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Now, where was her dress? 

Her evening dresses hung in the cupboard. Clarissa, plunging her hand into the softness, gently detached the green dress and carried 

it to the window. She had torn it. Some one had trod on the skirt. She had felt it give at the Embassy party at the top among the folds. 

By artificial light the green shone, but lost its colour now in the sun. She would mend it. Her maids had too much to do. She would 

wear it to-night. She would take her silks, her scissors, her—what was it?—her thimble, of course, down into the drawing-room, for 

she must also write, and see that things generally were more or less in order. 

Strange, she thought, pausing on the landing, and assembling that diamond shape, that single person, strange how a mistress knows 

the very moment, the very temper of her house! Faint sounds rose in spirals up the well of the stairs; the swish of a mop; tapping; 

knocking; a loudness when the front door opened; a voice repeating a message in the basement; the chink of silver on a tray; clean 

silver for the party. All was for the party. 

(And Lucy, coming into the drawing-room with her tray held out, put the giant candlesticks on the mantelpiece, the silver casket in 

the middle, turned the crystal dolphin towards the clock. They would come; they would stand; they would talk in the mincing tones 

which she could imitate, ladies and gentlemen. Of all, her mistress was loveliest—mistress of silver, of linen, of china, for the sun, the 

silver, doors off their hinges, Rumpelmayer's men, gave her a sense, as she laid the paper-knife on the inlaid table, of something 

achieved. Behold! Behold! she said, speaking to her old friends in the baker's shop, where she had first seen service at Caterham, 

prying into the glass. She was Lady Angela, attending Princess Mary, when in came Mrs. Dalloway.) 

"Oh Lucy," she said, "the silver does look nice!" 

"And how," she said, turning the crystal dolphin to stand straight, "how did you enjoy the play last night?" "Oh, they had to go before 

the end!" she said. "They had to be back at ten!" she said. "So they don't know what happened," she said. "That does seem hard 

luck," she said (for her servants stayed later, if they asked her). "That does seem rather a shame," she said, taking the old bald-looking 

cushion in the middle of the sofa and putting it in Lucy's arms, and giving her a little push, and crying: 

"Take it away! Give it to Mrs. Walker with my compliments! Take it away!" she cried. 

And Lucy stopped at the drawing-room door, holding the cushion, and said, very shyly, turning a little pink, Couldn't she help to mend 

that dress? 

But, said Mrs. Dalloway, she had enough on her hands already, quite enough of her own to do without that. 

"But, thank you, Lucy, oh, thank you," said Mrs. Dalloway, and thank you, thank you, she went on saying (sitting down on the sofa 

with her dress over her knees, her scissors, her silks), thank you, thank you, she went on saying in gratitude to her servants generally 

for helping her to be like this, to be what she wanted, gentle, generous-hearted. Her servants liked her. And then this dress of hers—

where was the tear? and now her needle to be threaded. This was a favourite dress, one of Sally Parker's, the last almost she ever 

made, alas, for Sally had now retired, living at Ealing, and if ever I have a moment, thought Clarissa (but never would she have a 

moment any more), I shall go and see her at Ealing. For she was a character, thought Clarissa, a real artist. She thought of little out-

of-the-way things; yet her dresses were never queer. You could wear them at Hatfield; at Buckingham Palace. She had worn them at 

Hatfield; at Buckingham Palace. 

Quiet descended on her, calm, content, as her needle, drawing the silk smoothly to its gentle pause, collected the green folds together 

and attached them, very lightly, to the belt. So on a summer's day waves collect, overbalance, and fall; collect and fall; and the whole 

world seems to be saying "that is all" more and more ponderously, until even the heart in the body which lies in the sun on the beach 

says too, That is all. Fear no more, says the heart. Fear no more, says the heart, committing its burden to some sea, which sighs 

collectively for all sorrows, and renews, begins, collects, lets fall. And the body alone listens to the passing bee; the wave breaking; 

the dog barking, far away barking and barking. 

"Heavens, the front-door bell!" exclaimed Clarissa, staying her needle. Roused, she listened. 

"Mrs. Dalloway will see me," said the elderly man in the hall. "Oh yes, she will see me," he repeated, putting Lucy aside very 

benevolently, and running upstairs ever so quickly. "Yes, yes, yes," he muttered as he ran upstairs. "She will see me. After five years in 

India, Clarissa will see me." 

"Who can—what can," asked Mrs. Dalloway (thinking it was outrageous to be interrupted at eleven o'clock on the morning of the day 

she was giving a party), hearing a step on the stairs. She heard a hand upon the door. She made to hide her dress, like a virgin 

protecting chastity, respecting privacy. Now the brass knob slipped. Now the door opened, and in came—for a single second she could 

not remember what he was called! so surprised she was to see him, so glad, so shy, so utterly taken aback to have Peter Walsh come 

to her unexpectedly in the morning! (She had not read his letter.) 

"And how are you?" said Peter Walsh, positively trembling; taking both her hands; kissing both her hands. She's grown older, he 

thought, sitting down. I shan't tell her anything about it, he thought, for she's grown older. She's looking at me, he thought, a sudden 

embarrassment coming over him, though he had kissed her hands. Putting his hand into his pocket, he took out a large pocket-knife 

and half opened the blade. 
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