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58 Mrs Dalloway

when a Skye terricr-smiffcd bis tronsers and-4te-startcd in an, 
agony of fear. It was turning into a man! He could not watch it 
happen! It was horrible, terrible to see a dog become a man! At 
once the dog trotted away. /

Heaven was divinely merciful, infinitely benignant. It spared 
him, pardoned his weakness. But what was the scientific expla- 
nation (fbr one must be scientific above all things)? Why could he 
see through bodies, see into the future, when dogs will become 
men? It was the heatwave presumably, operating upon a brain 
made sensitive by eons of evolution. Scientifically speaking, the 
flesh was melted off the world. His body was macerated until only 
the nerve fibres were left. It was spread like a veil upon a rock.

He lay back in his chair, exhausted but upheld. He lay resting, 
waiting, before he again interpreted, with effort, with agony, to 
mankind. He lay very high, on the back/of the world. The earth 
thrilled beneath him. Red flowers grew through his flesh; their 
stiff leaves rustled by his head. Music began clanging against the 
rocks up here. It is a motor horn down in the Street, he muttered; 
but up here it cannoned from rock to rock, divided, met in shocks 
of sound which rose in smooth columns (that music should be 
visible was a discovery) and became an anthem, an anthem twined 
round now by a shepherd b0’s piping (That’s an old man playing 
a penny whistle by the public-house, he muttered) which, as the 
boy stood still, came bübbling from his pipej and then, as he 
climbed higher, made its exquisite plaint while the traffic passed 
beneath. This boy’s elegy is played among the traffic, thought 
Septimus. Now he withdraws up into the snows, and roses hang 
about him—the thick red roses which grow on my bedroom wall, 
he reminded himself. The music stopped. He has his penny, he 
reasoned it out, and has gone on to the next public-house.
! But he himself remained high on his rock, like a drowned sailor 
on a rock/1 leant over the edge of the boat and feil down, he 
thought/l went under the sea. I have been dead, and yet am now 
alive, but let me rest still, he begged (he was talking to himself 
again—it was awful, awful!); and as, before waking, the voices 
of birds and the sound of wheels chime and chatter in a queer 
barmony, grow louder-anddouder, and-the-sleeper feels himself 
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drawing to the -shores oflife,- so- he ■ feit himselfdrawing tewards 
life, the sun growing hotter, cries sounding louder, something 
trcmett'doüTabout to happen.

He had only to open his eyes; but a weight was on them; a fear. 
He strained; he pushed; he looked; he saw Regent’s Park before 
him. Long Streamers of sunlight fawned at his feet. The trees 
waved, brandished. We welcome, the world seemed to say; we 
accept; we create. Beauty, the world seemed to say. And as if to 
prove it (scientifically) wherever he looked, at the houses, at the 
railings, at the antelopes Stretching over the palings, beauty 
sprang instantly. To watch a leaf quivering in the rush of air was 
an exquisite joy. Up in the sky swallows swooping, swerving, 
flinging themselves in and out, round and round, yet always with 
perfect control as if elastics held them; and the flies rising and 
falling; and the sun Spotting now this leaf, now that, in mockery, 
dazzling it with soft gold in pure good temper; and now and again 
some chime (it might be a motor horn) tinkling divinely on the 
grass stalks—all of this, calm and reasoffable as it was, made out 
of ordinary things as it was, was the truth now; beauty, that was 
the truth now. Beauty was everywhere.

‘It is time,’ said Rezia.
The word ‘time’ split its husk; poured its riches over him; and 

from his lips feil like shells, like shavings from a plane, without 
his making them, hard, white, imperishable, words, and flew to 
attach themselves to their places in an ode to Time; an immortal 
ode to Time. He sang. Evans answered from behind the tree. The 
dead were in Thessaly* Evans sang, among the orchids. There 
they waited till the War was over, and now the dead, now Evans 
himself—

‘For God’s sake don’t come!’ Septimus cried out. For he could 
not look upon the dead.

But the branches parted. A man in grey was actually walking 
towards them. It was Evans! But no mud was on him; no wöunds; 
he was not changed., I must teil the whole world, Septimus 
cried, raising his hand (as the dead man in the grey suit came 
nearer), raising his hand like some colossal figure who has 
lamented the fate of man for ages in the desert alone with his 
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hands pressed to his forehead, furrows of despair on his cheeks, 
and now sees light on the desert’s edge which broadens and 
strikes the iron-black figure (and Septimus half rose from his 
chair), and with legions of men prostrate behind him he, the giant 
mourner, receives for one moment on his face the whole—

‘But I am so unhappy, Septimus,’ said Rezia, trying to make 
him sit down.

The millions lamented; for ages they had sorrowed. He would 
turn round, he would teil them in a few moments, only a few 
moments more, of this relief, of this joy, of this astonishing 
revelation—

‘The time, Septimus,’ Rezia repeated. ‘What is the time?’
He was talking, he was starting, this man must notice him. He 

was looking at them.
‘I will teil you the time,’ said Septimus, very slowly, very 

drowsily, smiling mysteriously at the dead man in the grey suit. 
As he sat smiling, the quarter struck—the quarter to twelve.

And that is being young, Peter Walsh thought as he passed 
them. To be having an awful scene—the poor girl looked abso- 
lutely desperate—in the middle of the morning. But what was it 
about? he wondered; what had the young man in the overcoat 
been saying to her to make her look like that; what awful fix had 
they got themselves into, both to look so desperate as that on a 
fine summer morning? The amusing thing about coming back to 
England, after five years, was the way it made, anyhow the first 
days, things stand out as if one had never seen them before; lovers 
squabbling under a tree; the domestic family life of the parks. 
Never had he seen London look so enchanting—the softness of 
the distances; the richness; the greenness, the civilization, after 
India, he thought, strolling across the grass.

Thig~susrcepLibiliLy Lo impressions had been his undoing,-w 
doubt. Still at his age he had, like a boy or a girL even, these 
alternations of mood; good days, badclays, for no reason what- 
ever, happiness from a pretty face, downright misery at the sight 
of a frump. After India öf course one feil in love with every 
woman one met. There was a freshness about them; even the 
poorest dressed better than five years ago surely; and to his eye
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the fashions had never been so becoming; the long black cloaks; 
the slimness; the elegance; and then the delicious and apparently 
universal habit of paint. Every woman, even the most respectable, 
had roses blooming under glass; lips cut with a knife; curls of 
Indian ink; there was design, art, everywhere; a change of some 
sort had undoubtedly taken place. What did the young people 
think about? Peter Walsh asked himself. /

Those five years—1918 to 1923—had been, he suspected, 
somehow very important. People looked different Newspapers 
seemed different. Now, for instance, there was a man writing 
quite openly in one of the respectable weeklies about water- 
closets. That you couldn’t have done ten /years ago—written 
quite openly about water-closets in a respectable weekly. And 
then this taking out a stick of rouge, ör a powder-puff, and 
making up in public. On board ship coming home there were 
lots of young men and girls—Betty and Bertie he remembered 
in particular—carrying on quite openly; the old mother sitting 
and watching them with her knitting, cool as a cucumber. The 
girl would stand still and powder her nose in front of everyone. 
And they weren’t engaged: just having a good time; no feelings 
hurt on either side. As hard as nails she was—Betty 
Whatshername—but a thqrough good sort. She would make a 
very good wife at thirty—she would marry when it suited her to 
marry; marry some rieh man and live in a large house near 
Manchester. /

Who was it now wKo had done that? Peter Walsh asked himself, 
turning into the Broad Walk—married a rieh man and lived in a 
large house near Manchester? Somebody who had written him a 
long, gushing letter quite lately about ‘blue hydrangeas’. It was 
seeing blue hydrangeas that made her think of him and the old 
days—Sally &eton, of course! It was Sally Seton—the last person 
in the world one would have expected to marry a rieh man and 
live in a large house near Manchester, the wild, the daring, the 
romantic Sally!

But of all that ancient lot, Clarissa’s friends—Whitbreads, 
Kindersleys, Cunninghams, Kinloch-Joneses—Sally was prob- 
aWythe-besL. She tried Lu get hold of"things by the right end


