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"The art of ignoring is one of the acconplishnments of every
well-bred girl, so carefully instilled that at |ast she can even

i gnore her own thoughts and her own know edge."

ANN VERONI CA

CHAPTER THE FI RST

ANN VERONI CA TALKS TO HER FATHER

Part 1

One Wednesday afternoon in | ate Septenber, Ann Veronica Stanley
came down from London in a state of solemm excitement and quite
resol ved to have things out with her father that very evening.
She had trenbled on the verge of such a resolution before, but
this time quite definitely she made it. A crisis had been
reached, and she was alnost glad it had been reached. She nade
up her mind in the train hone that it should be a decisive
crisis. It is for that reason that this novel begins with her
there, and neither earlier nor later, for it is the history of

this crisis and its consequences that this novel has to tell

She had a conpartnment to herself in the train fromLondon to
Mor ni ngsi de Park, and she sat with both her feet on the seat in
an attitude that would certainly have distressed her nother to

see, and horrified her grandnother beyond measure; she sat with



her knees up to her chin and her hands cl asped before them and
she was so lost in thought that she discovered with a start, from
a lettered | anp, that she was at Morningsi de Park, and thought
she was noving out of the station, whereas she was only noving

in. "Lord!" she said. She junped up at once, caught up a

| eat her clutch containing notebooks, a fat text-book, and a
chocol at e- and- yel | ow covered panphlet, and | eaped neatly fromthe

carriage, only to discover that the train was slow ng down and

that she had to traverse the full length of the platformpast it
again as the result of her precipitation. "Sold again," she
remarked. "lIdiot!" She raged inwardly while she wal ked al ong

with that air of self-contained serenity that is proper to a

young | ady of nearly two-and-twenty under the eye of the world.

She wal ked down the station approach, past the neat, obtrusive

of fices of the coal merchant and the house agent, and so to the
wi cket-gate by the butcher's shop that led to the field path to
her hone. CQutside the post-office stood a no-hatted, blond young
man in gray flannels, who was el aborately affixing a stanp to a
letter. At the sight of her he becane rigid and a singularly

bri ght shade of pink. She nade herself serenely unaware of his
exi stence, though it may be it was his presence that sent her by

the field detour instead of by the direct path up the Avenue.

"Umph! " he said, and regarded his letter doubtfully before

consigning it to the pillar-box. "Here goes," he said. Then he
hovered undeci dedly for some seconds with his hands in his
pockets and his nmouth puckered to a whistle before he turned to

go hone by the Avenue.

Ann Veroni ca forgot himas soon as she was through the gate, and
her face resunmed its expression of stern preoccupation. "It's

ei ther now or never," she said to herself.



Mor ni ngsi de Park was a suburb that had not altogether, as people
say, conme off. It consisted, |ike pre-Roman Gaul, of three
parts. There was first the Avenue, which ran in a consciously
el egant curve fromthe railway station into an undevel oped

wi | derness of agriculture, with big, yellow brick villas on
either side, and then there was the pavenent, the little clunp of
shops about the post-office, and under the railway arch was a
congestion of worknen's dwellings. The road from Surbiton and
Epsom ran under the arch, and, like a bright fungoid growth in
the ditch, there was now appearing a sort of fourth estate of
little red-and-white rough-cast villas, with nmeretricious gables
and very brassy w ndowblinds. Behind the Avenue was a little
hill, and an iron-fenced path went over the crest of this to a
stile under an elmtree, and forked there, with one branch going

back into the Avenue agai n.

"I't's either now or never," said Ann Veronica, again ascending
this stile. "Mich as | hate rows, |'ve either got to nmake a

stand or give in altogether."

She seated herself in a |l oose and easy attitude and surveyed the
backs of the Avenue houses; then her eyes wandered to where the
new red-and-white villas peeped anong the trees. She seened to
be maki ng sone sort of inventory. "Ye Gods!" she said at |ast.

"WHAT a pl ace!

"Stuffy isn't the word for it

"l wonder what he takes ne for?"

When presently she got down fromthe stile a certain note of
internal conflict, a touch of doubt, had gone from her

warmtinted face. She had now the clear and tranquil expression



of one whose nmind is made up. Her back had stiffened, and her

hazel eyes |ooked steadfastly ahead.

As she approached the corner of the Avenue the bl ond, no-hatted
man in gray flannels appeared. There was a certain air of forced
fortuity in his manner. He saluted awkwardly. "Hello, Vee!" he

sai d.

"Hel | o, Teddy!" she answered.

He hung vaguely for a nmonent as she passed.

But it was clear she was in no nood for Teddys. He realized that
he was committed to the path across the fields, an uninteresting

wal k at the best of tines.

"Ch, dammit!" he remarked, "danmit!" with great bitterness as he

faced it.

Part 2

Ann Veronica Stanley was twenty-one and a half years old. She
had bl ack hair, fine eyebrows, and a clear conplexion; and the
forces that had nodell ed her features had | oved and |ingered at
their work and nade them subtle and fine. She was sl ender, and
sonmeti nes she seened tall, and wal ked and carried herself lightly
and joyfully as one who commonly and habitually feels well, and
sometinmes she stooped a little and was preoccupied. Her lips
came together with an expression between contentnent and the

fai ntest shadow of a smile, her nmanner was one of quiet reserve,

and behind this mask she was wildly discontented and eager for



freedomand |ife.

She wanted to live. She was vehenently inpatient--she did not
clearly know for what--to do, to be, to experience. And
experience was slowin coning. Al the world about her seened to
be--how can one put it? --in wappers, |ike a house when people
leave it in the summer. The blinds were all drawn, the sunlight
kept out, one could not tell what colors these gray swathings
hid. She wanted to know. And there was no intimation whatever
that the blinds would ever go up or the wi ndows or doors be
opened, or the chandeliers, that seened to prom se such a bl aze
of fire, unveiled and furnished and lit. Dimsouls flitted about
her, not only speaking but it would seemeven thinking in

under t ones.

Duri ng her school days, especially her earlier school days, the
worl d had been very explicit with her, telling her what to do,
what not to do, giving her lessons to | earn and ganes to play and
interests of the nost suitable and various kinds. Presently she
woke up to the fact that there was a considerabl e group of
interests called being in love and getting married, with certain
attractive and anusi ng subsidi ary devel opnents, such as
flirtation and "being interested" in people of the opposite sex.
She approached this field with her usual |iveliness of
apprehension. But here she nmet with a check. These interests
her world pronptly, through the agency of school nistresses, ol der
school -mates, her aunt, and a nunber of other responsible and

aut horitative people, assured her she nust on no account think
about. Mss Mffatt, the history and noral instruction mstress
was particularly explicit upon this score, and they all agreed in
i ndi cating contenpt and pity for girls whose nminds ran on such
matters, and who betrayed it in their conversation or dress or

bearing. It was, in fact, a group of interests quite unlike any



other group, peculiar and special, and one to be thoroughly
ashanmed of. Nevertheless, Ann Veronica found it a difficult
matter not to think of these things. However having a

consi derabl e anobunt of pride, she decided she woul d di savow t hese
undesi rabl e topics and keep her mnd away fromthemjust as far
as she could, but it left her at the end of her school days with

that w apped feeling | have described, and rather at |oose ends.

The world, she discovered, with these matters barred had no
particul ar place for her at all, nothing for her to do, except a
functionl ess existence varied by calls, tennis, selected novels,
wal ks, and dusting in her father's house. She thought study
woul d be better. She was a clever girl, the best of her year in
the H gh School, and she nmade a valiant fight for Sonerville or
Newnham but her father had nmet and argued with a Sonerville girl
at a friend s dinner-table and he thought that sort of thing
unsexed a woman. He said sinply that he wanted her to live at
hone. There was a certain anpunt of disputation, and neanwhile
she went on at school. They conpromised at |ength on the science
course at the Tredgold Wnen's Col | ege--she had al ready

matricul ated i nto London University from school --she cane of age,
and she bickered with her aunt for latch-key privileges on the
strength of that and her season ticket. Shanefaced curiosities
began to conme back into her mind, thinly disguised as literature
and art. She read voraciously, and presently, because of her
aunt's censorship, she took to snuggling any books she thought

m ght be prohibited instead of bringing them honme openly, and she
went to the theatre whenever she could produce an acceptable
friend to acconpany her. She passed her general science

exam nation w th doubl e honors and specialized in science. She
happened to have an acute sense of form and unusual mental
lucidity, and she found in biology, and particularly in

comparative anatony, a very considerable interest, albeit the



illumnation it cast upon her personal |ife was not altogether
direct. She dissected well, and in a year she found herself
chafing at the linitations of the lady B. Sc. who retailed a
store of faded learning in the Tredgold | aboratory. She had
already realized that this instructress was hopel essly wong and
foggy--it is the test of the good conparative anatoni st--upon the
skul'l. She discovered a desire to enter as a student in the

I mperial College at Westm nster, where Russell taught, and go on

with her work at the fountain-head.

She had asked about that already, and her father had replied,
evasively: "W'Ill have to see about that, little Vee; we'll have
to see about that.” |In that posture of being seen about the
matter hung until she seened committed to another session at the
Tredgold College, and in the nean time a small conflict arose and
brought the | atch-key question, and in fact the question of Ann

Veronica's position generally, to an acute issue.

In addition to the various business men, solicitors, civi
servants, and wi dow | adies who lived in the Mrningside Park
Avenue, there was a certain famly of alien synpathies and
artistic quality, the Wdgetts, with which Ann Veroni ca had
becone very friendly. M. Wdgett was a journalist and art
critic, addicted to a greenish-gray tweed suit and "art" brown
ties; he snoked corncob pipes in the Avenue on Sunday norni ng,
travelled third class to London by unusual trains, and openly
despised golf. He occupied one of the snmaller houses near the
station. He had one son, who had been co-educated, and three
daughters with peculiarly jolly red hair that Ann Veronica found
adorable. Two of these had been her particular intimtes at the
H gh School, and had done nuch to send her mind exploring beyond
the linmts of the available literature at honme. It was a

cheerful, irresponsible, shanmelessly hard-up famly in the key of



faded green and flattened purple, and the girls went on fromthe
H gh School to the Fadden Art School and a bright, eventful life
of art student dances, Socialist neetings, theatre galleries,
tal ki ng about work, and even, at intervals, work; and ever and
again they drew Ann Veronica from her sound persistent industry
into the circle of these experiences. They had asked her to cone
to the first of the two great annual Fadden Dances, the October
one, and Ann Veronica had accepted with enthusiasm And now her

father said she nust not go

He had "put his foot down," and said she nust not go.

Going involved two things that all Ann Veronica's tact had been

i neffectual to conceal fromher aunt and father. Her usua
dignified reserve had availed her nothing. One point was that
she was to wear fancy dress in the |likeness of a Corsair's bride,
and the other was that she was to spend whatever vestiges of the
ni ght remai ned after the dance was over in London with the
Wdgett girls and a select party in "quite a decent little hotel"

near Fitzroy Square.

"But, ny dear!" said Ann Veronica's aunt.

"You see," said Ann Veronica, with the air of one who shares a
difficulty, "lI've promised to go. | didn't realize-- | don't see

how | can get out of it now"

Then it was her father issued his ultimatum He had conveyed it
to her, not verbally, but by neans of a letter, which seened to
her a singularly ignoble nethod of prohibition. "He couldn't

|l ook me in the face and say it," said Ann Veroni ca.

"But of course it's aunt's doing really."



And thus it was that as Ann Veronica neared the gates of hone,
she said to herself: "I'lIl have it out with him somehow. |']|

have it out with him And if he won't--"

But she did not give even unspoken words to the alternative at

that tine.

Part 3

Ann Veronica's father was a solicitor with a good deal of conpany
busi ness: a lean, trustworthy, worried-I|ooking, neuralgic,

cl ean-shaven man of fifty-three, with a hard nouth, a sharp nose
iron-gray hair, gray eyes, gold-franmed gl asses, and a small,
circular baldness at the crown of his head. H s nanme was Peter
He had had five children at irregular intervals, of whom Ann
Veroni ca was the youngest, so that as a parent he canme to her
perhaps a little practised and jaded and inattentive; and he
called her his "little Vee," and patted her unexpectedly and

di sconcertingly, and treated her prom scuously as of any age

bet ween el even and ei ght-and-twenty. The City worried hima good
deal, and what energy he had | eft over he spent partly in golf, a
game he treated very seriously, and partly in the practices of

m croscopi ¢ petrography.

He "went in" for microscopy in the unphil osophical Victorian
manner as his "hobby." A birthday present of a mcroscope had
turned his mnd to technical m croscopy when he was ei ghteen, and
a chance friendship with a Hol born m croscope deal er had
confirned that bent. He had remarkably skilful fingers and a

| ove of detail ed processes, and he had becone one of the nost



dext erous amateur nakers of rock sections in the world. He spent
a good deal nore noney and tinme than he could afford upon the
little roomat the top of the house, in producing new | apidary
appar atus and new mni croscopi ¢ accessories and in rubbing down
slices of rock to a transparent thinness and nmounting themin a
beautiful and dignified manner. He did it, he said, "to distract
his mind." His chief successes he exhibited to the Lowndean

M croscopi cal Society, where their high technical nmerit never
failed to excite admiration. Their scientific value was |ess
consi derabl e, since he chose rocks entirely with a viewto their
difficulty of handling or their attractiveness at conversazi ones
when done. He had a great contenpt for the sections the
"theorizers" produced. They proved all sorts of things perhaps,
but they were thick, unequal, pitiful pieces of work. Yet an

i ndi scrimnating, wong-headed world gave such fellows all sorts

of distinctions....

He read but little, and that chiefly healthy light fiction with
chromatic titles, The Red Sword, The Bl ack Hel net, The Purple
Robe, also in order "to distract his mind." He read it in wnter
in the evening after dinner, and Ann Veronica associated it with
a tendency to nonopolize the lanp, and to spread a very worn pair
of dappl ed fawn-skin slippers across the fender. She wondered
occasionally why his mind needed so nmuch distraction. His
favorite newspaper was the Tines, which he began at breakfast in
the norning often with nmanifest irritation, and carried off to

finish in the train, |eaving no other paper at hone.

It occurred to Ann Veronica once that she had known hi m when he
was younger, but day had foll owed day, and each had | argely
obliterated the inpression of its predecessor. But she certainly
renenbered that when she was a little girl he sonmetines wore

tennis flannels, and also rode a bicycle very dexterously in



through the gates to the front door. And in those days, too, he
used to help her nother with her gardening, and hover about her
whil e she stood on the | adder and hamered creepers to the

scul lery wall

It had been Ann Veronica's lot as the youngest child to live in a
hone t hat becane | ess animated and various as she grew up. Her
not her had di ed when she was thirteen, her two nuch ol der sisters
had marri ed off--one subnissively, one insubordinately; her two
brot hers had gone out into the world well ahead of her, and so
she had made what she could of her father. But he was not a

fat her one could nmake nuch of.

Hi s ideas about girls and wonen were of a sentinmental and nodest
quality; they were creatures, he thought, either too bad for a
nmodern vocabul ary, and then frequently nost undesirably
desirable, or too pure and good for life. He made this sinple
classification of a large and various sex to the exclusion of al

i nternmedi ate kinds; he held that the two classes had to be kept
apart even in thought and renote from one another. Wnen are
made |ike the potter's vessels--either for worship or contunely,
and are withal fragile vessels. He had never wanted daughters.
Each time a daughter had been born to himhe had conceal ed his
chagrin with great tenderness and effusion fromhis w fe, and had
sworn unwontedly and with passionate sincerity in the bat hroom
He was a manly man, free fromany strong maternal strain, and he
had | oved his dark-eyed, dainty bright-colored, and active little
wife with a real vein of passion in his sentinent. But he had

al ways felt (he had never allowed hinmself to think of it) that
the pronptitude of their family was a little indelicate of her
and in a sense an intrusion. He had, however, planned brilliant
careers for his two sons, and, with a certain human anount of

war pi ng and del ay, they were pursuing these. One was in the



Indian Civil Service and one in the rapidly devel opi ng notor
busi ness. The daughters, he had hoped, would be their nmother's

care.

He had no ideas about daughters. They happen to a nan.

O course a little daughter is a delightful thing enough. It runs
about gayly, it ronps, it is bright and pretty, it has enornous
quantities of soft hair and nore power of expressing affection
than its brothers. It is alovely little appendage to the nother
who sniles over it, and it does things quaintly like her

gestures with her very gestures. It makes wonderful sentences
that you can repeat in the City and are good enough for Punch

You call it a lot of nicknames--"Babs" and "Bi bs" and "Viddl es"
and "Vee"; you whack at it playfully, and it whacks you back. It
| oves to sit on your knee. All that is jolly and as it should

be.

But a little daughter is one thing and a daughter quite another.
There one comes to a relationship that M. Stanley had never

t hought out. When he found hinself thinking about it, it upset
himso that he at once resorted to distraction. The chromatic
fiction with which he relieved his mnd glanced but slightly at
this aspect of life, and never with any quality of guidance. Its
heroes never had daughters, they borrowed other people's. The
one fault, indeed, of this school of fiction for himwas that it
had rather a light way with parental rights. H s instinct was in
the direction of considering his daughters his absol ute property,
bound to obey him his to give away or his to keep to be a
confort in his declining years just as he thought fit. About
this conception of ownership he perceived and desired a certain
sentimental glamour, he liked everything properly dressed, but it

remai ned ownership. Ownership seened only a reasonable return



for the cares and expenses of a daughter's upbringing. Daughters
were not |ike sons. He perceived, however, that both the novels
he read and the world he lived in discountenanced these
assunptions. Nothing else was put in their place, and they

remai ned sotto voce, as it were, in his nmind. The new and the
ol d cancell ed out; his daughters becane quasi-i ndependent
dependent s--which is absurd. One married as he wi shed and one
agai nst his wi shes, and now here was Ann Veronica, his little
Vee, discontented with her beautiful, safe, and sheltering hone,
goi ng about with hatless friends to Socialist neetings and
art-class dances, and displaying a disposition to carry her
scientific anbitions to unwomanly | engths. She seened to think
he was nerely the paymaster, handing over the neans of her
freedom And now she insisted that she MJST | eave the chastened
security of the Tredgold Wnen's Coll ege for Russell's unbridled
cl asses, and wanted to go to fancy dress dances in pirate costumne
and spend the residue of the night with Wdgett's ramshackl e

girls in sone indescribable hotel in Soho!

He had done his best not to think about her at all, but the

situation and his sister had becone altogether too urgent. He
had finally put aside The Lilac Sunbonnet, gone into his study,
lit the gas fire, and witten the letter that had brought these

unsati sfactory relations to a head.

Part 4

MY DEAR VEE, he wrote.

These daughters! He gnawed his pen and reflected, tore the sheet

up, and began agai n.



"MY DEAR VERONI CA, --Your aunt tells me you have invol ved yourself
in sonme arrangenent with the Wdgett girls about a Fancy Dress
Ball in London. | gather you wish to go up in sonme fantastic
get-up, wapped about in your opera cloak, and that after the
festivities you propose to stay with these friends of yours, and
wi t hout any ol der people in your party, at an hotel. Now I am
sorry to cross you in anything you have set your heart upon, but

| regret to say--"

"Hm" he reflected, and crossed out the |ast four words.

"--but this cannot be."

"No," he said, and tried again: "but | nust tell you quite
definitely that | feel it to be ny duty to forbid any such

exploit."

"Dam!" he renarked at the defaced letter; and, taking a fresh
sheet, he recopied what he had witten. A certain irritation

crept into his manner as he did so.

"I regret that you should ever have proposed it," he went on

He nmeditated, and began a new paragraph

"The fact of it is, and this absurd project of yours only brings
it to a head, you have begun to get hold of sone very queer ideas
about what a young lady in your position may or nay not venture
to do. | do not think you quite understand ny ideals or what is

becom ng as between father and daughter. Your attitude to ne--"

He fell into a brown study. It was so difficult to put

preci sely.



"--and your aunt--"

For a tine he searched for the not juste. Then he went on

"--and, indeed, to nost of the established things in life is,
frankly, unsatisfactory. You are restless, aggressive, critica
with all the crude unthinking criticismof youth. You have no
grasp upon the essential facts of life (I pray God you never
may), and in your rash ignorance you are prepared to dash into
positions that nay end in lifelong regret. The life of a young

girl is set about with prowling pitfalls.”

He was arrested for a nonment by an indistinct picture of Veronica
reading this | ast sentence. But he was now too deeply noved to
trace a certain unsatisfactoriness to its source in a mxture of
met aphors. "Well," he said, argunentatively, "it IS. That's al

about it. It's tinme she knew. "

"The life of a young girl is set about with prowing pitfalls,

from whi ch she nust be shielded at all costs.™

H's lips tightened, and he frowned with solem resol ution

"So long as | amyour father, so long as your life is entrusted
to ny care, | feel bound by every obligation to use ny authority
to check this odd disposition of yours toward extravagant
enterprises. A day will cone when you will thank nme. It is not,
ny dear Veronica, that | think there is any harmin you; there is
not. But a girl is soiled not only by evil but by the proxinmty
of evil, and a reputation for rashness nmay do her as serious an
injury as really reprehensible conduct. So do please believe

that in this matter | amacting for the best."



