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It was still too early for lamps; and too early for stars….But, I thought, there is always 
some sediment of irritation when the moment is as beautiful as it is now. The psycholo-
gists must explain; one looks up, one is overcome by beauty extravagantly greater than one 
could expect—there are now pink clouds over Battle; the fields are mottled, marbled—5 

one’s perceptions blow out rapidly like air balls expanded by some rush of air, and then, 
when all seems blown to its fullest and tautest, with beauty and beauty and beauty, a pin 
pricks; it collapses. But what is the pin? So far as I could tell, the pin had something to do 
with one’s own impotency. I cannot hold this—I cannot express this—I am overcome by it 
—I am mastered. Somewhere in that region one’s discontent lay; and it was allied with the 10 

idea that one’s nature demands mastery over all that it receives; and mastery here meant 
the power to convey what one saw now over Sussex so that another person could share it. 
And further, there was another prick of the pin: one was wasting one’s chance; for beauty 
spread at one’s right hand, at one’s left; at one’s back too; it was escaping all the time; one 
could only offer a thimble to a torrent that could fill baths, lakes.  15 

 
But relinquish, I said (it is well known how in circumstances like these the self splits up 
and one self is eager and dissatisfied and the other stern and philosophical), relinquish 
these impossible aspirations; be content with the view in front of us, and believe me when 
I tell you that it is best to sit and soak; to be passive; to accept; and do not bother because 20 

nature has given you six little pocket knives with which to cut up the body of a whale. 


