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Mrs. Dalloway introduced them, saying you will like him. The
conversation began some minutes before anything was said, for both
Mr. Serle and Miss Arming looked at the sky and in both of their
minds the sky went on pouring its meaning though very differently,
until the presence of Mr. Serle by her side became so distinct to
Miss Anning that she could not see the sky, simply, itself, any
more, but the sky shored up by the tall body, dark eyes, grey hair,
clasped hands, the stern melancholy (but she had been told "falsely
melancholy") face of Roderick Serle, and, knowing how foolish it
was, she yet felt impelled to say:

"What a beautiful night!"

Foolish! Idiotically foolish! But if one mayn't be foolish at
the age of forty in the presence of the sky, which makes the wisest
imbecile—mere wisps of straw—she and Mr. Serle atoms, motes,
standing there at Mrs. Dalloway's window, and their lives, seen by
moonlight, as long as an insect's and no more important.

"Well!" said Miss Anning, patting the sofa cushion emphatically.
And down he sat beside her. Was he "falsely melancholy," as they
said? Prompted by the sky, which seemed to make it all a little
futile—what they said, what they did—she said something perfectly
commonplace again:
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