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About the Book

In this vivid portrait of one day in a woman's life, Clarissa Dalloway is preoccupied with the last-minute details of party she is to give that evening. As she readies her house she is flooded with memories and re-examines the choices she has made over the course of her life.


About the Author

Virginia Woolf was born in London in 1882, the daughter of Sir Leslie Stephen, first editor of the Dictionary of National Biography. From 1915, when she published her first novel, The Voyage Out, Virginia Woolf maintained an astonishing output of fiction, literary criticism, essays and biography. In 1912 she married Leonard Woolf, and in 1917 they founded the Hogarth Press. Virginia Woolf suffered a series of mental breakdowns throughout her life, and on 28 March 1941 she committed suicide.
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Foreword

Jeanette Winterson

 

Virginia Woolf was a great writer. Her voice is distinctive; her style is her own; her work is an active influence on other writers and a subtle influence on what we have come to expect from modern literature.

She was an experimenter who managed to combine the pleasure of narrative with those forceful interruptions that the mind needs to wake itself. Familiar things lull us. We do not notice what we already know. In art newness and boldness is vital, not as a rebuke to the past, but as a way of keeping the past alive. Virginia Woolf was keenly aware of what she had inherited but she knew that her inheritance must be put to work. Every generation needs its own living art that is connected to what has gone before but that is not a copy of it.

Virginia Woolf was not an imitator – she was an innovator who re-defined the novel and pointed the way towards its future possibilities.


The first English edition of Mrs Dalloway was published by Leonard and Virginia Woolf at the Hogarth Press on 14th May 1925.


Carol Ann Duffy on Mrs Dalloway


‘In people’s eyes, in the swing, tramp, and trudge; in the bellow and the uproar, the carriages, motor cars, omnibuses, vans, sandwich men shuffling and swinging; brass bands; barrel organs; in the triumph and the jingle and the strange high singing of some aeroplanes overhead was what she loved; life; London; this moment in June.’



Virginia Woolf’s small masterpiece Mrs Dalloway was conceived of and written between 1922 and 1924, after she had read James Joyce’s Ulysses and had returned from leafy Richmond to live in Tavistock Square in Bloomsbury. Like Ulysses, Woolf’s novel takes place in a single day. The city is London in the summer of 1923, five years after the end of World War 1. Mrs Dalloway, a ‘perfect hostess’ in her early fifties, is preparing for one of her regular fashionable parties when her first lover, Peter Walsh, appears out of the blue from India. His arrival triggers in Clarissa Dalloway both vivid memories of the past and intense responses to the present. She remembers her family home in Bourton where she rejected Walsh in favour of an uneventful marriage to the safe, respectable politician, Richard Dalloway. She resents the puzzling friendship between her daughter Elizabeth, seventeen, ‘like a hyacinth sheathed in glossy green, with buds just tinted,’ and her tutor, the dowdy, mackintoshed religious fanatic Miss Doris Kilman. Meanwhile, the fatally disturbed and shell-shocked Septimus Warren Smith, whom Clarissa will never meet, passes in anguish through the same charged hours towards his last agony. His fate speaks profoundly to Clarissa when she hears of it at her party: ‘Somehow it was her disaster – her disgrace. It was her punishment to see sink and disappear here a man, there a woman, in this profound darkness, and she forced to stand here in her evening dress.’

Mrs Dalloway is a poet’s novel – by which I mean that it speaks clearly to the poet in the reader. Virginia Woolf’s words here, in one of her most accessible books, make up the language of what life feels like. When Elizabeth Dalloway leaves the difficult lovestruck Miss Kilman behind in the cafe, the sense of relief and youth and freedom described is breathtaking – and yet Woolf’s character is simply catching a bus:


‘She took a seat on top. The impetuous creature – a pirate-started forward, sprang away; she had to hold the rail to steady herself, for a pirate it was, reckless, unscrupulous, bearing down ruthlessly, circumventing dangerously, boldly snatching a passenger or ignoring a passenger, squeezing eel-like and arrogant in between, and then rushing insolently all sails spread up Whitehall. And did Elizabeth give one thought to poor Miss Kilman who loved her without jealousy, to whom she had been a fawn in the open, a moon in a glade? She was delighted to be free. The fresh air was so delicious.’



We carry poetry, even if we do not write it or read it, inside us and Woolf is a writer who can remind us of this or show us for the first time. She is able, through the suffered brilliance of her writing, to unlock for us what we mutely know. Her lyric intensity allows her, and us as her readers, to stand inside the lived moment – a woman buying flowers for a party; a couple on a park bench looking up at a skywriting plane; we can see the ‘smoke curtsying’ at a picnic or Buckingham Palace ‘like an old prima donna facing the audience all in white.’ Her terrifying sensitivity, which resulted in well-documented periods of ill health throughout her life of 59 years, was intimately and crucially bound up with her creative life. This is why the reader can enter the states of consciousness of Virginia Woolf’s characters in a way which can evoke the shock of the new:


‘The waitress came. One had to pay at the desk, Elizabeth said, and went off, drawing out, so Miss Kilman felt, the very entrails in her body, stretching them as she crossed the room, and then, with a final twist, bowing her head very politely, she went. She had gone. Miss Kilman sat at the marble table among the eclairs, stricken once, twice, thrice by shocks of suffering.’



A writer whose language truly possesses its subject is often powerfully attracted to place. In Mrs Dalloway London itself is almost a character. Woolf shows us here that where we live is one of the ways of understanding who we are. In this novel (‘I like London for writing it’) England’s capital is alive on the page, a beloved thing:


‘. . . the traffic thinned; motor cars, tinkling, darting, succeeded the lumber of vans; and here and there among the thick foliage of the squares an intense light hung. I resign, the evening seemed to say, as it paled and faded above the battlements and prominences, moulded, pointed, of hotel, flat, and block of shops, I fade, she was beginning, I disappear, but London would have none of it, and rushed her bayonets into the sky, pinioned her, constrained her to partnership in her revelry.’



Punctuated by the chimes of Big Ben, their ‘leaden circles’, the radiant hours of Mrs Dalloway draw the reader into a deeper understanding of the workings and meanings of time on our lives. Although the world described here, with its holland bags for chandeliers, its housemaids and clerks and Bartlett pears for pudding, has long vanished, Virginia Woolf’s depiction of the passage of time, where passion and memory, or apprehension and despair, meet offers as much psychological insight to the twenty-first century reader as it did to the reader in 1925. Her novel is a vivid reminder to us, should we need one, that some of our best poets have written in prose:


‘Absorbing, mysterious, of infinite richness, this life. And in the large square where the cabs shot and swerved so quick, there were loitering couples, dallying, embracing, shrunk up under the shower of a tree; that was moving; so silent, so absorbed, that one passed, discreetly, timidly, as if in the presence of some sacred ceremony to interrupt which would have been impious. That was interesting. And so on into the flare and glare.’



Carol Ann Duffy

January, 2000


Valentine Cunningham on Mrs Dalloway

‘I am now in the thick of the mad scene in Regents Park’, Virginia Woolf told her diary on Monday 15 October 1923. In the thick. And reading Mrs Dalloway is to be plunged into that thick of things. Almost too many things. Mrs Dalloway is overwhelmingly packed with minds, memories, names, ghosts, people of all classes, eating and marrying, living and dying, soldiering, doctoring, having impressions, sane and insane, all amid the dense turmoil of central London’s shops, streets, parks, and things, things, things, – frocks, gloves, hats, macintoshes, umbrellas, breadknives, bodies, planes, cars, vans. Virginia Woolf craved this density. She wanted to show the ‘social system . . . at its most intense’.

She was exhilarated by her novel’s copiousness, and her own capacity to render capaciousness. ‘I am stuffed with ideas for it. I feel I can use up everything I’ve ever thought’. At the same time, coping with such copiousness hurt her mind. And not just writing ‘the mad part’, which made her mind ‘squint’ (and naturally enough, given the way Septimus Warren Smith’s hallucinations and suicidalism mirror her own times of mental disturbance). This whole thing was ‘agony – all agony but the end’. A novel greatly about people being forced by doctors – a forcing Virginia Woolf remembered with horror from her own experience of it (‘You can’t think what a raging furnace it is still to me madness and doctors and being forced’) – Mrs Dalloway demanded a great effort to force it into shape. ‘The design is so queer and so masterful. I’m always having to wrench my substance to fit it.’

What she forced so effortfully into being was, not least, a set of remarkable ghost stories. This novel is substantially about risings from the dead. It’s just full of ghostly returners – people, memories, words, all coming back out of the past, back from the dead. Peter Walsh comes back from India. Sally Seton from Manchester; both of them from Clarissa Dalloway’s past, at Bourton, where she rejected Peter as a suitor and thrillingly kissed Sally on the lips. Old Aunt Helena also turns up unexpectedly at the Party, ‘not dead’ after all: ‘Miss Parry was alive’. For his part Septimus Warren Smith, mightily disturbed by his experience of First War fighting, meets and talks to his old and dead comrade Evans. The Lord Jesus has appeared to Doris Kilman. The living in this novel are in frequent communion too with dead writers, especially Shakespeare. The dirge recited over the supposed dead body of Imogen in Cymbeline Act IV sc ii, ‘Fear no more the heat o’ the sun’, which Mrs Dalloway reads in a copy open in Hatchard’s Piccadilly book-shop window, echoes repeatedly in her head throughout her day. The same lines are in Septimus’s head too. Mrs Dalloway is also haunted by Othello’s words about being happy to die now that Desdemona has joined him in Cyprus (‘If it were now to die,/’Twere now to be most happy’: Act II sc i). And every time these or any other words get repeated – and this novel is laced tightly together, like a poem, by repeated i.e. rhyming, words, phrases, names, all passed along, in an epidemic of verbal influenza as strong as the post-War influenza pandemic which seems to have left Mrs Dalloway physically weak, from one person’s head to another’s, from paragraph to paragraph, page to page, episode to episode – every time such recapitulation occurs it effects a kind of resurrection. And it comes as no surprise at all in this context to find that the song Peter Walsh hears the old woman crooning in the street has been identified as Richard Strauss’s ‘Allerseelen’, ‘All Souls’ (a musical pupil of J Hillis Miller spotted it: he reported the find in his essay on this novel in his book Fiction and Repetition, 1982), which is a poetic plea for the return of a dead lover on All Souls’ Day, when the dead are thought to return in a sort of little general resurrection. With all these resurrections going on in it, the day of Mrs Dalloway’s party becomes indeed a kind of All Soul’s Day.

Only a kind of All Soul’s Day, though. Miss Kilman has ‘seen the light’ of Christ and Smith has received salvationist messages from the Lord, but there’s nothing about this novel’s many returnings to suggest that a Lazarus might really return from the dead – unlike say, the Resurrection Man motifs which shape Dickens’s A Tale of Two Cities. According to Woolf’s book, Lazarus will only come forth from the tomb metaphorically. Memories and old flames revive; Shakespeare lives on, but the resurrectionism of Kilman and Smith is utterly delusional. Virginia Woolf is at pains to stress that Mrs Dalloway is, like her author, an atheist (‘not for a moment did she believe in God’). And this fiction is deeply resistant to the Evangelical conversionist intentions Virginia Woolf had suffered from as a young woman at the hands of her Clapham Sect survivor aunts: Doris Kilman is deeply loathed by Mrs Dalloway for wanting to convert Mrs Dalloway’s daughter Elizabeth to her form of Christianity: the ministrations of Dr Bradshaw are loathed for being, in their way, conversionist efforts at making people be other than they are. This novel is only interested in demythologised, secularised, post-Christian resurrections. Any other sort are spurious. Like the Gospel story, of course, Mrs Dalloway has an empty tomb at its heart – the Cenotaph in Whitehall, Lutyens’ Great War memorial, its name derived from the Greek for empty tomb. But this is recorded not as evidence for someone really risen from the dead, but as an ironic rebuke to the meaning Christianity attaches to Christ’s empty tomb. Peter Walsh sees a squad of soldiers on their way to lay a wreath at it – the language of flowers (of which there’s a lot in this novel) eloquent, as in Hamlet and the case of Ophelia, of physical death’s real finality. Here only memory and books and words survive really, not people. To think otherwise, as Kilman and Smith do, is just ‘seeing things’. ‘He had grown stranger and stranger. He said people were talking behind the bedroom walls. Mrs Filmer thought it odd. He saw things too . . .’.

Seeing things is, of course, a main business of this novel’s people and of its writing. In fact, what mainly happens here is people seeing things: having impressions – of others, of the things of the world, of what’s in other people’s heads. Moments of vision are the building bricks of this text. And what’s wonderful about Virginia Woolf’s writing is its celebration of people’s selfhood in vivid relation to what’s around them, especially the very ordinary stuff of existence. The more trivial the things people relate to, the more sharply do those things come to signify a potent access to the necessary heart of life – Mrs Dalloway’s green dress, it might be, or her yellow hat, or the hats Rezia Warren Smith makes, the Bartlett Pears Walsh confidently orders at dinner, the things in Bond Street shops, (and Mrs Dalloway started life as the story ‘Mrs Dalloway in Bond Street’), or that pell-mell of kitchen stuff in the Dalloways’ basement at Party time, ‘the plates, the saucepans, cullenders, frying-pans, chicken in aspic, ice-cream freezers, pared crusts of bread, lemons, soup tureens, and pudding basins which, however hard they washed up in the scullery, seemed to be all on top of her [Mrs Walker, the cook], on the kitchen table, on chairs, while the fire blared and roared, the electric lights blared, and still supper had to be laid’.

Virginia Woolf was rather concerned by charges that she might be making too much of a socially trivial world, that her novel was too ‘tinselly’, too immersed in a glittering circle of the idle rich, courtiers, gentlemen in Clubs, concerned lest Mrs Dalloway be taken as simply a wealthy materialist with posh shopping too much on her mind. And with good reason. Hugh Whitbread’s trivial pursuits at Court may be dismissed as ‘rattles’ and baubles’, and Peter Walsh may be licensed to rage at Mrs Dalloway’s well-off shallowness, but the novel is greatly enamoured with her social world, and does rather endorse her disgust over poor Doris Kilman’s shabby green macintosh, and her wish that Elizabeth were more interested gloves and shoes and less in religion, all those empty moral judgments of hers so infected with an aestheticist cult of the beautiful socialite beautifully kitted out in Bond Street. But the novel’s snootiness, its commitment to Mrs Dalloway’s upper-class reckonings and her limited sense of the ordinary, is, I think, the incidental downside of something much more admirable, namely the impressive sense that the sheer miscellanea, the abundant trivia of daily, especially London, life can be experienced rapturously, the only kind of rapture, in fact, allowed a secular world, and that this grace or blessing is available to all and sundry – maids, and cooks, and Italian immigrants, and socially quite ordinary people on buses or down in Westminster for the flower-show. Londoners ‘love’ the ordinary life of their streets, and Mrs Dalloway loves them for loving it, for she loves it too, and the novel marvellously conveys this delight. ‘In people’s eyes, in the swing, tramp, and trudge; in the bellow and uproar; the carriages, motor cars, omnibuses, vans, sandwich men shuffling and swinging; brass bands; barrel organs; in the triumph and the jingle and the strange high singing of some aeroplanes overhead was what she loved: life, London, this moment in June’. It’s a wonderful radical thinginess, as democratic as Dickens’s, and a materialist confidence in the Novel’s traditional power to know and present the world as agreeably cocky as one can find anywhere in the tradition.

As a critic Virginia Woolf did, of course, sound worrying notes about the realist novel’s traditional centreing of the human in what was tailored in Bond Street – her 1919 essay ‘Modern Fiction’ reprinted in The Common Reader collection in the same period as Mrs Dalloway, famously berates Arnold Bennett for his faith in such tailored life. The way out of such a materialist impasse, that essay suggests, is to follow Joyce’s way with the ‘sordid’ ordinariness of the cemetery scene in Ulysses, and render the real subjectively, incoherently, in ‘sudden lightning flashes’ which would follow closely ‘the quick of the mind’ of the observing characters. Which is why Virginia Woolf carefully makes her people’s impressionism so quirky, dodgy, unreliable. The deluded visions of Kilman and Smith and of Peter Walsh snoozing in the park, are exemplarily unreliable. What’s outside characters’ heads in this novel is never not chancy and elusive. The beauty they perceive outside of them is, like the poets’ perceptions in John Ruskin’s well-known analysis of Romantic writing in his Modern Painters, frequently fallacious. Septimus hears birds speaking Greek (as Virginia Woolf is said to have done): leaves and grass are alive for him, for Walsh sky and trees have womanhood: all of which wronged envisioning is precisely what Ruskin labelled the ‘pathetic fallacy’. It was for him axiomatically a kind of dementia.

But even the sanest observation can be fallacious in this novel. Misreading is simply everywhere. The sky-writing scene has rightly become one of the great exemplary representations of modernist doubt about reading. Language is dying as we and the novel’s Londoners look vainly on. Blaxo? Kreemo? Toffee? ‘What word was it writing?’ Nobody will ever know. Reading for certainties is not on. And Peter Walsh gets almost everything wrong, especially when he reads Smith’s derangement and death as instances of London’s civilisation, a welcome change after India. Dr Holmes thinks Smith can just pull himself out of his madness. Smith’s almost complete failure to register the real squarely is offered as a terrifying example of the general plight. Self-knowledge and self-naming are at the heart of this set of dilemmas. Smith is especially uncertain about his own identity. ‘I – I –’, he stammers, unable to name himself clearly. It’s a failure the novel endorses widely. Mrs Dalloway ‘would not say of herself, I am this, I am that’. There’s a widespread stammering over any naming. The power of naming that fiction traditionally lays claim to is displayed all over, but it comes backed by worrying lapsings in that power. ‘Who is this?’ Sally asks as she arrive at the party. Walsh knows. It’s old Mrs Hilbery. But he doesn’t know who is ‘that lady standing by the curtain all the evening, without speaking’. Is it ‘Davidson, was that her name?’ And who are all these people thronging the novel, especially piling into the party? Many get named. Mr Wilkins is employed to name them at the door, though he seems only to know them by titles, Lady and Miss this, Sir John and Lady that (and people’s claim to know others closely is often based on their specifying the more intimate familiar names behind titles – Mrs Clarissa Dalloway, Lady Millicent Bruton, Miss Milly Brush, and so on). But who, familiarly titled or not, are Betty Whatshername, Amelia Whatshername, Sir Somebody Something, So-and-So, and all the vaguely named rest? The novel’s play of remembering, knowing, and naming keeps lapsing, tragically, even tragi-comically, like this, into forgetting, not knowing, misnaming, or not being able to name at all.

There is, of course, a kind of counter rhetoric continually laying claim to a positive citing of things and people. The writing keeps pointing at what it and its people want us to see and know with an aggression not matched perhaps anywhere else. There, it keeps saying, there she was, there he was, there were the roses. Deixis this is called, the use of demonstratives, adverbs of place, pronouns, definite articles and the like, a rhetoric of defining by pointing. And how they mount up, theses delectic efforts: this, here, that, these, she, he, it, there, there, there, all striving to fix moments, persons, things, to place them precisely. To specify exactly, to curtail and banish vagueness, to make them forcefully present to us, ‘this voice . . .; this vow, this life; this procession’. ‘There!’ That’s the old lady opposite the Dalloways, a pointedly repeated presence taken as a consolingly reassuring one. ‘She was still there’ ‘But where?’ the honest reflection then comes. Where exactly is there? What exactly is the it people keep pointing to? What is it simply to be, to be simply, there? These confident pointings just won’t sustain the examination they provoke as to the nature of the real presence they claim. ‘Loving it as she did with an absurd and faithful passion, being part of it’. It? The real vagueness of the pronoun’s reference can’t be evaded ‘For Heaven only knows why one loves it so, how one sees it so, making it up, building it round one, rumbling it, creating it every moment afresh . . . life: London: this moment in June’. (Pronouns are often a problem in this novel: in many of its sentences it is hard to tell which of two characters is being referred to.)

After all, then, there’s to be next to no certainty, certainly little defence against madness and death in any solid world of things made really present and reliably knowable. All the novel’s insistent and forcefully declarative thisness and thereness will in fact be as fragile as any of its patently false visions and dubious revelations. Things cannot be relied on. Indeed, though the lovely trivia of the world may indeed be felt as blessings, they also present real dementing horrors, as troubling agents of death and annihilation. The gentlest people are armed with pen-knives and scissors and needles. The ordinary is deeply hurtful. Impressions rasp, graze, concuss, scrape, cut. Clocks shred and slice time. On those blessed sun-kissed streets ‘brutality, blared out on placards; women burnt alive; and once a maimed file of lunatics being exercised or displayed for the diversion of the populace (who laughed aloud) ambled and nodded and grinned past him in the Tottenham Court Road’. The making of a lovely hat, in an episode that is yet one more intense bout of delectic access to the allegedly solidly real, is a sign. Rezia thinks of Septimus’s stepping out of his demented visionary prison. ‘“There”, she said, pinning a rose to one side of the hat’. ‘“There it is’. . . “That’ll do”.’ ‘It was so real, it was so substantial, Mrs Peters’ hat’, ‘“Just look at it”, he said.’ But that’s a truly zany thing, ‘absurd’ and ‘so queer’, all outward sign of his inner dementia, certainly no guarantee out there in reality of any hope of respite from inward turmoil. Rezia’s consolation in it is as truly consoling as Mrs Dalloway’s thinking that Mr William Willett’s daylight saving scheme – putting the clocks back an hour to make the summer evenings last longer – is a ‘revolution’ putting time and death in their place, achieving a triumph for the life of London and for the young in ‘their summer time’. Only an hour has been gained by it, after all.

And in that very passage welcoming Willett’s ‘revolution’, the city’s refusal to accede to darkness for that hour is rendered in a death-reminding metaphor. London ‘rushed her bayonets into the sky, pinned her [the evening], constrained her to partnership in her revelry’. Bayonets, vicious Great War weapons, forcing to revelry. A dance at such a revelling would be a Dance of Death. In one of the novel’s more horrific ironies of timing, Septimus has, we know, just bayonetted himself on the railings. ‘Through him, blundering, bruising, went the rusty spikes’, thinks Mrs Dalloway when she hears of it, the spikes ripping through her party and her body (‘Always her body went through it, when she was told, first, suddenly, of an accident’). ‘Hero’s death’ she thinks. It’s the deixis, the insistent presence, the thereness of death. ‘What a lark!’ to plunge into the life of London, thinks Mrs Dalloway as her novel opens. But also ‘What a plunge!’, as it might be running down the beach to meet the ‘kiss of a wave’. Apt enough, one thinks, for an entry into the novel’s streams of consciousness, but horribly prophetic of the later suicidal plunge of this author into a death-dealing tidal river.

‘For there she was’: writing in her diary about finishing Mrs Dalloway (17 October 1924), Virginia Woolf repeated her novel’s last, reiterated words about thereness and mere being. But she went on straightaway to recall – inevitably, it would seem, by the logics of this novel – Katherine Mansfield, her dead friend, ‘that strange ghost’. And if Mrs Dalloway’s day indeed be an ‘Allerseelen’, we cannot forget that All Souls is also the day when the Catholic Church prayed for the dead souls held in death’s embrace in Purgatory. If London can seem an earthly paradise, it is just as much, or more, a Purgatorio, an Inferno even. Such ironies and reversals tug strongly at all the novel’s life affirmations. William Willett’s summer-time proposals, one can’t help recalling, were only brought in after his death to provide more daylight hours of labour in First War munitions factories. ‘Horror! Horror!’ Rezia Smith ‘wanted to cry’ – as Kurtz does in Conrad’s Heart of Darkness. But that Virginia Woolf makes us feel exactly how Rezia (and, for that matter, how she herself) felt, is just one more reason for admiring the extraordinary power of this novel’s entrancingly disturbed imagination.

Valentine Cunningham

January, 2000


Mrs. Dalloway

MRS. DALLOWAY SAID she would buy the flowers herself.

For Lucy had her work cut out for her. The doors would be taken off their hinges; Rumpelmayer’s men were coming. And then, thought Clarissa Dalloway, what a morning – fresh as if issued to children on a beach.

What a lark! What a plunge! For so it had always seemed to her when, with a little squeak of the hinges, which she could hear now, she had burst open the French windows and plunged at Bourton into the open air. How fresh, how calm, stiller than this of course, the air was in the early morning; like the flap of a wave; the kiss of a wave; chill and sharp and yet (for a girl of eighteen as she then was) solemn, feeling as she did, standing there at the open window, that something awful was about to happen; looking at the flowers, at the trees with the smoke winding off them and the rooks rising, falling; standing and looking until Peter Walsh said, “Musing among the vegetables?” – was that it? – “I prefer men to cauliflowers” – was that it? He must have said it at breakfast one morning when she had gone out on to the terrace – Peter Walsh. He would be back from India one of these days, June or July, she forgot which, for his letters were awfully dull; it was his sayings one remembered; his eyes, his pocket-knife, his smile, his grumpiness and, when millions of things had utterly vanished – how strange it was! – a few sayings like this about cabbages.

She stiffened a little on the kerb, waiting for Durtnall’s van to pass. A charming woman, Scrope Purvis thought her (knowing her as one does know people who live next door to one in Westminster); a touch of the bird about her, of the jay, blue-green, light, vivacious, though she was over fifty, and grown very white since her illness. There she perched, never seeing him, waiting to cross, very upright.

For having lived in Westminster – how many years now? over twenty, – one feels even in the midst of the traffic, or waking at night, Clarissa was positive, a particular hush, or solemnity; an indescribable pause; a suspense (but that might be her heart, affected, they said, by influenza) before Big Ben strikes. There! Out it boomed. First a warning, musical; then the hour, irrevocable. The leaden circles dissolved in the air. Such fools we are, she thought, crossing Victoria Street. For Heaven only knows why one loves it so, how one sees it so, making it up, building it round one, tumbling it, creating it every moment afresh; but the veriest frumps, the most dejected of miseries sitting on doorsteps (drink their downfall) do the same; can’t be dealt with, she felt positive, by Acts of Parliament for that very reason: they love life. In people’s eyes, in the swing, tramp, and trudge; in the bellow and the uproar; the carriages, motor
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