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used to say to Miss Brush, cost her more than to organise
an expedition to South Africa (which she had done in
the war). After a morning’s battle, beginning, tearing
up, beginning again, she used to feel the futility of her
own womanhood as she felt it on no other occasion, and
would turn gratefully to the thought of Hugh Whit-
bread who possessed—no one could doubt it—the art
of writing letters to the Times.

A being so differently constituted from herself, with
such a command of language; able to put things as
editors liked them put; had passions which one could
not call simply greed. Lady Bruton often suspended
judgment upon men in deference to the mysterious
accord in which they, but no woman, stood to the laws
of the universe; knew how to put things; knew what
was said; so that if Richard advised her, and Hugh
wrote for her, she was sure of being somehow right. So
she let Hugh eat his soufflé; asked after poor Evelyn;
waited until they were smoking, and then said.

“Milly, would you fetch the papers?’
And Miss Brush went out, came back; laid papers on

the table; and Hugh produced his fountain pen; his
silver fountain pen, which had done twenty years’
service, he said, unscrewing the cap. It was still in per-
fect order; he had shown it to the makers; there was no
reason, they said, why it should ever wear out; which
was somehow to Hugh’s credit, and to the credit of the
sentiments which his pen expressed (so Richard Dallo-
way felt) as Hugh began carefully writing capital letters
with rings round them in the margin, and thus marvel-
lously reduced Lady Bruton’s tangles to sense, to gram-
mar such as the editor of the Times, Lady Bruton felt,
watching the marvellous transformation, must respect.
Hugh was slow. Hugh was pertinacious. Richard said
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