


160 ‘Martin was in the jungle alone, and the sun was sinking’

exposed as unstable, and interrogated in ways that we least expect and in things we
think of as ordinary and mundane like the weather condition.

In a 1936 letter to Hugh Walpole, Woolf wrote from Monk House, Sussex:
“There’s a raging wind; some of Leonard’s crocuses are up, the churchyard is full
of snowdrops, and old Mrs Mockford was buried yesterday. This is said to bring
back the sense of England." The wind, the crocuses, the snowdrops, and the death
of a local woman all uncannily contribute to what she considers to be ‘the sense of
England’ which she wants to share with Walpole. The question that concerns this
chapter 1s why and how such common images of plants blooming, the common
sensation of the wind on one’s skin, and universal notions of birth and death, for
example, come together to shape and make up something so specific as ‘the sense
of England.’* Focusing particularly on the weather in her novel The Years,® 1
propose that the weather can be regarded as a ‘technology of place’® which
constructs and, at the same time, deconstructs our sense of self and sense of place.

Descriptions of the weather help establish scenes. They provoke one’s
imagination of an ‘other’ place. The conjured up visions in one’s mind transform
the way one sees, experiences, and understands ‘home’ or home country. As
Eleanor reads her brother Martin’s letter from India on a cab ride to watch Morris,
another brother, practice law in a court session, she suddenly feels that she is in the
middle of an Indian jungle instead of Oxford Street:

‘T had lost my way; the sun was sinking,” she read [Martin’s
letter from India].

‘The sun was sinking...” Eleanor repeated, glancing ahead of her
down Oxford Street. The sun shone on dresses in a window. A
jungle was a very thick wood, she supposed; made of stunted
little trees; dark green in colour. Martin was in the jungle alone,
and the sun was sinking. What happened next? ‘I thought it
better to stay where I was.” So he stood in the midst of little trees
alone, in the jungle; and the sun was sinking. The street before
her lost its detail... The cab stopped. For a moment Eleanor sat
still. She saw nothing but stunted little trees, and her brother
looking at the sun rising over the jungle. The sun was rising.
Flames for a moment danced over the vast funereal mass of the
Law Courts.’

The sinking sun, its heat and light, is transported to London through Martin’s
words and narrative. London’s scenery viewed through the cab’s window has
increasingly ‘lost its detail’ and, hence, become questionable. London as a
concrete place s, in turn, tinted and reshaped by Eleanor’s imagination of India as
an abstract place. When the physical and mental experiences of place meet and




















