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But why did he [Peter] come then, merely to criticise? Why always take,
never give? Why not risk one’s one little point of view? (164)
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what comes to our attention

And so there began a soundless and exquisite passing to and fro through
swing doors of aproned white-capped maids, handmaidens not of neces-
sity, but adepts in a mystery or grand deception practised by hostesses in
Mayfair from one-thirty to two, when, with a wave of the hand, the traf-
fic ceases, and there rises instead this profound illusion in the first place
about the food—how it is not paid for; and then that the table spread
itself voluntarily with glass and silver.

(Woolf, 102; qtd. in Zwerdling, 73)
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necessities

A woman must have money and a room of her own if she is to write
fiction. (Room, 4)

What were the conditions in which women lived, I askedmyself; for fiction,
imaginative work that is, is not dropped like a pebble upon the ground,
as science may be; fiction is like a spider’s web, attached ever so lightly
perhaps, but still attached to life at all four corners. Often the attachment
is scarcely perceptible; Shakespeare’s plays, for instance, seem to hang
there complete by themselves. (Room, 53)
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the inner cost

To have lived a free life in London in the sixteenth century would have
meant for a woman who was poet and playwright a nervous stress and
dilemma which might well have killed her. Had she survived, whatever
she had written would have been twisted and deformed, issuing from a
strained and morbid imagination. (Room, 64; qtd. by “Havoc”)

Even in the nineteenth century a woman was not encouraged to be an
artist. On the contrary, she was snubbed, slapped, lectured and exhorted.
Her mind must have been strained and her vitality lowered by the need
of opposing this, of disproving that. (Room, 71)

Discussion

How might we use Woolf’s analysis of women and fiction to interpret
Mrs. Dalloway? Choose something specific (formal or thematic), with an
example from the text.

http://e20fic16.blogs.rutgers.edu/a-room-of-ones-own-2/
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the moment: out of proportion

June, July, August! Each still remained almost whole, and, as if to catch
the falling drop, Clarissa (crossing to the dressing-table) plunged into the
very heart of the moment, transfixed it, there—the moment of this June
morning on which was the pressure of all the other mornings, seeing the
glass, the dressing-table, and all the bottles afresh, collecting the whole
of her at one point (as she looked into the glass), seeing the delicate pink
face of the woman who was that very night to give a party; of Clarissa
Dalloway; of herself. (Mrs. Dalloway, 36)
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the meaning of life (again)

Experience, already reduced to a group of impressions, is ringed round
for each one of us by that thick wall of personality through which no real
voice has ever pierced on its way to us, or from us to that which we can
only conjecture to be without….

Not the fruit of experience, but experience itself, is the end. A counted
number of pulses only is given to us of a variegated, dramatic life. How
may we see in them all that is to be seen in them by the finest senses?
How shall we pass most swiftly from point to point, and be present always
at the focus where the greatest number of vital forces unite in their purest
energy?

To burn always with this hard, gem-like flame, to maintain this ecstasy, is
success in life.

(Pater, Conclusion to The Renaissance, 151–52)
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the queer moment

Then came the most exquisite moment of her whole life passing a stone
urn with flowers in it. Sally stopped; picked a flower; kissed her on the
lips. The whole world might have turned upside down! The others dis-
appeared; there she was alone with Sally. And she felt that she had been
given a present, wrapped up, and told just to keep it, not to look at
it—a diamond, something infinitely precious, wrapped up, which, as they
walked (up and down, up and down), she uncovered, or the radiance burnt
through, the revelation, the religious feeling!—when old Joseph and Peter
faced them. (35)
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individuality and the city

The psychological foundation upon which the metropolitan individuality
is erected is the intensification of emotional life due to the swift and con-
tinuous shift of external and internal stimuli….

There is perhaps no psychic phenomenon which is so unconditionally re-
served to the city as the blasé outlook.

(Georg Simmel, “The Metropolis and Mental Life” [1903])

One of the triumphs of civilisation, Peter Walsh thought. (147)
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city life in common

And Elizabeth waited in Victoria Street for an omnibus. It was so nice to
be out of doors. She thought perhaps she need not go home just yet. It
was so nice to be out in the air. So she would get on to an omnibus….

Buses swooped, settled, were off—garish caravans, glistening with red and
yellow varnish. But which should she get on to? She had no preferences.
Of course, she would not push her way. She inclined to be passive. (131–
32)

She liked the geniality, sisterhood, motherhood, brotherhood of this up-
roar. It seemed to her good. The noise was tremendous; and suddenly
there were trumpets (the unemployed) blaring, rattling about in the up-
roar. (134–35)

To change, to go, to dismantle the solemn assemblage was immediately
possible. (136)
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building it up

The leaden circles dissolved in the air. (4, 47, 92, 182)

Fear no more (9, 29, 39, 136 [Septimus], 182)

She [Rezia] built it up; first one thing, then another, she built it up, sewing.
(142)

She must assemble. (182)
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from empathy to…telepathy

Clarissa…could have bitten her tongue for thus reminding Peter that he
had wanted to marry her.

Of course I did, thought Peter; it almost broke my heart too, he thought.
(41)

Every power poured its treasures on his [Septimus’s] head, and his hand
lay there on the back of the sofa….Fear no more, says the heart in the
body; fear no more. (136)

She [Clarissa] read in the book spread open:
Fear no more the heat o’ the sun
Nor the furious winter’s rages. (9)
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Always her body went through it first, when she was told, suddenly, of an
accident….But why had he done it?…

Death was defiance. Death was an attempt to communicate; people feel-
ing the impossibility of reaching the centre which, mystically, evaded them.
(179; qtd. by “Havoc”)

http://e20fic16.blogs.rutgers.edu/dalloway-mind-read/
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resolution?

Fear no more the heat of the sun. She must go back to them. But what
an extraordinary night! She felt somehow very like him—the young man
who had killed himself. She felt glad that he had done it; thrown it away.
The clock was striking. The leaden circles dissolved in the air. He made
her feel the beauty; made her feel the fun. But she must go back. She
must assemble. (182; qtd. by “MM”)

This is not directly thinking about what someone else thinks mostly be-
cause Septimus is dead. (“EP” on this passage)

Discussion

Consider the full paragraph quoted in part above (“It held, foolish as
the idea was…,” 181–82). What kind of alternative to the frozen social
system—and the barren postwar mindset—does this propose? Think
about form, not just what it says.

http://e20fic16.blogs.rutgers.edu/mrs-dalloway-mind-read-4/
http://e20fic16.blogs.rutgers.edu/mrs-dalloway-21/
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next

▶ Faulkner, As I Lay Dying, to 152
▶ commonplace (no extra writing required)
▶ reminder: make-up possibility


