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Welcome to this Level 4 edition of 《To The Lighthouse》 by Virginia Woolf.

This book has been rewritten in simpler English for learners. The original story is one of the most famous works in world literature, but its language and ideas can be difficult for many readers. This edition keeps the original plot, themes, and emotions while using easier vocabulary and shorter sentences.

Reading Level

Age: 12+

AR: 4.5~5.0

CEFR: B1

Lexile: 800L–1000L

About the Author

Virginia Woolf (1882–1941) was an English novelist and critic. She is one of the most important writers of twentieth-century English literature. She had a new and special way of writing. In her books, she showed what was happening inside her characters' minds. She wrote about their thoughts and feelings as they came, one after another. This new style opened many doors for the modern novel. Today, people say she was one of the great modernist writers, like James Joyce and Marcel Proust.

Woolf was born in London, England, in 1882. As a child, she lived in a house full of books and read a great deal. When she was older, she joined a group of writers, artists, and thinkers called the Bloomsbury Group. Her sister and brothers were part of this group too. Together they talked about books, art, and ideas.

Her best-known books are Mrs Dalloway (1925), To the Lighthouse (1927), Orlando (1928), A Room of One's Own (1929), and The Waves (1931). Many people say that To the Lighthouse is her greatest book. It is also her most personal one — much of it comes from her own life and family.

About the Story

《To The Lighthouse》 is one of Virginia Woolf's most loved novels. It is a quiet story about a family, a house by the sea, and the slow passing of time.

The Ramsay family spends the summer at their old house on a Scottish island. Young James wants to sail to the lighthouse, but his father says the weather will be too rough. The promise is broken, and James never forgets.

Years pass. The First World War changes the world. The family loses people they love. The summer house stands empty for a long time, and the rooms grow dusty and still.

At last, what is left of the family comes back. Now, after all these years, James and his father finally sail to the lighthouse together. While they sail, their old friend Lily Briscoe stands in the garden and finishes a painting she began long ago.

This is a book about memory, time, love, and loss. It is also about how art can hold on to the moments we cannot keep.
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�  Mrs. Ramsay

Mrs. Ramsay is the most important character in the story. She is a warm and beautiful mother. She takes care of her family and her guests, and she brings people together. She wants others to be happy. She believes in marriage and family life. In the story, she stands for order, love, and the way people are joined to one another.

�  Mr. Ramsay

Mr. Ramsay is a philosopher and the head of the family. He has a sharp mind, but he often doubts his own work and worth. He wants other people to admire him. He needs his wife to comfort him and to look up to him. He is a man who looks at life as it really is, with cold eyes. Because of this, he often has trouble with his family.

�  James Ramsay

James is the youngest son of Mr. and Mrs. Ramsay. As a young boy, he hates his father's hard manner. But as he grows older, he comes to understand his father in a deeper way. James is an important character because he joins the start and the end of the story.

�  Cam Ramsay

Cam is the youngest daughter in the Ramsay family. She has a strong imagination and a sensitive heart. In the last part of the book, she goes with James and her father on the boat to the lighthouse. On this trip, we see her grow up.

�  Lily Briscoe

Lily Briscoe is an unmarried woman and a painter. She chose art instead of marriage. At that time, most women were expected to marry, but Lily tries to find her own way. Through her, the book looks at art, memory, and what it means to know another person.

�  Charles Tansley

Charles Tansley is one of Mr. Ramsay's students. He comes from a poor family and wants to do well at his studies. He is proud, and he is not good with people. He has narrow ideas about women. He and Lily often disagree.

�  Andrew Ramsay

Andrew is the oldest son of the Ramsay family. He is very good at mathematics. People think he will have a bright future. But the war changes everything, and his life ends sadly.

�  Prue Ramsay

Prue is the oldest daughter. She is beautiful and kind. She is much like her mother, and many people love her. After she gets married, her life seems happy at first. But something sad and unexpected happens to her too.

�  Nancy Ramsay

Nancy is an independent and free-spirited daughter. She is not interested in marriage. She cares more about her own life and her own thoughts.

�  Rose Ramsay

Rose is a lively and friendly daughter in the family. Like her mother, she has a gift for bringing people together.

�  Roger Ramsay

Roger is a son who loves adventure. He likes the outdoors and exploring new places. From a young age, he has a free and lively spirit.

�  Jasper Ramsay

Jasper is a boy who loves nature and outdoor life. He is very interested in things like hunting. He is lively and full of energy.

�  Minta Doyle

Minta Doyle is a young guest of the Ramsay family. She is bright and charming. In the story, she stands for youth and the romance of young love.

�  Paul Rayley

Paul Rayley is a young man who loves Minta. In the early part of the book, Paul and Minta show us the hope and romance of young love.
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PART I


The Window
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"Yes, of course, if the weather is fine tomorrow," said Mrs Ramsay. "But you'll have to get up very early," she added.

Her words filled her son with a great joy. To him, it sounded as if the trip was already decided. They were really going. For years — or so it felt to him — he had dreamed of seeing the lighthouse. Now, after one dark night and one day's journey by boat, that dream was almost within his reach.

James was only six years old, but he was the kind of child whose feelings about the future always coloured the present moment. When something good or bad was coming, he could not put it aside. The feeling stayed with him and shone on everything around him, or darkened it.

So now, sitting on the floor and cutting out pictures from the Army and Navy Stores catalogue, James felt a deep happiness. His mother's words had touched even the picture of a refrigerator in his hands. The picture seemed to shine with joy. The wheelbarrow in the garden, the lawnmower, the sound of the poplar trees, the leaves turning white before the rain, the cries of the rooks, the sound of brooms and the soft noise of dresses — all of these had their own colours and meanings in his mind. He already had his own secret language for them, though no one would have guessed it from his face.

He looked very serious. He had a high forehead and bright blue eyes. His eyes were honest and pure, and they frowned a little when he saw any human weakness. Watching him cut carefully around the refrigerator with his scissors, his mother imagined him one day as a great judge in red robes, or as a strong leader giving important orders in a time of national crisis.

"But," said his father, stopping in front of the drawing-room window, "the weather won't be fine.“

If there had been an axe nearby, or a fire-poker, or any weapon that could have cut a hole in his father's chest and killed him on the spot, James would have grabbed it. That was how strong his feelings were. Mr Ramsay only had to stand there, and his children's hearts filled with these wild emotions.

Now he stood in front of the window, thin as a knife and just as sharp, smiling in a cruel way. He was pleased with himself for two reasons. First, he had destroyed his son's hope and made fun of his wife — a woman who was, James thought, ten thousand times better than her husband in every way. Second, he was secretly proud that his own judgement was so correct.

What he said was true. It was always true. He could not tell a lie. He never changed a fact, and he never softened a hard word to please anyone, not even his own children. They were his children, and so, he believed, they should learn from an early age that life is hard. Facts do not bend for us. The journey to that famous land — where our brightest hopes go out like candles, and our small weak boats sink in the darkness — (here Mr Ramsay would stand up straight and narrow his small blue eyes at the horizon) — that journey, above all, needs courage, truth, and the strength to keep going.

"But it may be fine — I think it will be fine," said Mrs Ramsay. She gave the reddish-brown stocking she was knitting a small, impatient twist.

If she could finish it that night, and if they really did go to the Lighthouse, the stocking was for the lighthouse keeper's little boy. The poor child had a serious illness in his hip. She also planned to take a pile of old magazines, some tobacco, and anything else she could find around the house — things that nobody really needed, things that only made the rooms untidy. She wanted to give those poor men something to enjoy. They must be terribly bored, she thought, sitting there all day with nothing to do but clean the lamp, trim the wick, and rake their tiny garden.

"How would you like it," she would ask, "to be shut up for a whole month — or even longer in bad weather — on a rock the size of a tennis court? No letters, no newspapers, no one to talk to. If you were married, you wouldn't see your wife. You wouldn't know how your children were. You wouldn't know if they were ill, or if they had fallen down and broken an arm or a leg. Week after week, you would see the same grey, sad waves. Then a great storm would come. The windows would be covered with sea water. Birds would fly into the lamp and fall. The whole building would shake. And you couldn't even put your head outside the door, because the sea might wash you away. How would you like that?"

She asked this question mainly to her daughters. Then she added, in a softer voice, that one must always bring such people whatever small comforts one can.

"The wind is from the west," said Tansley, the atheist. He held out his thin bony fingers and let the wind blow through them. He was walking up and down the terrace with Mr Ramsay, sharing his evening walk. What he meant was this: the wind was coming from exactly the wrong direction. They would not be able to land a boat at the Lighthouse.

Yes, Mrs Ramsay had to admit it — Tansley did say unpleasant things. It was mean of him to keep saying so, and to make James even more disappointed. But all the same, she would not let her children laugh at him.

"The atheist," they called him. "The little atheist." Rose made fun of him. Prue made fun of him. Andrew, Jasper, and Roger all made fun of him. Even old Badger, the dog, had bitten him, although the poor animal had not a tooth left in his head. The reason, as Nancy put it, was that Tansley was the hundred and tenth young man to follow them all the way up to the Hebrides, when really it was much nicer to be alone together as a family.

"Nonsense," said Mrs Ramsay in a stern voice. She knew her children loved to exaggerate — they had learned that from her. And she knew they were partly right: she did invite too many guests, so many that some had to sleep in rooms in the town. But she could not stand it when people were rude to her guests, especially to young men. These young men were as poor as church mice. Her husband said they were "unusually clever." They admired him deeply, and they had come here for a holiday.

The truth was, Mrs Ramsay felt she had to protect all men. She could not really explain why. Perhaps it was because of their courage and honour. Perhaps it was because they made treaties between countries, ruled India, and managed the banks. But mostly it was because of the way they looked at her. It was a way of looking that any woman would feel, and that any woman would enjoy — a look that was full of trust, like a child's, and almost holy. An older woman could receive such a look from a young man without losing her dignity. And as for any girl — heaven help her, and please let it not be one of her own daughters! — any girl who did not feel the value of this, deep in her bones, would surely suffer for it.

She turned to Nancy with a stern face. He had not followed them, she said. He had been invited.

She had to find a way out of all this. Surely there was some simpler way, some less tiring way, she thought with a sigh. When she looked in the mirror and saw her grey hair and her hollow cheeks — for she was fifty now — she thought she might have done things better. Better with her husband. Better with money. Better with his books. But for herself, she would never regret her choices, not even for a second. She would never run away from difficulties or do her duties only halfway.

At this moment, she looked rather frightening. After she had spoken so sharply about Charles Tansley, her daughters — Prue, Nancy, and Rose — looked up from their plates in silence. Only in this silence could they play, in their own minds, with secret thoughts that they had been quietly growing for a long time. They imagined a life different from their mother's. Perhaps a life in Paris. A wilder life. A life in which they would not always have to take care of some man or other.

In all their young minds, there was a silent question. Why must women always show respect to men? Why must men always be like knights? Why was the Bank of England so important, and why did Britain rule over India? Why did women wear rings and lace? And yet, for all three girls, there was also something beautiful about all this. It seemed to touch something brave and manly inside their girlish hearts. So, as they sat at the table under their mother's eyes, they honoured her in their hearts — honoured her strange sternness and her extreme good manners. She seemed to them like a queen who lifts a beggar's dirty foot from the mud and washes it with her own hands. That was how she seemed, when she scolded them so sharply about that poor atheist — the atheist who had chased them all the way to the Isle of Skye. Or, to speak more truthfully, the atheist whom they themselves had invited to stay with them on the Isle of Skye.

She herself could not help laughing sometimes. The other day she had said something about "waves as high as mountains." "Yes," said Charles Tansley, "the sea was a little rough." "Aren't you soaked through to the skin?" she had asked. "Damp, but not wet through," said Mr Tansley, pinching his sleeve and feeling his socks.

But it was not these things that the children disliked. It was not his face. It was not his manners. It was the man himself — the way he saw the world. Whenever they talked about something interesting — people, music, history, anything at all — Charles Tansley was never happy until he had turned the whole subject round to himself. He always had to make himself look good and the others look small. With his sharp, bitter way of speaking, he seemed to cut the life out of everything, and he made everyone feel uncomfortable. He was not satisfied until he had done this. And, the children said, he would go to art galleries and ask you whether you liked his tie. "Heaven knows," said Rose, "nobody did."

As soon as dinner was over, the eight sons and daughters of Mr and Mrs Ramsay slipped away from the table as quietly as deer. They went to their bedrooms. In a house where there was nowhere else to be private, their rooms were their own safe places. There they could argue about anything and everything: Tansley's tie, a new law in Parliament, seabirds and butterflies, people.

Meanwhile, the sun poured into the attic rooms. Only a thin wooden board divided one room from the next, so every footstep could be clearly heard. They could even hear the young Swiss girl crying for her father, who was dying of cancer far away in a valley in Switzerland. The sunlight lit up everything in the rooms — cricket clothes, straw hats, ink-pots, paint-pots, beetles, and the tiny skulls of birds. Long, wavy strips of seaweed were pinned to the wall, and the warm sun drew out of them a smell of salt and the sea. That same smell was in the towels too, which were still rough with sand from swimming.

Fighting, taking sides, disagreeing, holding prejudices that were woven deep into a person's very nature — oh, why must all this begin so early in life? Mrs Ramsay was sad to think of it. Her children were so quick to judge, and they talked such nonsense.

She left the dining-room, holding James by the hand, because he would not go with the other children. It all seemed such nonsense to her — inventing differences between people. After all, heaven knows, people were different enough already, without making up new differences. The real ones, she thought, standing by the drawing-room window, were quite enough.

At that moment she was thinking of the rich and the poor, the high and the low. She gave people of noble birth a little respect, though she gave it half unwillingly. And why not? In her own veins ran the blood of a very noble — if half-legendary — Italian family. The daughters of that family had spread across the drawing-rooms of England in the nineteenth century. They had spoken so charmingly and lost their tempers so wildly. All her own quickness of mind, her fine manners, and her temper came from them — not from the slow English or the cold Scots.

But there was another problem that she thought about more deeply: the problem of rich and poor. She saw it with her own eyes, week after week, day after day, both here and in London. She would visit a widow, or a wife struggling to manage her home. She would go in person, with a bag on her arm and a notebook and pencil in her hand. In the notebook she had drawn careful columns, and in them she wrote down wages and spending, who had work and who had none. She did this for a reason. She did not want to be only a private woman whose charity was partly a way to calm her own anger and partly a way to satisfy her own curiosity. She wanted to become something she greatly admired, even though she had never been trained for it: an investigator, a woman who could study and explain the problems of society.

These were questions that could not be answered, she thought, as she stood there holding James by the hand. The young man whom the children laughed at had followed her into the drawing-room. He stood by the table, playing awkwardly with something, feeling that he did not belong. She knew this without even turning to look at him. Everyone else had gone — the children, Minta Doyle and Paul Rayley, Augustus Carmichael, her husband. They had all gone. So she turned to him with a sigh and said, "Would you mind coming with me, Mr Tansley? Would it bore you?"

She had a dull little errand in the town. She had a letter or two to write. It would only take ten minutes, perhaps. She would just put on her hat.

Ten minutes later, there she was again, with her basket and her parasol, looking ready for a little outing. But she had to stop for a moment as they passed the tennis lawn. Mr Carmichael was lying there in the sun, his yellow eyes half open. Like a cat's eyes, they seemed to reflect the moving branches and the passing clouds, but they showed nothing at all of his thoughts or feelings. She stopped to ask him if he wanted anything.

They were making a great expedition, she said, laughing. They were going to the town. "Can I bring you stamps, writing-paper, tobacco?" she asked, stopping beside him. But no, he wanted nothing. His hands lay folded across his large round stomach. His eyes blinked. He seemed to want to give her a kind answer — she was charming, though a little nervous — but he could not. He was sunk too deep in a sleepy, peaceful mood, a grey-green drowsiness that wrapped them all in warm good wishes without any need for words: the whole house, the whole world, everyone in it. At lunch he had slipped a few drops of something into his glass. This, the children thought, was the reason for the bright canary-yellow streak in his moustache and beard, which were otherwise milk-white. He wanted nothing, he murmured.

He should have been a great philosopher, said Mrs Ramsay, as they walked down the road to the fishing village. But he had made an unlucky marriage. She held her black parasol very straight and walked with a strange air of expectation, as if she were about to meet someone just around the corner. As they went, she told him the story. There had been a love affair at Oxford with some girl. Then an early marriage, and poverty. He had gone to India. He had translated a little poetry — "very beautifully, I believe," she said. He had been willing to teach boys Persian or Hindustani — but really, what was the use of that? And now, as they had all seen, he simply lay on the lawn.

This pleased Tansley very much. He had been treated so rudely that day, and now it comforted him that Mrs Ramsay should tell him such a story. Charles Tansley came back to life. She gently suggested, too, that a man's mind is a great thing, even when it is past its best. She suggested that all wives must give themselves to their husbands' work. (She did not blame the girl, though, and the marriage had been happy enough, she thought.) All this made him feel more pleased with himself than he had felt all day. If they had taken a cab, for example, he would have liked to pay for it. And her little bag — might he not carry it for her? No, no, she said, she always carried it herself. And so she did. Yes, he felt that about her. He felt many things, and one feeling in particular both excited him and troubled him, for reasons he could not explain. He wished she could see him one day in his university gown and hood, walking in a grand procession. A fellowship, a professorship — he felt he was capable of anything, and he saw himself —

But what was she looking at? She was looking at a man pasting up a poster. The huge sheet of paper flapped, then lay flat against the wall. With each push of his brush, new legs, hoops, and horses appeared, in shining reds and blues, beautifully smooth. Soon half the wall was covered with an advertisement for a circus: a hundred riders on horseback, twenty performing seals, lions, tigers... Mrs Ramsay leaned forward, for she was shortsighted, and read aloud how the circus "will visit this town." It was terribly dangerous work for a one-armed man, she cried, to stand at the top of a ladder like that. His left arm had been cut off in a farm machine two years before.

"Let us all go!" she cried, walking on. It was as if all those riders and horses had filled her with a child's wild joy and made her forget her pity for the man.

"Let us all go!" she cried, walking on. It was as if all those riders and horses had filled her with a child's wild joy and made her forget her pity.

"Let's go," he said, repeating her words. But he said them so stiffly, and with such embarrassment, that she could not help wincing. "Let us go to the Circus." No. He could not say it the right way. He could not feel it the right way. But why not? she wondered. What was wrong with the man? At that moment she liked him warmly. Hadn't they been taken to the circus as children? she asked. Never, he answered — as if she had asked the very question he had been longing to answer for days. They had never gone to circuses. It was a large family, with nine brothers and sisters, and his father was a working man. "My father is a chemist, Mrs Ramsay. He keeps a shop." He himself had paid his own way in life since he was thirteen. Often he went through the winter without a warm coat. At college he could never invite others back, the way they invited him (those were his dry, awkward words). He had to make things last twice as long as other people did. He smoked the cheapest tobacco, the same rough kind that the old men smoked down on the quays. He worked hard — seven hours a day. His subject just now was the influence of something upon somebody.

They were walking along, and Mrs Ramsay did not quite catch the meaning of his words — only caught one here and there... dissertation... fellowship... readership... lectureship. She could not follow this ugly university language, which he rattled off so easily. But she said to herself that she now understood why the talk of the circus had upset the poor little man so much, and why he had at once poured out all that about his father and mother and brothers and sisters. She would make sure that her family did not laugh at him any more. She would tell Prue about it. What he would really have liked, she supposed, was to say that he had been to see an Ibsen play with the Ramsays. He was a dreadful prig — oh yes, an unbearable bore.

By now they had reached the town and were in the main street, where carts rolled past over the stones. Still he went on talking — about charity homes for the poor, about teaching, about working men, about helping people of our own class, about lectures. At last she understood that he had got all his confidence back. He had recovered from the circus, and he was just about (and now, once again, she liked him warmly) to tell her something —

But just then the houses fell away on both sides, and they came out onto the quay. The whole bay spread out before them, and Mrs Ramsay could not help crying out, "Oh, how beautiful!" A great plateful of blue water lay in front of her. In the middle stood the old grey Lighthouse, far away and stern. And on the right, as far as the eye could see, the green sand dunes fell away in soft, low folds, with wild grasses blowing on top of them. They always seemed to be running away into some empty country of the moon, where no people lived.

That was the view, she said, stopping, that her husband loved. As she spoke, her eyes seemed to grow greyer.

She paused for a moment. But these days, she said, artists came here. And indeed, only a few steps away, one of them stood painting. He wore a Panama hat and yellow boots, and he worked seriously, softly, and with deep concentration, even though ten little boys stood watching him. On his round red face there was a look of complete happiness. He would gaze at the view, and then, after gazing, he would dip his brush, touching its tip to a soft little mound of green or pink paint. Ever since Mr Paunceforte had come here, three years before, all the pictures looked like that, she said — green and grey, with lemon-coloured sailing-boats, and pink women on the beach.

But her grandmother's friends, she said, glancing quietly at the painter as they passed, took the greatest care with their work. First they mixed their own colours. Then they ground them. Then they laid damp cloths over them to keep them moist.

So Mr Tansley understood that she wanted him to see something: that this man's picture was thin and poor — was that the word people used? That the colours were not deep and solid — was that the word? A strange and powerful feeling had been growing in him all through the walk. It had begun in the garden, when he had wanted to carry her bag. It had grown stronger in the town, when he had wanted to tell her everything about himself. Now, under the power of this feeling, he was beginning to see himself, and everything he had ever known, bend and lean a little to one side. It was terribly strange.

She had taken him to a small, cramped little house, and there he stood in the parlour, waiting for her, while she went upstairs for a moment to see a woman. He heard her quick steps above him. He heard her voice, first cheerful, then low. He looked at the mats, the tea-caddies, the glass covers. He waited rather impatiently. He looked forward eagerly to the walk home, and he made up his mind to carry her bag this time. Then he heard her come out and shut a door. He heard her say that they must keep the windows open and the doors shut, and that they should ask at the house for anything they needed. (She must be talking to a child.) Then, suddenly, in she came. For a moment she stood quite silent — as if, upstairs, she had been playing a part, and now, for a moment, she let herself simply be herself. She stood completely still for a moment in front of a picture of Queen Victoria, who wore the blue ribbon of the Garter. And all at once he understood. This was it. This was it — she was the most beautiful person he had ever seen.

With stars in her eyes and veils in her hair, with cyclamen and wild violets around her — but what nonsense was he thinking? She was at least fifty years old. She had eight children. He imagined her walking through fields of flowers, gathering to her breast the broken buds and the fallen lambs, with the stars in her eyes and the wind in her hair —

He took her bag.

"Goodbye, Elsie," she said, and they walked up the street. She held her parasol straight up and walked as if she expected to meet someone round the corner. And for the first time in his life, Charles Tansley felt an extraordinary pride. A man digging in a drain stopped his work and looked at her. He let his arm drop and looked at her. Charles Tansley felt an extraordinary pride. He felt the wind, and the cyclamen, and the violets, because for the first time in his life he was walking beside a beautiful woman. He was carrying her bag.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

II



[image: ]


"There's no going to the Lighthouse, James," he said, as he stood by the window. He spoke awkwardly, but, out of respect for Mrs Ramsay, he tried to make his voice softer and at least a little friendly.

What an odious little man, thought Mrs Ramsay. Why did he keep on saying that?
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"Perhaps you will wake up and find the sun shining and the birds singing," she said kindly, smoothing the little boy's hair. She could see that her husband had crushed his spirits with his sharp remark that the weather would not be fine. Going to the Lighthouse was a great longing for the child, she could see that. And then, as if her husband had not already said enough with his unkind words about tomorrow's weather, this odious little man had gone and rubbed it in all over again.

"Perhaps it will be fine tomorrow," she said, smoothing his hair.

All she could do now was admire the refrigerator and turn the pages of the Stores catalogue, hoping she might find something like a rake or a mowing-machine. With all its points and handles, a thing like that would need great skill and care to cut out. All these young men copied her husband, she thought. He said it would rain; they said it would be an absolute tornado.

But just then, as she turned the page, her search for a rake or a mowing-machine was suddenly broken off. From the window where she sat, she could not hear what the men were saying, but a low, rough murmur — broken now and then as a pipe was taken out and put back in — had kept telling her that they were talking happily together. This sound had gone on for half an hour now. It had taken its quiet place among the other sounds around her: the tap of balls on cricket bats, and the children's sharp, sudden cries of "How's that? How's that?" as they played. But now this murmur had stopped.

And so another sound came through: the steady fall of the waves on the beach. Most of the time, this sound beat a calm, regular rhythm in time with her thoughts. As she sat with the children, it seemed to comfort her, repeating over and over, like the words of an old cradle song murmured by nature itself: "I am guarding you — I am your support." But at other times, suddenly and without warning — especially when her mind lifted a little from the task in her hands — the sound lost all its kindness. Then, like the ghostly roll of drums, it beat out the rhythm of life without mercy. It made her think of the island being destroyed and swallowed up by the sea. It warned her — her, whose day had slipped past in one quick task after another — that everything was as short-lived as a rainbow. This sound had been hidden under the other sounds. Now, all at once, it thundered hollow in her ears and made her look up in sudden terror.

The men had stopped talking — that was the explanation. In one second she fell from the tension that had gripped her to the opposite feeling. As if to pay her back for all the emotion she had wasted, this new feeling was cool, amused, and even a little unkind. Poor Charles Tansley, she decided, had been dropped. That mattered little to her. If her husband needed sacrifices — and indeed he did — she happily offered up Charles Tansley to him, the man who had been so unkind to her little boy.

For one moment more, with her head raised, she listened, as if she were waiting for some familiar sound, some regular, mechanical sound. Then she heard something with a rhythm to it — half spoken, half sung — beginning in the garden as her husband walked up and down the terrace. It was a sound somewhere between a croak and a song. Once again she felt soothed, once again she felt sure that all was well. Looking down at the book on her knee, she found a picture of a pocket knife with six blades — a picture that James could only cut out if he was very, very careful.

Suddenly there came a loud cry, like the cry of a sleepwalker who is half awake. Her husband sang out a line of poetry, with all his strength, right by her ear:

Stormed at with shot and shell

She turned nervously to see if anyone had heard him. Only Lily Briscoe, she was glad to find — and that did not matter. But the sight of the girl, standing at the edge of the lawn painting, reminded her of something. She was supposed to keep her head as still as possible, in the same position, for Lily's picture. Lily's picture! Mrs Ramsay smiled. With her small Chinese-looking eyes and her little wrinkled face, the girl would never marry. One could not take her painting very seriously. But she was an independent little thing, and Mrs Ramsay liked her for it. So, remembering her promise, she bent her head again.
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Suddenly there came a loud cry, like the cry of a sleepwalker who is half awake. Her husband sang out a line of poetry, with all his strength, right by her ear:

Stormed at with shot and shell

She turned nervously to see if anyone had heard him. Only Lily Briscoe, she was glad to find — and that did not matter. But the sight of the girl, standing at the edge of the lawn painting, reminded her of something. She was supposed to keep her head as still as possible, in the same position, for Lily's picture. Lily's picture! Mrs Ramsay smiled. With her small Chinese-looking eyes and her little wrinkled face, the girl would never marry. One could not take her painting very seriously. But she was an independent little thing, and Mrs Ramsay liked her for it. So, remembering her promise, she bent her head again.

Indeed, he almost knocked her easel over. He came rushing down upon her with his hands waving, shouting out, "Boldly we rode and well." But, luckily, he turned sharply and rode off — to die gloriously, she supposed, on the heights of Balaclava. No one was ever at once so ridiculous and so frightening. But as long as he stayed like that, waving and shouting, she was safe. He would not stand still and look at her picture. And that was the one thing Lily Briscoe could not have borne.

Even while she studied the shapes, the lines, the colours, and Mrs Ramsay sitting in the window with James, she kept part of her mind on her surroundings. She was always afraid that someone might creep up and that she would suddenly find them looking at her picture. But now, with all her senses sharpened — looking, straining, until the colour of the wall and the climbing flowers beyond it seemed to burn into her eyes — she became aware of someone coming out of the house and walking towards her. Somehow, from the footsteps, she guessed it was William Bankes. So, although her brush trembled, she did not turn her canvas face-down on the grass, as she would have done if it had been Mr Tansley, Paul Rayley, Minta Doyle, or almost anyone else. She let it stand. William Bankes came and stood beside her.

They both had rooms in the village. So, coming in and going out, and saying goodnight late on the doormats, they had exchanged small remarks about the soup, about the children, about this and that — and all this had made them allies. So now, when he stood beside her in his careful, judge-like way, she simply stood there too. (He was old enough to be her father. He was a botanist and a widower; he smelled of soap, and he was very careful and clean.) He just stood there. Her shoes were excellent, he noticed. They let the toes spread out naturally. Living in the same house as her, he had also noticed how orderly she was. She was up before breakfast and off to paint — alone, he believed. She was poor, he supposed, and she certainly did not have the lovely skin or the charm of Miss Doyle. But she had good sense, and in his eyes that made her better than that young lady. Now, for example, when Ramsay came rushing down upon them, shouting and waving his arms, Miss Briscoe understood — he felt sure of it.

Someone had blundered.

Mr Ramsay glared at them. He glared at them without seeming to see them at all. This made them both feel vaguely uncomfortable. Together they had seen something they were not meant to see. They had stepped into a private moment. So, Lily thought, when Mr Bankes almost at once said something about the air being cold and suggested a little walk, it was probably just an excuse — an excuse to move away, to get out of hearing. Yes, she could come. But it was hard for her to take her eyes off her picture.

The climbing flowers were a bright violet; the wall was a staring white. She did not think it would be honest to change the bright violet and the staring white, because that was how she truly saw them. It was the fashion now, ever since Mr Paunceforte's visit, to see everything as pale, elegant, and half-transparent — but she would not paint that way. Then, beneath the colour, there was the shape. When she looked, she could see it all so clearly, so
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