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About Woolf:

Virginia Woolf (January 25, 1882 – March 28, 1941) was an
English novelist and essayist regarded as one of the foremost
modernist literary figures of the twentieth century. During the
interwar period, Woolf was a significant figure in London literary
society and a member of the Bloomsbury Group. Her most famous works
include the novels Mrs Dalloway (1925), To the Lighthouse (1927),
and Orlando (1928), and the book-length essay A Room of One's Own
(1929) with its famous dictum, "a woman must have money and a room
of her own if she is to write fiction".








Since it had grown hot and crowded indoors, since there could be
no danger on a night like this of damp, since the Chinese lanterns
seemed hung red and green fruit in the depths of an enchanted
forest, Mr. Bertram Pritchard led Mrs. Latham into the garden.

The open air and the sense of being out of doors bewildered
Sasha Latham, the tall, handsome, rather indolent looking lady,
whose majesty of presence was so great that people never credited
her with feeling perfectly inadequate and gauche when she had to
say something at a party. But so it was; and she was glad that she
was with Bertram, who could be trusted, even out of doors, to talk
without stopping. Written down what he said would be incredible—not
only was each thing he said in itself insignificant, but there was
no connection between the different remarks. Indeed, if one had
taken a pencil and written down his very words—and one night of his
talk would have filled a whole book—no one could doubt, reading
them, that the poor man was intellectually deficient. This was far
from the case, for Mr. Pritchard was an esteemed civil servant and
a Companion of the Bath; but what was even stranger was that he was
almost invariably liked. There was a sound in his voice, some
accent of emphasis, some lustre in the incongruity of his ideas,
some emanation from his round, cubbby brown face and robin
redbreast's figure, something immaterial, and unseizable, which
existed and flourished and made itself felt independently of his
words, indeed, often in opposition to them. Thus Sasha Latham would
be thinking while he chattered on about his tour in Devonshire,
about inns and landladies, about Eddie and Freddie, about cows and
night travelling, about cream and stars, about continental railways
and Bradshaw, catching cod, catching cold, influenza, rheumatism
and Keats—she was thinking of him in the abstract as a person whose
existence was good, creating him as he spoke in the guise that was
different from what he said, and was certainly the true Bertram
Pritchard, even though one could not prove it. How could one prove
that he was a loyal friend and very sympathetic and—but here, as so
often happened, talking to Bertram Pritchard, she forgot his
existence, and began to think of something else.

It was the night she thought of, hitching herself together in
some way, taking a look up into the sky. It was the country she
smelt suddenly, the sombre stillness of fields under the stars, but
here, in Mrs. Dalloway's back garden, in Westminster, the beauty,
country born and bred as she was, thrilled her because of the
contrast presumably; there the smell of hay in the air and behind
her the rooms full of people. She walked with Bertram; she walked
rather like a stag, with a little give of the ankles, fanning
herself, majestic, silent, with all her senses roused, her ears
pricked, snuffing
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