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PEoPLE should not leave looking-glasscs hanging in their rooms
any more than they should leave open cheque books or letters
confessing some hideous crime. One could not help looking, that
summer afternoon, in the long glass that hung outside in the hall.
Chance had so arranged it. From the depths of the sofa in the
drawing-room one could sce reflected in the Italian glass not only .
the marble-topped table oppesite, but a stretch of the garden
beyond. One could sce a long grass path leading between banks of
tall flowers until, slicing off an angle, the gold rim cut it off.

The house was empty, and one felt, since one was the only
person in the drawing-room, like one of those naturalists who,
covered with grass and leaves, lic watching the shyest animals—
badgers, otters, kingfishers—moving about freely, themsclves
unsecn. The room that afternoon was full of such shy creaturcs,
lights and shadows, curtains blowing, pctals falling—things that
never happen, so it scems, if someone is looking. “The quict old
country room with its rugs and stone chimney picees, its sunken
book-cases and red and gold lacquer cabincts, was full of such
nocturnal creaturcs. ‘T'hey came pirouctting “across the floor,
stepping delicately with high-lifted fect and spread tails and peck-
ing allusive beaks as if they had been cranes or flocks of elegant
flamingoes whose pink was faded, or peacocks whose trains were
veined with silver. And there were obscure flushes and darken-
ings too, as if a cuttlefish had suddenly suffused the air with
purple; and the room had its passions and rages and envics
and sorrows coming over it and clouding it, like a human being.
Nothing stayed the same for two seconds together.

But, outside, the looking-glass reflected the hall table, the sun-
flowers, the garden path so accurately and so fixedly that they
seemed held there in their reality unescapably. It was a strange
contrast—all changing here, all stillness there. One could not
help looking from one to the other. Meanwhile, since all the doors
and windows were open in the heat, there was a perpctual sighing
and ceasing sound, the voice of the transient and the perishing, it
scemed, coming and going like human breath, while in the

looking-glass things had ccased to breathe and lay still in the
trance of immortality.
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