




















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































254 THE VOYAGE OUT

herself, which was what he wanted, for so they
might come to know each other. -
i She looked back meditatively upon her past
ife.

“ How do you spend your day ? *’ he asked.

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

‘* Breakfast nine; luncheon one; tea five;
dinner eight,” she said.

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

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

*“ And after luncheon ? ”’

“ Then I went shopping with one of my aunts.
Or we went to see some one, or we took a message ;
or we did something that had to be done—the taps
might be leaking. They visit the poor a good deal—
old charwomen with bad legs, women who want
tickets for hospitals. Or I used to walk in the park
by myself. And after tea people sometimes called ;
or in summer we sat in the garden or played croquet ;
in winter I read aloud, while they worked ; after
dinner I played the piano and they wrote letters.
If father was at home we had friends of his to
dinner, and about once a month we went up to the
play. Every now and then we dined out; some-
times I went to a dance in London, but that was
difficult because of getting back. The people we
saw were old family friends, and relations, but we
didn’t see many people. There was the clergyman,
Mr. Pepper, and the Hunts. Father generally
wanted to be quiet when he came home, because he
works very hard at Hull. Also my aunts aren’t
very strong. A house takes up a lot of time if you
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mond, his eyes had never left her face. The know-
ledge of this excited her.

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

“ Aunt Clara carves the neck of lamb,” Rachel
continued. She fixed her gaze upon the pebbles.
“ There’s a very ugly yellow china stand in front of
me, called a dumb waiter, on which are three dishes,
one for biscuits, one for butter, and one for cheese.
There’s a pot of ferns.  Then there’s Blanche the
maid, who snuffles because of her nose. We talk—
oh yes, it'’s Aunt Lucy’s afternoon at Walworth,
so we're rather quick over luncheon. She goes off.
She has a purple bag, and a black notebook. Aunt
Clara has what they call a G.F.S. meeting in the
drawing-room on Wednesday, so I take the dogs
—out. I goup Richmond Hill, along the terrace, into.

the park. It’sthe 18th of April—the same day as
it is here. It’s spring in England. The ground is
rather damp. However, I cross the road and get
on to the grass and we walk along, and I sing as I
always do when I'm alone, until we come to the
open place where you can see the whole of London
_beneath you on a clear day. “Hampstead Church
spire there, Westminster Cathedral over there, and
factory chimneys about here. There’s generally a
haze over the low parts of London ; but it’s often
blue over the park when London’s in a mist. It’s
the open place that the balloons cross going over to
Hurlingham. They're pale yellow. Well, then, it
~ smells very good, particularly if they happen to be
burning wood in the keeper’s lodge which is there.
I could tell you now how to get from place to place,
and exactly what trees you’d pass, and where you’d
cross the roads. You see, I played there when I
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on her aunts, her mother, her father, and at last
her mind fixed upon her aunts and her father, and
she tried to describe them as at this distance they
appeared to her.

They were very much afraid of her father. He
was a great dim force in the house, by means of
which they held on to the great world which is
represented every morning in the T4mes. But the
real life of the house was something quite different
from this. It went on independently of Mr. Vinrace,
and tended to hide itself from him. He was good-
~ humoured towards them, but contemptuous. She
had always taken it for granted that his point of
view was just, and founded upon an ideal scale of
things where the life of one person was absolutely
more important than the life of another, and that
in that scale they were of much less importance
than he was. But did she really believe that?
Hewet’s words made her think. She always sub-
mitted to her father, just as they did, but it was her
aunts who influenced her really; her aunts who
built up the fine, closely woven substance of their
life at home. They were less splendid but more
natural than her father was. All her rages had been
against them ; it was their world with its four
meals, its punctuality, and servants on the stairs
at half-past ten, that she examined so closely and
wanted so vehemently to smash to atoms. Following
these thoughts she looked up and said :

“ And there’s a sort of beauty in it—there they
are at Richmond at this very moment building
things up. They’re all wrong, perhaps, but there’s
a sort of beauty in it,” she repeated. ‘ It’s so
unconscious, so modest. And yet they feel things.
They do mind if people die. Old spinsters are
always doing things. I don’t quite know what they
do. Only that was what I felt when I lived with
them. It was very real.”










THE VOYAGE OUT 261

with this searching and agony? Why did they not
kiss each other simply ? She wished to kiss him.
But all the time she went on spinning out words.

“ A girl is more lonely than a boy. No one cares
in the least what she does. Nothing’s expected of
her. Unless one’s very pretty people don’t listen
to what you say. . . . And that is what I like,”
she added energetically, as if the memory were very
happy. “1I like walking in Richmond Park and
singing to myself and knowing it doesn’t matter a
damn to anybody. I like seeing things go on—as
we saw you that night when you didn’t see us—
I love the freedom of it—it’s like being the wind or
the sea.” She turned with a curious fling of her
hands and looked at the sea. It was still very blue,
dancing away as far as the eye could reach, but the
light on it was yellower, and the clouds were turning
flamingo red. :

A feeling of intense depression crossed Hewet’s
mind as she spoke. It seemed plain that she would
never care for one person rather than another; she
was evidently quite indifferent to him ; they seemed
to come very near, and then they were as far apart
as ever again ; and her gesture as she turned away
had been oddly beautiful.

“ Nonsense,” he said abruptly. “ You like
people. You like admiration. Your real grudge
against Hirst is that he doesn’t admire you.”

She made no answer for some time. Then she
said : :

“ That’s probably true. Of course I like people
—I like almost every one I've ever met.”

She turned her back on the sea and regarded
Hewet with friendly if critical eyes. He was
good-looking in the sense that he had always had a
sufficiency of beef to eat and fresh air to breathe.
His head was big ; the eyes were also large ; though
generally vague they could be forcible; and the lips
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were sensitive. One might account him a man of
considerable passion and fitful energy, likely to be
at the mercy of moods which had little relation to
facts ; at once tolerant and fastidious. The breadth
of his forehead showed capacity for thought. The
interest with which Rachel looked at him was heard
in her voice.

“ What novels do you write ? ’ she asked.

“I want to write a novel about Silence,”” he said ;
“ the things people don’t say. But the difficulty
is immense.” He sighed. “ However, you don’t
care,” he continued. He looked at her almost
severely. ‘“ Nobody cares. All you read a novel
for is to see what sort of person the writer is, and, if
you know him, which of his friends he’s put in.
As for the novel itself, the whole conception, the way
one’s seen the thing, felt about it, made it stand in
relation to other things, not one in a million cares
for that. And yet I sometimes wonder whether
there’s anything else in the whole world worth
doing. These other people,” he indicated the hotel,
“are always wanting something they can’t get.
But there’s an extraordinary satisfaction in writing,
even in the attempt to write. What you said just
now is true: one doesn’t want to be things; one
wants merely to be allowed to see them.”

Some of the satisfaction of which he spoke came
into his face as he gazed out to sea.

It was Rachel’s turn now to feel depressed. As
he talked of writing he had become suddenly im-
personal. He might never care for any one; all that
desire to know her and get at her, which she had
felt pressing on her almost painfully, had completely
vanished.

“ Are you a good writer ? 7’ she asked.

“Yes,” he said. ‘““I’m not first-rate, of course;
I'm good second-rate ; about as good as Thackeray,
I should say.”
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of parties I once went to—the fashionable intel-
lectuals, you know, who like to have the latest book
on their tables. They give parties, river parties,
parties where you play games. There’s no difficulty
in conceiving incidents; the difficulty is to put
them into shape—not to get run away with, as Lady
Theo was. It ended disastrously for her, poor
woman, for the book, as I planned it, was going to
end in profound and sordid respectability. Dis-
owned by her father, she marries my hero, and
they live in a snug little villa outside Croydon, in
which town he is set up as a house agent. He
never succeeds in becoming a real gentleman after
all. That’s the interesting part of it. Does that
seem to you the kind of book you’d like to read ? ”
he enquired; ““ or perhaps you’d like my Stuart
tragedy better,” he continued, without waiting for
her to answer him. ‘“ My idea is that there’s a
certain quality of beauty in the past, which the
ordinary historical novelist completely ruins by his
absurd conventions. The moon becomes the Regent
of the Skies. People clap spurs to their horses, and
so on. I'm going to treat people as though they
were exactly the same as we are. The advantage is
that, detached from modern conditions, one can make
them more intense and more abstract than people
who live as we do.”

Rachel had listened to all this with attention,
but with a certain amount of bewilderment. They
both sat thinking their own thoughts.

“I'm not like Hirst,” said Hewet, after a pause ;
he spoke meditatively ; “ I don’t see circles of chalk
between people’s feet. 1 sometimes wish I did.
It seems to me so tremendously complicated and
confused. One can’t come to any decision at all;
one’s less and less capable of making judgments.
D’you find that? And then one never knows
what any one feels. We're all in the dark. We
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Terence asked, as they got up and turned inland
again. They began to walk rather quickly down
the hill on a little path between the olive trees.

They felt more intimate because they shared the
knowledge of what eight o’clock in Richmond meant.
Terence walked in front, for there was not room
for them side by side.

“ What I want to do in writing novels is very
much what you want to do when you play the piano,
I expect,” he began, turning and speaking over his
shoulder. “We want to find out what’s behind
things, don’t we ?—Look at the lights down there,”
he continued, * scattered about anyhow. Things

I feel come to me like lights. . . . I want to
combine them. . . . Have you ever seen fireworks
that make figures? . .. I want to make figures.

. . . Is that what you want to do ? ”

Now they were out on the road and could walk
side by side.

“ When I play the piano? Music is different.
. . . But I see what you mean.” They tried to
invent theories and to make their theories agree.
As Hewet had no knowledge of music, Rachel took
his stick and drew figures in the thin white dust to
explain how Bach wrote his fugues.

“ My musical gift was ruined,” he explained, as
they walked on after one of these demonstrations,
“ by the village organist at home, who had invented
a system of notation which he tried to teach me,
with the result that I never got to the tune-playing
at all. My mother thought music wasn’t manly
for boys; she wanted me to kill rats and birds—
that’s the worst of living in the country. We live
in Devonshire. It’s the loveliest place in the world.
Only—it’s always difficult at home when one’s
grown up. I'd like you to know one of my sisters.
. . . Oh, here’s your gate—"" He pushed it open.
They paused for a moment. She could not ask him










































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































