope that the coolness of the sheets would cur
and that when she next opened her eyes to look the
would be as usual. After a considerable number of vai
periments, she resolved to put the matter beyond a doubt.
got out of bed and stood upright, holding on to the bras
at the end of the bedstead. Ice-cold at first, it soon b
as hot as the palm of her hand, and as the pains in her
and body and the instability of the floor proved that it
be far more intolerable to stand and walk than to lie it
she got into bed again; but though the change was refre
at first, the discomfort of bed was soon as great as the di
fort of standing up. She accepted the idea that she woulc
to stay in bed all day long, and as she laid her head c
pillow, relinquished the happiness of the day.

When Helen came in an hour or two later, suddenly st
her cheerful words, looked startled for a second and
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as the sounds of people passing on the stairs, and the sot
of people moving overhead, could only be ascribed to &
cause by a great effort of memory. The recollection of
she had felt, or of what she had been doing and thin
three days before, had faded entirely. On the other h
every object in the room, and the bed itself, and her own |
with its various limbs and their different sensations W
more and more important each day. She was completely
off, and unable to communicate with the rest of the w
isolated alone with her body.
Hours and hours would pass thus, without getting any
ther through the morning, or again a few minutes would X
from broad daylight to the depths of the night. One ever
when the room appeared very dim, either because it
evening or because the blinds were drawn, Helen said to }
“Some one is going to sit here to-night. You won’t mind?
Opening her eyes, Rachel saw not only Helen but a n
in spectacles, whose face vaguely recalled something that
had once seen. She had seen her in the chapel.
“Nurse Mclnnis,” said Helen, and the nurse smiled steal§:
as they all did, and said that she did not find many people
were frightened of her. After waiting for a moment 4
both disappeared, and having turned on her pillow Rachel w
to find herself in the midst of one of those interminable nig
which do not end at twelve, but go on into the double fig
thirteen, fourteen, and so on until they reach the twent§
and then the thirties, and then the forties. She realised
there is nothing to prevent nights from doing this if
choose. At a great distance an elderly woman sat with bf
head bent down; Rachel raised herself slightly and saw v
dismay that she was playing cards by the light of a can
which stood in the hollow of a newspaper. The s:ght y
something inexplicably sinister about it, and she was terrif
and cried out, upon which the woman laid down her cards a
came across the room, shading the candle with her hand
Coming nearer and nearer across the great space of the rool
she stood at last above Rachel’s head and said, “Not asleep
Let me make you comfortable.”
She put down the candle and began to arrange the bed

i
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that she would not be absolutely well, for her temperature
very high, until Friday, that day being Tuesday, Terence
filled with resentment, not against her, but against the fi
outside them which was separating them. He counted up
number of days that would almost certainly be spoilt for t
He realised, with an odd mixture of pleasure and annoy:
that, for the first time in his life, he was so dependent 1
another person that his happiness was in her keeping.

days were completely wasted upon tzifMng, immaterial th
for after three weeks of such intimacy and intensity al
usual occupations were unbearably flat and beside the ¢
The least intolerable occupation was to talk to St. John 2
Rachel’s illness, and to discuss every symptom and its o
ing, and, when this subject was exhausted, to discuss il
of all kinds, and what caused them, and what cured ther

Twice every day he went in to sit with Rachel, and f
every day the same thing happened. On going into her r
which was not very dark, where the music was lying :
as usual, and her books and letters, his spirits rose inst:
When he saw her he felt completely reassured. She dic
look very ill. Sitting by her side he would tell her wh
had been doing, using his natural voice to speak to her,
a few tones lower down than usual; but by the time he ha
there for five minutes he was plunged in the deepest gl
She was not the same ; he could not bring them back to
old relationship; but although he knew that it was fooli
could not prevent himself from endeavouring to bring
back, to make her remember, and when this failed he w
despair. He always concluded as he left her room tt
was worse to see her than not to see her, but by degre:
the day wore on, the desire to see her returned and be
almost too great to be borne.

On Thursday morning when Terence went into her
he felt the usual increase of confidence. She turned roun:
made an effort to remember certain facts from the worl
was so many millions of miles away.

::You have come up from the hotel?”” she asked.

. “No; I'm staying here for the present,” he said. “\
Just had luncheon,” he continued, “and the mail has cor
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Thereupon he bowed and slipped out. The interview !
conducted laboriously upon both sides in French, and t
together with the fact that he was optimistic, and that Tere
respected the medical profession from hearsay, made him
critical than he would have been had he encountered the d,o
in any other capacity. Unconsciously he took Rodriguez
against Helen, who seemed to have taken an unreasol
prejudice against him,

When Saturday came it was evident that the hours of
day must be more strictly organised than they had been.
John offered his services: he said that he had nothing &
and that he might as well spend the day at the villa if he ¢
be of use. As if they were starting on a difficult exped
together, they parcelled out their duties between them, w1
out an elaborate scheme of hours upon a large shee.t Of.I
which was pinned to the drawing-room door. Their dis
from the town, and the difficulty of procuring rare t
with unknown names from the most unexpected places, :
it necessary to think very carefully, and they found it 1
pectedly difficult to do the simple but practical things
were required of them, as if they, being very tall, were :
to stoop down and arrange minute grains of sand in a p:
on the ground,

It was St. John’s duty to fetch what was needed froi
town, so that Terence would sit all through the long hot
alone in the drawing-room, near the open door, listenin
any movement upstairs, or call from Helen. He alway:
got to pull down the blinds, so that he sat in bright sun
which worried him without his knowing what was the cat
it. The room was terribly stiff and uncomfortable. °
were hats in the chairs, and medicine bottles among the t
He tried to read, but good books were too good, an
books were too bad, and the only thing he could tolerat
the newspaper, which with its news of London, and the :
meafs of real people who were giving dinner-partie:

tlgaw I‘:;gt' vsvl::ecr}fs’ seemed to give a little background of 1
ton was & otherwise mere nightmare. Then, just as his
or Mre c;ltefl on the print, a soft call would come from I
. Chailey would bring in something which was w
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“I've discovered the way to get Sancho past the wi
house,” said St. John on Sunday at luncheon. “You cra
a piece of paper in his ear, then he bolts for about a hund
yards, but he goes on quite well after that.”

“Yes, but he wants corn. You should see that he has o

“I don’t think much of the stuff they give him; and An
seems a dirty little rascal.”

There was then a long silence. Ridley murmured a
lines of poetry under his breath, and remarked, as if to«
ceal the fact that he had done so, “Very hot to-day.”

“Two degrees higher than it was yesterday,” said St. Ji
“I wonder where these nuts come from,” he observed, tal
a nut out of the plate, turning it over in his fingers, and lool
at it curiously.

“London, I should think,” said Terence, looking at
nut too.

“A competent man of business could make a fortune
in no time,” St. John continued. “I suppose the heat -
something funny to people’s brains. Even the English |
little queer. Anyhow they’re hopeless people to deal ¥
They kept me three-quarters of an hour waiting at the chen
this morning, for no reason whatever.”

There was another long pause. Then Ridley enqu
“Rodriguez seems satisfied ?”

“Quite,” said Terence with decision. “It’s just got to
its course.” Whereupon Ridley heaved a deep sigh. He
genuinely sorry for every one, but at the same time he mi
Helen considerably, and was a little aggrieved by the cons
presence of the two young men.

They moved back into the drawing-room.

“Look here, Hirst,” said Terence, “there’s nothing t
done for two hours.” He consulted the sheet pinned to
door. “You go and lie down. I'll wait here. Chailey
with Rachel while Helen has her luncheon.”

It was asking a good deal of Hirst to tell him to go wit
waiting for a sight of Helen. These little glimpses of E
were the only respites from strain and boredom, and
often they seemed to make up for the discomfort of the
although she might not have anything to tell them. How
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his unintelligent, hairy face. It was strange that he had neveef®
seen this before.

“You won't object, of course, if we ask you to consult ar
other doctor ?"’ he continued.

At this the little man became openly incensed. .

“Ah!” he cried. “You have not confidence in me? Yo
object to my treatment? You wish me to give up the case

“Not at all,” Terence replied, “but in serious illness ¢
this kind—"

Rodriguez shrugged his shoulders.

“It is not serious, I assure you. You are over-anxious.
young lady is not seriously ill, and I am a doctor. The ladjg"
of course is frightened,” he sneered. “I understand that pe
fectly.”

“The name and address of the doctor is——?"’ Terence
tinued.

“There is no other doctor,” Rodriguez replied sullenly
“Every one has confidence in me. Look! I will show yot.

He took out a packet of old letters and began turning thes
over as if in search of one that would confute Terence’s st
picions. As he searched, he began to tell a story about a
English lord who had trusted him—a great English lord
whose name he had, unfortunately, forgotten. }

“There is no other doctor in the place,” he concluded, st
turning over the letters. :

“Never mind,” said Terence shortly. “I will make enquirief’
for myself.” Rodriguez put the letters back in his pocket.

“Very well,” he remarked. “I have no objection.”

He lifted his eyebrows, shrugged his shoulders, as if
repeat that they took the illness much too seriously and thaff":
there was no other doctor, and slipped out, leaving behind hitft’
an impression that he was conscious that he was distrustedy
and that his malice was aroused.

went up, knocked at Rachel’s door, and asked Helen wheth
he might see her for a few minutes. He had not seen her yef
terday. She made no objection, and went and sat at a tab
in the window. "

Terence sat down by the bedside. Rachel’s face W]
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When he went back into the drawing-room he found th
Mrs. Flushing was there, standing very erect in the middle:
the room, having arrived, as people did in these days, byt
kitchen or through the garden unannounced.

“She’s better ?” Mrs Flushing enquired abruptly ;. they d
not attempt to shake hands.

“No,” said Terence. “If anything, they think she’s wors

Mrs. Flushing seemed to consider for a moment or tv
looking straight at Terence all the time.

“Let me tell you,” she said, speaking in nervous jerks, “
always about the seventh day one begins to get anxious.
daresay you’ve been sittin' here worryin’ by yourself. Y
think she’s bad, but any one comin’ with a fresh eye would
she was better. Mr. Elliot’s had fever; he’s all right no
she threw out. “It wasn’t anythin’ she caught on the exp
tion. What’s it matter—a few days’ fever? My brother]
fever for twenty-six days once. And in a week or two he
up and about. We gave him nothin’ but milk and arn
l'OOt———” .

Here Mrs. Chailey came in with a message.

“I’'m wanted upstairs,” said Terence,

“You see—she’ll be better,” Mrs. Flushing jerked out
he left the room. Her anxiety to persuade Terence was v
great, and when he left her without saying anything she
dissatisfied and restless ; she did not like to stay, but she co
not bear to go. She wandered from room to room look
for some one to talk to, but all the rooms were empty.

Terence went upstairs, stood inside the door to take Hele
" directions, looked over at Rachel, but did not attempt to sp
to her. She appeared vaguely conscious of his presence, bu
seemed to disturb her, and she turned, so that she lay with’
back to him.

For six days indeed she had been oblivious of the world ¢
side, because it needed all her attention to follow the hot, 1
quick sights which passed incessantly before her eyes. !
knew that it was of enormous importance that she sho
attend to these sights and grasp their meaning, but she 1
always being just too late to hear or see something wh
would explain it all. For this reason, the faces,—Helk
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by the fact that he had grown perceptibly thinner in the in
val;: he was white too; his eyes looked strange. But the:
speech and the sulky masterful manner of Dr. Lesage
pressed them both favourably, although at the same tim
was obvious that he was very much annoyed at the w
affair. Coming downstairs he gave his directions emphati
but it never occurred to him to give an opinion either be
of the presence of Rodriguez who was now obsequious as
as malicious, or because he took it for granted that they|
already what was to be known.

“Of course.” he said with a shrug of his shoulders,
Terence asked him, “Is she very ill?”

They were both conscious of a certain sense of relief
Dr. Lesage was gone, leaving explicit directions, and pron
another visit in a few hours’ time; but, unfortunately, th
of their spirits led them to talk more than usual, and in ta
they quarrelled. They quarrelled about a road, the
mouth Road. St John said that it is macadamised wh
passes Hindhead, and Terence knew as well as he kne
own name that it is not macadamised at that point. I
course of the argument they said some very sharp thin
each other. and the rest of the dinner was eaten in sil
save for an occasional half-stified reflection from Ridley

When it grew dark and the lamps were brought in, Te
felt unable to control his irritation any longer. St. John
to bau in a state of complete exhaustion, bidding Terence §
night with rather more affection than usual because of
quarrel, and Ridley retired to his books. Left alone, Te
walked up and down the room: he stood at the open wir

The lights were coming out one after another in the
beneath, and it was very peaceful and cool in the garde
that he stepped out on to the terrace. As he stood the
the darkness, able only to see the shapes of trees throug
fine grey light, he was overcome by a desire to escape, to
done with this suffering, to forget that Rachel was ill.
allowed himself to lapse into forgetfulness of everything
if a wind that had been raging incessantly suddenly
.asleep, the fret and strain and anxiety which had been {
ing on him passed away. Yle seemed to stand in an um
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“Yes, but I want your opinion. You have had experies
of many cases like this?”

“I could not tell you more than Dr. Lesage, Mr. Hewt
she replied cautiously, as though her words might be u
against her. “The case is serious, but you may feel q
certain that we are doing all we can for Miss Vinrace.” |
spoke with some professional self-approbation. But
realised perhaps that she did not satisfy the young man, y
still blocked her way, for she shifted her feet slightly v
the stair and looked out of the window where they could
the moon over the sea.

“If you ask me,” she began in a curiously stealthy tone
never like May for my patients.”

“May ?"" Terence repeated.

“It may be a fancy, but I don’t like to see anybody fal
in May,” she continued. “Things seem to go wrong in }
Perhaps it's the moon. They say the moon affects the br
don't they, Sir?”

He looked at her but he could not answer her; like all
others, when one looked at her she seemed to shrivel bent
one's eves and become worthless, malicious, and untr
wurthy,

Ske shipped past him and disappeared.

Though he went to his room he was unable even to t
his chales off. For a long time he paced up and down,
then kaning out of the window gazed at the earth which
v dark against the paler blue of the sky. With a mixtur
fear amd athing he looked at the slim black cypress t
which were still visible in the garden, and heard the uw
mihiar creaking and grating sounds which show that the e
W At e All these sights and sounds appeared sinister
il of Mttty and foreboding: together with the nat
And the nune amd the doctor and the terrible force of the il
waelt they semvad to be In conspiracy against him. T
i e fain toeeeher m their efort to extract the grea
Wbk amaant of sufering from him.  He could not
Wl o bz pain, 3t was a2 revelation to him He had n¢
Mahaat hedire that underneath every action, underneath
Me ( every Jax. pain tes, quiescent. bat ready to devour
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seemed to him absurd and laughable. Nothing mattered, he
repeated; they had no power, no hope. He leant on the
window-sill, thinking, until he almost forgot the time and
the place. Nevertheless, although he was convinced that it
. was absurd and laughable, and that they were small and hope-
\ less, he never lost the sense that these thoughts somehow
\formed part of a life which he and Rachel would live together.

Owing perhaps to the change of doctor, Rachel appeared to
be rather better next day. Terribly pale and worn though!
Helen looked, there was a slight lifting of the cloud which had
hung all these days in her eyes.

“She talked to me,” she said voluntarily. ‘“She asked me
what day of the week it was, like herself.”

Then suddenly, without any warning or any apparent rez
son, the tears formed in her eyes and rolled steadily down
her cheeks. She cried with scarcely any attempt at movemest
of her features, and without any attempt to stop herself, as if
she did not know that she was crying. In spite of the relid
which her words gave him, Terence was dismayed by the sight;,
had everything given way? Were there no limits to the power
of this illness? Would everything go down before it? Helea
had always seemed to him strong and determined, and now she
was like a child. He took her in his arms, and she clung to him
like a child, crying softly and quietly upon his shoulder. Then
she roused herself and wiped her tears away; it was silly to
behave like that, she said; very silly, she repeated, when there
could be no doubt that Rachel was better. She asked Terenct
to forgive here for her folly. She stopped at the door and
came back and kissed him without saying anything.

On this day indeed Rachel was conscious.of what went ot
round her. She had come to the surface of the dark, stic!q
pool, and a wave seemed to bear her up and down with it
she had ceased to have any will of her own; she lay on tht
top of the wave conscious of some pain, but chiefly of weak
ness. The wave was replaced by the side of a mountain. He
body became a drift of melting snow, above which her knee
rose in huge peaked mountains of bare bone. It was tr
that she saw Helen and saw her room, but everything ha
become very pale and semi-transparent. Sometimes she coul
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had been engaged for four weeks. A fortnight ago she b
been perfectly well. What could fourteen days have d
to bring her from that state to this? To realise what th
meant by saying that she had a chance of life was beyo
him, knowing as he did that they were engaged. He turn
still enveloped in the same dreary mist, and walked towa
the door. Suddenly he saw it all. He saw the room and!
garden, and the trees moving in the air, they could go
without her; she could die. For the first time since she
ill he remembered exactly what she looked like and the w
in which they cared for each other. The intense happiness
feeling her close to him mingled with a more intense anxi
than he had felt yet. He could not let her die; he could!
live without her. But after a momentary struggle, the ¢
tain fell again, and he saw nothing and felt nothing clea
It was all going on—going on still, in the same way as beft
Save for a physical pain when his heart beat, and the {
that his fingers were icy cold, he did not realise that he
anxious about anything. Within his mind he seemed to |
nothing about Rachel or about any one or anything in
world. He went on giving orders, arranging with Mrs. Chai
writing out lists, and every now and then he went upstairs
put something quietly on the table outside Rachel’s door. T
night Dr. Lesage seemed to be less sulky than usual.
stayed voluntarily for a few moments, and, addressing
John and Terence equally, as if he did not remember wh
of them was engaged to the young lady, said, “I consider t
her condition to-night is very grave.”

Neither of them went to bed or suggested that the ot
should go to bed. They sat in the drawing-room - play
picquet with the door open. St. John made up a bed upon
sofa, and when it was ready insisted that Terence should
upon it. They began to quarrel as to who should lie on
sofa and who should lie upon a couple of chairs cove
with rugs. St. John forced Terence at last to lie down uj
the sofa.

“Don’t be a fool, Terence,” he said. “You'll only get
if you don’t sleep.”

“Old fellow,” he began, as Terence still refused, and stop
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of numbness all over his body. Was it his body? Were tl
really his own hands?

This morning also for the first time Ridley found it impc
ble to sit alone in his room. He was very uncomfort
downstairs, and, as he did not know what was going on, -
stantly in the way ; but he would not leave the drawing-rc
Too restless to read, and having nothing to do, he bega
pace up and down reciting poetry in an undertone. Occu
in various ways—now in undoing parcels, now in uncor
bottles, now in writing directions, the sound of Ridley’s
and the beat of his pacing worked into the minds of Ter
and St. John all the morning as a half comprehended ref:

They wrestled up, they wrestled down,
They wrestled sore and still:
The fiend who blinds the eyes of men,
That night he had his will.

Like stags full spent, among the bent
They dropped awhile to rest—

“Oh, it’s intolerable!” Hirst exclaimed, and then che
himself, as if it were a breach of their agreement. Again
again Terence would creep half-way up the stairs in cas
might be able to glean news of Rachel. But the only 1
now was of a very fragmentary kind; she had drunk s
thing ; she had slept a little; she seemed quieter. In the ¢
way, Dr. Lesage confined himself to talking about details,
once when he volunteered the information that he had
been called in to ascertain, by severing a vein in the wrist,
an old lady of eighty-five was really dead. She had a hc
of being buried alive.

“It is a horror,” he remarked, “that we generally find ir
very old, and seldom in the young.” They both expressed |
interest in what he told them; it seemed to them very str:
Another strange thing about the day was that the lunc
was forgotten by all of them until it was late in the afterr
and then Mrs. Chailey waited on them, and looked str
too, because she wore a stiff print dress, and her sleeves -
rolled up above her elbows. She seemed as oblivious of
appearance, however, as if she had been called qut of her
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of the unruly flesh of servants. The evening went on. Dr,
Lesage arrived unexpectedly, and stayed upstairs a very long]
time. He came down once and drank a cup of coffee.

“She is very ill,” she said in answer to Ridley’s question
All the annoyance had by this time left his manner, he wag
grave and formal, but at the same time it was full of consid
eration, which had not marked it before. He went upstair§
again. The three men sat together in the drawing-room. Rid§
ley was quite quiet now, and his attention seemed to be thorff
oughly awakened. Save for little half-voluntary movement!
and exclamations that were stifled at once, they waited in com
plete silence. It seemed as if they were at last brought to
face to face with something definite. :

It was nearly eleven o’clock when Dr. Lesage again appeared
in the room. He approached them very slowly, and did no§
speak at once. He looked first at St. John and then at Terencelf
and said to Terence, “Mr. Hewet, I think you should go uff
stairs now.”

Terence rose immediately, leaving the others seated withy
Dr. Lesage standing motionless between them.,

Chailey was in the passage outside, repeating over and o
again, “It’s wicked—it’s wicked.” .

Terence paid her no attention ; he heard what she was sayingg
but it conveyed no meaning to his mind. All the way upstairsf
he kept saying to himself, “This has not happened to me. If
is not possible that this has happened to me.”

He looked curiously at his own hand on the banisters.
stairs were very steep, and it seemed to take him a lon,

and not unpleasant smell of disinfectants. Helen rose andf
gave up her chair to him in silence. As they passed each other}
their eyes met in a peculiar level glance, he wondered at the
extraordinary clearness of her eyes, and at the deep calm and
sadness that dwelt in them. He sat down by the bedside, and]
a moment afterwards heard the door shut gently behind her.
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had no wish in the world left unfulfilled. They possessed wh
could never be taken from them.

He was not conscious that any one had come into the roxt
but later, moments later, or hours later perhaps, he felt anan
behind him. The arms were round him. He did not wa
to have arms round him, and the mysterious whispering voio
annoyed him. He laid Rachel’'s hand, which was now cdl
upon the counterpane, and rose from his chair, and w
across to the window. The windows were uncurtained,
showed the moon, and a long silver pathway upon the
of the waves.

“Why,” he said, in his ordinary tone of voice, “look at j
moon. There’s a halo round the moon. We shall have i
to-morrow.”

The arms, whether they were the arms of man or of wom
were round him again; they were pushing him gently towat
the door. He turned of his own accord and walked steadily
advance of the arms, conscious of a little amusement at t
strange way in which people behaved merely because some o
was dead. He would go if they wished it, but nothing th
could do would disturb his happiness.

As he saw the passage outside the room, and the table wi
the cups and the plates, it suddenly came over him that he
was a world in which he would never see Rachel again.

“Rachel! Rachel!” he shrieked, trying to rush back to I
But they prevented him, and pushed him down the passa
and into a bedroom far from her room. Downstairs they cot
hear the thud of his feet on the floor, as he struggled to bre
free; and twice they heard him shout, “Rachel, Rachel!”
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At about half-past nine Miss Allan came very slowly
the hall, and walked very slowly to the table where the n
ing papers were laid, but she did not put out her hat
take one; she stood still, thinking, with her head a little
upon her shoulders. She looked curiously old, and fror
way in which she stood, a little hunched together and
massive, you could see what she would be like when sh
really old, how she would sit day after day in her chair
ing placidly in front of her. Other people began to
into the room, and to pass her, but she did not speak t
of them or even look at them, and as last, as if it were nex
to do something, she sat down in a chair, and looked q
and fixedly in front of her. She felt very old this mo
and useless too, as if her life had been a failure, as if :
MMerose. She did not w:
go on living, and yet she knew that she would. She v
strong that she would live to be a very old woman.
would probably live to be eighty, and as she was now fift;
left thirty years more for her to live. She turned her
over and over in her lap and looked at them curiously; h
hands, that had done so much work for her. There d
seem to be much point in it all; one went on, of cour:
went on. . . . She looked up to see Mrs. Thornbury st:
beside her, with lines drawn upon her forehead, and h
parted as if she were about to ask a question.

Miss Allan anticipated her.

“Yes,” she said. “She died this morning, very early,
three o’clock.”

Mrs. Thornbury made a little exclamation, drew he
together, and the tears rose in her eyes. Through the
looked at the hall which was now laid with great bread
sunlight, and at the careless, casual groups of people whc
standing beside the solid arm-chairs and tables. They 1
to her unreal, or as people look who remain unconsciou
some great explosion is about to take place beside them.
there was no explosion, and they went on standing t
chairs and the tables. Mrs. Thornbury no longer saw
but, penetrating through them as though they were w
substance, she saw the house, Yhe people I the haus
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“There’s no reason—I don’t believe there’s any reason
all”” Evelyn broke out, pulling the blind down and I
fly back with a little snap.

“Why should these things happen? Why s.hould
suffer? I honestly believe,” she went on, lowering har
slightly, “that Rachel’s in Heaven, but Terence. . . .

“What’s the good of it all?” she demanded.

Mrs. Thornbury shook her head slightly but made no
and pressing Evelyn’s hand she went on down the pa
Impelled by a strong desire to hear something, although she
not know exactly what there was to hear, she was making ¥
way to the Flushings’ room. As she opened their door d
felt that she had interrupted some argument between husbas
and wife. Mrs. Flushing was sitting with her back to t
light, and Mr. Flushing was standing near her, arguing a
trying to persuade her of something. .

“Ah, here is Mrs. Thornbury,” he began with some relief
his voice. ‘““You have heard, of course. My wife feels th?td
was in some way responsible. She urged poor Miss Vinra
to come on the expedition. I'm sure you will agree with1
that it is most unreasonable to feel that. We don’t even kn
—in fact I think it most unlikely—that she caught her il
there. These diseases— Besides, she was set on going. &
would have gone whether you asked her or not, Alice.”

“Don’t, Wilfrid,” said Mrs. Flushing, neither moving 1
taking her eyes off the spot on the floor upon which tt
rested. “What's the use of talking? What’s the use—
She ceased.

~I was coming to ask you,” said Mrs. Thornbury, address
Wllfr.ld, for it was useless to speak to his wife. “Is th
anything you think that one could do? Has the fat
arrived? Could one go and see?”
ab;g htf) Sétl;orslg;stt l:YiSh in her being at this moment was to
0 ags ething for the unhappy people—to see thep

ure them—to help them. It was dreadful to be so
away from them. But Mr. Flushin hook his head: he
not think that now—later 'erha g S op 1s head,; :1
ere Mrs, Flushing rose gfﬂ ps one might be able to h
walked to the dressin, stifly, turned her back to them, 3
g-TOOM opposite.  As she walked, tt
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quiet, shy girl who was going to be married. She thought
all that she would have missed had she died at Rachel’s :
the children, the married life, the unimaginable depths :
miracles that seemed to her, as she looked back, to h
lain about her, day after day, and year after year. The stun
feeling, which had been making it difficult for her to thi
gradually gave way to a feeling of the opposite nature;

thought very qulckly and very clearly, and, looking back ¢
all her experiences, tried to fit them into a kind of on
There was undoubtedly much suffering, much struggling, |
“on the whole, surely there was a balance of happiness—su
order did prevail. Nor were the deaths of young people re
i the saddest things in life—they were saved so much; t
kept so much. The dead—she called to mind those who
died early, accidentally—were beautiful; she often dre
of the dead. And in time Terence himself would com
feel—— She got up and began to wander restlessly about
room,

For an old woman of her age she was very restless, and
one of her clear, quick mind she was unusually perple
She could not settle to anything, so that she was relieved »
the door opened. She went up to her husband, took hir
her arms, and kissed him with unusual intensity, and the
they sat down together she began to pat him and question
as if he were a baby, an old, tired, querulous baby. She
not tell him about Miss Vinrace’s death, for that would «
disturb him, and he was put out already. She tried to disc
why he was uneasy. Politics again? What were those ho
people doing? She spent the whole morning in discussing |
tics with her husband, and by degrees she became deeply i
ested in what they were saying. But every now and !
what she was saying seemed to her oddly empty of mean

At luncheon it was remarked by several people that
visitors at the hotel were beginning to leave ; there were fe
every day. There were only forty people at luncheon, ins
of the sixty that there had been. So old Mrs. Paley ¢
puted, gazing about her with her faded eyes, as she took

Seat at her own table in the window. Tier party generally






862 THE VOYAGE OUT

brain, impeding, though not damaging, its action. St
vague-eyed for at least a minute before she realised
Arthur meant. :

“Dead?” she said vaguely. - “Miss Vinrace dead?
me . . . that’s very sad. But I don’t at the moment re
ber which she was. We seem to have made so man)
acquaintances here.” She looked at Susan for help. “
dark girl, who just missed being handsome, with a
colour ?”

“No,” Susan interposed. “She was——" then she g
up in despair. There was no use in explaining that
Paley was thinking of the wrong person.

“She ought not to have died,” Mrs. Paley continued.
looked so strong. But people will drink the water.
never make out why. It seems such a simple thing to tell
to put a bottle of Seltzer water in your bedroom. Tha
the precaution I've ever taken, and I've been in every p
the world, I may say—Italy a dozen times over. .
young people always think they know better, and ther
pay the penalty. Poor thing—I am very sorry for her.”
the difficulty of peering into a dish of potatoes and h
herself engrossed her attention.

Arthur and Susan both secretly hoped that the subjec
now disposed of, for there seemed to them something un
ant in this discussion. But Evelyn was not ready to let it
Why would people never talk about the things that mat

“I don’t believe you care a bit!” she said, turning sa'
upon Mr. Perrott, who had sat all this time in silence.

“I? Oh, yes, I do,” he answered awkwardly, but with ol
sincerity. Evelyn’s questions made him too feel uncomfo:

“It seems so inexplicable,” Evelyn continued. “De
mean. Why should she be dead, and not you or I? 1
only a fortnight ago that she was here with the rest .
What d’you believe ?”” she demanded of Mr. Perrotf. “
believe that things go on, that she’s still somewhere—or
think it’s simply a game—we crumble up to nothing wh
die? I'm positive Rachel’s not dead.”

Mr. Perrott would have said almost anything that 1}
wanted him to say, but to assert thak e Wlieved in the it
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first time,—and Mr. Perrott took occasion to say a few words
in private to Evelyn.

“Would there be any chance of seeing you this afternoor
about three-thirty say? I shall be in the garden, by the
fountain.”

The block dissolved before Evelyn answered. But as she
left them in the hall, she looked at him brightly and said]
“Half-past three, did you say? That'll suit me.”

She ran upstairs with the feeling of spiritual exaltation and
quickened life which the prospect of an emotional scene alway
aroused in her. That Mr. Perrott was again about to propos§
to her, she had no doubt, and she was aware that on thi
occasion she ought to be prepared with a definite answer, fo
she was going away in three days’ time. But she could nof§
bring her mind to bear upon the question. To come to
decision was very difficult to her, because she had a naf
dislike of anything final and done with; she liked to go on and{.
on—always on and on. She was leaving, and, therefore, shef
occupied herself in laying her clothes out side by side upod.
the bed. She observed that some were very shabby. She tod

had looked at it. Suddenly the keen feeling of some onefy
personality, which things that they have owned or handle 1

life of the day was as unreal as the land in the distance. But}
degrees the feeling of Rachel’s presence passed away, and_
she could no longer realise her. for she had scarcely known het|
But this momentary sensation left her depressed and fatigued},
What had she done with her life? What future was thert]y
before her? What was make-believe, and what was real!
Were these proposals and intimacies and adventures real, o},
was the contentment which she had seen on the faces of Susat};,
and Rachel more real than anything she had ever felt? r
She made herself ready to go downstairs, absent-mindedly|:
but her fingers were so well trained that they did the work of
preparing her almost of their own accord. When she w#
actually on the way downstaits, the blood began to circk
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that way. Are you sure you do?” For the moment she§
honestly desired that he should say no. :

“Quite sure,” said Mr. Perrott. x

“You see, I’'m not as simple as most women,” Evelyn cor ke
tinued. “I think I want more. I don’t know exactly what [ie
feel.” 'fll]

He sat by her, watching her and refraining from speech.

“ sometimes think I haven’t got it in me to care very much
for one person only. Some one else would make you a
wife. I can imagine you very happy with some one else.”

“If you think that there is any chance that you will com
to care for me, I am quite content to wait,” said Mr. Perrott.

“Well—there’s no hurry, is there?” said Evelyn. “Suppost
I thought it over and wrote and told you when I get back? I'n
going to Moscow ; I'll write from Moscow.”

But Mr. Perrott persisted.

“You cannot give me any kind of idea. I do not ask for3
date . . . that would be most unreasonable.” He paused,
looking down at the gravel path.

As she did not immediately answer, he went on.

“I know very well that I am not—that I have not much o
offer you either in myself or in my circumstances. And I
forget; it cannot seem the miracle to you that it does to me.
Until I met you I had gone on in my own quiet way—we are
both very quiet people, my sister and I—quite content with my
lot. My friendship with Arthur was the most important thing
in my life. Now that I know you, all that has changed. You
seem to put such a spirit into everything. Life seems to hold
so many possibilities that I had never dreamt of.”

“That’s splendid!” Evelyn exclaimed, grasping his hand
“Now you’'ll go back and start all kinds of things and make 2
great name in the world ; and we’ll go on being friends, what-
ever happens . . . we’ll be great friends, won’t we ?”

“Evelyn!” he moaned suddenly, and took her in his arms,
and kissed her. She did not resent it, although it made little
impression on her.

As she sat upright again, she said, “I never see why one

shouldn’t go on being friends—ough some people do. And
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ndships do make a difference, don’t they? They are the
1 of things that matter in one’s life?”

[e looked at her with a bewildered expression as if he did
really understand what she was saying. With a consid-
ble effort he collected himself, stood up, and said, “Now
ink I have told you what I feel, and I will only add that
in wait as long as ever you wish.”

eft alone, Evelyn walked up and down the path. What
matter then? What was the meaning of it all?



CHAPTER XXVII

LL that evening the clouds gathered, until they closdf
entirely over the blue of the sky. They seemed to nag .

no room for the air to move in freely; and the waves,
lay flat, and yet rigid, as if they were restrained. The leavefg,
on the bushes and trees in the garden hung closely togetht
and the feeling of pressure and restraint was increased b
the short chirping sounds which came from birds and inseds{; v‘}
So strange were the lights and the silence that the busg
hum of voices which usually filled the dining-room at me
times had distinct gaps in it, and during these silences the chig@
ter of the knives upon plates became audible. The first roll o
thunder and the first heavy drop striking the pane caused
little stir.
“It’s coming!” was said simultaneously in many different}:
languages.
There was then a profound silence, as if the thunder hs
withdrawn into itself. People had just begun to eat agaif,
when a gust of cold air came through the open window
lifting tablecloths and skirts, a light flashed, and was mstantl] .
followed by a clap of thunder right over the hotel. The raif
swished with it, and immediately there were all those sounds ‘
of windows being shut and doors slamming violently which
accompany a storm. [
The room grew suddenly several degrees darker, for thef
wind seemed to be driving waves of darkness across the earth.}
No one attempted to eat for a time, but sat looking out at the}
garden, with their forks in the air. The flashes now camt}
frequently, lighting up faces as if they were going to b
photographed surprising them in tense and unnatural ex-%
pressions. The clap followed close and violently upon them:
Several women half rose from their cheirs and then sat down
68
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The building, which had seemed so small in the tumult of It
the storm, now became as square and spacious as usual,
As the storm drew away, the people in the hall of the hotd |t
sat down; and with a comfortable sense of relief, began 0§
tell each other stories about great storms, and produced i8
many cases their occupations for the evening. The chestg
board was brought out, and Mr. Elliot, who wore a stock i
stead of a collar as a sign of convalescence, but was other!
wise much as usual, challenged Mr. Pepper to a final contesti
Round them gathered a group of ladies with pieces of needed
work, or in default of needlework, with novels, to superinte
the game, much as if they were in charge of two small bo
playing marbles. Every now and then they looked at
board and made some encouraging remark to the gentlemen.’
Mrs. Paley just round the corner had her cards arrang
in long ladders before her, with Susan sitting near to sy
pathise but not to correct, and the merchants and the misct¥
laneous people who had never been discovered to
names were stretched in their arm-chairs with their o
papers on their knees. The conversation in these circusj
stances was very gentle, fragmentary, and intermittent, bu
the room was full of the indescribable stir of life. Eve
now and then the moth, which was now grey of wing a%
shiny of thorax, whizzed over their heads, and hit the Iz
with a thud.
A young woman put down her needlework and exclaimet
“Poor creature! it would be kinder to kill it.”” But nobof
seemed disposed to rouse himself in order to kill the mot!
They watched it dash from lamp to lamp, because they we
comfortable, and had nothing to do. 3
On the sofa, beside the chess-players, Mrs. Elliot was it
parting a new stitch in knitting to Mrs. Thornbury, so tha#
their heads came very near together, and were only to be dif
tinguished by the old lace cap which Mrs. Thornbury wo
in the evening. MTrs. Elliot was an expert at knitting, and di*}
claimed a compliment to that effect with evident pride.
“I suppose we’re all proud of something,” she said, “af
I'm proud of my knitting. I think things like that run i
families. We all knit well, 1 Yad 2 wncle wha knitted b
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She set them all thinking vaguely of the things they wanted, b
Mrs. Elliot knew exactly what she wanted; she wanted 8}
child; and the usual little pucker deepened on her brow.

“We re such lucky people,” she said, looking at her hus &,
band. “We really have no wants.” She was apt to say thisgy
partly in order to convince herself, and partly in order iag,,
convince other people. But she was prevented from wonder-
ing how far she carried conviction by the entrance of Mr. a0
Mrs. Flushing, who came through the hall and stopped by
chess-board. Mrs. Flushing looked wilder than ever. A gre
strand of black hair looped down across her brow, her cheet
were whipped a dark blood red, and drops of rain made
marks upon them. i

Mr. Flushing explained that they had been on the ro
watching the storm.

“It was a wonderful sight,” he said. ‘““The lightning wed

away. You can’t think how wonderful the mountains look
too, with the lights on them, and the great masses of shado
It’s all over now.”

struggle of the game. :
“And you go back to-morrow ?” said Mrs. Thornbury, lodd,
ing at Mrs. Flushing. ;
“Yes,” she replied.
“And indeed one is not sorry to go back,” said Mrs. ‘
assuming arn air of moumful anxiety, “after all this illness

fully. N
“I think we are all afraid of that,” said Mrs. Elliot witl}
dignity. i

~said Mrs. Flushing, rubbing her cheek against the back o
the chair. “I'm sure I am.”
“Not a bit of it!” said Mr. Flushing, turning round, for Mt
Pepper took a very long time to consider his move. “It’s nf
cowardly to wish to live, Alice. It’s the very reverse of cow
ardly. Personally, I'd like to go ou for a hundred years-|
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back into the hall and exclaimed in a peremptory voice,
: outside and see, Wilfrid ; it’s wonderful.”
ie half-stirred; some rose; some dropped their balls of
ind began to stoop to look for them.
bed—to bed,” said Miss Allan.,
was the move with your Queen that gave it away,
r,” exclainled Mr. Elliot triumphantly, sweeping the
together and standing up. He had won the game.
nat? Pepper beaten at last? I congratulate you!” said
r Venning, who was wheeling old Mrs. Paley to bed.
these voices sounded gratefully in St. John’s ears as
* half-asleep, and yet vividly conscious of everything
1 him. Across his eyes passed a procession of objects,
and indistinct, the figures of people picking up their
their cards, their balls of wool, their work-baskets,
1ssing him one after another on their way to bed.
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