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L INTRODUCTION

<

i

"7 In an essay entitled "Craftsmahship" from Virginia,

WOOlf expresses her feel;\?s about words“-

’...We have been so often fooled in this day by words, i T
they have so often proved that they hate being use-
-ful, that it is their nature not to express one
“simple statement but a thousand possibilities - they
have done. this so, often thdt at last, happily, we
, . are beginning to iace the- fact.

. Mo “ '
_ ...1f you start a Society for Pure English, they will
. - show their resehtment by starting another for p
English - hence the unnatural violence of- much mode
speech; it is a protest. agalnst the puritans. They . r
are hlghly democratlc, too; they believe that .one '
word is as good as ‘another,, uneducated words are as
good-as educated words, uncultivated words as cul- .
tivated" words, there are no ranks or titles in their ?¢
- Sotiety, ‘Nor do they like being lifted out on the ' K
point of a_pén and examined separately. They hang °
_.together, in sentences, in paragraphs, sometimes for
whole pages at a.time. They hate being useful;
they hate making money; they hate being lectured -
about in publlc. In short, they hate anything that -
stamps them with one meaning.or confines them to one . .
attitude, for it is their nature to change. L
Perhaps that is their most striking pecullarlty - “;
their need of change. It is hecause- the "truth they ‘
try to catch is many-sided; and they convey it by ;
being themselves many—51ded flashing this way then N
that. ' Thus they.mean one thing to one person, ano-
ther -thing to another person; they are unintelligible
to ne'generatlon, plain as a pikestaff to the.next.
And is because of this complexity that they sur- .
.vive. Perhaps then one: reason why we have no great
i poet, novelist or critic writing today is that we
¢+ refuse words their liberty. We plntthem dawn to one , ’
‘meaning, their useful meaning, the meaning which ‘
makes us catch the train, the meaning which makes us
. pass the examination. And when words are pinned :
down they fold their wings and die. Finally, and
most emphatically, words, like ourselves,‘ln order
_-to live at their ease, need privacy. Undoubtedly
they like us to think, anﬂ they like us to feel,

, Vlrginla wOolf The Death of the Moth and Other Essays. .
(London' Hogarth Press;, I§IZT" pp. 127, I31-132.7 — .
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It 1s in this spxrlt that I approach t‘_hls thesrs/ on .the amblva-—

iv

> ' “

before we.use them; but they also like us .to pause; J
to become unconscious. Our unconsciousness is .
their privacy; our darkness is their light...That ) :
pause was made, 'that veil of, darkness was dropped
to tempt words to come together in &ne of® those
swift marriages which are perfect images and '

3 create everlastlng beauty.

I

lent nature of reality as it manifests itself in the artls&ry of ‘
. .
the five major novels of Virginia Woolf, the novels being Jacob s

H

Room(1922), Mrs. Dalloway(1925), To The Lighthouse(1927, The

Waves (1931) and Between The Acts(194l). Keeping this spirit of

“

understanding and appreclatlng the, fullness of "words" as the

only artlstlc tool the llterary%é'i'aftsman possesses, the reader .

-

is more tolerant of the "sudden" shifts of tlme and space in the

-narrative flow, the overall stream-of-tonsciousness and of - <}

becomes more contragte y the polarity of meanings with “which

in Virginia Woolf’s art, the very "word" itself: is\infused. It

is my intention to analyze Virginia Woolf's undersganding of
¢ . v L
reality as it is portrayed in all its subtlety and complexity

9

in her five major novels. Virginia Woolf is quoted :by Dord.thy

Brewster in her ‘study‘ entitled Virginia w%olfze:~ “1is not every -

work’ of art...born of an ‘orJ:.gin i imagination and ought not the
. ¥ }

critic to concern himself with»the;ckeative act, the birthpangs,

r'd

the stru(jgl’e of the artist to\sol

i
¥

tain technical ‘prolalems?

The critic's. duty is to communicate to fthe reader the particu=

lar vision of the artiét,‘ not to award good and bad conduct

’

marks.®” I would thus like to concentrate on the achievement

of this author's artistic vision while taking into consideration

2Dorothy Brewster, V1r inia Woolf, (London: George Allen & . A
Unwz.n Ltd., 1959) 7. .
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where the vision fails in the process of its unfolding.

Virginia Woolf is an author of .the twentieth century., ' In

Loss of the Self: In Modern Literature and Art3. Wylie Sypher
. |

describes the development of "self".up to the time of thee B

' modernlst tradltlon in literature:

o . The s%%f\could no longer live at a romantic height of
: ) ' Being~(Sein) but evertually found its more authentic
-— existence at the humbler level of Dasein, .0f a man in

his particular and personal situation, existing not
3 ' absolutely but only contingently, moment by moment,
in time, here and now, when each instant is a crisis.
[ This existence forces us to come to terms with what
| ‘ - . is local, with history, "and compels us to negotlate .
; ‘ with thé comménplace and conventlonal‘as Shelley's
| Prometheus never had to. The main post-romantic ‘task
| "is to identify the irreducible minimum of our experi-
‘ ence that can be honestly idéntified as oug own. Thus
the question 6f our identity is the questidn of our - >
v authenticity; and the question.of authent1c1ty in- ' ’
- volves also the question to what extent we are
engaged" with others. If the romantic freedom was ‘
a-mode of alienation from-society, the existential

freedom is a way of maintaining one's 1ntegr1ty in '
socxety

A
»

;w » r-oo-;l"' vﬂnnvwﬂ

(. et - And Irv1ng Howe in Decline of the New4, makes thls*observatlon

- ' : Subject1v1ty becomes the typlcal “condition of the .
| , ,modernlst outlook. 1In 1ts early stages, when it does
o ndt trouble‘to disquise 'its filial dependence on the
. romantic poets; modernisim declares itself as an in- )
flaﬁlon of the self, a transcendental and orgiastic 7y
' aggrandizement of matter and event in behalf of per- .
sonal vitality. ' In the middle stages, the self begins- -
! . to recoil from externallty and devotes itself, almost
\ as if it were the World's body, to a minute examina-

: tion of its inner dynam;cs. freedom, compulsion, '
.caprice. In the late'stages, there occurs an emptylng//’*
out of the self, a revulsion from the wearisomeness of '
~-both individuality and psychological gain. (The
writers as exemplars of these stages: Walt Whitman,

A ; ‘Virginia Woolf, Samuel Beckett.) Modernism thereby ¢

P : .keeps appreaching -~ sometimes even penetrating - the -
limits of solipsismr, the view expressed by the German -

-poet Gottfried Benn when he writes -that :-"there is no

‘ - 3

|

| 3

i Wylie Syphe Loss of ‘the Self: In Modern therature And Art,
1

kol

House, 1962)p Pp. 29-30.7 .

(New York: R

»

. 4 1rving: Howe,Declzne of the New, (New York: Harcourt, Brace '
| World, Inc. 1970), p.
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outer reality, there is only human -consciousress, :
constantly building, modifying, rebuilding new - o
N worlds out of its own creat1v1ty.,_ .

Harvena Richter also reminds the reader in virginia Woolf:
‘ A3

The Inward deage5

%) .8

Yet however Mrs. Woolf bends and curves her language
to achleve the exact subjectlve tone she wants, it
remains "a woman's sentince as she calls that of
o Dorothy Richardson - "psychological sentence of -
s the feminine gender...of a more elastic fibre thanm
the old, capable...of suspending the frailest par-
ticles, of enveloping the vaguest shapes.” Miss
Richardson invented it "consciously,” Mrs. Woolf
_ claims, to "descend to the depthsgizga;p0e5t1gate
M the crannies of Miriam Henderson' ciousness."
) Virginia Woolf's septence, on the other hand, with
its swoops and dartings, its quick contradictions, - . -
its occasional chattering tone, seems to have been
reproduced unconsciously, catching the spontaneity
and constaritly changing quality.of feminine thought.

é - It is perhaps this personal immediacy - as if the ' :
‘ seéntence were "thought out loud"” - that gives ' ‘
\\b‘ Virginia Woolf's language "that curious sexual
' quality"™ which she feels "a woman's writing should

possess. " ye

>

Thus conditioned by the psychological and historical develop-

i
:
i

. ment of literature’s traditions, by the growing consciousness

{

of female artists and by her bersonal circumstances, Virgiria

< - Woolf\if;locked into her time. Her novels are a reflection of
Yo the fact. Her physical and social frame of reference is :
n ’ 1

: 3 ' :% extremely narrow: upper middle class Enqlish fespecfable society’
1of the late~Victorian age in England. Althougb the ps&chologi al

\J frame of reference partly compensates for thlB limitation q!,/7’
g | " its diffuse and lyrical expanslve quality it, too, betrays a

-

confinement in that ‘the five major novels under - study seem in

the end to repeat themselves. -Thg boundaries between charac-'

ters are\ndt made “"comfortably" distinct for the reader.

N ' , 1
Harvena Richter, Virginia Woolf: ThelInward VOxsge, (Princeton: ij
Princeton University Press, 1970F, p. 147. - . W
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_Instead, one. character merges too often and too easily into

\

_ a keen vision and feeiing of all ordinary human life, it

-beat, and we should die of that roar which lied on the other

vii

< . \ )

- “

IS
s

the next, creating the illusion of one large consciousness

whose "parts” unfor}:hnatelly are rather poorly// defined. What

the reader does receive without a doubt is a very strong ‘sense

of character, of one total pe'rsonalitx.' Bué the most notice-
able aspect involving the és?chological‘frame of reference in
- . )
the noyels is an attitude of ambivalence which tends towards
a’ nervous,’ orV even a morbid sensibil.i“ty. By "attitude of ambi-
valence” is meant the inherent tendency of the artist to per-
mit.the‘ exprl:ession of an unéercurrentfo‘f negativism.‘,’Virginia

r

Woolf is well aware of the tradition (of literature and philfo-
sophy) intq,which sh:e is born. The numerous critical essays
she has written ai:test to. this féct. She is. particularly
aware of the wor{\én h!riters whd came before her. She is warned

by her predecessors concerning the dangers.of a probing sensi-

tivity for as George Eliot writes in Middlemarch6 YIf we had

would be like hearing the grass grow and the squirrel's heart

w
\ ‘ -
side of silence."™ Virginia Woolf has heard "the grass grow

and the squirrel's heart beat" and she i® unable ‘to live with

.

the sounds, a part of hes: secretly believing that to have

heard these sounds at all me\ans eventual death. Yét she still

’

needs to try to communicate something of what she has heard

“on the other side of silence." . This attitude or "m‘qod" ) -
O ) « .

6 George Eliot, Middlemarch, (Boston: Riveréide Press, Houghton
Mifflin Company, 1956) p. 1l44. - '

, NS : *
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. ' ‘controls the novels completely by coﬁtrolling the vision.
Iﬂ;short{ Virginia Woolf writes about the things she has / &
- experienced. She uses her own world ?£S~dbes not venture

to 1nclude any experlence she herself has not had, or at

A
P N

least has not- knoﬁn v1cariouslyj Her sharp eye for detail

%

comes to focus Op domestic L;ge and greatly reveals her ,

sheltered existence just as the ambivalegt‘attitude and 'the

direttion it finally takes mirrors her own painful existence. !

The kind of analysis which forms the basis of this
thesis, and the justification for such an analysis, has been

/ brought to my attention by "Susan Sontag, one of the more icono-

LY

clastic twentieth century critics, in her most stimulating study,

o

Against Interpretation: And Other Essax§7,\wﬁere she claims: -

ok
.\ ) N L) “’.‘t,..
"; .

Trangparence is the highest, most liberating

. ~value 1in art - and in criticism - today Transpar-
., . ence means experiencing the luminousness of;'the-
thing in itself, of things being what they are.

T

. : Once upon a t1me {a time when high art was
f . scarce), it must. have been a revolutlonary and
‘ . creative move to interpret works of art. Now it

* is not. What we dec1ded1y do not need now is fur- . h,‘“
! ’ ther to assimilate Art into Thought, or (worse yet) \ '
! q L - " Art.into Cuiture.

of .the work of-art for g
there. .. This cannot be taken

, and proceefls from
or granted, now.

.conflicting tastas and odors' and sights of the urban
environment that bombard our senses. Ours is a cul- .
e based on excess, on overproduct;on; the result . ) i

, Against Interpretation: And Other Essays, - . ' -~
(New York: -Farrar, Straus & Girou;, 1566), pp. 13-14. - ,

-
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is a steady loss of sharpness in our sensory . .~
experienceé. -All the conditians of modern life -

its’ material plenitude, its sheer crowdedness -’

con301n to dull our sensory faculties. And it is |

in the light of the condition of our senses, our . -
capacities (rather than those of another age),
that the task of the dritic must be \assessed.

R B

.

What is important now is to recover our
senses. We must learn to see more, to hear more,
to feel more. , - .

»

Our task is got to find the maximum amount’
of content in a work of art, much less to squeeze
more content out of the work than is already there.

,our task is to clit back content so that we can see
"the thing at all. - o 4
R . _ ’ -

The aim of all commentary on art now should be
to make works of art - and, by analogy, our own
experience - more, rather than less, real to us. )
The function of criticism shouldfﬁe to show how: -3
it is what it is, even that it is what it ig,

» Tather than to show what 1t means.

N -

It is hoped that something of this "transparence” has been capﬁy

tured in the detailed study which follows. It is also hoped
Ny . - ,

¢

R . \ 6 . . : . ) s . N
that the- ensuing analysis shows' the way to a fuller appreciation

of the achievement and the limitation of .this particular artist's
' n . . N [}
vision. -

¢

Chapter One’ of the thesis serves as an fntroduction to the

Tt

" method of criticism the_thesis'prZioses by focusing on a-short
e as it appears in Jacob's

J analyﬁis'of the theme of ambivale

Room (1922),. The analysis focuses on the.main events which
. N ) //’ * . . . . . ‘ ) 7 v
make up thg novel's plot structure in chronological order, but"

‘iq chicfly concerned wi%h Qhe-psybholoqicaL drama, Chapler 'I'wo

v

forms the central target of the thesis. It attempts a much

. more detalled analy51s of the vision of ambllalence prevalent
,,j\‘
¢ in Mrs. Dalloway (1925), with the intention of renderlng some-"

3 .
thlng of the Erocess of creation for which Virginia'Woolf is as

. .. LY

\ ~

., W
5 . R ’ N
.
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- . 6ften criticized as sr;e is admired. The detailed déscriptions
are Ynot to be understood as expressing sympathy towards \the
"vision of reality that Viprgin:ia Woolf portrays in her five
'“  - major novels. Instead,:tbey are a means pf understanding,
,‘}~ eéé%’appreciating, the art that hQlds tog?tﬁer apd is at the

< T same time inseparable from that vision. Mrs. Dallow;ay“ends on

a paositive note. Nevertheless, the reader must ask himse1f
\’ finally whether "parpfies" are enough of an outlet for the | ¢

healthy energies and meaningful activities of which Life is

- . ¢

‘supposed, to be/made up, or whether the "parties" are made to

carry a symbglic weight they do not, or cannot, naturally
T
contain. In the same way the title of Jacob's Room seems to

.identify the protagonist thro\Jgh his living quarters and‘ per;

haps raises the question whether an ambulant young ‘man‘can

reaily be known ‘thrqugh his living quartersi,. It is a skilfu’i
device but it is just a device. The result for this reader is
that the burdened symbolic content cxn:eates an effect of effort. N
But for the largest part this effedf is broucjht ébout ia"y the .
i " sheer weiéht of the artist's vision with its intensely pres-
‘ o éir;g and intensely neurotic need never to let a thing or person, _
. an ;mage; gb unwritten 1es~t oit,' and the resﬁltant myriqd assbci\a— )
tions go unnoticed or evex; ignored by the réader. The tens‘ioxlm |

begins to mount with. increasing "depression” in _’Ilg The

Lighthouse (1927) ar;d especially in The Waves (1931) and ‘




" Three looks at certain key images'in To The Lighthouse and

[*3 -

v

Between The Acts (1941). .Chapter Three of the thesis dis- $

cusses the three novels séparatgly. Part One of Chapter
o : B

their function in the narrative whole in suppont.of the theme : |
of ambivalénce; Part Two focuses on a detailed poetic analysis i
of the Prologue of the firsﬁ‘chapter of The Waves and shows l
how this Prologue as well as the closing of the ‘novel qré a' | . }

further extension of the. theme ofe?nbivélence. Finally, Part .i

Three looks at the:
N N -

igection the theme of ambivalence has . l

< y

!

taken since it was

irst introduced in Jacob's Room by concen- -I
’ e - | . -
“trating on the events and the overall attitudr and response

that Between The Acts (1941) encourpges. The conclusion is a l

¢

' short comment on the possibilitjes that such a vision of reality

allows. The reader must finally decide "To Qh;t does Virginia

Woolf's vision of reality ultiméﬁely lead?" For this reader :
the answer must follow the analysis of %er art, ‘both its égyieve-
ment and its limitations. The question is soon answered with a

recognition_of the procegs of ambivalence present in’the five

« ! ? N -

major novels of .Virginia Woolf, for ironically, when the reader ;

considers her self-imprisoning attitude, Virginia Woolf sobna
. 7 .

presses her audience with the;?ésponsibiliéy of ‘choice towards
. ' 7. 4 . ) .
one, either. the positive‘ogqéhe negative, where for the audi-

[

ence n:/yiddle-othhef;oid philosophy bécomes any longer pos-

sible ¥o accept. As much as it is adhered to by Virginia Woolf °

I X
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_of an imagistic scene in which illusion and reality unite to

CHAPTER ONE

N

Jacob's Room8 (1922) is Jacob's story, from ‘'his child-

hood to his early death. The stqry unfolds the expan51veness

of Jacob's self in that the reader is made aware not only of

[

Jacob's feelings and thoughts about himself and about the
thlngs and people around him but also of other. peOple s
thoughts about Jacob and of the sensory experiences whlch these
thoughts evoke for them. To "know" Jacob in this way is te be
made fully aware of the infinitely subtle ambivalences which
make up the tptal experience of his reality in perticplar and
reality in,genersl as Virginie Wooif has.chosen to‘erpfess it
in this novel. The expression of'these ambivalences in the

very artistry of Jacob's Room facilitates a mythopoeic inter-

pretation of the novel which attemptS'to'answer‘the questions
"Who is Jacob?" and "What does 'knowing' Jacob mean?" This

expahsiveneés‘of artistry can be appreciatdd more completely: -

following detailed examination of sections from -the novel taker

in chronoiogical order and beginning with the firstgfive pages
of Chapter One. The entrance of Jacob occurs with the shéping

create mythopoeic matter. There is the letter which Mrs. -

Flanders is in the process of wfltlng, the - experlence of the

J},

bay. qulverlng before her as her .eyes fill Wlth tears whlle she

»

-

8 Vlrglnla Woolf, Jacob's Room,(New York Harcourt, Brace &.
Waorld, Inc. 1969%- All following page referencesfare included
in the ‘thegis text.. - o : ®

o

4
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2 of these forms gains substance by receiving a little of her

D L o St T ) ey
= e . T o f )

. ) . .
writes this letter, and the shadow of her eldest soE;:rcher -

\

who will be off in a moment to search for Jacob. Each one

L attention at once:

. She winked quickly. Accidents were awful things. :
" She’ winked again. The mast was straight; the
\\\\\> ‘waves were regular, the’ lighthouse was upright;
s but the ‘blot had spread. ",..nothing for it but
S to leave," she" read. "Well if Jacob doesn't want
- -~ o to play" (the shadow of Archer, her eldest son,
' - (€11 across the notepaper' and looked blue on the
- ‘ sand, and she felt chilly - it wds the third of ‘
‘ September already), "if Jacob doesn't want to play" -
what a horrid Blot! It must be getting late. (7)

The letter, in turn, gives substance to Mrs; Flanders by
- revealing something of her sensitivity as well as: something of

‘her private life.\\At tht same time, the arfis;, Charles Steele,

[

N ‘is- attempting to portraX; acob's mother on canvas: "Here was
that woman movihg - actualfy\qoing toiéet up - confound her!

- ¥

He struck the canvas a hasty violet-black dab. For the land-

scape needed it" (8) and in d01ng =] h also glves substance

" to Jacob: %
"I saw your brother - I saw your brother, )
he said, nodding his 'head, as Archer lagged "past

him, tralllng his spade, and scowling at the old L
gentleman in spectables. RS

"Over there - by the rock," Steele muttered,
with his brush between his teeth squeezing out raw :
. o : - sienna, and keeping his eyes flxed on Betty Flanders'
‘ back. '

. Stcele frowned; but was pleased by the dffect = .
Qf the black - it was just that note which brought
. the rest together. (8-9)°

. ' ﬁy occufring when it does the "effect of the black" (9) becomes
' the effect of the "cloud over the bay" (9) which becomés Mrs.

+ ° Flanders and her black parasol which in®turn extend themselves
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into the "tremendously solid brown, or rather black" (9) rock
on which Jacob is ‘playing. The musical .compositioning and
counterpointing suggested by "that note" has begun long befgre

Steele expresses it. It is "that note" which fuses the real o,

¢ J

and e&eq—moving world of Mrs. Flanders and the artificial
stillness oflthe paihting so that realiﬁy emerges as "reality",
a subtle ‘weaving of image and symbol, of emotion ;nd idea as
one. And 3; is "that note" WﬁTﬁﬁ qivgs birth to Jacob.. - ’

The rock and its "hollow full of water" (9) are Jacob's
. f .
mythopoeic beginnings. Here is ‘his Eden. Here he wonders at

the movement of life as it is shared by the water creatures and
himself: ' P
... and out pushes. an opal-shelled crab -
"Oh, a huge crab," Jacob murmured - )
"and begins_ his journey on weakly legs on the ’ -
sandy bottom. Now! Jacob plunged his hand. ’
The crab was cool and very light. But the
E water was thick with sand; and-so, scrambling
down, Jacob was about to jump, holding his
, bucket in front of him, when he saw.... (9)

<,

He arEigulates‘the idefitity of the crab, which has made itself

1

e

known to Jacob through his‘senses, and in doing so he acknowledges

’

the crab as a creature separate from himself. With_ these words,

he .is also acknowledging his own separateness. The knowle¥g r

havidg been“utte%ed, fills him with impulsive exploratory energy.

He bridges the newly formed gap between the cq and himself by

-

—touching.' His hand in the water and the crab crawling along the

sandy.bottom become reflections of each chef.‘ And yet an ele-

>
.

b - -
ment of repulsion has been aroused with the utterance of,Jacob'%

tdentity for the reflections-are, after all; polar imageé: -"But

the water was thick with sand, and so...‘ (9)."This repulsion

continues its subtle expression in the prose:

L)

. R - ! A
- .
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...when he éaw,'stretched entirely rigid, 'side by .
side, thelr faces very red, an enermous man and
woman

An enormous man and woman (it 4eas early-closing
day) were stretched motionless, with.their heads on
pocket-handkerchiefs, side by side, within a few feet
of the sea, while two or three gulis gracefully skirted
the incoming waves, and settled near their boots..

The largé red faces lying on the bandanna handker- - oo
chiefs stared up at Jacob. ‘Jacob stared down at them.
Holding his bucket very carefully, Jacob then jumped -
. deliberately and trotted away very nonchalantly at
-+ first but. faster and faster as the waves came creamlng
up to him and he had to swerve to avoid them, and the
gulls rose in front of him and floated out and settled
again a little farther on. A large bhlack woman was sit-
ting on the sand. He ran kowards her.

"Nanny! Nanny'!" he cried sobblng the words Out

on the crest of each gasping breath . \
The waves came round her. She was a rock She

was covered with seaweed which pops when it is pressed.

He was lost: et

- There he stood.® His face composed itself. He was
- - about to roar when, lying, among the black sticks and
" straw under the cliff, he saw a whole skull -~ perhaps a
cow's skull, a skull, perhaps, with teeth in it. Sob-
bing, but absent—mindedly, he ran farther and farther
away until he held the ﬁvull in his arms.. (9-10)

The man and woman appear suddenly to Jacab just as he is about

to jump off his rock, about to assert himself in his new-found

~‘kﬁowledge. The timely appearance of the lovers presehts Jacob

w1th the embodiment of the amblvalent forces within nature, amd

more Spec1f1ca11y human nature, Whlch he is just beglnnlng to

experience and to confront with difficulty. Virginia Woolf fit-

tingly éhooses‘Fhe sexual/sensual image of the couple. As
Herbert Marder remarks of Virginia Woolf's éreativity in Feminism

and Art’: ' . C ! |
— —— ) . . . - {

. X . !
9 Herbert Marder, Feminism and Art, (Chicago: Chicago Univ. Press,
1968) , pages 105 and 125. - N :

A .
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; . . Virginia Woolf saw the universe as the scene

?’ ~ . - . .
A marriage had to be consummated...within the mind
. itself of each-individual, a union between the mas-
" culine and feminine principles. . : (105)

A -

- of an eternal confllct betVeen opposites, correspon-
' ding, roughly speaklng, to masculine and feminine o
\' principles. Her main concern was to find ways of
.reconc111ng the warrlng ‘opposites...As artist and -
mystic she sought inner harmony, the ideal state of

androgyny, which would lead to the renewal of the _ g
1nd1v1dua1 . (125)

Jacob's increasing .awareness no longer marks a rigid line between

1l

"a huge crahg (9) and "an enormous man \%B woman" (9) in térms of

the sensory experience each evokes w1th1n hlm, although his
\ ; Q

ability to dlscrlmlnate between self and non-self grows with each
passing moment which takes him farther and farth&r away from that
"tremendou\ly‘solid" (9) rock. Thus Jacob‘s psyche is inevitably.
prepared fot\the appearance of the couple, as sudden as_ that
appearance ﬁéy seem., But he is not prepared to accept peacefully
its impact. ?his time he does not need to touch before he turns

away. It is ehough simply~to stare. He is overwhelhgd by‘the

h_pple\s prese;Le, their realness and what that realness uncon-
ciously signif;gs to him. In the man_ and .woman, Pstretched -
motiohiess, with elr heads on goc%et -handkerchiefs, 51de by -
side, within a few\feet of the sea" (9) are the seeds of the
severahce of self fxom non- self and the mult1p11c1ty within this N .
same self, as pr%;ec d by Jacob 8 psyche, as well as the possi-
blllty of‘transcengln& the absolute quality of finite self into

an ahsolute,experlenceyhf 1nf1n1te self/rion-self, the Seeds~of an o

awakenlng consc1ousness\ that of Jacob. His energy has elevated .

hlm to almost panxc proportions. He is néw exlled from hlS rock.
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Surprised, confused, dverwhelmea a little body all in con-

-~ @

«

- flict, w1th only his "freedbm of\gh01ce to gulde him now, he

runs as fast and as far as his confusion will take hlm. He

‘ must avoid the waves, the same waves which come within a few

ﬁeet of the lovers, for it is these very waves whlch deposited
their st111 bodies onto the seashore. In avoldlng them he
asserts himself orice more but he has not for ayﬂoment forgotten
his displeasure. He wants‘;he refuge of his rock as it used to
Be before his eyes saw so that he sees "a large black wogaﬁ" in
a rock. A‘s\he érunsi toward it cryinglout. "Nanny. Nanny!”'{(IO) :

and "sobbing the words out on the crest of each gaspiné breath"

(10) he becomes the vefy waves from which he is also running

. away and so quitkly too, that he must gasp,for air.- He and

‘these waves move roynd "her" who is a rock.. At this point. the
.subjeétYobject diffusion is so complete that he is devastated:

"He was lost" (10). The experience of the exile as well as the

initial experience of ﬁeppy merging with primitive nature before
. A - . 2

-5

-

' he' felt pride of heroism, before he murmured and piungea his hand -

are reipforced in the very words "He was lost."™ This rock offers

- no refﬁge, no comfort. It is the'skpll'at the foot of the

cLiff which draws him out of his inactivity'aﬂd unnatural loss

of self, g1v1ng him life and energy ence more. Embracing this

a?kulf' that is to say, unltlng with it, he is able to console

- himself -and regaln his self~1dent1ty. It is 1nterest1ng to note

how Jacob does this. He must become his' own parent or Nanny who

holds the skull, whlch is also Jacob, in his arms in order to

~ . 4
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givevhimself the'comfort which he is not presently receiving
from the real parént, Mrs. Flanders, or from any person.exter:

. - - ' . '
nal to him. Little Jacob has experienced the essence of ambi-
valence, of what is to remain with him forever;~expanding
infinitely within and around him to his death, the same ambi- \

valence which much later in Greece brings him the gloom of his
1 / .

)

and others' utter aloreness and the pleasure that this aloneness

also affords: . gy ; . . .

L

Jacob went to the window and stood with his - °

7 hands in his pockets. There he saw Greeks in kilts;
the masts of ships, idle or busy people of the lower
classes strolling or stepping out briskly, or falling -

, into groups and gesticulating with their hands. Their
lack of concern for him was not the cause of his

gloom: but some more profound conviction™- it was not

that he himself happened to be lonely, but that all,

people gge. - s

Yet next day, as the train slowly rounded a
hill on the way of Olympia, the Greek peasant women
were out among the vines; the old Greek men were sit-'
, ting at the stations, sipping sweet wine. And though -7
. Jacob remained gloomy he had nevér suspected how tre--
‘mendously pleasant it is to be alone; out of England;
. on one's own; cut off from the whole thing. There
TN are very sharp bare hills on the way to Olympia; and
. between them blue sea in triangular space. A little .
. like the Cornish coast. Well now, to go walking by~
' oneself all day - to get on to that track and follow
it up between the bushes - or are they small trees? -
to the top of that mountaln from which one ‘can see
half the nations of antiquity - 7 (141)

£

The difference is that afte: the 1nit1a1 experlence the order of

ﬁ;%ndﬁ is.reversed; Every "rdck" he comes to is a place for- ¢
trying to recéncile the seimingly disparate emotions within him-
salf. The emotions are there and He must make the beé& of thé ‘

apparent contradictions. withbmaturity comes an ”undersganding“
of himself, a sympathy w1th the dualltles of gloom/pleasu;e, or1-

ginating in that first embrace of the skall. The initial fright

<

[ \J
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which brought‘the cry qf "Nanny: Nanny:" has compgsed itself

to a more soc;hlly acceptable form: "'Yes,' said Jacob, for

b“

his carrlage was&empty, 'let's look at the map'“ (141) But
~

. (
~

th\\amblvalence emalns, now more: concretely expressed, now

.

. more* diffusely, germxnatlng endlessly so that the effect of one
——

experience is the very cause of the other. Previously he had
s ‘ © identified with the cfab.% Now the skull and 'he become shadoes
™ of each other- the difference is thatlthe skull is ahle to soothe-
'what anxlety has been arouseﬂ by the experience of the crab Both
.-are magical in thelr very catalytic power to provoke strong res—

ponse in hlm, and thus share aspects of Jacob s primal rock.

|

s In Chapter Two, the reader finds Jacob now a little
older, collectlng butterflies

’ 4 ) The upper w1ngs of the moth which Jacob held
. were undoubtedly marked with kidney-shaped spots of-
o ) i " a fulvous hue. But there was no crescent upon the
underwing. The tree had fallen the night he caught

. o . 'it. There had been a volley of pistol-shots suddenly
. , . in the depths of the wood. And his mother had taken

e - -l Jhim for a burglar when he came home late.  The only: N

- S one of her sons who never obeyed her, she said.

-4 11 .
.« . . , o
The tree had fallen, though it was a w1ndless
night, and the lantern, stood upon the ground, had lit
up the still green leaves and the dead beech leaves.
It wa8 a dry place. A toad was there. And the red .
underwing had circled round the light and flashed land
gone. The red underwing had never come back, though
. Jacob had waited. It was after twelve when he crossed
the lawn.... s . (23-24)

The butterfly is life and the spirit of :life, of beauty and the ™
infinite powers of the imaglnatlon, of transcendence. His child-
llke nature wlshes to catch, to hold, to’ possess the mov1ng body

. which of courxg.wfil d1e in its imprisoned unnatural state.. But

o Jacob is older now, an,adolescent ready for Cambridge and able‘to
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‘exerciee'parentai restraint‘ d so0 he applies a scheme to
hls catchlng and it becomes the sc1ence of butterfly—collectlng

"Morris -called it 'an extremely local insect found in damp or

marshy places.'’ But Morris is sometimes wrong.
N .
Jacob, choosing a very fine pen, made a correction in the

margin (23)." \éy now Jacob-has learned well t distinguiehd He
is searching f;; a particular butterfly, "the re uhderwing”y
which ‘presents ltself to Jacob in the very‘ﬁgme
’ him. The fallen tree is sudden and inexplicab e death ("though:

-

it waskgkwindless night"). 'The second part of/the passage

“

quoted above,cfamé together th forces with the once-
living-now-dead forces to create and project the sensory exper-"
iience of Jacob’s reality. Repeating the imac:\vf/:the tree had

‘fallen" reinfotces\the impact'of‘the fall‘and the symbolic pcweru
this ve{tical fall has as dellhaé reintorcing the stillness of
the'night. 1In apparent contrast, the butterfly's movement is
bcdltess like that of wind and light. It circles, it flashes-
and then it is gone. But . "the red underw1ng had never come
back..." (23) maklng the tree and butterfly both share in the
finality they create, with thelr actlons held in the gest per=’
fect verbs describing them. Nevertheless Jacob does not go hohe .
q@pty—handeé."The parallelism between the -two parts:quoted is

the result of more than just the repetition of “"the tree had

fallen" pr the extension of the same subject-matter, butterfly- .

catching. The group of words "the tree had fallen" acts as an
I's -

anchor for the sensory experience of rising emotion of trying to

- catch’ the red underwing and of not having caught this specimen.




, catch was made in the second paragraph creat

reality is here most subtly expressed in the natrrative flux. .

The paragraphs pro;ect sensorlally and symbollcally what occurs

in Jacob's psychlc reality, how, often in any sen51tive belng

7

~and especially in Jacob, an image becomes fact ("the tree ‘had

fallen") and how, often the mihd.returns to that. fact and makes

all kinds of mpvements around that fact. 1In this example the

change of movements is slight, very like the tfembling of the

‘butterflies that symbolizes them. The fntervening reality

E'lorns called it...in the margln (23:] 'is related to the

- butterfly-catching and the memory of that night. The flash-

back effect of having Jacob hold his catcﬁ in tﬁe firgt ﬁa;a—
graph. and then go’back to that night when th unsuccessful

. jL a cyclical move-
ment of its own. Moreover both paragraphs-end o;.Ehe~same
thematic note. For.JaGSb,fﬁot to ebei his mother is to wait
and wait in hope of the return ofd§he red undefwing. And to.
return hiqself, Qithopt ;t but wiﬁﬁﬁaﬁother, is alséiee disobey

her. . The very experience of the ambivalence which make up Jacob's
P
In the first section of Chapter Threé, Jacob, now nine-

: teen, is on hlS way to Cambridge. -The mlddle-aged woman, Mrs.

Norman, who shares the same train compartment as Jacob offers.
2 -
the reader her opinion of him: M

I
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Taklng noteJof soeks (logse), of tie (shabby),
‘ ' she once more rea d his face. She dwelt upon his
PR mouth. 'The lips w&re shut. The eyes were bent down,
.- since .he was reading. All was firm,.yet youthful,
" indifferent, unconscious - as for knocking one down!
No, ‘no, no! She looked out of #the window, Smlllng
. slightly now, and then back again, for he didn't
notice her. Grave unconscious...now hé looked up,
past her...he seemed so out of place, somehow, o
. alone with an elderly lady...then he fixed his eyes -
©  which were blue -*on the landscape. He had.not
realized her presence, she thought. - (30)

vThlS is the social view of Jacob, thé éxternals. In the same

’ way that Jacob faced the skull in hlS embrace and became the
¥
- skull, this mirror-imaging of Jacob by M»s. Norman fuses W1th
- \
the personal core of Jacob. At this moment the reader "knows"

-

Jacob by. ‘his prlvate thoughtx§igu{;h>ére,p;esently "concealed"

-, &
' ‘from the reader) as well as by whatever his eyes are fixing

on in the landscape'and by the "blueness" of his eyes. The

-

fusion of these various angles of vision is achleved even more
+ thoroughly when the' ngrrator remarks on the above\descrlptlon.

Nobody sees any one as he 1s, let alone an

. elderly lady Slttlnq opposite a strange- young man

T in_a railway carriage. They see a whole - they see

.. all sorts of things - they see themselves...Mrs..

K Norman now read three pages:of one of Mr. Norris's.

- novels. . Should she say to,the young man (and after
all he was just the same age as her own boyy: "If
you Want to smoke, don't mind me"? No: he seemed

- absolutely indifferent to her presence...she did
* not wish to 1nterrupt. o "

’

indifference, - presumably he was 'in some w or other =
to her :at least - nice, handsome, interesting, dig- ™~
i . tlngulshed,lwell built, like her own boy? One must -
do\the best one can with her report.  Anyhow, this
g was Jacob Flanders, aged nineteen. It is no use
trying’ to sum people up. One must follow hints, not
exactly what is said, nor yet entxrely what is done -

But 51nce, even at her age, she notég his

Mr.. Flanders burst open the door, and put, the lady's

\hi\ v or instance, when the ,train drew into the station;

/;//;//,//dr5§§ihg case -out for her,. saylng, or rather
: mumbling: "Let me" very ghyly, indeed-he was rather .

clumsy about it. L ‘ = (30-31)

e Ve
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. This passage reflects the rippling process that one person's
comments on another effect. Virginia Woolf demonstfates this

riES}}ng process by 1nter9081ng herself as author who 1n turn

[y

comments on Mrs. Norman's social view, reminding the geader,

. ‘even confiding; in familiar tone: "it';s‘no use.~." (31), that
allowances must always bhe maﬁe, that no final_déscripxioﬁ.Of
Jacob will ever be achieved and that the best thing to do in‘

‘- getting to know Jacob is to make the most of tﬁo bits and

éieces at hand in any one’momént. Heré too, V;rginia WOoif
is, for this reader!‘indirectly mirroring a method or formula

i

K "of %nterpretation as‘wellgas the very product of that inter-
' ﬁpretétioo in what is, nevertheléss, a rather ordinary incident.
For in the last sentence of the above-quoted passage the fusion
of narrator, Jacob and‘Mrs. Norman is artist;éally complete.

. In this stream-of-consciousness style the narrator intrdduces

. ' ‘the sentence rﬂferring to Jacob as "Mr. Flanders” and to Mrs.

Norman-as "the lady"; Jacob is present in the quotation of his’

ords "Let me”; andAthrough the author comment Mrs. Norman

¢ 'endg the sentence-with her remark on Jacob's social behaviour:

i

"saying, or rather mumbling: 'Let me' very shxly} indeed hq’qu

% '_ ) rather clumsy about it{(31): There will always be a "Jacob",

"
, a "Mrs. Norman® and a. narrator" in . the “knowlng" of Jacob. #«

i When he le?ves the traln to go to his room he takes all these

?

\ ‘ shadows with him.
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The intimacy between narrator and reader to which I have — ~°

£

already referred in the previous paragraph is evident once more -
in the introduction- and description of Jacob's room:

Jacob's rooms, however, were in Neville's Court;
at the top; so that reaching his door one. went
in a little out of breath; but he wasn't there.

. Dining in Hall, presumably. It will be quite dark
in Neville's Court long before midnight, only the
pillars opposite will always be white, and the
fountains. A curiofys effect the gate has, like
lace upon pale green.

\

v

R w ' e e »

Jacob's room had a round table.and two low
chairs. 'There were yellow flags in a jar on the
mantlepiece; a photograph of his mother...There
were books enough; very few French books; but theh
any one who's worth anything reads just what he
liKes as the mood takes him, with extravagant
enthusiasm...His slippers were incredibly shabby, -
like boats burnt to the water's rim...There were
books upon the Italian painters of the Renais- . -
sance, a Manual of the Diseases of the Horse, and
all the usual textbooks. Listless is the air in
an empty ‘room, JUSt swelling the curtain; the
flowers in the jar shift. One fibre in the wicker
arm-chair creaks, though no one sits there. (38-39):

v

Al

The intimacy as it is éuggested in the first line of the above-

quoted passage is of such a degree that.narrator and Jacob become

intérchangeable. Whereas the reader is informed‘from the very

4 -

~beginning that Jac¢ob is not there, the narrator feels ‘free to |

¥ .
enter his room and to invite the reader in at the same time, even

to add light asides as he describes the contents of the room. The’

(A
~

intimacy thus evokes a mixed feeling. of invasidn and sharing,

.whlch feellng results from the extent to which detalls are rela—

b

ted as well as from the "friendly" or "sympathetic"” tone used to
N < N r i . . . i
relate them. - ‘ , - ' , oA ¥

0 * ." - . \
This atmosphere prevails as the reader must now inevitably

iake into account tpesé little "factg“'ébout Jacob, while being

TR o S RN,




assu:ed Q%ce again I .the last\line of~£he paséaée that Jacob ‘
is’not eherel The last)two lines of the passage are lyrlcal

1n contrast to the rest! of the passage.v They suggest an
omqﬁscient and all—eneompassing nar;ator. They also remind -

-

the rgader that although Jaccb may not We there .in person, the-
1Eoom”is space fdil of movemenf'which does not cease even a; the :
narrator turns the reader s attentlon away from Jacob's. roomY
"Thls latter event powerfully ant1c1pates~t§$ empty room at the
closing of the nqbel In all probability the curtain will con-
tinue to swell, the flowers to shift and’ the Chalr to creak.

But while the narrator is here the mdve;ents.of this space and
"the silence of these movementé afe given substaéce ané spirié :
and sound, i. e: are caughgwforever as the butterflles once

were by'hacob prov1d1ng new 1nsxght lnto the person inhabi-

tlng this space. It&ls ironical that by not belng there Jacob

will never know.about his uninvited guests.

A

At Cambridge Jacob makes friends with*®Tifmy Durrant and

'
i

Bonamy among othefs. These relatiqnships réveal something of
what "knowing" Jacob means as well as something of what is
inherent in Jacob, just-as later happens in his relationships

with different women. One passage from the "Scilly Iles" section

of Chapter Four mythopoelcally expresses this' double revelatlon

(
through imagery of reblrth-‘

-

...and then Jacob began to unbutton hisf clothes
and sat naked, save for his shirt, intending, apparently,
to bathe. 1 f . '

The Scilly Iles were turning bluish; and suddenly
, the blue; purple, and green. flushed the, séa; left it
gray, struck a stripe which vanished; but when Jacob
“had got his shirt over his head the whole floor of the

L]
, . . .
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waves was blue and white, rippling and crisp,
though now and agaln a broad purple mark appeared,
like a bruise; or there floated an entire emerald
¥ tinged with yelloW: “He plunged. He gulped in
water, spat it out, struck with his.right arm,
struck with his left, was towed by a »ope, gasped
splashed, and wag hauled on board. (48) .

The vefy act of plunging marks Jacob's own solitude: B in
. Y

‘doing so he also merges with the water in the way that the growing

‘foetgs moves with and 'is inseparable from the uterine fluid. Thg)
short active verbs of reflex, "qulped", "spat out", "struck” this
way and "struck" that way, "gasped" and "splashed" juxtaposed

with‘passive-verbs suggesting the weight of the object being

"towed" or "hauled" and rendering a,distant and impersonalyguality

"“to the narrative, further reinforce the merging of'Jecob{s soli-

tude with the solidarity shared between Durrant and himself. ‘As

umbilical cord the rope conneg¢ts him to the external, social

‘world. It drawe him up from his depths lest he beysubmerged

totally. And so the reblrth is 81mply a further manifestation
in symbollcal projectlon of the polarities of.;ehsory experlence‘
already existing w1th1n Jacob and formlng the Cru; of hxs reality
up untll now, for the seeds of death are also present and the ‘

llfe/death and self/non-self theme are mlrrored in the patter-

" ning of imagery:

7

The seat in E}hh oat was positively hot, and
the sun warmed hi ck as he sat naked with a towél
in his hand, looking at the Scilly Iles which -
confound lt' the sail flapped. Shakespeare was- knocked
overboard. There you could see him floating merrily
.away, with all his pages ruffling fnnumerably, an

then he went under.- .

4
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™ ' ) ) — Strangely enough, you cqyfd smell violets, or
o - 'if violets...the white sand bays with the waves <
breaking unseen by any one, rose to heaven in a kind
of ecstasy. . ‘
' - ’ But impercéptibly the cottage smoke droops,
"has the look of ' a mourning emblem, a flag floating
! ' ' its caress over a grave.._. The gulls, making their
« broad flight and then riding at peace, seem to mark
' the grave...and somehow or other, loveliness is
infernally sad. Yes, the chimneys and the coast-
guard stations and the little bays with the waves t
breaking unseen by any one make one remember the ‘
. <] overpowering sorrow. And what can this sorrow' be?
.o 7 (48)

Jacob does not speak about this gloom. As much as this mixed .
* : ecstasy and sorrow has been externalized into the very'lgnd-r
scape, it is locked within Jacob, and Durrant and the ﬁarrator

-

 can only attempt an "interpretation”: :{"...No matter. There

W

S | : - < -
s o . ,are things that can't be said. Let's shake it off. Let's dry

i s C 6urselves; and take up the first thing that comes hféndy...
"_ Timmy Durrant's notebqok.qf scientific observations” (40) . -

e

e ~+ ' In this sentencelﬁarrator, Durrant and Jacob become diffuse

. = ‘

and one, and they do so with the‘particular psychic causality

exbxeésed in the mythdpoé?c experiendé of Jacob's self. The
V9 ) )

.
[4

. » .
- water symbolizes memory and the sub-conscious imaginative
& o ' . '
) powers into which he has plunged. ' As he surfaces so does a
Vm\\\ mood of glgom. It is-an Woverpoqgring sorrow" (49) to the
- - \ .

. extent that it has surfaced with Jacob. Hav?ng.expoéed itself to

‘ ;.éoéial and qeographical view, as it does, it inevitably binds

together narrator, Durrant,. and Jacob, so that in ;his moment

W v »

Durrant's "knowing" of Jacob and what makes up Jacob are one §

- and’ the same'despite.the fact that each is ironicaily not aware

of this mifvelious bond(which began with Jacob's being "hauled-
-~ - -~ ‘

.
=3 ~ -
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.thé depth of one's being and of the surface and depth coming

noticeablé at this. point in the analysis that Vir

‘c1ty within the overall framework of tﬁe novel. But the w 1ght

N .y -
.
B . \ N
f . t
. -
’ .

on board" (48). This idea of the~surfécing of emotion from

together in the sensory experience of an image is further
expressed in the last part of the Scilly Iles section:

...and the drone of the tide in the caves came across
the water, low, monotonous, like the voice of some
one talking to himself. T,
) "Rock of Ages, cleft for me, ’ . !
) " Let me Hide myself in thee," L.
sang Jacob. to _ :
s .

Like the blunt tooth of some monster, a rock g

" broKe the surface; brOWn, overflown with perpetual

N

waterfalls. N

.t "Rock of Ages," -
Jacob sang, lying on his back, looking up ingo the
sky at midday, from which every shred of clqud had
been withdrawn, so that it hs like somethin
manently dlsplayed with the cover off. (52)

The singing of the "Rock of Ages" hymn acknowledges the tensions

“ * AY ,
created by the coalescence of surface and depth aware

the need for psychic integration in the individua It becomes

inia Woolf

burdgns her imegery, in this case a commonplace holiday p@sode,

by forcing it to _carry symbolic significance beyond its capa-

el

of meanlng thus' only further 1nten51f1es the welght of dramatic

/

unfoldlng w1th1n Jacob.

v

_The theme of the merging of surface and depth contxnues
its expre551on into the rest of the chapter, where at the ‘Durrant

dinner-party: "Like oadrs rowxng now this side, now that, were the

sentences that came now here, now there, from either side of the

¢

. L




. C
table" (57). Here Jacob is subject and object at once. The
private world and the social ?iew link in the narrative flow; ,

people observe him; as fragments of conversations suggest:
' ' 1
"The silent-young man," said Miss Eliot./
"Yes, Jacob Flanders," said Mrs. Durrant. {59)
. - "Sit there," she said. o .
) ) Jacob cameé out from the dark place by the
: ‘ window where he had hovered. The light poured
over him, -illuminating every cranny.of his skin;
. but not a muscle of his face moved as Me sat -
¢ ” looking out into the garden. | o a

"I want  to hear. about your voyage," said .
Mrs. Durrant. '
"Yes," he said. )
"Twenty years ago we did the same thing."
"Yes," he said. She looked at him sharply.
"Y"He is extraordinarily awkward," she thought,
\ : ’ noticing how he fingered his socks. "Yet so dis- .
‘ tinguished looking.§ ‘ ) (6l)
"You're too good - too goad," she thought,
- . thinking of Jacob, thinking that he must not say - .
(j/ that he loved her. No, no, no. ) - (63)

v

~

The last quotation is Clara's and it reflects the ambiValence of

\ 1

attraction aﬁd repu151on in Qne body, on@ Splrlt. Jacob is
b

apparently falllng in love w1th Clara. Clara, however, is not

Kautas
e

simply an accessory to. Jacob's eme)lonal development. She is a
. ..separate charecﬁer, a womaﬂ with feelinge of her 'own. .For althougﬁ
; W she jis absorbed 1nio hls psyche as semi- transparenca or beauty
] w1th1n nature, the dualltles within herself whlch are to be seen
- ' © as exten510ns of the polarltles within Jacob's belng do not
encourage a physical commltment either in words or in sexual ceg;
taqt. The ten51on of "too good" anq "no, no, no"™ with {ts re-
" sulteht fSpiritualit§“ further enhances the "Sverpowering sorrow"
o of the first section of Fhe cﬁapter;iapd is reminiscenf of the

b

. red uﬁderwing of Jacob's early adolescence. Clara blesses Jacob

with all the limjtleés| possibilities of the future:
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. "The leaves really want thlnnlng,' she conSLdered,"
and _one green one, spread like t palm of a hand, cir-
cled down past Jacob's head.

‘"I have more than 1 can eat’ already " he said],

looking up..
"It doespseem agsurd..." Clara began, “ggind
back to London..." - .
) "Ridiculous," said'Jacob, firm}y.
‘ "Then..." said Clara,‘”you must come next year,»‘

properly," she said, snipping another vine Ieaf, rather
at random. ‘

& t

g . (62)

At the same time she does naf _encourage the crystalliiation:of

P ‘ . "if...if..."

emotion: ’

"I have enjoyed myself," said Jacob, looking:down
the greenhouse,

"Yesg, it's been delightful"ushe‘said‘vaguely.

"Oh, Miss Durrant,” he said, taklng ‘the basket
of grapes; but she walked past hlm towards the door '
of the greenhouse. N (62-63)

< (,\,

The sensuality, sexuality, spirituality as they are aroused and

]
merge within Jacob in this imagistic scene will have to seek

¢

other modes of expression and redefinition in other women.
, _ In Chapter Five the social view of Jacob, a glimpse of

which the reader has already had» is provided 'in the words of .

Bonamy, of Mrs. Durrant through Bonamy, and of Clara, and yet

‘the narrator is always there to counteract their "summing up"“of

Jacob which inevitably reinforces it by. further fixing the

Al

\
. \

In short, the observer is choked with observa-
tions. Only to prevent us from being submerged by.
chaos, nature and society between them have arranged
a system of classification which is simplicity itself;

N stalls, boxes, amphitheatre, galle®y. The moulds are
"y h g -+

reader s attention on Jacob:

5 - @
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filled nlghtly. There is no need to distinguish
details. But the difficulty remains - one has to
choose...But no - we must choose. .Never was -there.
a harsher necessity! or one whlcp/ghtalls greater
pain, more certain disaster; for Wherever Isseat
myself, I die in exile; Whittaker in his 1odging-
house; Lady Charles at the Manor. (68-69)
"What about a walk on Saturday?",
("What is happening on Saturday?“)

1]

X Then taking out his pocket-book, he assured ..
himse}f thatthe night of the Durrants' party came
next week. PR

But though all this may very well be true - .
so Jacob thought and spoke - so he crossed his legs - -

- i filled his pipe - sipped his whidky, and once looked

at his pocket book, rumping his hair as- he did so,
there remains over something which can never be
conveyed to a second person save by Jacob higself.
Moreover, part of this is not Jacob but Richard
rBonamy - the room; the market carts; the hour; the
. very moment in history.. Then cansider the effect of,
" sex - how between man and woman it hangs wavy, tre- -
mulous, so that here's a valley, there's a peak,
when in truth, perhaps, all's flat as my hand. ‘-
Even the exact words get the wrong .accent on them.
But something is always impelling one to him vibra-
ting, like the hank moth, at the mouth of the cavern
of mystery, endowing Jacob Flanders with all sorts i
of qualitiep he had not at all - for though, certainly, -
he sat.talking to Bonamy, half of what he said was too
dull to repeat; much unintelly glble (abeluit unknown
peoplé and Parliament); what#remains is mostly. a
matter of guess work. Yet over him we hang vibrating.
- . (72~73)

The narrator thus fragments the reader's own analytical processes.
In these’confessions Virginia Woolf, who is. shadowed in the nar-

rator, seems to be reminding the reader that lnterpretatlon llke

?

the artlstry itself is not a linear equatlon but rather a kaleldo-

scopic patterning of linguistic v1brat10ns and scmant&c cizrgles

with their own individual logicc, the logic in this particular

novel emanating from Jacob's experience of reality;

"...destiny is chipping ‘a dént in him. . He has
to go. as for following him back to his roo n
that we won t do. f“//fms"
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. .
Yet that, of course, is precisely what one .
does. He let himself in and shut the door, though...
The march that the mind keeps beneath the windows of -

.
n 1

/T others is queer enough. Now distracted by brown pan-

‘ counter—comment( "Yet that, of course, is_ pr.eciseily what one does"

" alone in his roon;'f, creates the depersonalization .of Jacob, which

C

. \ . P
Jacoh and Clara. There is the element of gloom ("'I'm so

elling; now by a fern in a pot; here improvising a
" /™ few phrases to dance with the barrel-organ; again®
. snatching a detached gaiety from a drunken man; then
. altogether absorbed by words the poor shout across
< the street at each other (so outright, so lusty)’- yet .
all the while having for centre, for magnet, a young
man aJYone in his room. ' £95)

¢

Here, the narrator explicitly states what the narrative as a
whole mythopoeically pi‘ojedts. The curious blending of inti- N,

macy -with attraction towards Jacob and detachmerft with impersonal

- ' o

'

or "yet all the while having for centre, for magnet", a young man

-

L "
icharacteristic imparts to him a diffusiveness, a transitoriness,
" \ \ ) ’
a repeated questioning of who really is Jacob, so that even as
— .

all the images move with centripetal ‘force towards Jacob's

>

"centre", upon reaching that "centre" they immediately absorb

X, ' . . - .
enough energy to escape v‘uth\equal'\ centrifugal force only to
return again.in different configuration. , ‘ ' +

After Clara comes Fiorinda. Clara never leaves Jacob com-—

\

pletely. Only at present ‘it is Florinda and her freedom of

r

sexual .vita‘llty who occupies his energles. The relationship is

a redefinition of whatever had begun to express itself between '

frlght_guﬂ.ly unhappy!'"(“, 75)) ° and the element of beauty (""We
>
th:Lnk said two of the dancers, breaking off from the res}té and

bowing rc}fpundly before him,. 'that you are the’ most beautiful”
' . . L

e
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~ man we have ever seén.'"(?S) which converge in the couple's

v
I3

¢ : ‘ physical contact: -~
So ‘they wreathed his head with paper flowers.
Then somebody brought out a ‘'white and gilt chair
- and made him sit on it. As they passed, people hung
' . _ © glags grapes on his shoulders, until he looked like

. v the figure-head of a wrecked ship, Then Florinda
- . got upon his knee and hid her face in his waistcoat. .~

’ o . With one hand he held her; with the: other, his "pipe.
’ ' ' / (75) )

. ' It is at this time, too, that‘Jacoh verbalizes his lqve of Greek

Al

Gulture: "for the whole sentiment of Athens was entirely after

. o - his heart; free, venturesome, high—spirited...she had called him
; . N Jacob without askimy his leave. She had sat dﬁon his knee. Thus

did all good women in the days of the.Greeks" (76). The‘whole:

N

R R
.

of Chapter Six is a slow reversal of this experieqpe of beauty

¢

Vel and sorrow. By ‘the end of the chapter the reversal is complete:

o -

. The -problem is insolublc‘a/r-S The body is harnes-
e . ’ sed_to a brain.. .Beauty goes hand in hand with stu- €
pidity. There she sat staring at the fire as she had
stared at the broken mustard-pot.: - ,

N .

\ , . . -

S

o : After all, it was none of her fault. But the
: ‘ thought saddened him. . . : . :
Tl ; o . NN AN

. e . -

~ " understanding, apologizing perhqps, anyhow ‘saying as
he had said, "It's none of my fault," stralght and
.beautiful in body, her face like a shell 'within its
. cap, then he knew that cloisters and classics are no
; . use whatever. The problem is insoluble. (82)

! * ’ » But when she looked at h%m, half-gue531ng, halff
|

—~

The attrqctlon and repulslon symbollcally expressed here in the

! ) : . male/female polarltles recognlze each other w1th1n Jacob with

the resurtxhhat the problem of reallty as amblvalence is 1nsol-

o . - " ) uhle. Confrontatlon does not relieve the ambivalent' experlence .

. .
I o . '
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\ s . . . . Ly
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of reality but instead intensifies that experience !Z:\;he more .

23

. The intensity reaches its culmination in Chapter Eight wX\th the
. sexual union of Jacob and Florinda, which ambivalence of uni®n

is ironically portrayed in the "presence" of Mrs. Flan&a;s by

means of the "letter" image and by means of the unusual narrative

technique: . ’ %

Meanwhlle poor Betty Flanders's letter, having
caught the second post, lay on the hall table - po?i/f‘** \
Betty Flanders writing her son's nane, Jaceb Alan
Flanders, Esqg., as mothers 4o, and the ink pale, pro-
fuse, suggesting how mothers down at Scarborough

. scribhle over the fire with their feet on. the fender,,
when tea's cleared away, and can never say, never say,
whatever it may be = probably this -~ Don't go with bad
women, do be a good boy; wear your thick shirts; and
come back,. come back, come back toc me.

'S

\
- - -

\ “The letter lay upon the hall table; Florinda
coming in that night took it up with ‘her, put it on
the table as she kissed Jacob, 'and Jacob seeing the
hahd, left it there under the lamp; between the .
biscyit-tin and the tobacco-box. ' They shut the %?droom
door behind them. : .

The 51tt1ng roon neither knew nér cared. The door
was shut, and to duppose that wood, when it creaks,
transmlti anything save that rats are hQusy and wood
dry is childish. These old houses are only brick and
wood, soaked in human-sweat, grained with-human <divt. .-
But 1f the pale blue envelope lying by the biscuit-box
had the feelings of another, the h%artjwas torn by the
little creak, .the sudden stir. _Beh'ind the door was the,

-

obscene thing, the alarming-pgesencé, and terror would o

"come' over her as at death, or the birth-of a child.

Better, perhaps, burst in"and face it than sit in ‘the
antechamber listening to the little creak, the suddan
stir, for her heart was swollen, and pain threaded it."’

My son, my son - such would be her cry, uttered to hid .
her vision of him stretched with Fldérinda.... (90-92) .,

' The imagg of the letter further reflects that part/whole theme °

already expressed in the character of Florinda: "By a trick of’

the firelight she‘gegmed to have no body. The oval of the face

~
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and hair hung beéide the fire with a dark vacuum for back-

,dround" {(74), "But it-did occur to Jacob, half-way Ehrough

dinner, to wonder whether she had a mind" (79), and "The

problem is insoluble. The body is harnessed to the brain"(81).
B P ¢

The letter so vividly evoKes the very pr?E;Ee of Mrs. Flanders

(in the same way thdt littlé gestures and words of Jacob evoke

his presence to others when he is not there), that for a moment

iy

\
* Mrs. Flanders actuall§ is in the sitting room. Jacob's room

has now become an extension of that primal rock with its ‘evoca- /

‘tion of dualities except that here the‘manifestation of tﬁese I

v

polarities has reached a more mature expression. As much as -
. 5 .
Mrs. Flanders' "presence" is here, the reader is also reminded

that she is not here in person. Her presence is a silent one .
¢ \ )

o .
'

paralleling the muteness of her letters in which she never

really writes what she wants to, all emotion béing suppressed

\\

and expressed symbolically in the very presence of -the letter.

\

This silent presence of Mrs. Flanders is neverthele'ss always

\
i

‘'heré in part in the form Jf_the letter for Jacob _to feel. The .

. / N .

point is that while Jacob's attention‘'is drawn to ohe aspect
. . .

of his confrontation with ambivalence, othe€r aspects are for

the time beingyset aside (i.e. do~not receive géual weiéh; of

attention) but can never be discardéd totailyf For when\Jacob
writes to his mother ("That he had grown to be a man was a fact
that quriqdé knéw; as she knew everything, by instinct. And'

Betty Flanders even'now}§uspectédtit, as she read his letter}~"

posted éf Milan, 'Telling me,' she complaiqu.to Mrs. Jarvis,

{
f

«




. experience of ‘life and death at once: .
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'really noth{ng tHat I want to know'“ but she brooded over -it."

(139)}' he conf;%nts another aspect of the°amb1va1ence with
s " ! - ’ -
its changlng angle of vlsxon which emanates from the sh1ft1 g

of attention within himself. The whole of Chapter Eight

, L . < /
focuses on the image of "letters", which very image weaves:

[y

Eoéether the narrative framework of the chapter by fusing

medium and message, skilfully portraying Jacob's maturing expe-
t . ' 4 .
rience of .reality, an experience which brings' to mind Henri

1

Bergson's Mind Energy,lo'with‘which Virginia Woolf was no doubt

familiar: .

) Your life in the waking state 1s, then a life
of t611, even when you suppose you are doing nothing,
for at every moment you have to exclude. You choose
among your sensations, since you reject from con-
sciousness a host of "subjective" sensations which
reappear when you sleep. -You choose among your memo-
ries, since you reject every recollection which does
not mould itself on your present state. This choice
which you arf continually accompllshlng, this adapta-
tion ceaselessly renewed, is the essential condition
of what you call common sense. But such adaptation
.and choice keeps you in a state of uninterrapted .
tension. You have no account of ik .at the time, any N

. more than you feel the weight of the atmosphere. But

. .

) it fatiques you in the long run. Common sense is

very fatiguing.

~In the first section §f Chapter Nine this expert'hanAling
of narrative wholeness is again brought about by the syﬁbols of
‘"horse" and of "violet Qoots?, which are fused together in
Jacob's gxperiéhce of'them,‘thus subtly fﬁséng Qitﬂih hiﬁ the

.

s A few‘moments before ‘a horse jumps it slows,
"sidles, gathers itself together, goes up like a

10

r

. v

-y '\

~

S Henri Bergson, Mind Energx; tréns. H. Wildon'éan (N.Y.{ Henry
HOlt and CO. ] 1920; I3 . 125. 21 v ‘,. f
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mbnster/@ave, and pitches down on- the further side.
" Hedges and sky swoop in a semicircle. Then as if
your body ran into the horse's body and it was your
own forelegs grown with his that sprang, rushing v
. through the air you go, the ground resilient, bodies
+ a mass of muscles, yet you havi}command too, upright
stillness, eyes accurately judging... . -~

So Jacob galloped over the fields of Essek,
flopped in the mud, lost the hunt, and rode by hNm-
self eating sandw1ches, looking over the hedges,
noticing the colours as 1f new scraped, cursing his
luck. - ' °

.There was old Jevons with one eye gone, and his
clothes the colour of mud, hlS bag' over-his back, and

A i

violet roots and the nettle roots; Mary Sanders with
her box of wood. N (101)

. § 'L'
The movement of the horse is.likened to "a monster wave" reminis-
cent 'of those first waves which chased him farther and farther
from his safety on the rock. But like a, wave, too, the horse

imparts to Jacob, who moves gracefully and passionately with the,

. /
motion as well as controls it, the experience of the essence of
* J

the ebb and flow of ambivalence within/reality to which the nar- -

ratar later refers in Chapter Twelve when Jacob is 1n Greece'

"Indeed there never has been any explanation of the ebb and flow

"in our- veins - of Happiness and unhagpiness (139) . Jacob sus-

tains himself w1th1n that ebb and flow w1th habitual. fall and

rise. The mud into which he flops 1s the colour of old Jevons'

'clothes and is also the earth where old Jevbns lies buried,

earth from which the 11v1ng violets spring forth. Reason and .

‘emotion, control and passion, are beautifully integrated in the .

‘narrative technique, firstly, in the detailed description of"

.

the horse's movements which arouse the reader s involvement and

- ¥

“secondiy, in the distanc1ng of tone, ”SO Jacob galloped...cursing

-~

§

R
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his luck"(lOl), and of factual accounting, "There was old
Jevons" tinged with the emotional words "his brains laid,feet

. . . . ) ]
down in earth". Moreover, this factual accounting takes the :

form of a list of names ok bodies: Mrs. Horsefield and her, \d)

friend Miss budding, Tom bDudding, old Jevons, Mary Sanders,

Tom, massed together into the neuter of "all this...." The

2

brose passage is onl§ another confiéuration of the‘dualities:
which have been ;atterning themselves in Jacob's mind. nnd the'.
same horse that efforés him a means of escape from the powersﬁ
of Florinda also leads him ;o the next woman he is enout to
meet. '

The entrance of Fanny Elmer into the narratlse narallels
the effect of Mrs,. Flanders letter in Chapter Elght. It stirs
the elements which hold the narrative together, snggesting the -

mysterlous source of energy, of v1ta11ty worklng w1th1n Jacob'

'‘mind, in this case the focus bezng the very movements ‘of the’

. young girl's body: k

N

- ...and the gifl hesitates at the crossing and turns
on him the bright yet vague glance of the young.

Bright yet vague. She is péerhaps twenty-two.
She 1s shabby. She crosses the road and looks at
the daffodils and the red. tulips in the florist's
-window. She hesitatés, and makes off in the direc-
tion of Temple Bar. She walks fast,"and yet anything
, distracts her. Now she seems to see, and now to
notice nothlng \ (113)

o

St. Pancras, Fanny Elmer strayed between the white

. tombs which lean against the wall, crossing the grass

.. to read a name, hurrying on wheh the grave-keeper
approached, hurrying into the street, pausing now.by

T a window with blue china, now qu1ckly making up for

‘ lost time, abruptly enterlng a baker's shdp, buying

- rolls, adding cakes, going on_again so that any one’ -
o wishing to follow must fairly, trot...She had the.
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tombs“, the "red feather in her hat drooped, and the clasp -of

of the”lmages and phrases actually fuse llfe and death w1th one

her bag was weak"ﬂ there is also life k"the ankles of a stag"

and ° rapld movements, qulck glances, and soarlng hopes") Sothe

*1mpact as in "the grave-keeper" and "this dusk" and even more .
g per’

arkles ‘of a staac. Her face was hidden. Of course, in
. this dusk, rapid movements, quCk glances,'and soaring

hopes came naturally enough. She passed rlght beneath

Jacob's wlndow. (114)

As much as there is death ("the dlsuSed graveyard", the "white

v

-

cleverly so in "Madame Tussaud's programms." The cédnterpointing
N N - ' -

of Fanny's and Jacob's private worlds which goes on for several

L]

. pages (114-116) suggests not only the irohy'and°coincidence of

-

two people's crossihg, 1t they ever cross at all, and the |

past hlstory that cros es with them, but also more 1mpllc1tly

suggests that the pfeparatldn for the‘xeceptlon of Fanny Elmer

by Jacob has been in the process of maklng 1tse1f ready long

‘befqre the woman is actually. introduced to Jacob. For.as long ’

as Fanny has been moving in Jegob's direction ("She passed

Dright beneath Jacob's window (114)") he has been yieldiné to

her ("Now Jacob walked over to the window and qtood with .him

\

hands, in his pockets...Jacob turnéd away . Two’minuteé later

"he opened the front door, and walked off inhthe direction\Bf

Holborn." (116). Jacob's sarcaeh,.upon being intfoduced to

.Fanny Elmer, is ironic for‘the reader who is by now aware of

-

the: afflnlty between Fanny andaJacob as 1t has evolvad leading

precisely to this- introduction: .«

N : . . — \
...s0 that Nick and Fanny were already leaning over '

the barrier in the promenade at the Empire when’

Jacob ‘pushed through the swing doors and took his

plaCe beside them. {
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said Nick,

s

"Hulldr" never noticed .you,"
. minutes later. : , '

"Bloody rot," said Jacob.

"Miss Elmer," 'said Nick.

o Jacob took his pipe out of his mouth very
awkwardly. . . {11le)

five

Eﬁe coynterpointing of actions.effécfs a rhythﬁ, the rate of
which reflects the impelling'force of the attraction. Jacob

f . . * - : ' .« h’ '
‘is now "Jacob ‘and Fanny Elmer” plus the other people'who inte-

ract with him during this relatibnship. Eu; as the reader fini-

shes the chapter, the feeling is one of disappointme?tﬂ what had

Y ‘
promised to be magnetic does not sustain itself, even when Fanny

makes the effort: ‘
*Q

She bought Tom Jones. ) .

At ten o'clock 1In the morning, in a room she
shared with a school teacher, Fanny Elmer read Tom
Jones - that mystic book. For this dull stuff
(Fanny thought) about people with odd names is what
Jacob likes. Good people like it.

' "I do like Tom Jones," said Fanny, at\five- .
thirty that same day early in April when Jacob took
out his plpe in the arm-=chair opp051te. (122) ”

The acknowledgement by Jacob and Fanny that there is nothing

lasting between them is expressed in the narrative: ' \\

"In Paris?" said Fanny. . .
"On my way to Greece," he replied. ) )
For, he sald, there is nothing’ so.detestable
as London in May.. He would forget her.

.- A )
.

. LY -
Fanny thought it all came from Tom Joneg. e .
coyld.go alone with a book in his pocket and watch e
! the badgers...It ‘all came from Tom Jones; and he
would go to Greece with a book In his pocket and °
* .forget her, (123-24)
- . , e b
And there is present :in

<.

Neither of.them will put up a‘étrqule.

this acquiescence a- feeling of overpdwering destiny, fate - Jacob

[
.
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~loss of volition and control in Jacob which is symbolized -in

meaning,' thought Sandra Wentworth Williams;{ raising her head

a littlé and looking very beautiful, /éragib,'and exalted 'One

o A

' B N
is to go to Greece. He leaves London and Fanny with as much

impelling enexrgy as first drew him to her. He also takes with

him an increasing gloom: "or wprds ts. that effect. For Jacob

said nothing. Only he glared at the ;:;;:\\TT233-

“na

The gloom is with him all through his travels in Greece:

"This gloom,, this surrender to the dark waters which'laé us

. . . 1.
about, is a modern 1nvent10n. Perhaps, as Cruttendon said, we

" do not Believe enough. Oyr ‘fathers at any rate had somethxq\

to demollsh..¢but what use, are fine speeches and Parliament,

once you surrender an inch to the plack waters? Indeed there

has ﬁever been an explanation of the ebb and flow in our ve@ns -

of happiness.andlunhip?iness“(l38—39). The "surrender", which

has beern happening very gradually up to now even as the tenuous
balance witﬁ;n Jacob's reality maintains {tself, reflects the

the passage of Jacob'sdhorsébaék riding. \Théﬁqloom is so pro-

found thét it metamorphoses-into an objecé'within Jacob's o
reality, firstly in the form of Mrs. Wentworth williams; "'I am .
full of love\for every one,' thought Mrs. Wentworth W1111ams,

'~ for the poor most of all - for the peasants comlng baék in

the evening with their burdens. - And everything/is soft. and

B A .t
vague and very sad. It is sad, it is sad. ut everything has - -

must love everything."¥141), and secondly in the 1mage "of
the*book which makes its appearance as Jacob experiences thlS

love: ."'I shall go to Athens all the same,' he.resolved, looking

LS

v
7 A
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L ) very set, with this hook dragging in his side "(147). and -
“to finish

T e "'And the Greeks, like sensible men, never botQFred
- >

\

|
| ' ‘ the backs of their statues," said Jacob, shading his eyes and
l - observing that the side of the figure which is turned away

| L ‘ from view is left in the rou&h...and,he was béginning to
‘ © 'think a gredt deal about the problems of civilization, which
were solved, of course, very remarkably by the ancient Greeks,

e -~ ~

though their solution is no help to us. Then the hook gave a

y; great tug in his side as ?e lay in bea on Wednesday night; l j
and he turned over with a\desperate sort of tumble, rememberind
Sandra Wéntworth Williams with whom he was in love'{IHQ—SO);

v This imagé becomes that of the knife in Chapter éhirteen:
"Bonamy paused, moved a pebble, then daried in with the rapi-
- dity and certainty of a lizard's tongue. 'You are in love!' ‘
he %XQlaimed. Jacob blushed. Thé sharpest of.kni&es never
cut so deep "(165), Up to‘now Jacob has been faithfully cor-
f\reSPOhQing/with Bonamy .. Bonamy is reasoA, anaiytical thought,
PR . self-réstraint; "I like boéks whose virtue is all drawn together
' dﬂin a page or two. I like sentences that don't budge though

armies cross them. I like words to be hard - such were Bonamy's

B TR PV UCT

view...\140). That Jacob communicates with him at all means’
that there is a balance, a permission, an acceptance of mutual
‘compromise between the emotion-and the intellect within himself.

LY

L ' But while his attention is increasingly taken up by his gloom, :

.
e <

e severs the bond between Bonamy and himself: "When bedtime

.\

P Bl 1«-

. A r .
came the difficulty was to write to Bonamy, Jacob found.'..No,

tﬁ@fggwas,something queer about it. 'He could not write to C 1

0 L
. . LR !
v

b \—.""’ Ex
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_ Bonamy"(147) and "...on hednesday'he wrote a telegram to.
Bopamy, télling him to come at once. And then hé‘cruﬁgléd
it in his hand and threw_it in the gufte;.‘ For qné éﬁihg
" he wouldn't come,® he thought. 'And’ then I dafesay this

sort of thing wears off.' "This sort .of thing" being that

unéasy,‘painful fedling, something like selfishness - one

. . N \ . B
wishes almost that the thing would stop - it is getting more

" and more beyond what is possible - 'If it goes on much longer

/ A o . .
I shan't be able to cope with it - but if some one.e4se were

seeing it at the same time...'(149).’ This severance tugs like

¢

"a hook at his side-as well as grants the "freedom" or bermis—
sion to éufsue.in love.Sandfa Wentworth Williams. In other

words, this love is born of a fantastic cdmpromise on Jacob's

9

part. The character of Sandra Wentworth Williams, beautiful,

x
-

cool though feeling "lady of fashion"(145) reinforces %the

'sad fact:

7.

%

Thus she was ®arranged on the terrace when Jacob came

in. Very-beautiful she looked. 'With her hands

folded she mused, seemed to listen to her-husband,

seemed to watch the peasants coming down with brush
wood on their backs, seemed to notice how the hill

changed from blue to black, seemed to discriminate

between truth and falsehood, Jacob thought, and

crossed his legs suddenly, observing the extreme 7

shabbiness of his trousers. ‘ o {145) -

Fi

The first sentence of_£he quoted passage p;epa£e5 for.the mergfé§
of Jacob's and her‘beingjgn the very narrativeﬂflow. The repe-
tition of the word "seemed" as. it qualifids the mean%ng of "she
qu.arranged" fﬁréher enhandgs this me;ging,Qut;at‘the same time

suggests in the very semantic meaning.of the verb "to seem" the’

.
a
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dlstance between these two beings as they are fused 1nto one.
The extent of qualification (" seemed" is used four tlmes) ;
reinforces the degree of dlstancxng and evokes aﬁsense of ° s

tragedy, of "somehow or othe;.loveliness is infernally sad,

(49),” of opposites being unable to reconcile themselves within

the self and of everything threatening as a ?esult to tpbple

into minor key. Moreover, Sandra is married and incongruou&

.

as this coupling may appear, it is this very marriage which

draws her to Jacob as wéll as emphasizes the distance between

v

Jacob and herself:
i The Williamses were going to Constantinople
early next morning, they said. .

"Before you dre up," said Sandra.

They would leave Jacob alone, then. Turning
. " very slightly, Evan ordered something '~ a bottle of
’ wine - from.which he helped Jacob, with a kind of
solicitude, .with a kind of paternal solicitude,. if

that were possible. To be left alone ~ that was
good for a yodhg fellow.. Never was there a time
when the country; had more need of men. He sighed.

-

«
. . .

- ""Well, but how lovely - wouldn't it be? The
.. Aeropolis, Evan - or-are you too tired?" ,
' At thgt Evan .looked '‘at them, or since Jacob

was staring ahead of him, at his wife, surlily,
sullenly, yet. with a kind of distress - not that -
she would paty ‘him.’ Nor would the implacable spirit
of love, for\anythlhg he could do, cease its tortures.
They left him and he sat in the smoking-room, which . :
look® out on to the.Square of the Constitution.

. . o
i , . . ~
. .- .

_ "Bvan is happicr alone,” said Sandra.. "Woe hayo
bcen separated from the newspapers. Well, il is bet\er
f that ‘peo should have what they want...You have seen

hen one is. your age - when one is young. What
w111,you do? You will fall in love - oh yes: ' But




don t be 1n too great a hurry I am so much older.

She was brushed off the pavement by paradlng
men.

"Shall we go on?" Jacob asked. :

"Lét us go on." she ingisted.

For she could not stop until she had told him -
or heard him say - or was it some-action on his part
that she required? Far away on the horizon she_dis-
cerned it and could not rest. n ‘
) "You'd never get gyglish people to sit out like
this,"” ‘he said. o .

‘"Never - no. When you get back to England you

won 't forget this “ or come with us to Constantinople!"
she cried suddenly.

"But then..." o ‘ Ty
Sandra sighed. ' -

N "You must .go to Delphi, of course, " she said.
"But," she asked/herself, "what do I want from him?
Perhaps it is something that I have missed..." .

(157-59)

This oscillation between permission and interdiction, between

encouragement andldissuasion, forever shadows the love with
' ) 5
inactivity and death. Within Jacob the polaryties are at war

B S
a

with each other to the degree'ihat "the problem is insoluble”
(82). Jacob has véwed himself throu§h his "lpveﬁ to this insolu~

bility, and making of himself a sﬁcrificialAvictim of the love

("the sharpest of knives never cut so keepﬁjtﬁg;3, he - lives

-death until fateful death seizes him absoiutely

Chapter Thlrteen;p01gnantly reveals the 1nten51f1cat10n of °

~

warped energies that have swelled to such helghts in the prevxous

chapter. In the section. on Clafa(gnd Mr. Bowley the silent cry

o

of "Jacob! Jacob!'™ (166, 167) repeated by Clara surfaces as:

ﬁGallop - gallop - gallop - a horse galloped past without a
r;gﬁr. The\stirrups swung; the pebblép spurted. 'Oh, stop!
Stop it,"Mr. Bowley!' she cried, whité{ trembling, gripping his

v
pointing of private thoughts and externdl “comedy of manners”

arm, utterly unconscious, the tears coming” (167) . 'The counter-

-
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reflects the degree of internal strife or pain that must rise -
from the depths to the surface. It.is~once'again subtly: .
achieved in the following passage: //
_ The colour was in her cheeks. h&be spokén -’
outright about her mother - still, it was only to
Mr. Bowley, who loved her, as"everybody must; but
to speak was unnatural to her, yet it  was awful to
feel, ‘as 'she had done alb day, that she must tell -
some one. . (166)
- »

This Same surfac1ng of inner longing occurs later in the chapter

-

when Clara thinks she sees Jacob.in "the blazzng w1ndows (174)

when really "she saw no one" (174) '/The entire chaptertw1th

A

its Jumps from one character\s thoughts to another's moves around“

Jacob s presence, empha3121hg the distance between all,thgse

characters and Jacob,.agiwell as the speed at which Jacob is

.

moving towards his fateful death: "Now I know that face - "

. ) . : N - .
said the Reverend Andrew Floyd..."I gave him Byron's works,™ -

., Andrew Floyd mused, and started forward, as Jacob crossed the
'road; but hesitated, and }et the moment pass, and lost tﬁe'oépor-

tunity"” (173)." This garnering of private -thoughts forms a memo- '
rial for Jacob in so far as these thoughta<wili’remein forever
- . N N , -

for.these characters. Jacob has gone away for the last time.

With the explosion of the guns'Jacdb has ceased to be: "The
sound spread itself flat, and theg went tunnelling its.way with

fitful explosions among the channels ‘of the islands. Darkness

I3 . . f - ' )

drops like a knife over Greece" (175). The sound and its tun-

~c «
. nelling mirrors the murmurings and tunnellings of thoughts

n

made by the other characters as they focus on Jacob, yearning

for him in;ﬁody.qnd spirit, in wholenésé, to complement whatever
i . . . o~ L o

ot s rormrts, 2

v s et
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is Within themselves. This sound is Jacob's response to their ~
murmurings - acknowledglng as well as denylng each one.

darkness which follows masks all differences as well

G ) .
them: : ‘ - N
. "The' guns?" said Betty Flanders, half agleep,
g%ttiag out of bed.and going to. the window, whiich . -
was decorated with a fringe of dark leaves. O g !
o "Not at this dlstance,? she thought. ‘"It is
the sea.

Again fér away, she heard the dull sound, as
if nocturnal women were beating great carpets.. Was
that some one moving downstairs? Rebecca with the.
toothache? N6. The nocturnal women were beating - .
' great carpets...- « (175) .

It is in the .last chapter and last page of the noig%:fyé:;? .
7 !

the reader is "shocked" with the death’ of Jacob. " In thls sectton
are the seeds for another unfoldlng of reallty llke Jacob's:

"He "left everything just as it was," Bonamy
marvelled.’ "Nothing arranged. All his letters too-
'strewn about for any one to read. What did he expect?
Did he think he would come back?" he mused-standing 1n

- the middle of Jacob's room.

The eighteenth century has its distinction.
These°housés were built, say, a hundred and fifty
years ago. The rooms are shapely, the ce111ngs high; <2q
over the doorways a rose or a ram's skull is carved

N in the wood. Even the‘panels palnted in raspberry~
- coloured paint, have their dlatlnctlon (179):.".

-t “

RS

,Everyth;ng in the room speaks of Jacob, of hls opce be%ng there,
N f \

tpouéh he is no ldhger..?Sande's letters; the atmosggere of dis-

-

‘qinctiob, the ram's Q}ull,'evenAthe window and finally some;hihg :

80 personal as."a pair of Jacob'e o0ld shoes.” All éhese things -
regﬁire the complement of Jaqob's presence: to be read,‘shared ;
wiéh nbtipea and especiallyato be filleﬁ out b}.hiﬁ. The shoes
dangllng from:Mrs. Flanders' hand, now like Jacob‘s skeleton,

embody that. e;:elute longing to be fxli\a out whlch can only be -

achieved with Jacob's'living presence.

- . . - T - e
° N ’ . N
Lo . . . . v
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Listless is the air in an empty room, just
. swelling the curtain; the flowers in the jar shift.
One fibre in the wicker arm-chalr Qfeaks, though no
T one sits there. o
. { - B .
With lyrica ‘softness‘the narrative gently and subtly evokes
memories of other time and another visit to this very same
room. The repetition of the words stresses the different
éxpectations, then and now. For then, though the reader was -
‘reminded several times of the fact that Jacob was not there, he

had every reason to imagine Jacob's return. Now, ‘the reader is

" being "teased" into remembering that visit thereby reminding

w

hipself,that the narrator had said all along that "no one gits

s o . ' s
there." But regardless of the fact,.the air does swell the cur-
tain, Bonamy does Ery out "Jacob!, Jaeob!” and Mrs. Flanders

does burst open the door bringing notice to the confusion

L ——— A T IN § g
- - »

everywhere and to'a fact so "trifling" as Jacob's old shoes.

In'epiﬁe.of the absblute quality of death, there does'pervadevr

v ~

a termulous energy.

. . X ‘ It is thus that we llve, they say, driven’ by an -
, -1 o unseizable force. ' They say that the novelists never
' - . catch it; that it goes hurtling through their nets
‘ ‘ and. leaves, them torn to ribbons. This, they say, .is
| T : what we livé by = this unseizable force. © (156)

[

In Jacob's Room Virginia Woolf does succeed to ‘capture something

/
of "this unseizable force" (156) as it makes itself apparent
> through Jaccb's reality. (\
| b

. .. . N

4




: ' _ ' . CHAPTER TWO- :
' ‘Mrs. Dalloway'!

(1925) is a novel in the stream-of- ‘
' » _

¥

- . consciousness mode. Unlike Jacob's Room ' which has a plot L

«

structure covering several decades, this novel's time scqige

: — lS compressed 1nto one day, a day which unfolds through mefioxry
© - N3
jumps, multl-leveled sdnse experlences, and intricate narrative

, lstrupturing, devices'to show what is feels like to be and know
‘- . ) N ' ' C? . . ' s .
L : » Clarissa Dallowa¥: The entries- for Tuesday, April 8th and .

Monday, April 27th of the year 1925 in A Writefs's Diary, read

e

"as follows: o -

t

!

i

P _

N . ...More arfd more do I repeat my own ver51on of Montaigne -

? o "It?s life that matters." b . '

i\ ' ) ...My present reflection is thaf_people have any number

A o . of states of consciousness: and I should like to inves-
’ tigate the party consciousness, the frock consciousness
etc. . The fashion world at the ‘Becks - Mrs. Garland was £
there superintending a display - is certainly gpe;

“where people secrete an envelope which connecdts them

N and protects them from others, like myself, who am

~_ outside the -envelope, foreign bodies. These states
" are very difficult (obv1oq§ly I grope for words) but I'm-

always coming back to 1t.¢ A

-

Whereas in Jacob's Room the reader is often made ‘aware of the |

third person use of narrator! creating "a noticeable distance bet-

.

ween Jacob and his audience, "in Mrs.ADalloway the "zooming-in" o

technlque of narratlon encourages a far greater degree ‘of inti-

macy, the sensatlon of hav1ng been alloﬁed\to enter and share
‘ |
freely the her01ne s most personal moments, as well as a far
N > - . Co . o "/(
11 | | N ‘ / (‘
Vlrgln;a WOOlf, Mrs. Dalloway,(New York Harcou:t, Brace &

. World, Inc. 1969). All following page references are 1nc1uded
in the thesis text.
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optimism, for the reader does not find in

v

gredater measure of

this novel the repeated use of comment and counter~comment on L0
A ; . ' ’ L

the part of the nﬁrrator to éustain‘the complete portrayal of - | -
» . the,prot;gonist. The rESu{t is a Eefreshihg experience of
A having touched the very essence of this woﬁan,‘é%aiissa, | ‘ ‘3
» - “through an ungerétanding of the no&el'sﬁartisiff7\;zhe mood is, . - .
expressed on £ﬁe fifst page of the ndve;: "What a lark! What | S
. a plunge!"” (3) and:this mood is ﬂpheld'throughoup the nqyef,

. } a ) -
even as the reader_passes through the sections on‘Septimus.

Warren Smith. No doubt; there is ambivalence in Clarissay
~ Dalloway which is how the regdef comes atlgll'to meet a man '
E' ‘ //~b likeISeptimug Warren Smith, but the opéimismj‘the upward swing, |
(/<‘ — " prevails:. - { ) ! o ;
B! \¥”~; S Such fools we are, she thought, crossing Victoria | ]
N t\ \ ' Street. For Heaven only knows why one loves it so, how"

one sees it so,making it up, building -it round one,
tumbling 4t, creating it every moment afresh; but.the v

R veriest frumps, the most dejected of miseries sitting. \ oo
\ on doorsteps (drink their downfall) do the same; . ot

‘ ; can't be dealt with, she felt positive, by Acts of
4 . Parliament for that very reason: they love life. 1In §
o " people's eyes, in the swing, tramp, and trudge; in the . ¢
"bellow and the uproar; the carriages, motor cars, . _ s
|
1

[P ——

omnibuses, vans, sandwich men shuffling and swinging;

_ brass bagds; barrel organs; in the ﬁtiumph and the T
jungle and the strange high sigging 'of some aeroplace - . ;
ovgrﬁead_was what she loved; life; lLondon: this moment T
of June. ’ (5)

It becomes an exercise in literary criticism to see where and how
. . ~ h i
s f ] ) ' .

L ' - this ambivalence is revealed and how finally hope, love and life .

1

z . ‘ do triumph-in Ehé person of Clarissa Dhllqyay. e ;&

The story begins with a fact: "Mrs., Dalloﬁéf said she would .

—a LA

, 'buy the flowers herself" (3) and it is this fact which begins to -

e tur-adoing

. unfold the workings.- of ‘Clarissa‘'s mind, for from thié_mbmené on a 4

- . s . .
Vet . . ' \ » . .~ A M
frele S o v 3
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_decision- has been madé, one of self—assértion, one of COnfl*
) o ' - ‘

~ . dence. This fact brlngs to the surface myriads of sensatlons -

L]

a kind ofnf15510n w1th1nAnature has taken place. There is a
. disturbance in.the elémqnts of the artistry so that'every

. - .image and charactér, the very movemént of\the narrative itself,

becomes a reflectlng surface for the worklngs of Clarissa’' s

‘mind, at the Ssame tlme creatlng out of all these elemants an
/
inextricable‘bond between message and medium so that there is
: ) . ot ‘ ‘
utity within disunity and multipliéity within the oneness of
’ ' w . \ *

Clarissa's being:

s L e

X Mrs. Dalloway said she would buy the flowers
. _ herself." . ,

" . ' For Lucy Had hexr work cut out for her. The
doors would be takéen off their hinges; Rumplemayer's
. men ere comlng And then, thought Clarissa Dalloway,

. ' what” a morning - fresh as if -issued to chlldren on a
-+ " - beach. . \ .
. What a lark!y What a plunge' For so it had
L . always- seemed to h&r, when, with a .little squeak of . .
: b . the hinges, which she could hear now, she had burst =.
o 7 . open the French windows and plunged at Bourton into
P , . the open air...(for a girl of eighteen as she then g

- : was) solemn, feeling as she did, standing there at .
" ‘the open w1ndow, that something awful was about to

happen...' . , ‘ .f . (3),

PR IR L s o dhanind ¥
a - -
, . 1
.

.

.\" o Narrator and Clanlssa Dalloway merge completely to effect the

N .

- S ’ : plunge" (3), a plunge into consc1ousness and memory at once.

The sensatlon of this mornlng when Clarlssa actually sets oub to
-,

buy flowers belngs to her mind the descriptign "fresh as if

-issued to children_on a beacﬁ' '(3) which in turn effafts the 'dive

g . " into pa§t:mémbry‘"for a girl of eighteen as she then was" (3).

<«

'Past and present are in;ricately woven around certain images:

L ;. "childfen on a_beach" (3), "What a lark! What a plunge!" (3), -
'the open arf/r(3),*

"the flap of a wave; the kiss of a.wave" (3) ")
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the kerb, waiting for Durtnall's van to pass” (4) so that:

‘By means of the fluid narrative artistry, ‘the reader is made

""take place in the present while the mind floats tré;iiﬁﬁgxougﬂ,

‘_to the reader that she is hot aware of the social image she /

[ T e .. o g - -

and a girl' of elghteen" (3) thch tumble forth with the ant1c1pated

8

sound of the doors to pe taken off their hinges. The" past is

>

extremely vivid here and now in the present rendering‘to the

present some of that wvitality, that freshness which was so\much

a part of Clarissa's youth, -even as she "stiffened a little on

4

. A charming woman, Scrope Purvis thought her (knowing
her as one does know people who live next door to
one in Westminster); a touch of the bird about her,
of the jay, blue-green, light, vivacious, though she
was over fifty, and grown very white since her

@ illness. There she perched, never seeing him,

waiting to cross, vegy uprlght.

For having 1livéd in Westminster - how/ﬁany
years now? over twenty, - one feels even in the
midst of the traffic, or waking at night, Clarissa
was positive, a particular hush, or solemnity; an’
indescribable pause; a suspense (but that might be .
her heart, affected, they said, by influenza) before

Blg//gé strikes. - (4-5)

aware of the'multi-sensorial levels comprising Clarissa's reality.:
Fgr here is fused fhe absolute kernel of ﬁasg\sensation, the rem-
embering‘of that sensation which has been aroused by an event -
occurring within the présent, and the mechanicai acfiogs which"
though not completely unattached to, the yresent. in the pre- -
sent, too, there is the soc1al view of Clarlssa, being in this

“

case Clarissa as others see her, which is embodied in’ Scrope

Purvis. 1Insofar as Clarissa's "never éeeing him" (4) suggests
8 : .
projects  as she walks a;Qnd'the street, Virginia Woolf has made

Clarissa ultimately inseparable from that sociallimage‘by4mérging_
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_time in the strikifig of Big Ben, merging the two :as "There!"

1]

Clarissa's private thoughts with those of Scrope Purvis. The

\

parenthetical aside " (knowing her as one does know people who
live next door to one in Westminster)" (4) which fuses Clarissa,

narrator and Scrope Purvis, facilitates the reader's experience
.

of thé inseparability of "social "and private self within Clarissa.

Moreover, this fusion which expresses the expansive quality of -
PR . :

Clarissaii\::ing continues to surface from moment to moment

'

' through subtle use of pardllelism and amplifiéation. For example,
: , !

~

the "indescribablg pause” (4) brings to mind that ?somethiné\“
awful which 'was about to happen "(3) af her youth. In the:
1 . . -
present moment the "pause" (4),is further amplified.as " a . .

suspense (but that might be her heart, affeéted,‘they sg@d,‘by

influenza) before Big Ben strikes. There! Odt-it boomed!"

1

(4-5) . "This amplification combines the private self of' the

parenthetical note with the social rself which observes extergal

«

-

And the.image whic llows Ef\#hga"leaden ciréles dissolved in
the” air" (5) only réinfq;&es that merging. The mezgidg'conéinues
in the narrative as‘ig joins and paralléls one thought ana 'eeling ;

N I e L .
to another, one éaragraph to thé next, so that "this moment 6f‘

June" (5) becomes "the middle of June. The War was dvqr" (5)

which becomes"The Kihg‘and Queen were at the palace” (6) becoming
a - N ‘

the "motor cars on errands of mystery"

-~ * 4

L ot v
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is absorbing the scene, "the silence; the mist; the hum; the. |

7

v« - Stew-swi ing ducks; the pouched birds waddling" (6)., all this
e now a pa t of herself and of the fact that "she, too, was going - 1

| that vefy night to kindle and illeminate; to give her party". (6) \ w
when "who should be. coming along...but Hugh Whitbread;-her old ?
frlend éﬁgh —.2he admirable Hugh!" (7). As with the shllllnq

v she once threw into tpe Serpentlne (12), the various selves

| " rippling within Clarissa rise 'to' the sqrface‘so that superficialxn

"and yet essential social conversation concerning Evelyn Whitbread

- is mixed with self-conscious feelings which High stirs as well

as with the impression Hugh gives of himself and the feeling

H

.

® which that impression arouses within Richard Dalloway and Peter
Walsh, all in one smooth flow of the narrative: ] ’
’ P - N N 3
Ah, yes, she did of course; what a nuisance: and felt
‘'very sigsterly.and oddly conscious at the same time of
1 ) "+ her ha. Not the right hat for 'the early morning, was
' that i¢? For Hugh always made her feel as he bustled '
N ) on, raidsing his hat rather extravagantly and assuring R
p her that, she -might be a girl of eighteen and of course
. he was coming to her party to-night, Evelyn absolutely
. : insisted. ..she always felt a little skimpy-beside
N . Hugh; school-girlish; but attached to him, partly from
B "hdv1ng known him always, but she did thjink him a good
sort in his own way, though Richard was nearly driven'
mad by him, and as for Petér Walsh, he haa never to -
this day' forgiven her for liking hlm. .

\
O e S ST e e

-

»s

She could remember scene after scene at Bourton =~
Peter furious; Hugh not, of course, his match in any

way. .. . ) (-7-8)
~ . ’ . \ A L
“With that, Clarissa's mind returns to the character of Pefer

%
] _ : .
S * - Walsh so that from where she now is he becomes "adorable.to walk
. ‘with on. a morning like this" (8) despite the fact that within him,
8 ‘ .
! too, is the memory of "an a;ro& sticking in her heart the grief,

Y ) ) the anguish; and then‘éhe horror of the moment...Never should she

A

~




¢

. L ® .
forget all thgth\Cold, heartless, a prude he called her. Never,
/’

!
. , ‘ ) .
could she uhgerstand howﬁhe cared." (10) The memory of the '\

4

arrow bringing to the present so vividly the hurt along with"

’

the recognition of the failure of Peter's:-life in general stirs™

- )

~ . anger in.Clarissa creating within her a sensation of’being past © _°
. ~

everything and absolutely:alohe:

- She -had reached the Park gates. She stood for
T a moment, looking at the omnibuses in Picadilly.

. She.would not say of any one in the world now %

that they were this or were that. She fel§ very

young; at the same time unspeakably aged. She sliced
like a knife through everything; at the same time was
cutside, looking on. She-had a perpetual sense, as

she watched the taxicabs, of being out, out, far out

to sea and alone; she always had the feeling that it
'yas very, very dangerous to live even one- day. (11)

The érrow gives way to the knife revealing the ebb and flow with-

e A S R e s 7
<
a

in Clarissa of vulnerability and self—preservéfion, of solidarity
L and essential self. Thus it is possible to find simultaneously
i  expressed within her "Her only gift was knowing people almost by

instinct" (11) or her philosophy that:

’
]

...8he survived, Peter survived, lived in each other,
she being a part, she was positive, -of the trees at
B home; of the house there, ugly, rambling all to bits
and pieces as it was; part of the people she had
never met; being laid out like a mist between the,
people she knew best, who lifted her on their bran—
- ches as she had seen the trees lift the mist, but
it spread ever so far, her life, herself. T(12)

—

Nothing that would serv® to amuse her and make that

indescribably dried-up little woman look, as Clarissa

. came in, just for a moment cordial; before they set-
tled down for the usual interminable talk of women's
ailments. How much she wanted it - that people should
look pleased as she came in, Clarissa thought...

- annoyed because it was silly to have other reasons for -

L o doing things...half the tlme she did thlngs not 31mply
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not for themselves; but to make people think this'or
that; perfect idiocy she knew...for nO one was ever

for a second taken in. (13-14)

The train of thoughf which she pursues from the moment she has

<

set out to buy thé flowers has brought her to:the point where

she begins to strike at the essential make-up of the tenskon bf
polariFies‘within/herself,‘Qﬁich-polaritiezéwpow hgving béep
touched,immediately.trigger the préservative horkiﬂgs of her mind

to rush to ‘her defence: ) o
Instead of which she had a narrow pea-stick figure; .t
a ridiculous little .face, beaked like.a bird's.

That she held herself well was true; and had nice
hands and feet; and dressed well, considering that

she spent little. But often now this body she wore
(she stopped to look at a Dutch picture), this body,
with all its capacities, séemed nothing - nothing at -
all. She had the oddest sense of being herself
invisible; unseen, unknown; there being n¢ more
marrying, no more having children now, but only

this astonishing and rather solemn progress with

. the rest of them, up Bond Street, this being Mrs.
Dalloway; not even Clarissa any more; this being

~Mrs. Richard Dalloway.

(14)
The bare social skeleton of “Mrs. Richard Dalloway" progressing
up Bpnd Street is what at this moment saves Clgfissa from beco-

ming overwhelmed(by her "oddest sense of being herself invisible"

(14) and at the. same time does not completely eradicate the pre- -

sence of that sense of invisibility, of{eEtrangement within social

ritual, thus permitting the self to pursue its$ questionings but

. v .-
in a responsi?le or socially-acceptable manner. As delicate as
Q L] 'Q'

it may seem, a sense of balance and proportion does prevail. The -

A

extérnal distractions are always working to remind Clarissa of
"this being Mrs. Richard Dalloway" (14) while at the same time: .

‘she herself admits a love of- these distractions: "Bond Street

&

-

P
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Miss Kilman: . { / ' )

this world.  No": (17) expres

3

" fascinated her" 1}5) and "she had a passion for.glove%ﬂ (15).

These same gloves sheath her with individuality returning her

to that esseritial core of pribate self. For the "passion™
whlch the gloves can stlmulate in her also reveals an inner

disturbance that emqrges as the dlsharmony between Clarlssa

" and he; daughter, Ellzabeth and 1s embodled in the flgure of

!

Gloves and shoes; she had a passion for gloves;
but her own daughter, her Elizabeth, cared not a
straw for either of them.

Not a straw...Elizabeth really cared for her
dog most of all...Still, better poor Grizzle than
Miss Kllman...But why Miss Kilman? who had been
badly treated of course...Anyhow they were insep- .
‘arable, and Elizabeth, her own daughter, went to

* Communion, and how she dressed, how she treated
people who came to lunch she did not care a bit,
it being her experience that the religious ecstasy
made people callous (so did causes); dulled their
feelings, for Miss Kilman would do anytling for the.
Russians, starved herself for the -Austrians, but in
private inflicted positivé torture, so insensitive
was she...she was never in the room five minutes
without making you feel her superiority, :your
inferiority...poor embittered-unfortunate creature!
For it was not her one-hated but the idea of her,
which undoubtedly had gathered in to itself a great
deal that was not Miss Kilman; had become one of
those spectres with which one battles in the night;
one of those. spectres who stand-astride us and suck
up half our life-blodd, dominators and tyrants; for

no doubt with another throw of the‘d;ce; had the v -

black been uppermost and not the white, she would o

have loved Miss Kilman{ But net in this world. No.
(15-17)

As much as Clarissa denies any affinity with Miss Kilﬁan,’the :

I
A

\_idea of the latter has become a part of Clarissa's very fibre SN

s0 that' the passion of her de:i%}, her repulsion "But not in
a fear of being overwhelmed
by the experxence of the very 1dea of 'Miss Kilman. The exPer-

lgncekls her‘enemy. It attacks her belng, holding up to her
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an ugly mirror*image, weakening her in body and spirit to
the extent that it converts her philosophy of life (12) into
" a selfish and irresponsible egotismf:

' N S
It rasped her,’ though, toghave stirring.

about in her this brutal monster! to hear twigs
cracking and feel hooves planted down in the
depths: of that leaf-encumbered forest, the soul;
never to be content quite, or quite secure, for .
at- any .moment the brute would be stirring, this - Do
hatred, which especially since her illness, had -
power to make her feel scraped, hurt in her spine,,
gave her physical pain, and made all pleasure in
beauty, in friendship, in being well, in. being .
loved and making her home delightful rock, quiver,
and bend as if indeed there were a monster grub-.®
bing.at the roots,.as if the whole panoply of .
content were nothing but self love: this hatred! e

| e ooan . o T
: ' ' ‘ | L
It is precisely this experience that reflects the poiarities of -

Clarissa s self, the dialectic of her reality which must  be
reconciled if she is to transcend the debilitating confinefient :
of this hatred. In Clarissa's imagination Miss Kilman 'is meta-g
morphosed into "this brutal monster" (17) theh bears domn on «
lthe "inno %?ce" of this same~imagination. The fact that
thinking @E,this hatred gives Clarissa "phySical pain" (17)

. reveals ho vulnerable Clarissa is to the idea of this woman,
how Miss K#lman has become aSSlmllatéd into her own body,
'painfully f mindinglher of "self love. this hatred!" (17) and'
reminding'wer) too, that "half the time she did things not |
.gimply, no}‘for themselves, but to make peop&e think this>or

" that” (l3- @) . It also reveals that although her defences have
been weakened ("her illness" (l7)) Clarissa, in her'own way,

" does put up a;struggle. Thus:

Yo Lo oo L

e e e St T
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.as if indeed there were a monster grubbing aé{fhe
roots, as if the whole 'panoply of content were
nothing but self love! this hatred!

Nonsense, nonsense! she cried to herself,’
pushing through the swing doors of Mulberry's the -
. florists. ' o ’
She ‘advanced, llght, tall, very uprlqht to
. be. greeted at once by button-faced Miss Pym

There were flowers: delphiniums,'sweet peas,
bunches of lilac; and carnations,\masses of carna- * ' =
tions, There were roses, there were irises. Ah
yes - so she breathed in the earthy garden sweet
smell as she stood talking to MlSS Pym.. .turning
her head from side to side among the irises and
roses and nodding tufts of lilac with her eyes half
closed, snufflng in, after the street uproar,gthg
delicious scent, the exquisite coolness, And ‘tHen,
opening her eyes, how fresh like frilled linen clean’
from a laundry ‘laid in wicker trays the roses .

" looked. O . (17-18)

Once more she Ls saved by the upward sw1ng of distraction within
her 5001a1 reallty. ' The distraction is not a thing separate

from herself for she and.the flowers are fused into one as the
touching‘and‘smelling.suégest. Mofeover, ﬁhe descriptive passagew
(17-18)‘imparts to'CLqriBSa a virdinal guality of.beeuty and
iqnocence which gradually soothes the gnawing of hatred so that t

there is effqrth("Nonsense, nonsense! she cried,to hefself,

bushing through the swing doors..." (17)) and’thefe‘ié also an

! . . . . \ i *

attraction to and willingness for that effort ("There were
flo&ers...ﬁith"her eyes‘half“closed snufflng in, after the
street uproad...(1l7- 18)) making the tran51tlon between action and
react;on in one easy flOWlng movement, with the rcsult that
Clarlssa 5 dlgnlty and her‘lntegrlty remain intact:

And as she began to go thh Miss Pym from jar-

to jar, choosing, nonsense, nonsense, she said to
herself, more and more gently, as if this beauty, .o {

v
.
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¢ » o -
this scent, this colour, and’Miss P)n liking her,
trusting her, were a wave which she’'let flow over

- AArex_apnd/surmount that hatred, that monster, surmount
it all; and it lifited her up and up when - oh! a
pistol shot in the street outside!

N

. "Dear, those motor cars,"” said M\gs Pym, going
to the window to look, and coming back and smiling
apologetically with her hands full of sweet peas, as -
if those motor cars, those tyres of motor cars, were

“"all her fault. )

The violent explosion which made Mrs. Dalloway

jump and Miss Pym go to the window and apologise came .

from a motor car which had drawn to the side of the

pavement precisely opposite Mulberry's shop window.

Passers-by, who,' of course stopped and stared...

l (18-19)

The polarities are still present in the depth of Clarissa as is

suggested by the image of the "wave" (19) which must rise to

. v
great heights to "surmount that monster" (19). Wave and mon- .
N

ster uniteg redefining Clarissa's being and brlﬁginé to the

" surface ("it lifted her up and up when - oh! a pistol shot in

tﬁe street outside" (19)) of -her tonsciousness the struggle .
between these opposites, at least as near to "surface" as pos-
sible without Clarlssa s belng overwhelmed by the "clean51ng"
waters of the wave itself. Thus the street from whose uproar
she had escaped into Mulberry's flower. shop is the-same street
Qhose "violent explosion"n(l9) jars her consciousness allowing

her a moment to catch her breath, so to speak, and simultaneously

re1n$0r01ng these prlvate thoughﬁi. The image'of the "violent

_exp1051on (19) unfolds the beginnings of Clarissa's .self-

revelation 'and her reality which are forever merging the psyeho—

logical experience of polarities within the self with the social -
experience and social events. Furthermore, the image of "the

. o

N
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. A i .
violent explosion™” (19§'fittingly suggests creation or birth

and destruction or death at a superficial semantic level, which
‘meaning extends to the projection of the seemingly contrary

. - /
energies existing within Clarissa. Like the "plunge' (3) of

~

the first page of the novel, this "violent‘explosionb (19)

- - 3

'gtirs up the elements of the narrative, creating the sensation

of catalytic movement, of irresistible power, giving weight to .
3 i * - ‘

'the bond which brings abgﬁt the explosion as &gll as to the: w0

, -y
fragments, effecting and coming out of the explosion:
™,

Septimus Warren Smith, who found himself unable
to pass, heard/hlm.

Septimus Warren Smith, aged about thirty, palé—'\\ e
faced, beak~nosed, wearing brown shoes and a shabby
overcoat, with hazel eyes which had that look of
apprehension in them which makes complete strangers
apprehensive too. The world had raised its whip; -

- where will it descend?
e

EVérythin h ome to a standstill. The throb .
of the-motor en§gines sotpded like a pulse irregularly:
drumming ‘through an entir®& body. The sun became extra-
ordinarily hot because the motor car had stoppedr-out-

« side Mulberry's shop window; old ladies on the tops of
omnibuses spread. their black parasols; here a green,
" here a red parasol opened with a little pop. . Mrs.

" Dalloway, coming to the w1ndow/w1th her arms full of
sweet. peas, looked out with her little pink face pursed
» 4in’'enquiry. Every one looked at the motor car.: ' -
Septimus looked.- Boys on bicycles &prang off. Traffic
accumulated. And there the motor car stood,- with drawn
blinds, upon them a curious pattern like a tree,

e Septimus, thought, and this gradual, drawing together of

everything to one centre before his eyes, as if some -
horror had come almost to the surface and was about to
burst into flames, terrified-him. The world wavered
and quivered and threatened to burst ,into. flames. TL s
is, I who am blocking ‘the way, he thought. Was he not ‘
being looked at and pointed at; was he not weighted
there, rooted to the pavement, for a purpose? But
for what purpose? ' (20-21).

The expLQSlon brlnggrlnto focus a new/character who is really .

: the embodlment of the mythopéelc spirit which dwells w1th1n Clarlssa.
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Ultimately he is her m1rror—1mage ﬁor whereas she ustained

= a harmonlous centre converging private and soc1al bei,

« ' Septlmus is at every moment threatened by an external. centre

& ) ~ RN of "horror" (21) which surfaces for. hl;khls own centre of app-
' {%“ 'rehension, of a question of his life's purpose, for inherent )
' . in Suptimus' reality is,élarissa’s convicﬁion that "it was ‘
:2 e ~.\éery, very dangerous to i%ve eve;‘one day" (ii)ﬁ The latter

observation parallels the argument for duality in Virginia

Woolf's art made by Ethel F. Cornwell in The Still Point:,theme -

Henry James, Virginia Woolf, and D.H. Lawrencelzz
XY N

H

1]

E : U .y . .

% \t‘ and variations in the writings of T.S. Eliot, Coleridge, Yeats,
¥

K ' " > At one moment Virginidk Woolf sees man as a .
. , ' separate, distinct entity (from this view comes the '
: ' e ' . sense of human aloneness that pervades all her wqrk);
/- ) . . -~ at another moment, she seed him as an undefined, and
. o undefinable, quantity,' inseparable from the general- .
%, o stream of humanity.from which he arises (from this
‘ - view comes her theory that personal identity is an
K T . illusion). The first view is essential to one's
’ ' existence; the second, to the development of one's
understanding...The flrst view is necessaiy to one's.
- ) ‘ sense of identity; the second, to the development of .
. ) . one's.understanding. One view arises from Mrs. Woolf's
-} sense of tradition, of continuity; the other, from her
v overwhelming sense of the tran51tor1ness of human
~ exlstenceq :

. . . ’ » .
o , Thus Septlmus.ls the spirit of self-question, of sense'‘'of pur-

‘ . - . pose, in\its raw form.. Within him, too, are - the capacitlies and,

12 pthel F. Cornwell, The Still Point: theme and variations in
o the writings offf.S. Eliot, Coleridge, Yeats,\ﬂenr James,
L .. . Virginia Woolf, and D.H. Lawrence, (New Brunswick: Rutgers Univ.
i IR '+ Press, 1962), pp. 172—73 -
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o expressions of ﬂézn the selfish and selfless "I" ("Septimus
" Warren Smith, who found himself unable to pass...and this grad-

‘ual drawing together of everything to dne centre é;fore his .

¢ ’ . ) e ’ , )

, eyes, as i¥f some horror had come almost to the surface and was -

abdut to burst into flames, terrified him...It is I who am

blocking the way, he thought... But for what purpgse?" (20-21))

K

: ’ bf means nf a ‘disturbing comﬁination of continuél active and . f
. passive é&periencing.of his reali£y, so that from the beginning
. "\\\a sense of acute stress and approaching breakdown ‘is conneyed.
“~ \ 'The question' "But for what purpose?" (2I) is implicitly ans-

™
A}

.vWered by the turn of the narrative itself, for in the next .

[ PR W o W S

line Septimus's wife is introduced’ and she encourages him to

-

R . . take a step:. L

It is I who am,blncking the way, he thought. Was_ he
not peing looked at and pointed at; was he not
' Cox . weighted there, rooted to .the pavement, for a purpose'J

; . But for what purpose? o - e
‘ "Let us.go on, Septlmus," ‘said his wife, a llttle
T R ‘ ) woman, /with 'large eyes 1n a sallow pointed face; an.
- . Itallan girl. : Co A

But Lucrezia herself could not help looking at
the motor car and the tree pattern on the blinds.
Was it the Queen in there = the Queen going Shopplng

"Come on," sald‘Lucrez;a ) ‘ &\
. N
P But her husband, for they had been married gour, e
.+ ¥ five years now, Jumped, started, and said, "All right!" )
L. ‘ - . angrily, as if she had~inte;rupted him. o

People must notice; people must see. Pcople, she
‘thQught, looking at the crowd starlng at the motor car;
. - the’ English people, with their children and their hor- .
' S . o ‘ses and their clothes, which she admired in a way, by
. o ' 1 they were "people" now, becguse Septimus had said, [1

‘ e ¢ Wwill kill myself”' an awful thing to say. Suppose
. ’ kN o
4 < ) 7 - ™




he becomes -antagonistic towards her ("'All right!' angrily, as
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A .
they had heard him? She looked at the crowd.
Help, help! she wanted to cry out to butchers' 4
boys and women. ' Help! OQnly last autumn she .
-and Septimus had stood on .the Embankment wrapped
in -the same cloak and Septimus reading a paper
. instead of talking, she had snatched it.from him
and laughed in the o0ld man's face who saw ‘them!
But failure one conceals. She must take him away
. into some park. -

"Now we will cross," she said.
She had a right to his arm, though it was
without feeling. He would give her, who was so
simple, so impulsive, only twenty—four, without
"friends in England, who had left Italy for his
sake, a piece of bone. (21-23)
Immedgately the narrative makes evident the bond between
Septimus(and Lucrezia as well as its intrinsic flaw. By intro-
ducing herself, by speaking when she does, Lucrezia defines
Septimus' purpose as inseparable from herself. She also deflnes

2)
their marrlage, for what describes them here in the 1nterweav1ng

/
of selves within the narrative is their marriage. From the
beginning that definition is fixed. No change occurs within
the bond; only a further‘strengthehing of Qﬁat is aiready def?ned
bere. Lucrezia moti&ates her husband by .always encouraéing a |

movement, which movement must take place within the sOc1al

reality .thereby acknowledglng social existence. 1In d01ng SO

if she had interrupted him.”’ Peoplé must notice; peqple mhgt
see. - People, she thought..." (22)) but at the same tiﬁe shL
preserve8athe mémory\bfx“oﬁiy last autd%n“ (22). He cauSes her
unhapplness and feellngs of 1sblat10n, of aloneness and unreal—

Lty, and yet in the last paragraph of the passage quoted above

\~(#p. 21-23) ‘the two.selves are completely fused in their

TR
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aloneness to be touched by the other. The bond‘in death

n.. Each person

becomes a part of a collective as well as a separate qonscious-

-

ness within the'whole social patterning. The letteks reflec£

,“~\ thls d{/}ectlc, draw1ng out the 1nd1v1dua11ty of each form as-

7

o well as 1051ng it: ' \ y
o + . .and whatever it did, wherever it went, out flut-
> oo tered behind it a thick ruffled bar of white smoke
~L which curled and wreathed upon the sky in letters. .
But what letters? A C was it? an E, then an L? o
- only ‘for a moment did they lie: stlll, then they
.moved and melted and were rubbed out up in the sky,
and the aeroplane, shot, furthér away and again, in a
fresh space of sky, becan wrltlng aK,~anE, ayY

‘M\—;-d' v

' perhaps?
oo ’ . '
) ) "Glaxo," gaid Mrs. Coates in astrained, awe-
, i . stricken voice gazing straight up... .
2 . .. « . »
' . "Kree o,” murmured Mrs. Bletchley, like a sleep- .
5 C walker. With his hat-held out perfectly stlll lﬁ‘hls
.o . hand, Mrnf;owley gazed strQ;ght up. % -
. /// f
St ' Tﬁgt 8 an E, ~said Mrs. Bletcgley or a -
. T . “ ' dancer - N
. "Its toffee," murmured Mr: Bowle{ -~ ,
o {and’ the car went in at the gates @1d nobody looked :
¢ oL . ° at lt) -6..’ . / . . ‘/ .‘ ‘(29—'30)

T%e queétion "but wh&é»word was”}t’writing?" (31) is aﬁéwered
once more in the narratzve. The pattern or conf;guratlon falls
Y

*on ”Lucre21a Warren Smlth slttlng by her husband s side” (31);
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.The word ‘acts as?a motivator through Lu¢rezia who encourdbes
JSepﬁimus to “take an interest in thirgs outside himself" (31)
ot ) and vet this "intgrest".(i.e. the letters forming and‘faﬁing)
inevitably emphasizes what already exiFts within himsélf, an

( i‘ . inability to differentiate, to mark a clear outline around ]

- L4
any person or thing:

So, thought Septimus,‘looki' up, they are
signalling to me. Not indeed in actual words; that
is, he could not read the language yet; hut it was ‘ -
plain enough this beauty, this exquisite beauty, and
tears filled his eyes. as he looked at the smoke words
° languishing and melting in the sky. and bestosing upon *
. him in their inexhaustible charity and laughing good-
ness one shdpe after another of unimaginable beauty
- ‘and signalling their intention to provide him, for
nothing, for gver, for looking merely, with .beauty,
more beauty! Tears ran down his cheeks.

VTR o ap et € 2o

. It was toffee; they were advertising toffee, a
.nursemaid told Rezia. -Together they began to spell
t...o...f...

»

K...R... "said the nursemaid, and Séptimus
heard her say "Kay :Arr".close to his ear, deeply,
. softly, like a mellow organ, but with a roughnéss in
~ , " her voice like a grasshopper's,: which rasped his
. ' spine deliciously and sent running up into his brain
o . ' “waves of sound which, concussing, broke. A marvellous
: ’ . discoVery indeed - that the human voice' in certain
~atmospheric conditions -(for one must be scientifie,
R . above all scientific) can quicken ‘trees ijito life! )
o . Happily Rezia put her hand with a treze pdous weight ’ .

T

. . ‘ on his knee so that he was weighted d¢wn, transfixed,

R : "+ " or the excitement of the elm trees rifing and falling,

rising and falling with all their leaves alight and

the colour thinning and thickening from blue to the.

o 'green 6f a hollow wave, like plumes’ on horses' heads,

- ‘ "feathers on ladies', so proudly they rose and-fell

_ W] s0 superbly, . would have sent him mad. But he.woulj .

R R .+ . not go mad{ He would shut his eyes; he would see ro

el . .. .- mofe. R ‘ o j S
i C ' t But .they beckoned; leaves were alive, trees were

; ,allve And the leaves belng connected by millions of

N . .. fibres with his own body,’ there on the ‘seat fanned it

R . up and down; when the branch stretched he, too, made
IR Lo ' that statement. The sparrows fluttering,lrlslng, and

falling in jagged mountains were part, ofrthe pattern, c |

- ) ’
s .

-
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the white and blue, be;;Ed with black branches. Sound
made harmonies with pre-meditation; the spaces between
them were as significant as the sounds. A child cried.
" - Rightly far away a horn ounded All taken together
meant the birth of a new igion. (31-33)

»

: Here is Septlmus the visionary merglng happily and selflessly
4.

but dangerously with his reality, the world’ of the senses. The -
selfless ?ower of his being permits hlm to focus much on. the
spaces between sounds as on the sound:\themselves. The ality
takes on a new causality‘so_that “Rightly far away a horn
sounded" (33) and "Happily Rezia put her hand with a tremendous
weight on his knee so that he was weighted down, transfixed, or
the excitement... would have sent him.mad" (32). This visionary
expenience, this very causqlity where "Solinds made hammbdnies
‘ N : .

with"pfemediunion; the speces between them were as significant

\ .
as the sounds...All taken together meant the birth of a new
: s

\religiep" (33) permits the reader a far greééer appreciation of(

the na;ratlve 8 1ntr1cate construction. In Septimus' visionary
experlence Lucrezia shares in "the blrth of a new rellgi " (33)

AN
by singling him out, by attemptlng to make Septimus recognize

ring him a  sense of

proporﬁion, of balance to counferact -the ove helming diffusionm

of subject and object within his reaffty, and he—-is grateful y. ‘..
N )

Yl

for her remlnder. Nevertheless, Lucre21a in her reality feels

Ehat Septimus obllterates her self along w1th his oWn,‘for she

is not truly sharlng the v151onary experience with him but| is
- N .
only lookirg on, Lnteractlng with h1m from hergown separa

consciousness. She loves this man and yet for her he is Atill
N . . ] r‘% ) '\

» -
’



e P

N N I TR R ST P O SN Yoot g ToI I 72 < opabe s e s e SR K 4 1 e TS S ST R O PP T Y Ao e
£

— \ \

57

x

-a part of her painful experience of *'SeptimuSZ'ﬂ.(33) and

"Pecple mqstrnotice" (33). * Moreover, she ls a foreigner in
Enéland~and fhe estrangement betweenfhusband -and wife only marks
outiher sense of'loneliness fugther, to thevqxtent that "Far
ratﬂer would she that he were dead! She could not_sit beside
him when he stared so and did not see. her and made everything
terrible..." (33). As:much as she wants to share life with
Septimus, Lucrezia acquiesces in hi;"death even'though the

death foreshadows her owﬁ drop into‘further aloneness, a-com-
plexity which suggests to what extent'thé couple a;e\fused:

N

I am alone, I am alone! she cried, by the fountain k

'in Regent's Park (staring at the Indian and his ".'

cross), as perhaps at midnight, when all boundaries
. are lost, the country reverts to its ancient shape, .
as. the Romans saw it; lying cloudy, when they landed,
and the hills had no nqéés and rivers wound they
knew not where - such was her darkness; when suddenly,

L as if. a ghelf were shot forth and she stood on it,

she said how she was his wife, married years ago in
Milan, his wife, and would never, never tell that he
‘was mad! Turning the shelf fell; down, down, she
dropped. For he was gone, she thought - gone, as he
threatened,&to kill himself - to throw himself under
a cart!. But no; .there he was; still sitting alone on
the seat, in his shabby dvercoat, hls legs crossed,
staring, talking aloud. . (35)

As. the prose 'continues-the reader is unqufe whose: consciousness,
husband's or wifélq, he has entered, a sensation which heightens

the alienation between husband and wife as well as their insepa-

rablenegs. The more Lucrezia bids him to-"Look" (36,37), the

N

more he doestfurn toward death. This knot of apparent antagonism

is beautifully expressed in the following .passage: \*m\\

. o .
{? . v ‘ ! N . V : "':g LT




et R O R T T

|

. v :
c "Look," she implored him, for Dr. Holmes had told .
her to make him notice real things...

"Look, " she repeated. ‘ -

) Look the unseen bade him, the voice which now
* communicated with him who.was the greatest of mankind,
Septimus, lately taken from life to death the Lord
who had come to renew society, who lay like a, coverlet,
a snow blanket smitten only by the sun, for ever
unwanted, suffering for ever, the scapegoat, the eter-
‘,nal suffered, but ge did nmot want it, he moaned, put-
» 7~ ting from him with a wave of his hand that eternal |

. suffering, that eternal 1one11ness.

N )
/ .
"Look," she repeatéd, for he must not talk alou
to himself out of doors. P :

"Oh look," she.implored'him. But what was ther
to look at? A\few sheep. That was all. ) .

In this-passage Lucrezia is defined paétly 1ﬁ/§II:;;Bf\ }ah Dr.

Holmes, who is ultimately and ironically the command within

Septimus that moves him if the direction of suicide. Lucrezia

is also the "unseen" (37), reflectingﬁhere the invisibility she

herself feels when she is with her husband, as has already Been
Py :

expressed by her (35). And so the voice bidding him is also a
communication of "that eternal sufféring, thiat eternal loneli-
-3

ness" (37), bers and his together. 1In the last line Lucrezia

admits that. there is nothing really'to'look at and- is- thus_ in

alliance with her husband who "moaned, putting from him with a

3

wove of his hand” (37) the command to look. But for other people’

in the park, for Maisie Johnson who approaqhes; asking the way to
. 18 M

.Regent's Park Tube station, it is the couple who bccome the ‘

spectacle; the thing to look at "so that should she [&aisi{] )

Johﬂsoé] be very 0ld she would still remember and make it jangle

again among- her memories how she had walked th:ougthegent's Park’
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on a'fine sumMéfzs morning fifty years ago" (38). Maisie Johnson
. v brings to the surface, and to full v1ew, the agony of the couple f |
\ and freezes it forever in spite of Lucre21a s "'Not this way - ‘j
\ ‘ over there!'!..lest she should see Septimus" (38). As the‘ oo

° reader is brought to the surface, he is once more made aware

F G o Aeems T

of the airplane which has been sky-writing all this time, which

very plane returns the reader to Ciarissa Dalloway:
"What are they looking at?" said Clarissa to
the mald who opened her-door. ~

!

Sy A e e

The hall of the house was cool as a vault. Mrs.
Dalloway raised her hand to her eyes, and, as thq maid
shut the door to, and she heard the swish of Lucy's
o - skirts, she felt like a nun who has left the world :
‘ ‘ . and feels fold round her the familiar veils and the
response to old devotions. . o (42)

a

The "surfacing" which occurs with the introduction of minor char-
\ \ ~
acters and with theskywriting allows for a rest from the inten-

e T e AP e

sity of the vision of reality. But just as the spaces betweén
the sounds are as apprééiable as the. sounds themselves, Mrs.

~Dalloway merges with the Warren Smiths by taking up at her con-
. “ ¥
scious level the subject of aloneness: . A
- She began to go siowly upstairs, with her hand - |
on the bannizyers, as if she had left a party, “where ) -
now this friend now that had flashed back her face, '
her voice; had shut the door and gone out. and stood
alone, a-51ngle flgure against an appalling .night, or
- rather, tO0 be accurate, against the stare of this
\ —_ matter-of-fact June morning...feeling herself sud-
., . denly shrlvelled aged, breastless...

5
-
-
-
A Y
e endanumn e ¢S ey e

\ .
. Sg . . lee a nun withdrawing, or a child cxploring
. 3 a, tower, she went upstairs....The sheets were clean,
' . -, tight stretched in a broad white band from side to
- side. Narrower and narrower would her bed be...So the

, . room was an attic; she could not dispel”a v1rgln1ty

- ; ° preserved through Chlldblrth which clung to her like - -
: ‘ a sheet. . - (45~ 46) o
Y, et , . , \ Lo~ .

Sl . : 4 . . ‘ 1
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For Clarissa the experience of aloneness is tinged with deatl? .-

~

as it is for the Warren Smiths, so that“lifejahd death merge .

_as one. The bed becomes narrower and narro&er like a coffin
fitting gnugly to her own body. Even her "virginity" which :
'?lung to her like a sheet" (46) suggests the shroud of death.
"Thefe‘are élso the candle "half burnt down" (46) andv"Barén ' !
Marbot's Men&irs" (46). hegg;wﬁ'toé, with her sense of her’
ownJvirginity is the "moment'of the‘androgehous being" (as is

alsq earlier suggested in the very marriage of the Warren

[

Smiths): ¢ . . '

...yet she -could not resist sometimes yeilding to
the charm of a woman, not a girl, of a woman con-
fessing, as to her they often did, some scrape,.
some folly. And whether it was pity, or ‘their beauty, :
. .. or that she was older, or some accident - like a - ‘ 3
- - faint scent, or a violin next door (so strange is
. the power of sounds at certain moments), she did S !
undoubtedly then feel what men felt. Only for a-
moment; but it was enough. It was a sudden reve-
- lation, a tinge like a blush which one tri to - o o
check and then, as it spread, one yielded to its . -
expangion, and rushed to the farthest verge and “ i
there Yquivered and felt the world come ¢losér, swol- ) {
len th some astonishing significance, 5ome pressure !
of rapture, which\split its thin skin and gushed and 5
poured with an extraordlnary alleviation over the
cracks and sores! Then, for that moment, she had
seen an illuminationi a match burnlng iu;a‘crbcus; Co-
and inner heaning almost expressed.  But the close ‘
withdrew; the hard softened. It was over - the ,
. moment.. Against such moments (W1tQ women too) there |+ -«
. contrasted (as she laid her hat down) the'bed and - :
. Baron Marbot and the candle half-burnt. (46-47) ST

Ralph Freedman explains Vlrglnla oolf's concept of the "moment"

A\

Vlrglnla Woolf13 : - ( - \f ' @ ) |
« * 3 |

13 . ‘ S Y ’ ¢ ,Q&KQ

.~ Ralph Freedman, The Lyrical Novel: Studies In Hermann Hesse,

André Gide, and Virglnla Wo*If iPrinceton- Princeton Univ. Press. |
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‘ \ The mioment emerges as Virginia Woolf's key to
_her theory of apprehension as well as to her concepts
of poetry and the novel. The moment 1§\@ne, tist's
awareness of sxgnlflcant conjunctions between(Eis pri-
" vate sen51b111ty and appropriate facts in the outer
world./ As a mental act, the moment is indeed iriternal,
but it does not reduce experience to private images
alone. Rather, it consists of an ana1YSls of the act
of consciousness. into its components, i:e., mental aware-
ness and the objects of awareness. Thus, the moment
also 1ncludes the mind's realtions with a multitude of
' facts. The facts, however, do,not belong to the moment
due to haphazard accidents of time and space - described
by that "appalling narrative business of the realist:
gettlng from lunch to dinner" - but by virtue of an
"artist's significant apprehénsion. Pure poets select
too severely: "The poets succeed by simplifying:
practlcally everythlng is left out.” But the novel
includes all that is germane to the moment. "I want to ~
-put everything in; yet to saturate. "Transparency" oOr
"saturation" are, of course, not definite terms, but
they suggest that novelists must recreate their visions
_in peculiarly significant forms. The rendering of the
"moment" as an act of awareness, and its distillation
in poetry or fiction, solve the dilemma of solipsism
by compelling the self to come to terms with the objects
of its world. At the same time, as we shall see, it
liberates the noveligts frém photographic realism Ry,
allbwing him to fashion novels of facts gnd manners, as
.well as of inner experience, in a lyrical form.

b
S
s

In her search for a form in which ‘the "inner" and
"outer" can be combined, Virginia Woolf conceived of the
moment as a contraction of the manifold elements of life
into significant images or scenes. In addition to such
a. llterary use, the moment also serves the eplstemolog;cal
function of clarifying the 1mp11catlons of. donsciousness
for the artist's experlence of llfe' a version of the

1mag1nat10n. o . )
4 -

The moment involves the relationship of the self-
consciolis mind with its body (including its physical

organs. of perception) as well as wlth the world of
objecte it apprehends. .

\

s

\ e * » ——

.« .While they unite present dnd past, image.and ekperience
in a "pure" aesthetic vision, these moments also include
the recalcitrant facts of outward existence which retain
their independence.. They may be present—in memory or be




S
|

1y - s T W p TGRS T TR T AN AP M e -

e

62

converted into symbols Intensely meaningful to an inner
consciousness but they also represent that substance of
factyal life which b ngs in the province of the con-
scientious novelist. This duality of imagination of
fact defines the ambivalence Virginia Woolf discerned
-in Conrad's novels between the sea-captain enamored of
1 "simple .facts" and the brooding Marlow for whom the
world was always at bottom symbolic. It suggests an
ambiguity she found in all her poet-novelists, and,
. most deeply, in herself. But this distinction also
Jbecame the source of her method, reconciling the novel~
ist's need for a concrete world w1th the poet's
heightened insights. ,
'In this way the "moment of the andgogénous being" is that "moment"
of awareness within a charagter having a particular sensitivity .

when there is reconciliation of the("inner" and the "outer" in-the
! b :

A

fullest dppreciation of these two-abstracts. ?hué, returﬁing to

, Mrs. Dalloway and the pasdage quoted from pages 46 to 47, at the

centre of the eiperiencé (this being the "moment of thevandro-

s < wr STV s i e S

i

genous being") is the partly sexual image of "some pressure of
; ' ; rapture, which split its thin skin" (47) which expresses the
. ' essence of the experience itself, of meaning in its fullest sense,

of unified ideé and emdtion; bursting .forth to consciousness,

‘
Q

, # unable any longer tp be contalned, in the same way that the
N , - Warren Smiths have externallzed for Clarigsa the pressure of
agony of "beingness™: "against the stare of this matter-of-fact

June morning"\(45). But the virginity and aldneness-continue to

1

appear in the\image of "a diamond" (52), "one centre, one

diamond" (55)+, "that diamond shape, that SLngle person® (56) ®

and in the image of the dress with the tear which she is to

f )

PR B v .repalr for her party: @

‘Quiet descended on her, calm, content as herrﬂ
needle, drawing the silk smoothly to its gentle pause,
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collected the green folds /together’ and attached r
~ them, very lightly, to thgé belt. So on a summer's
day \waves collect, overbalance, and fall; collect
and ®all, and the whole world seem to be saying "that
is all" more and more ponderously, until even the
heart in the body which lies in the sun on the beach
says too, That is all. Fear no more, says the heart.
Fear no more, says the heart, committing its burden
to some sea, which sighs collectively for all sor-
rows, and renews, begins, collects,ﬂlets fall.
(58-59) |

The "waves" are the vibrations and fluid spaces between things
and people as all characters and scenes dnite meaningfully
within Glarissa's'being. The waves balance and overbalance

&

from moment to moment, now collecting, now falling as the rela-
N \

_tionship between the Warren Smiths has implicitly revealed, and

- o ,
what/may be balance' at one moment may be overbalance in the next;
what may have previously soothed and sustained may presently

overwhelm and ﬁhfeateh to dest;?y. Thus ambivalence is inherent

L]

in the "wave breaking" (59) . A unique causality is ban between

people and things held together from moment to moment by\the
various rhythms of tlme which are marked out sometlmes "sympa-
thétically“, sometimes "unsympathetically". Thé tender scene
between Peter and'Clarissa is such an exdmple. . . - L

.~ &ctually had felt hls face on hers before she
\ could down the brandishlng of silver flashlng -

plumes like pampas grass in a, tropical gale in.
her breast, which, subSLdlng, left her holding

* his hand, patting his knee and, feeling as she
sat back extraordlnarlly at her ease 'with him~and

- light~hearted, all in a clap it~ came over her, -
If I had married him, this gaiety would have been
mine all day!

It wag ‘all over for her. The sheet was.
stretched and.the bed narrow. She had gone up into
the tower alone and left ‘them blackberrying in the
sun.. The door had shut, and there among the dust
of fallen plaster and the litter of birds' nests

- ) & - : \

el ) N \/)
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less takes Clarissa with him into the street:

how distant the view had looked, and the sounds came

thin and chill {(once on Leith Hill, she remembered) ,

and Richard, Richard! she cried, as a sleeper in the - - .
night starts and stretches a hand in the dark .for
help. Lunching with Lady Bruton, it came back to e~
her. He has left me; I am alone for 'ever, she
thought, folding her hands upon her knee.

’

The sound of Big Ben striking the half hour
struck out between them with extraordinary vigour,
as if a young man, strong, indifferent, inconsiderate,
were swinging dumb-bells this way and that. -(69~-71)

"~

‘Here is felt the intensity of changing emotion withip’ the compres-

sion and expansion of the moment so that "this gaiéty would have

been mine all day:'" (.70) is qualifiéd in "It was all over for '

.her“‘ (70) By enlarging what could have been gaiety to experience.

At the same time the thought that "it was as if the five-acts

" of a play that had been very exciting and moving were now over

.and she had lived a lifetime .in them and had run away, had

i . . : ‘ .
lived with Peter, and it was now over" (70-~71) suggests a relief
in the feeling that “It was all over for her" (70), a balance

. ~ %
rather than what at first seems to be an overbalance in -the’

. s 'y .
wave. It is Peter who is actually overwhelmed by Clarissa and
leaves suddenly, with Clarissa calling -after him to remind him

about the party that evening. He -leaves suddenly but neverthe-

-
1

F

Remember my party, remember my party, said
: Peter Walsh as he stepped down the street, speaking
I to himself rhythmical‘lg, in time with the flow of
"Tehg sound, the direct downright sound .of Big Ben
. striking the ‘half-hour. g (The leaden circles dis-
solved in the air.) Oh “these parties, he thought, -
Clarissa's parties. Why does she .give these par-
* ties, he thought. ‘

1
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...and the sound of St. Margaret's glides into the

recesses of the -heart and buries itself in ring

after ring of sound, like something alive which

‘wants,to confide itself, to disperse itself, to be,

with a tremor of dellght, at rest - like Clarlssa

herself, thought Peter Walsh, coming down the stairs

on the stroke of the hour in white. It is Clarissa

herself, he thought, with a deep emotion, and an
extraordlnarlly clear, yet ‘puzzling, recollection, - o
of her, as if -this bell had come into the room yeor:
ago, where they sat at some moment of great 1nt1macy...
Then as the sound of St. Margaret's 1angulshed he K L
thought, She has been ill, and the sound expressed

‘langour and suffering. It was her heart, he remem-

bered; and the sudden loudness of the final stroke

tolled for death that surprised. in the midst of life,
Clarissa falling where she stood; in her drawing

room, - No! No! he'cried. She is not dead!: I am

not old, he-cried, and marched up Whitehall, as if

there rolled down to him, vigorous, unendlng, his

future. SN T (72-75)

uHe makes hexr vulne%ability a part of the pulsating rhythms of

London's dally life. She never leaves his thoughts and his

walk brlngs hlm and these thoughts to Regent s Park Hehotings
her out of the closed walls of her hQ\?Q and her privacy so
that, without her even be;ng'aware, the reader is capable of
seeing into the vulnerab iity a lot more ffeely than when the

" v

reader‘{s "permitted" inflo her interior mﬁoélogue. Here the

monologue has extended 1tse1f symbolically for Peter links ' «

B

“the ,reader to the depths of he: being. 1In Regent s Park he

. .

. 8lips into a sleep and has the yision of the~solitary traveller.

- ' . ~ ' 2 7,

When he awakes~he is thinking about Clariesa and touching some-
thing essentlal w1th1n her,'"That was the deulllsh pert of her -
this col@qess, thls woodenness, somethlng'very profound in her,
which he hadrfelt.agaln this morning talklng to her; an impene-

trabMity." .(91). ihis description parallels Cralissa's own

? K ‘ v
. t . . -
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. 'image.of herself as "a nun'@ithdrawing" (ﬁS)'or‘more explicitly,

'4s a "diamond" centre:
A Y

How many million ti

- ) and always with the same
" She pursed her lips whe

| : & : It was to give her face

es she had seen her face,
imperceptible contractiony
she’ looked in the -glass
oint. That was her self -
'pointed; dartlike; definite. That was her self when
’some effort, some call on her to be her self, drew
-the parts together, she alone knew how dlfferent how
incompatible and composed so for the world only into
one centre, one diamond, one woman. - {55)

: - Ironically though, the "impeAetrability“ (90) or contraction’

about which Peter is' thinking becomes more penetrablée the longer

he sits in Regent's.Park: &

S

+

He felt he was grinding aghinst something physically
s - hard; she was unyielding. She was like 1ron, like
. flint, rlgld up the backbone.-

. . It was awful, he cried, awful,‘éi;ul! .

T e Yy S [l R

) Still, the sun was hot. Still, one got over
- . 'v things. Stlll ‘life had a way of addlng day .to day.
) . ' Still, he thought, yawning and beginning to take
notice - Regent's Park had changed very little since
he was a boy...when little Elise Mitchell, who _had o
- ,been picking up pebbles...plumped: her handful down
on the nurse's knee and scudded off again full tilt
) into a lady's legs. Pefer Walsh laughed out.
- (
‘But Lucrezia was saylng to herself, Its w1cked,
why shbuld I suffer? she was asklng, as she walked ’
down the broad path. No; I can't stand it -any longer,
she was saying, having left Septimus, who wasn't N -
, Septimus any longer, to say hard,.cruel, wicked thlngé%K’
« - to talk to himself, to talk to a_dead man, on ‘the seat
R over there; when the child ran full tilt into her,
. ‘ fall flat, and burst out crying.

——

K

Q \
. That was comfortlng rather. . She stood her . ,
Uprlght, dusted her frock, leSCd her. . (97-98)-

Here Peter Walsh shows the reader to what extent he is able to

‘memory, and at. the" same time able to articulate 1t, unlike Septlmus

-

.*look back and remember the pain, experxencing the paln through *

I
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. \‘ Warren Smith-who suffers in the present for having been
~ . . A ' .
* unable to feel anything in the past, As emotional, as senti- oL
. / ‘ '
" mental as Peter can be, he is still able.tosrelate coherently ‘ r

v
N
\

aCﬁ—:atiOnally to the/breseé?“ﬁoment. #fle links the reader to’
the

o

ssence of Clarissa's most private self with.the philosaphy

"Still, life had a way\ of adding day to day" (97) which creates

distafice between Peter's memory.of his painful past and the

- . actyal experience of that pain and with his ohservation that
"Regent's Park‘“had changed very ‘little since he was a boy..,"
. ' (97). This thought brings him to notice "Little Elis® Mitchell"

. * ) o ' .
(97) who further expands the image of "adding day to day" in i

heg pebble gatber;ng, which very ac ;eads~to her collision
B with Lucrezii Warren Smith. .. The be tiful'counterpointiqg of
consciousness (Peter's and Lucrezia's\ in the above-quoted pas-
R >sage facilifates the deeper drop into Klarissa's most intimate
| tﬁgpghts. The child bridges thgkgap between the two apparent
’$ ) strangers, Peter and Lugrezia, and ;t ;he same time reveals-
- - their sharea intim;cy: ;Peter Walsh laughed out" (98) and "That :
was comfofting rg&hé;“ (98) appear in the one contiﬁuoué agréam \ '
« 'o% consciousne;s. \The colli;ion "when the child ran full tilt

* t . intd her, fell flat, ana;burst out crying” (Qay’refreshinély_

breaks the surface allowing the depth to come forth with éuch

fitting ques;ions as “Wh} should she suffer?™ (98) and "~ but~

why should she be exposed? Why noff left in
b \i

ilan? Why torturcd?
<. ' Why?" (98). The pain that Lucrégﬁa suffers

is not simply a . o
"1ocaliZed physical pain. Iilmanifests itself in all parts of her, ‘;

k!

’ : . . S |




. R ‘ reallty so that just as ”the child rﬁh full*tllt 1ntd her"(98), fq
Vkl-‘ - 5
ensh i L' then too, "sllghtly waved by tears the broad path, thé*ghrse, T fl
, LA . the: man in’ grey, the perambulator, rose and fell before her

AN S, .

= eyesa To be rocked by thlB mallgnant torf rer was ‘her 1ot.

. . Butﬁwhy? She was llke a bird:.."” (99). The paln fuses . g‘
Fd e .

\ ) . ,Lujrezia more vulnerably w1th the externa .Wor d, and makes , o ‘

e o
ﬁf’ i that world more threatenlng for her, so that _she reacts by "° - 5 |

»

. oL
Lo . tirning further inward as the expansxon of the stream of con-

o em—

, c10ushess demonstrates£ . , ; . é ) _ 1
L - N . ¢
o Shé frowned; she stamped her foot.p She must : :
‘ go back again tojSeptimus since it was almost time
for them to be g01ng to Sir William Bradshaw.” She
', must go back and tell him...Everyons gives up some-
. thing when they marry... , ; S

. X “
3\ - . . ‘ L ) t
2 i .

—

- Then when they got back he could hardly walk.
He lay on the sofa. and made her hold his ‘hand to

prevent him from falling down, down, he cried, into
the flames! and saw faces laughing at him, calling '
him horrible dlsgustlng names, and from the walls o :
“and hands p01nt1ng round the screen. Yet they were
quite alone. But he began to talk aloud, answering
people, argquing, laughing, crying, getting very ~ -
. excited. and making her write things ddwn. Perfect * ] .
, ~lonsense it was; about death; about Miss Isabel Pole. -
~\§Hé\coulﬁ 'stand it no longer. She would go back. i

"

-

o

She was close “to hlm nov...
Was it that she had taken off her wedding rlng?
"My hand has grown-so thih,” she said. "I have put
" it in'my purse,” she told him. : . '

¢ .

He dropped her hand. Their marriage was'
he thought, with agony, with relicf. The ropc was
.cut; he mounted; he was free, as it was decrced that
- he, Septlmus, the lord of man,, should be' free; alone

.. {since his wife had thrown awi% her wedding rlng,

i since she had thrown away her wedding ring; since -
. she had left_hlm), he, Septimus, was_ alone...

B i (99 101)
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. . : Husband and w1fe -are so organically fused in the _narrative

ar
-

unfolding that it is d;fflcult, if not impossible, to dis- . o

[P

oL . tinguish between one character's. consciousness and expressed

thoughts and another’ 8 until the moment when Septlmus comes

,/-\c

. to hls sense of aloneness, his- visionary experience:

.

| , : L - Heaven was divinely merciful, infinitely
| : - r benignant. It sspared him, pardoned his weakness. .
| \ ’ But what was thé scientific explanation/ (for: one . "
.o ' © must be scientific above all things)? Why could.. v
_ S, he see through bodies, see into the future, when
y ©  dogs will become men? It was the heat wave pres-
‘ i *  umably, operating upon -a brain made sensitive by
: eons of evolution. ’Scientifically speaking, the
| ' ' : . flesh was melted off the world. ' His body was )
macerated until only the nerve fibres were 1eftv :
. It was spread like a veil upon a rock. : -
k C . (102-103) £ ’

-
T e e«

e e e st

/&he intricate network of transparence, of artistic sensxblllty

in ;he visionary experlence, reveals itself in the comp051t1on
of the narrative. The<image of "a veil upon a rock" (103) brings -
to mind Clarissa's "one centre, one diamond" (55) and“mﬁe "green

-/ . _folds“ YSB) covering her asfPeter suddenly enters her room. The #

%4;;4 oL latter’ quotation (102-~105) artistically, imagistically, des-/_ S
v . k e ' - :

< . cribes the, process of revelation’of characters which is the 4 ol

: o
unfoldlng of psycnfc reallty in a work ,of art Such as a novel. - i

1.

The "rock" (103)~is that undenlable fact of life. ' The : "ve11"

A " .(103) is the fradile attempt~on the part of the artisq‘to.catch

hold of 11fe Hts momentarlness, 1ts mystery. The nerging of
"g‘“'ﬂ o f actlve and pesslve voice in. thls passage intensifies the réader's
. awaneness of the intrlcacy of these nerve‘flbres" (103) anq

:f} o b . their delicate weaving. The aliusion to music ("ﬁusic began

;' clanging against the rocks up here. It is a motor horn down

‘in the street, he muttered; but up here it cannoned from rbck

-~

A
. . . Beoon . - ’ : - p;
2 . ! : - N

*
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columns (that music should be visible'was .a discovery) .and

[ & )
v {’ N

& to rock, divided, metiin shocks of sound which rose in smooth
. : : \ v

-

became an anthem..." (103), with the musician's attention

to sounds, i.e. measurable physical bodies having ‘fixed maikersg

or notes, and to the gpacés between these notes as he creates )

“

the infinite possibilitd of harmonles, parallels the wrlten ‘ !

‘ 3 |

use of words, of characters énd-lmages, as he unravels.the

. workings of the protagonist's\ mind. As Rezia brings her husband's
- L4 -

'attention to the time of day, the narrator describes the effect i

¢

{ of this spoken'word on Séptimuﬁ Warren Smith: ‘ a P
|
|

|

"I must tell the whole woz;d“ Septimus ecried, rajging

.and with legions of men prostrate behind him he,\the

A

"

The word "time" split.its husk; poured its v
riches over him; and from his lips fell like shells, . 3
like shavings from a plant without his making them,
hard, white, lmperrshable*words, and flew to
attach themselves to their places in an ode to Time; -
an immortal ode'to Time.*w e . .
a8 : ‘ | : Y v . Cd

- . . b ‘ 4
I3

his hand (as the dead maR in the grey suit came nearer),
raising.his hand like some colossal figure who has .
lamented the fate,of man for ages, in the desert alone, . *
with his hands pressed to his forehead, furrows of

despair on his cheeks, and now sees light on the

desert's edge which broadens and strikes the iron- -

black figure (and Septimus half ‘rose from .his ‘chair),

giant mOurnerz receives for one moment on his face o ., .
the whole - N . Y Do

_— . a

:
[N

"But I am~so unhappy, Septlmus,“sald Rezia trying ®

to make 'him sit down. - . —— 7

‘“Phe millions lamented; for ‘ages they had sorrowed. . -
He would turn rouhd, 'he would tell them in a few moments, , i

only a few moments Thore, of this relief, of this joy, LI
of this astonishing revelation - :

¢

"The tlme,‘Septlmus, Rezié.fepeated,‘ What is :
the time?"y | . . 4 "

kd

"He was talklng,,he was starting, thlS man must -k

notxce hlm..‘ﬂe was lookzng at them.’ ) ‘

)

-
S ) [ . o . . Lo« ‘l 7.
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"I will tell you the time," said Septimus,
very slowly, very drowsilys smlllng mysteriously:
As he sat smiling at the dead man in the grey sult o
the quarter struck - the quarter to twelve. .

And that is being young, Peter Walsh thought
as he passed them. To be having an awful scene - the
‘ .pool girl:looked absolutely’ desperate - in the middle

- - of the morning. (105-106)

" The "immortal ode to' Time" (105). is made manifest in the very

flow of the narrative. ﬁere "time" '(105) unifies, diffusin§'a11 ‘

parts of the natural world into mysEical whole, as well as

\

separates by drawing attention tg@ the individual parts. Time

encirc¢cles husband and wife in an invisible loop of intimacy even
N \

as it distinguishes each one’ e identity.. The "astonishing reve-

lation"” (106) that explodes within Septimus is fittingly

"expressed in his "answer" to Lucrezia's "What is the time?" (106)

/7 . .
for he never really answers the question himself. Rather, the

question is answered by Time, thus sSuccessfully uniting visionary-

with vislon, and simultaneously returnlng the reader ‘to Peter -

' Walsh, who is here playlng the part of the onlookér, the 5001a1

. self: T ) '

view, which fact only reveals mbre closély the unity and .sepa-

ration existing between all these sensitive beings, of the "dis-
) g 0 . . B . . -t ‘N

tance and compassion experienced by all these characters.

-

Peter unites the reader once more with Clarissa's social

But one .must do Clarissa justice. She w@sn't going

to marry Hugh anyhow. She had a perfectly clear

notlon of what she wanted. Her ions were all
.on 'the surface. Beneath, she was’ very shrewd - a.

far better judge of character' than Sally, for .. .
.-instance, ‘and with it all; purely feminine, with N

that extraordinary gift, that woman's gift, of making

a. -world" of her own wherever she happened to be. She
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came into a room; she stood, as he had often seen
her, in a doorway with lots of people round her. N {
But it was Clarissa one remembered. Not that she :
was striking; not beautiful at all; there was nothing
picturesque’ about her; she never said anything
specially cleVer' there she was, however; there she - ’

- was. ' ( -

AR The obvieus thing to say of her was that .she was \ ‘ ,
- ' worldly; cared too much for rank and society and
* getting on in the world - which was true in a sense;
she had admitted it to him. (You could always get
her to own up if you took the trouble; she was
honest.) . (114-115)

- By maintéining a sense of continuity in the very narrative unfol- ) .i
*ding, the stream of conscidﬁspess is not altéred.when\ig surfaces
to Pefér Walsh. ‘The extent of observation, of reco@nting*of
detalls, has not ch;ngéd Instead, the degreé of "1étting go"

e 2

is: far less crltlcal .with the result that there is a def1n1te

T oy £

* -sense of balance between emotlon and Experlence:

And of tourse she enjoyed life immensely. It
was her nature to-enjoy (though‘goodness only knows,
; she had her reserves; it was a mere sketch, he often
. felt, that even he, after all these years, could make i
s of Clarissa). Anyhow there was no bitterness in her; -
o none of that sense of moral virtue. which is so repul-
sive in good women. She. enjoyed practically everything.’ .-
If you walked with her in Hyde Park now it was a bed : i
of tulips, now a child in a perambulator, now some N '
absurd little drama she made up on the spur of the
moment. (Very likely, she.would have talked to those
.. lovers, if she had thought, them unhappy.) 'She had a
sense of comedy that was really exquisite, but she .
eeded people, always people, to bring it out, with- '
- W t inevitable result that she frittered her time away, b
- . lunching, ‘dining, giving these incessant parties of @ ~ |
' : hers, talking nonsense, saying things she didn'tmean, . '
blunting the edge of her mind, losing her discrimina- . g
tion. There she would sit at the head of ‘the table. ' S
taking infinite pains with some 0ld buffer who might ' !
be useful to Dalloway - they knew the most appalling- . :
) bores in EuroPe - or in came Elizabeth and everything
N . must give way' to’ her. ‘ . (118- 119)
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But then these astonlsthg accesses of emotion -
. bursting into tedrs this morning, what was all that i
about? What could, Clarissa have thought of him? ’

thought him a' fool presumably, not for the first tlme...

But women, he thought, shuttlng his pocket knife,

don't know what passion is. They don't know the .

meaning of it to men. (larissa was as cold as an icicle.
There she would sit on the sofa by his side, let hint

take her hand, give him one kiss - Here he was at the
crossing. ' (121-122) - -

No matter how sharply Peter may'criticize Clarissa Dalloway,‘he

¥

still cannot deny "these astonishing 'acces es oflemotion " (121).

In the present moment such an "acceés" ‘makes him vulnerable and
prepares him for the experience at the ‘crossing jdst opposite
Regent's Park Tube station. The song that pours forth from the’
old woman s body comes from the depths of Peter and touches. the
depths of Lucrezia Warren Smith. ‘Theksound is a focal point
drawing these two characters together as each is eventuallyllinhed

to'Clarissa Dalloway and it is fitting that the "sound" .be a uni-

.versal song of love - “love-whlch has lasted a million years...

(122-123). This "ancient song” (123) is

not snng by a woman who can be given any. fixed dimensions.
Rather, it is an energy, a spirlt, a dynamlc force 1ssuing forth

freely and becomlng more of 1tself as it strlkes other substances
-
within its reaﬁlty.r ‘ -
. A sound 1nterrupted him; a frail quivering sound,.
a voice bubblin§ up without direction, a vigour, ‘begin-
ning or end, running weakly and shrilly and with an
, absence -of 'all human meaning into
ee um fa um so . (
foo swee too eem oo - v
the voice of no age or sex, the voice of an ancient
spring spouting from the earth; which issued, just oppo-
site Regent's Park Tube station from a tall quivering'

&

P
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shape, 11ke a funnel 11ke a rusty pump, like a
w1ndrbeaten tree for ever barren-of leaves which

; ’ ol . lets the wind run up and down its branches singing®
ee um fah um so
. foo swee too eem oo :
.. \\\\,, ‘and rocks and creaks and-moans 'in the eternal breeze.
' \ (122)

¢ ) » LI

As the ancient song bubbled up opposite Regent's
) Park Tube station still the earth seemed green and
' ' flowery; still, though it issued from so rude a mouth, |,
a mere hole in the earth, muddy too, matted with, root
fibres and tangled grasses, still the 0l1ld bubbling
: burbling song, soaking through the knotted roots of
e infinite ages, and skeletons and treasure, streamed
away in rivulets over the pavement and all along the
Marylebone Road, and down’ towards Euston, fertlllslng,
leaV1ng ardamp stain.

Still remembering how once in some primeval May .
- she had walked with her lover, this rusty pump, this ’
t battered old wéman with one hand exposed for coppers’
o the other clutching her side, would still be there in
0 \ ) ‘ ten million years, remembering how once she had .walked
: N in May, where the sea flows now, with whom it did not
matter - he was a man, oh yes, a man who had loved
her. But the‘passage of ages had blurred the clarity
, .of that ancient May day; the ight petalled flowers
| .~ were hoar and silver frosted; gnd she no longer saw,
‘ . when she implored him (as she 'id now qu1te cleariy) ' 1
. . " "look into my eyes with thy sweet eyes intently,"
‘ . : . she no longer saw brown eyes, black Whiskers or sun-
burnt face but only a looming shape, a shadow shape, .
'.} . to which with bird-like freshness of the very aged
’ - she still twyittered "give me your hand and let me press
it gently". (Peter Walsh couldn't help giving the poor
creature a coin as he steppeq into his taxi), and if
' T some one should see, what matter they?" she demanded;
. and her fist clutched at her side, and she smiled,
pocketing her shilling, and all peering inquisitive
eyes seemed blotted out, and the passing generations ~ .
v ¢ the pavément was crowded with bristling middle-ckass -»
.\ people .- vanished, .like leaves, to be trodden under,

. , - . to be spaked and steeped and made mould of by that
I o eternal spring - . .
. ' \ el ee um fah um so
' PR ' . foo swee too eem 00O
E v T S . o (122-~124)

 The-old woman and her song as they are described in this long
. * - . _— © .
passage mirror the process of creation which is unfolding itself -
W N . . N L . . . N .Q.
‘ e : : - S

oy .
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.in the artistry of the novel. "This combination E)f bothe

\

. inner and outer expérience in art,J“ writes Ralph Freedman 7

in his-’critical study The Lyrical Novell4, "extends from pri-

vate awareness to external "facts" and ultimately to general C

*

ideas and VQiues. In its formal action, poetry begins with

the self but leads to its depersonalization. A similar pro-

cess takes place in lyrical prose narratiye. WOrldsﬂin time
and space are not precisely reproduced but are rearranged in-
aesthetic designs which become universal and symbolic. " with
mytnopoeic concentration narrator, old woman, the unknown‘mnn
who is the lover, Peter Walsh and Rezia Warren émi%h all

become one, a oneness which is never fng from Mrs. Dalloway

as she is brought to mind in~the image of "the bird-like
freshness of the veryaged" (i24). Past; bresent and future
time unite into onepﬁomént of infinite time in which conscinQ§—
nésseé mefqe with each'andlwith objects in their surroundings :

} /
N to recreatq,amondst themselves the fullness of this moment. In

this way the woman's shape or nathef her\“shapeléssness", her :

” ' l-? 3 »
gestures, and the feelings she rarouses in Peter- and in Rezia

are all as much a part of the sound as,the physical sound is of

»

- }tself The woman's whole form brings to mind a comment made.
¢ 2
by MlchaeI\Leaska in his:book Vlrglnla Woolf's nghthouse'
15.

- A Critical Study,lg Method "...from this rhythmic configuration

of Qg&s:ffi\jfments, emeréeé the shape ‘within which the persona
TR , b e Lo
14\Ralph Freedman, The Lyrlcal Novel (Princeton, 1966(, p. 188

! /“\_~ i
B { \J}§»M1chael Leaska, Virginia wOolf's Lighthousé:{ A Critical Study
: In Method, (London: Hogarth Press, 1970), p. 106.. L
\ B /‘ - . © - ' "; V7
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_origins of man and woman, of dynamic interacting life forces

'reveals itself in the birth of sound - ee um fah um so/foo swee
~ » .

" earth" (123). This masterpiece of artistry is introduced by I

~ eyes that are no doubt not1c1ng Septlmus Warren Smlth The .

’
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comes to terms with the concrete world and, in dealing with it,

comes to know the quality of his experience." All nen, all

.

&omenpare‘swept idto that ancient song coming to life as man

and woman who know that if each exists at all it is only..

through each other's existence. The reader is led to the

T ey e

in the fantasy born out of the old woman's‘imag;nétion as it

too eem oo "through all ages - when the pavement was grass, when i

.o v 5

x"
it was swamp, throughothe age of tusk and mammoth, through the o

age of silent sunrise" “{(122) in "that eternal spring" (124) ~

kY

Lo ‘ \. .
souhd that "issued f£rom so rude a mouth, 'a mere hole in the

Peter with the’sound at the’ crossing and”“ends" with the sam

: ) , .
sound bringing the reader to Rezia who is at the same crossing.

Rezia ;eacts to the old woman's 51ng1ﬂ§'w1th all the unhappl—_

ness of her own soul*

Oh poor old wretch' 4 T
. Suppose it was a wet night? Suppose one's
father, or somebody who had known one in better days
had happened to pass, and saw one standing there in
. the gutter? And where did she sleep at night?

N

- L4 N
IS

(125)

It is as if in Reiie's imagination these two women have shared

a bond of intimacy.' Rezia now feels protectibe towards the old

woman and wants to hlde from, all these gaplng eyes what she her-

self-has'imagined to be this woman's private self - the same

» R4

aound seems to hear her sifent é'que.*sstn.on and responds of :Lts own 7 !

accord. R o C e ..

R
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’ Cheerfully, almost gaily, the invisible threat
of sound wound up into the air 1like'the smoke from a
cottage chimney, winding up clear beech trees and issuing
in a tuft of blue smoke among the topmost leaves. "And
if some one should see, what matter they?".
...and this old woman singing in the street" if some one
should 'see, what matter they?" made her suddenly quite
sure that everythlngtwas gaing to be right. They were
going to Sir William Bradshaw; she thought his.name
sounded nice;- he would cure Septimus at once. And then
-there was a brewer's cart, and the grey horses had '
upright bristles of straw in their tails; there were g
newspaper placards. It was a silly, silly dream, being
- unhappy. ) - (125-126)

The song has revived Lucrezia with. hope and faith and confidence

as well as with love fer now she is bound to her husband more

surely than ever. The "invfsible thread of sound" (125) not only

]

descrlbes that mysterious quallty of "sound“ thal is to sé& a

thlng, phy51cal and measurable and yet in reallty unseen by thb
i

naked eye, but also suggests the mystical quallty of this par-

ticular sound as it~joins Lucrezia to Peter Walsh, to this old
[

woman, to her own husband and finally to herself in the reassu-

) ) . 4
rance of the happy ending love always promises. -Ambivalence

_of emotion, of mood, one of debressioniﬁnd the oE&er of grate-

ful release, is reflected by the degree to which Lucrezia

¢

. / ' ‘
clutches at reassuring points of contpct: the song, the old

“\

. ‘woman's words, the act of going ggvsi william-Bradehaw, the

v

dﬁ&y sound ofvﬁhis doctor's" name, tﬂ& brewer's cart, the grey

horses and the newspaper placards. ' The amblvalence is further

.

_ expressed in the objectlflcatlon of the\ married couple*

LY

N

“ . 'So,they crossed, Mr. and Mrs. Septimus Warren
Smith, and was there, after all, anything to draw '
attention to them, anything to make a passer-by sus-
pect here is a young 'man who carries in him the

. greatest message .in the world, and is, moreover,
the , happiest man in the world, and the most miserable.~-

(126)

o
* . [
’ . - . . L
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ledging and separating himself from their drlemma.\

husband.

as Septlmug

request of his.

-gky; looking at this, that, and the

A )
The narrator is at a\distance from the characters, both acknow-

Lugrezia's thought "It was a silly, silly dream, being unhappy"

_(AZG) does change the mood and feeling between herself and her -

which she will make%every effort to dismiss as she opens her-,
self to the p0351b111ty of sharing happlness with Septlmus. The
'happlness which she remembers they once used to share.

change of heart preparesther for the role she is to £ill" now
agent as - well ag grant hls spirit freedom, takrng seriously any

largenegss of love which has been touched and set free by the
0ld woman and her song, causes not only herself but also the
reader to qnestion any possibiiity‘of danger to their marriage,
to question whether all the pain and heartache previousl§ des-
cribed have actually taken place or have they perhaps'been
,exaggerated somewhat in the narrating. This "question" is

especially heightened by the narrétor's chanqe of mood«yhich

e .

follows 1mmedlately after Lucrezia's: . . , ~

- )
Perhaps they walked more slowly: than other peon;e,
and there was_something he51tat1ng, trailing, in

the man's walﬁ but what more natural for a clerk,
- who, has not been in the West End on a weekday at

ther, as if

this hour for years, than t¢ keep. téok;ngtat the
Portland Place were a room he had céme into when ~

+ the family are away, the chandeliers being hung in

holland bags, -and the caretaker,.as she lets .in"*
long shafts of dusty light upon deserted, queer-

looking armchairs, lifting one corner of the ‘long
blinds, explalns to the visitors. what a wonderful

.place it is; how wonderful, "but at the .same “tine, .
he thinkg, as he looks at chairs and tables, how -

strange.t. , _ \ (126)

Nevertheless,

. In her reality the unhappiness has become an illusion

wife for she is to protect him fnom any threatening

The change of heart, comlng from Lucrezia's

- ——— = ppcnn an -
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- The narrator continues to describe Septimus in this detached

~

\’ manner "as if the reader «were ~meeting him for the first time:

. - To look at, he mlght have been a clerk, but
of the better sort; fbr he wore brown boots; his
. hands were educated; so, too, his profile - his -
angular, big-nosed, intelligent, sensitive profile;
} . bft not his lips altogether, for they were loose;
and his eyes (as eyes tend to be), eyes merely; hazel, ‘
. .. large; so that he was, on the whoie a border case,
N - neither one thing nor the other... (126—-127)
) 4 “

The image of Septimus as "a border case" (127) is very much to

s _ S

\ the point for Septimus' imagination partakes of .a spiritualism

:
.

which renders to all existence a diffusion of outline and detail.

'By cioing this he discriminates himself as different from all

1

other people, "a young man who carries in him the greatest mes-

\ ) sage in the world, and is, moreover, the happiest man in'the

i

world, and the mOSt miserable" (126). As the narrator moves

v
deeper 1nto Septlmus being,  as the sub]ect matter becomes more

Ry

e . and more sensitive, other consciousnesses are introduced to help

revBal more fully this one being. There is Miss Isabel Pole:
Was he not like Keats? she asked; and reflected -

how she might give him a taste of Anthony apd, Cleopatra

dnd the rest; lent him books; wrote him scraps of let-

‘ters; and lit in him such a fire as burns only once

| in a lifetime, without heat, flickering a red geold

. . , flame infinitely ethereal and insubstantial over Miss o
R Pole; Anthony and Cleopatra, and the Waterloo Road. P
- CoL (128)

-

SN -
.

\Q> C - fhere is also his bose-, Mr. Brewer:

. ) Something was up, Mr. Brewer knew...somethlng was
: up, he ‘thought, and, being paternal with his young men,
- and thinking very highly of Smith's abilities, and
* prophesying that he would, in ten or fifteen years,
succeed to the leather arm~chair in the .innexr room ‘
under the skylight with the deed-boxes round him, "if"

¢ ‘ he keeps his health," said Mr. Brewer, and that was T
the danger - he looked weakly, adv:.sed football," ‘ '

Anvited him to supper. os & v (129) - . |




. . - .
is, too, the sensat:.on that narrator is both "venturlng forth"

.

and "w:l.thdrawz.ng" as he blends in w1th the various voices of

consciousness, as for example in the follow:l.ng

It was true that the famlly was of German orligln,
spelt the name Kiehlman in the eighteenth centtxy;
but her brother had been killed. They turned her
out because she would not pretend that the Germans
were all villains ~ when she had German friends,
when the only hdppy days .of her life had been spent
in Germany!...Mr. Dalloway had come across her wor-
king for the Friends. He had allowed hér (and that
was really'generous of him) to teach his da.ughter
history. Also she did a little Extension ]{ecturlng
‘and, so on. Then Our Lord had come to her {and here
she #ways bowed her head). She had seen the light
two years and three months ago. Now she did not L
envy women-like Clarissa Dalloway; she pitied them. -

\ ’ I
...50 now, whenever the hot .and painful feel ngs
boiled within her, this hatred of Mrs. Dalloway,
this grudg against the world, she thought of God...
A sweet sayour filled her veins, her lips parted
and, standing formidable upon the landing in her
mackintosh, she looked with steady and sinister
- sSerenity at Mrs.Dalloway, whg-came out w1th her
“dauqhter.
Elizabeth said she had forgotten her gloves.
That was because Miss Kilman and her mother hated
each other. She could not bear to see thenm together.
- She ran upstalrs to find her gloves.

But Miss Kllman did not hate Mrs. Dalloway...
But it was not the body; it was the'soul and its
_mockery that she wished to subdue; make feel' her
mastery. If only she could make her weepj) could
ruin her; humiliate her; bring her to .her knees crying,
You are right! But this was God's will, not Miss Kilman's.
It was to be a rel1g1¢us v1ctory. So she glared; so
she ‘glowered. . , : ’

Clarlssa was really shocked. This.a Chrstmn -
thls woman! This womah had taken her daﬁghtcr from
her. She in touch with invisible. presences. Heavy,
ugly, commonplace, without kindness or grace, she
know the meaning of lifel (187-190) .

<

In this;iqdotation, too, is felt not enly the merging and separa-

tion of qqnsqioughesses but also the extent to which these
. . . l- . _d—r

A
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consciousnesses interact,penetrate each other's "boundaries™

and come.’away closing deeper' and deeper within each’gelf. As

* Elizabeth leaves the room to' fetch her gloves becayse she

: & . . : -
cannot bear to be-a part of what passes between these two:

" women, she brings-Miss kilman and her mother face to face,

1Y
‘placing each one in a more Yplnerablé and defensive position:’
Bl ’ -

. "Turning her large gobseberry—coloufed eyes upon Clarissa,

-

observing her §hallvpink face, her delicate body, her air of

freshness and fashion, Miss Kilman. felt, Fool! Simpleton! You

.
who have known neither sorrow nor pleasure; who have trifled

- your life away! And there rose in her an overmastering desire ,

\ to overcome her; tolunmask her” (189). And even as Miss Kilman

= - is leaving with Elizabeth for the Army and Navy Stores and o >f’
. C%dfissa is ablé to laugh “at:this dwindling of the monster" i

a .- (190), still the idea of Miss Kilman, of "love and religion!"

plagues her:
. ..the cruelest thlngs in the worlq‘vshe thought,
seelng them clumsy, hot, domineering, hypocritical,
eavesdropping, jealous, infinitely cruel and
unscrupulous, dressed in a mackintosh coat, on the
landing; love and religion. Had she ever tried to
convert any one herself? Did she not wish everybody - -
merely to be themselwves? And she watched out of the
window the old lady opposite ‘climbing upstairs. Let -
her climb upstairs if she wanted to; let her stop;
then let her, as Clarissa had often seen her, ga1n
her bedroom, part her curtains, and disappear again
into the background. Somehow one respected that - . . ’
that old woman looking out of the window, quite o oo
unconscious that she was being watched. Therc was
something solemn in it - but love and religion would ‘
- destroy that, whatever it was, the privacy of the
' soul. The odlous Kilman would destroy it. Yet it .
was a sight that made her want to cry. ’

AN

L ] L] » '. A R - . 1
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_— ...Why creeds- and prayers and mackintoghes? when," .
: ' thought Clarissa, that's the miracle, that's the =
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‘'mystery; ‘that old lady, she meant, whom she could
see going from chest of drawers to dressing-table.

. . She could still see her. And the supreme mystery

which Kilman might say she had solved, or JPeter
might say he had solved, but Clarissa ‘didn't.

./hii‘lre{ve elthex; of them had the ghost of an 'idea of
50 ng, was simply that: here was one room; there
another. Did rellglon golve that, or love?

« Love - but here the other clock the clock
th.ch always struck two minutes after Big Ben.

, ' , (191-193) S w

; The passion of these overwhelming einotions, which .is the excite-
ment from which her husband wants to p'rotect-hea: ("'An hour's
complete rest a1fter 1unqheon;'- @e said. And he went." (181) ‘and
"Richard merely thought it foolish of her to li)fe excihtemenht’ wﬁen_
she knew it was bad for her heart.- It was childish,‘he thought.
.(18?) is wisely interrupted with_ the st-roke of the clock, .

reminding her of the little routine tasks that must be attended

Vo to if her party is to be the success she de51res it to be and if

"the odious K:lean (192) is not to come near and destroy it.

The old lady in the above quotation reveals along with Clarissa's

-

silent argument against Kilman the ambivalence of emotions as _ .
i . ¢ B -

they surface within Clarissa at one and_the same moment.- ‘She is

» 'Y

a part of Clarissa's ebb and flow of mood. The old lady as seen

from Cl’arissa's window is Clarissa's’ reflection of her ideal,

i
.

of qulet peace and dignity and lntegnty, the privacy of her '

own soul:. ™ (they had been i ursl eyer seo many years) . . .Down,

4

-down 1nto the mJ.dst of ordlnary zhings the finger fcll maklng

the moment solemn. ..Clanssa tn d to follow her. .."(192 193)

In this- passage Clarissa is experiencing a moment of vision" -

i
"
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N SN cribe certain moments "in Hardy's works - a recognition of ' N

. " a term used by Virginia Woolf in‘A Writer's Diary®

C . - Truth: ".-..7tha1;'s the miracle, that's the mystery; that'old
| ' 7 lady. . .She could still see her...here was one room; there
gnot‘her. Did rel%gion solve that, or love?" (193). Itl is

e | rieceésary that the old lady "move away from the‘ windéw, as if
she were. attact;ed to t}}at/ sound, that string.. Gigantic.as it

. wa, it hlad‘some_thing to.do with' her...She was forced, so
Ciarissa imagined by that sound, to move, to go -?but where\".:
Clarissa tried to follow her as sﬂhe turned and digappeared,

\ ' " and could still just .see herlwhite cap ‘movi-ng at the back of

the bedroom” (192-193)". It .is neéessary in qQrder that

\ ‘ ' . Clarissa pursue her into the recesses of her own dark depths

~

]

\ R of solitude and solidarity where the old woman has retired, .
lanci necessary, téo, in el:t that the pfeserm.tly superficial

{ o '. excitement of the sight of thid old \;voman at her Window in

K . this particula;r moment does not ultimately; take away' from

1 S Clgrissa: "Yet' it Qas -a sig:ht that made her wa;xt to c{y" (192).

In other wOrds,'ambivalelnce vibratgs even within ,t\:his one old

woman who is’.ne;rerthélesé the‘ symbol of benevolent capacities

~within Clarissa Dallbway.' Twice the clocks interje\ct with

saving -grace, - filling Clarissa's being with reserves of energy,
: . \

A

B ‘ with ihner strength and calm. They mark the transcendence ‘Qf
"her integrity, as well as her coming forth out of solitude and
intdf social ritual. Moreover, this same Time continues to mirror

. 16 Virginia Woolf, Q'Write‘r's Diary, (London:‘ liogarth Press, 1953),
-p. 98.° o

~
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the linking of consc:.ousnesses as is symbol:.cally expressed

in -the narrative:
’ , a4

. Lové = but here the other clock, the clock

which always -struck two minutes after Big Ben, came
| - shuffling in with its lap “full of odds and ends, ‘
which it dumped down as if BJ.g Ben were all very well T
with his majes\:x laying down the law, so solemn, 'soO
just, but'she must remember all sorts of little things
besu]es - 'Mrs. Marsham, Ellie Henderson, glasses foro . \i
ices - all sorts of 1little things came flooding and ’
lapping and dancing in on the wake of that solemn -
stroke which lay flat like a bar ¢f gold on the sea.
Mrs. Marsham, Ellie Henderson, gla s £0 ices.
She must telephone now at once. “ . , |

LN * . " .
Volubly, troublously, the.late clock sounded, ' ‘
coming on the wake of Big Ben, with its lap full of 1
trifles. Beaten up, broken up by the assault of car- '
riages, the brutality of vans, the eager advance of )
myrlads angular men, of flaunting women, the domes
and spires of offices and hospitals, the last relics
of this lap full of odds and ends seemed to break,
. like .the spray of an exhausted wave, upon the body of
~ Miss Kilman standlng still in the s,treet for a moment
to mutter "It is the fl€sh." ‘

4 . It was the flesh that she must control. Clarlssa
Dalloway "had insulted her. That she expected. But she ’
had not triumphed; she. had not mastered the flesh. « ~

Ugly, clumsy, Clarissa Dalloway had laughed at her
for being that; and had revived the- fleshly desires,
for she minded looking as she did beside Clarissa.
- Nor' could she talk as she did. But why wish to resemble
- her? Why? She despised Mrs. Dalloway from the bottom
: of her heart. She was not serious. She was not good.
- . Her life was a tissue of vanity and deceit. ¥Yet Doris
' Kilman had been overcome. She had, as a matter of fact,
very nearly bu:st into tears when Clarissa Dalloway
laughed at her.” A (193-—195)

-
v,

- The second para'graph in the above quo';:ation is a bridge, a Mmeutral"
link between Mrs. Dalloway of the first paragraph and Miss Kilman
of ti'xe third. In the second paragraph, toc;, lie‘ the beginnings | ‘
of‘ t‘.l{:‘. lartistic‘.counterpointing between Mrs. Dalloway and Miss
) 'Kil}nan as -if Virginia Woolf had dropped a pebble intO'a~ quiet ¥

- . pool - cir‘cles'rﬁiiate, outwardly and converge back tbwards that . i

\ . * ‘ ‘\ B -

. . %
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one centre from which they emanate. Just as Mrs. Dalloway is

overwhelmed by the idea of Dor;s Kilman, reaching almost cllmac-
t1c expression in those few minutes after Miss Kllman and

Elizabeth 1eave the house,’ as the clock strikes a few mlnutes

A

after Big Ben, so Doris Kilman takes this same stroke as her

cue and gives forth the mirror image of Clarissa's intense

emotions. This ekample of counterpointing is thus one af con-"
A - - ]

sion are very similar, the outcome is not:
Sometimes lately it had seemed tg her that, except
for Elizabeth, her food was all at slhe lived for;
her comforts; her dinner, her tea; her hot-water /
bottle at night.’ But one must fight; wvanquish; have -
faith in God. ‘ ~ '

. . - .They must have their tea, sald Miss Kllmad, rousing,
collecting herself. They had thelir tea.

. Elizabeth rather wondered whether Miss Krlman -
- could be hungry. It was her way of eatxng, eating
with intensity, then looking, again-and again, -at a
plate of sugared.cakes on the table next them; then,
whén a lady and a child sat down and the child took
the cakez could Miss Kilman really mind it?- ‘Yes, Miss
Kilman did mind it. She had wanted that cake - the
pink one. The pleaﬁﬁre of eating was almost the only
! ‘pure pledsure left het, and then to be bartléd even
in that! - : ' :

When people are happy, they have a reserve,*she_
had told Elizabeth, upon which to draw, whereas she
was like a wheel without a tyre .(she was fond of such
metaphors), jolted by every pebble...h

: - Miss Kilman took another cup of tea. Ellzgpeth,
with her. oriental bearing, her inscrutable mystery,_sat
perfectly upright;.. no, she did not want anything more.
, She looked for her gloves - her white gloves. They
_under the table. Ah, but.she must not go! . Miss Kil
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could not let her go! th1s youth that was' so
beautiful, this girl, whom sh%kzénuxnely Ioved! -
Her large hand opened and shuth OHn the table.
But perhaps it was a little flat somehow, : -
Elizabeth felt. And really she would like te go. *

~ut said Miss Kilman, "I've not quite finished
yet." Of course, then, Elizabeth would wait. But :
it was rather stuffy in here. v

"Are you going to the party to—nlght’" Miss
Kilman said. Ellzabeth supposed she was going; her
mother wanted her to go. She must not let parties :
absorb her, Miss Kilman said, fingering the last two = .
inches of a chocolate &clair. o )

She did not much like parties, Elizabeth shaid.

Miss Kilman opened her mouth, slightly projected her ' -
chin, and swallowed down ,the last two inches of the '
chocolate éclalr, then.wiped her fingers, and washed

the tea round in her cup.

She was about to split asunder, she felt. .The
agony was po terrific. If she could grasp her, if
she couid clasp her, if she could make her hers abso-
lutely- and forever and then die; that was all she wanted) ©
But to sit here.unable to think of anything to say; to-
see Elizabeth turning against her; to be felt repulsive
even by her - it was too much; she. could not stand it.

The thick fingers curled, inwards. -

- "I never go to parties," said Miss Kilman, just
to keep Elizabeth from.going. "People don't ask her
to parties™ - and she knew as she said it that it was R
this egotism that was her undoing.

Like some dumb creature who has' been brought up
to a gate for an unknown purpose, and stands there
longing to gallop away, Elizabeth Dalloway sat silent.
Was Mlss Kilman going to say anything more? \/~

. "Don' t quite forget me, " saxd Doris Kilman; her
voice quivered. Right away to the end of the field
the dumb creature’ galloped in terror.

The great band opened and shut-/

Elizabeth turned ‘her head. The waitress came.. - :

,Qne had to pay at the desk, Elizabeth said, and went

off, drawing out, so Miss Kilman felt, the very entrails

A

€

~
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of her body,,stretchlng them as’she crossed the room,
and then, with ‘a-final twist bowing her head very - .
. politelys ‘she went. : -
' ~

She had gone. Miss Kilman sat at the marble
table among. the &clairs, stricken once, twice, thrice
by shocks of suffering. ;She had gone. Mrs. Dalloyay"

.o had triumphed. Elizabeth had gone. Beauty had gone,
e . youth had .gone. ’ C (195-201)

LY

« In Miss Kilman the outcome is an experience of all-consuming love-

‘leseness and of agony. Thi: sense of depriyation finds an outlet: '
in her attitdde. towards food - a pleaeure that has turned into

. a kind of éerversion, for it:has its source rn her ego to the
extent that she c;vets a child's\rnnpcent enjoyment of sweets:.

"...could Miss Kilman really mind it? ° Yes, Miss Kilman did mind

it. She had wanted that cake - the pink/ége. The pledﬁure‘of

-

.
e s o e e W
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eating Wae almost the only pure pleasure left her, #nd then to

'

be baffled even in thatl!" (197). Here the technique of. stream-of-

LIS

donsciou;ness narration reveals both Doris Kilman's own hysteri-

]

cal thou&hts and Ellzabeth s absorptxon of these thoughts as well

as the narrator' 8 subtle commentlng on these thoughts, w1th all

_ab

Cae ‘ thls happenlng at once.

_the atmosphere that generally surrounds Miss Kilman.

The lovelessness expresses itself in
The atmos-
‘;’J - phere is created by Miss Kllman s s1?:1tan?ously\aggressive-

| defensive attitude to life. She separates herself from other

g ' people ("When people are happy, they, have a reaerve...whereas

; she was like a wheel...(197)™) clutching the difference unt;l it

»

grows and swells and overflows: -
How nice it must:be, she said, in the‘eﬁuntry,
" struggllng, as Mr. Whittaker had told her, with that
violent grudge agJ&nst the world which had scorned
. her, sneered at her, cast ‘her off, beqinning with
i ‘this indignity - the infliction of her unlovable body
“which people could not bear to see. Do her hair as

N
|

-~
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she. might, her forehead remained like an egg, bald,
whike. No clothes suited her. She might buy anything.
And for a woman, of course, that meant never meeting
the Opposite sex.” Never would she come first with any
one. . . : (195)

;‘f

Her religiod is not belief in a Greater Being who can help her -
to transcend the pettiness of her concerns. Her religion is
pnecisely the kind of thinking which has gurfaced in the above

quotation and is revealed more expansively in the longer previous

passagé. Miss Kilman's "lovingkindness" is a selfish love as in

"'T never go to parties,’ said(Miss Kilman, just to keeép EliZabetQ !

from going.. ‘'People don't ask me to parties' - and she knew as

she said it..."(200) and "'Don't quité.forget‘me," said Doris.

Kilman; her voice quivered: Right away to the end of the fielq

the dumb creature galloped In terror. The great hand opened

and shut" (201). It is virtuelly a 1ove1essness, a reflection~‘

of her pﬁn empéinessa .However’hard she-tries to‘appease the

gnawing wiﬁi religion a? she understands it or. with cakes and

tea in the company of Eiizabeth as for example in "She prayed e
' L}

buy pretty clothes. Clarissa Dalloway had laughed - but she T

would concentrate her mlnd upon something else until She reached

the pillar-box. At any rate she had got Ellzabeth" (195), it

can never be satisfied because all of her energies convert them-

selves into an all—pervadlng bad attltude Whlch is lust-at 1ts o

jo
extreme. Moreover, as according to the laws of Nature, she is
) id R \ 4
returned in kind. The "terror® (201) . which is aroused in
ELizabeéh is but the reflection of Miss Kilman's own imposing

self-centred fears. It echoes‘finélity in Elizabeth's departure:

e &

e -
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These are but the reverberations of her own

"felt, the very entrails in her body,‘stretchin#’them-as she

.and then, with a final twist, bowing her head very politely,

she ‘went. She had'gone...stricken once,twice, thrice by shocks

of sufferihg. ' She had gone. Mrs. Dallowgy had triumphed.

Elizabeth had ggne. Beauty had gone. Youtk had gone" (201).
ﬁptiness. The

4 9

agony is expressed in vivid descripiions of
¢ E

inflicted: "...she was like a yheel'withest a tyre...jolted by

every pebble" (197), "...to sit here, ufxa{ble to think of .any-

o

thing to say; to see \Elizabeth turning against her; to be felt

repulsive even by her -\if was too mnuch. she could not stand it.

torture, always self=+

.

The. thick fingers curled inwards" (200), "One had to pay at the .
< -

oS I .
desk, Elizabeth said, and went off, drawing out, so Miss Kilman
o . ; Yg

crossed the ‘room, and then, with a final twist; bOW1ng her head
very politely, she went“ (201), afid ";..now sweet, now sour she
lurched; saw herself thus lurching-with\her hat‘askew, very red

in the fact, full length in a looklng glass...“ (202). The -

agony 1s also expressed in certain noted utterances~ "It is the

flesh, it is the flesh" and "I've not quite finished yet.“

These words only imprison , Doris Kllman further within her “stlll-

point™ of egotlsm.~ The word "st111901nt" as 1t 15 used contra—

rlly here ;s borrowed from Ethel F. Cornwell's study The "Stlll‘

- A

Poxnt” 7,1n which she glves the follow1ng explanatlon-

s—

y ...in its final form, the' "stillpoint” becomes thé

/

/;/}" .. source of ‘all energy, pattern and movement, the

. - . - t ,
: L e e T
¢ ) L . - -
y RN .

17. ‘Ethel F. Cornwell The "St11L~P01nt (New Brunswxck' Rutgers -

Univ. Press, 1962), pp: 5, 6, 07 11, and 2

-
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spiritual  center where all opposites are reconciled, .
the complete vision perceived, complete reality - C

. experlenced, and complete being attained. One may
experience temporary union with the still point in
moments of acute mental and emotional awareness, such .
as the moment of ecstasy: Ultimate, final union with
the still point, ‘however, may be obtained only Ky a
lifetime of conscious effort, a Christian way of\life,
for union with the st111 p01nt is equlvalent to union
with God.

L] . .

The still point is Eliot's co
expect to find exact parallels. What one does find in
the writers under discussion - Coleridge, Yeats, James,
Lawrence, and Virginia Woolf - is the attempt to define

.

;' ‘ and to unify themselves with a similar center, or to

achieve the kind of values and the state of being which

. ) the still point embodies. For it seems that when con-

ventional religious beliefs have been threatened, con*
© ventiohal concepts of Deity 1nva1xdated or destroyed,
the writer who is rellglously or philosophically .
anclined will - an abstract ideal or center which’
can serve as .a efinition of, or as spiritual sub-
'stitute f£or, a conventional God.

l

\ (S

Y t LI TR

; As finally présented, Eliot's still peint involves
four characteristic features: the concept of certain
absolutes - such as complete reallty, complete being,

the ' complete vision - all of which involve a reconcili-

_ation of opposites; the concept of an abstract, spiritual.

center outside oneself, from which emanates all movement,
pattern, and meanlng, and with which one must identify

o himself to maintain his spiritual development and achieve

:such absolutes as "real" being, the whole vision; empha-
151s upon the timaless moment - of ecstasy, of. reality,
of 1llum1nat1 n - a moment of acute mental and emotipnal
awareness, dependént of time past oq/tlme future,/that
enables one to experience temporary union with the stlll
p01nt (the moment itself being.a kind of still point, -
& - "time -of tension"”, such as the pause .between two waves

.- "of the.sea but not to be confused with what Eliot terms -’

/s -the still point, the outside center); emphasis upon a
‘e conscmous way of ‘life,” a definite set of requirements as
. the only means of attaining permanept union with the .
- .+ center and final realizaticn of: the absolutes one seeks.
‘ - In each of the writers to be-examined one finds some of’

- many of the 1deas and attltudes that led to its develop-
P N mﬁnt. . . .

the features characteristics of Eliot's concept - afd - '

A
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- . .
James's preoccupation with form is derived from his
aesthetic ideal; Mrs. Woolf's, from her concern for”’
\‘ - "reality”. Nevertheless, Virginia Woolf's moment of
g reallty prov1des a link between James's moment of
experience and Eliot's moment of ecstasy, and it is
} perhaps because she benefited from the ripening ideas
- - . and techniques that James and his.generation meta-
physically advanced, and.is therefore closer to Eliot's
ecstatic moment. Where James seeks fuyll,  personal
consciousness, Mrs. Woolf seeks an a?solute, impersonal*
"reality", which, like Ellot s still poisst, includes
and reconc11es the opposing forces, or truths that con-.
~front one in everyday living.’ But reality can be . ‘“\\\\
. grasped or understood only by revelation and’ intuition, °
o ' by the flashes of vision that one receives in moments
: of acute mental and emotional awareness; these' are
one's moments of reality. The lesser ones offer minor’
revelations. The greater ones signify one's momen-
. ® tary. union with 1mpersonal total reallty, then, as in B
Eliot's moment of union with the-still peint, one per-
ceives'the whole vision. - ‘

a

s

A o s o TV
A

L] . .
— >

The ecstasy one feels in Mrs. Woolf's moment of .

. reality is a sense of triumph over the chaos, fluidity, :
and transitoriness of life; the peace one feels is the.
sense of security .that comes from the reassurance of

T solidity and permanence and from the momentary union

o -with the one 1ndestructable quality in 11fe ~ impersonal,

U total, reality.

. R Aama e

5

- On ihe other hand, as Jean Guiguet points out in Virginia Woolf: _

n ":; * \
B - and Her Works,lez’ '

. i

,If we con81der the "here and now,“ the moment apprehended - A\
with intensity and sharpness of Virginia Woolf's "vision" -
where we are concerned with Clarlssa, Mrs. Ramsay, Llly

~ Briscoe, and of the characte in The Waves, or Eleanor
Pargiter, we realise that it Means “a sense of peace and
plenitude. It is. thus because, in it, life and the
LY feeling of life attain perfect harmony. Eveérything is o2
‘ included 'and understood.  Totality, union, communion,
. possession, this moment satisfies the demands of the
whole being, who has mastered his life, who lives it,
dnd contemplates it in a single act, which is ex1st1ng,
{ C . feellng and th;nklng at once. But th;s moment is an,
. . , ) - . 3

\ . . . ]
\ '

.

¢

f\ p 18 Jean Gulguet Vi 1n1a Woolf: And Her Works,(Léndon:‘Hogarth‘
ot ¢ Press, 1965), p. 35 C : ‘

[N

a ’ R . ‘
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ephemeral victory, a. precdrious integrity. oOn the

reverse side of its uhity/ its cohension and certi-

‘tude, it carries all the germs of its own destruction.’
And it is in thls state that the reader’ flndS Doris Kilman. The
self-consumption, the lovelessness and the agony are organlcally

) 7

. fused, each para51t1cally and artmstically part of the cause and

effect of the other and, flnally, of /Miss Kilman, just as "volubly,

Jtroublously, themlate clock sounded, coming in on the wake of

7

. 2
Big Ben, with its lap full of trifles'...the last relics of this

# lap full of odds and ends seemed to break, like the spray of an

exhausted wave, upon the body of Miss Kilman" 1194).‘ It is thus

natural that "Miss Kilman made one feel so small" (198) as she

-

"herself feels small, and natural, too, that - "Elifabeth, with
her oriental bearing, her inscrutable mystery...did not want

anything more" (199). Elizabeth, with her love‘ofrnaﬁdre, of

animals and the' countryside (a% is later reyeaiea on her busride -

1

tH{,ugh London) becomes a "dumb cfeature" (200) in that very . =«

moment of féeling herself threatened. The spontaneous reaction

.

of an animal works at one level inside herself yet on the §uf-

face she is "bowing her head very politell™ (201). It is

-

natural that Eli;abeth "did not want anythjing more" (199)

because in Miss Kilman's world there is nothing for anjone to

want since no other ego.can po#sibly exist or survive except

[

g v mam e et

Miss Kilman's whose very name resounds the death-of-life within

'her. ForAhﬁét purpose, tﬁerefore, does Elizabeth come this far

A}

with Doris Kilman? Mythopoelcally, the one-sided relatxonshlp
between Miss Kilman and Elizabeth exists in order that a part of

Mrs. Dal;oway 8 ambivalent feellngs be more fully exposed. This

. N
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does not mean that Miss Kilman is equal to or an extension of

\

Dalloway, for she is not. She is a separate character in

-her own right. Nevertheless she also symbolically manifests cer-

-

tain feelings within Clarissa which‘when carried to their extreme

find thelr mirror image in a character such as Miss Kllman. In

A

the .same Way plnzabeth draws Miss Kllman eﬁt of (and away from) '

her mother. She indirectly helps to bring about the experience

.of potential birth and rebirth within her mother. She is also &

separate person with her own "privacy of the soul" (192) to be
. ’ R .

respected. The ride on the omnibus permits the reader to

- appreciate the/invisible line drawn around Elizabeth,-her aura,

which distinguishes her from all the other characters and
",
sxmultaneously binds her to her parents and to the tradition of

-,

3 N

She thought perhaps'

her inheritance:

1t was so-nice to be out of doors.
she need not,go home just yet. It was so nice tobe -~
_ont in the dir. So she would get on to-an omnibus.
<, And already even as she stood there, in her very well
T cutt clothes, it was beginning...People were beginning*
to compare her to poplar trees, early dawn, ‘hyacinths, ~ -
fawns, running water, and garden lilies; and it made
. her life a burden to her, for she so much preferred
' being left alone to do ‘what she liked in the country,
but they 'would compare "her to 'lilies, and she had to
go to partles, and fondon was so dreary compared with
being alone in the country with her father and the dogs.
Buses swooped, settle re of £ - garish caravans,
glistening with red and yel%g;:i‘rngsh.' But which should

shé get on to? She had no preferences. 0f course, she

. would not push her w ~ She ‘inclined to be passive. It
\>. was expression she ed, but her eyes were fine,
- Chlnese, oriental; and, as her mother said, with such

nice shoulders and holding herself so straight, inter-

ested, for she never see excited, she looks almost
beautiful, very statéi .very serene. What could she be"
thinking? Every man fell in love with her, - and she was .
really awfully bored. For it¥was beginning. Her mother
could see that - the compliments were beginning. That p
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she did.not' care.more about it ;- for instance for
her clothes - sometimes worried Clarissa, but
perhaps it -was as well with all those puppies and
guines pigs about having dlstemperF and, it gave her L
a_charm, : . (204-205) \
There is a mutual blending of social end private self and of
‘child and parent which is artistically emphasized by the etream-
of-consciouSness‘narrative,~altﬁoegh polerity seems to be: !
expressed in thé pother's feelings concerning tbe_deughtet'e
-attitude toQards social etiquette. The 1iﬁes "Of course she
would not pgsh her way. She inclined to be passive. It was
'expression she needed,...” (204) seem both a compllment and a =
’ criticism. With this knbwledge of Ellzabeth the reader looks
.back. over the tea incident to real%ze that Eiizabeth's courtesy,
passiveﬂess and expressionleseness are neceséary qualities which -
epgourage Doris Kilman to expese the essence of her being in.
the manner‘that she does. Whgn the reader first meets Miss *
Kilmen;‘ﬁe is uncertain as to what extent she is reacting out
of a legitimate disliﬁe of pafticulat'qualgties within' Clarissa.
v Later the reader is made to'tneyrstand ditectly threugh Eliza-
beth's “inscrut;ble mystery" (199) that the "dislike" has its

source within Miss Kilman. Whereas Clarissa's physicel presence

(it is thought) may "impede” Miss Kilman's "normal" self-

expression, Elizabeth's impassiveness and expressionlessness of
A .
. o -

. bearing as well as the "tense" atmosphere of discomfort within

the narratlve flow create the illusion that ‘the- reader is being

4

taken into' confidence. As Elizabeth rides high on the omnlbus

venturing forth alone 1nto London "for no Dalloways came down

the StFand daily; she:was a pioneer" _(208), she expresses her

)
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loyalty: "She mS%t go home. She must dress for dinner. But

, * what was the time? (208)...But it was later than she thought.
\ . , ) . :
- Her mother would not like her to be wandering off alone like |

- this\\ She turned back down- the Strand” (210). The bus ride

ctedtes by means of tHe narrative: technique .an atmosphere of

diffusion between private and social 'self within the one.healthy

(‘ T - C 4

body of Elizabeth: ' ' ' . .

I ‘ ...and to~each movement of the omnibus the beautiful
. ' body.in the fawn-coloured coat responded freely like
o ‘a rldemé like the flgurehead of a ship, for the
, F 4 . breeze glightly disarrayed her; the heat gave her
7 " cheeks the apllor of white painted wood; and Yer fine
\ eyes; having no eyes to meet, gazed ahead, blank,
' bright, with the staring incredible innocence of
sculpture. : . n S

| b It was always talking about her own sufferlngs
o . that made Miss Kilman so difficult. And was she right?’
§ 7 <..but it was so difficult to say. Oh, she would like
\ ' to go a little further. Another penny was it to the
Strand? Here-was another penny then. Shqiwould go up
\ o ‘ to the Strand.

i °

She liked people who were ill. And every profes-

sion is open to the women of her generation, said Miss

T Kllman, So she might be a doctor. - 'She might be a

.“-ﬂ‘ . farmer. Animals are often ill...And she liked the .

- feeling of people working...It was quite different

-here from Westminster. She thought, getting off at
Chancery Lane. It was so serious; it was so busy, .
In short she would like to have a professiovu: She !
would become a doctor, a farmer, possibly go into
Parliament, "if she found 1t anessary, all because of ,
‘the Strand. . ! ' ) . ‘ .

The feet of those people busy about their act1v1-
ties, hands putting stone to stong, minds eternally
occupied not with trivial chatterlngs (comparing women
to poplarsr- which was rather exciting, of course, but
very silly), but with thoughts of ships, of business,
of law,. of ipmlnlstratlon.... ) (206 207)

s

...She penetrated a little further in the dlrection of
St. Paul's. She' liked the geniality, sisterhood,”
motherhood, brotherhood of .this uproar. It seemed to
her good. The noise was treméndou%: and suddenly there.

. o /
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’ ‘were trumpets'(the unemployed) blaring, rattling : '
_about in the uproar; military music, as if people .
‘were marchlng, yet had they been dying - had some
woman bredthed her last.... N\ s
..~but this voice, pouring endlessly, year in year
out, would take whatever it might.be; this vow;:
this.van, this.life; this procession, would wrap
them all about and carry them, as in the rough .
stream of a glacier the ice holds a splinter of bone,
a blue petal, some oak trees, and rolls them. on. S
" ' : (209-210)"
- In these passages thé reader is made aware of Elizabeth's sanity
and integrity.- Her vision,. which still has very much to grow,
shows reciprocity between '"the privacy of the soul" (192) and - o
e
the social surroundzngs, each in some way leaving its 1nfluence < )
on’ the  other; as is symbolized'in the actual movement of the
narrative. The, stréam—bf-consciousness technique blends so
‘51nely the ‘narrative voice w1th Elizabeth's that the reader is

ﬁever sure exactly when the third person voice of the narrator

has'shifted*into_the personal voice of the character and is thus

‘only consc1ous of a voice of nuances contlnually speaking to him.

v
: - %, !

This artistic "happening” is themetically referred to in the very
. . .
last part of.the above quotation, a fact.which demonstrates how

.

linguistic process and message are integrated within the one

artistic whole. Another example of this‘integratiou 1s the pas—

4

sage which precedes and follows Elizabeth s mounting the

Westminster omnibus and‘gracefuliy returnﬁ the reader to Septimus

Warten Sﬁith:-. )
o , A puff of wind (in Bplte of the heat, thers
. .was quite a wind) blew a thin black veil over the N
sun and over the Strand. The faces faded; ‘the .
omnibuses suddenly lost their .glow. For although
.the clouds were of mountainous white so that one .
could fancy hacking hard chips off with a hatched;
" with broad gdlden slopes, lawns of celestial pleasure
-gardens, on their flanks, and 'had all'the appearance

\
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of settled habitations assembled for the conference
c of gods ‘above the world, there was a perpetual move-
: ment amorig them. Signs were interchanged, when, as
if to fulfil some scheme arranged already, now a
. summit dwindled, now a whole block .of pyramidal size
- which had kept its station 1na1terab1y advanced into
the midst or gravely led the procession to.fresh
A . anchorage. \Fixed though they seemed at their posts,
: at rest in perfect unanimity, nothing could be fresher,
freer, more sensitive superf1c1ally than the, snow-shite
or gold-kindled surface;.to change,’ to go, to dismantle AN
the solemn‘gssemblage was immediately possible; and in
spite -of the grave fixity, the accumulated robustness
. and solidity, now they struck light to ‘the earth, now ,
- ' darkness. . )
e ‘ ) ' ' & : L
; , ' . Calmly and competently, Elizabeth Dalloway ’
* mounted the Westminster omnibus. . s

-
-~

] - Golng and coming, beckoning, signallij so the
. - . llght and shadow wﬁlch now made the wall rey, now e

the bananas bright’ yellow, now made the Strand grey, .
now made the omnibuses bright yellow, seemed to
’\\\N Septlmus Warren Smith lying on the sofa 1In the sifting-
- . ‘room; - chlng the watery gold glow and fade with the ‘ A
C astonls g sensibility of “some live creature on. the '
.. . roses, on the wall-paper. Ooutside the trees dragged
L their leaves-like nets through the depths of the air; : &
L the sound of watet was in the room and through the -
: . } depths of the air; the sound of water was in the room
and through the waves came the voices of -birds 51nglng
Every power poured its treasures on his head, and his
. . hand lay there on the back of the sofa, as he had seen
s§1 N  his hand lie when he was bathing, floating, on the top
: . .of the waves, while far away on the shore he heard dogs
barklng and barking far away. Fear no more, says "the -
4 . ‘heart in the body; fear no more. (210-211)

vh e AT e e
”
’

g

(B4

p The first part of the quotation describes poetically how the char-

acters of this novel -merge, differentiate and‘hhanqe from moment

-

Q? to moment creating along with each.move a change of mood and

atmosphere, a ‘change of aspiration, now making fixed equations of’
ar

P ‘ i )happy sp;rlt, now trembllng humbly in their experlence and expres-—

1 . ' slon (1n the &st sense of the words) of the seemlngly opposxte

¢ forces or’ en gles within themselves. The novel in 1ts entlrety

focuses on a few gestures, a few words and from these the reader

. ~
s~ . w - . voe

v
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} is to have a feeling of one ﬁuman entity; the w;iter is to pro;
; : jec?&the illusion of one human ,hblife: "For although the clouds

’ were of mountainous white so that.one'could fancy hacking hard

’ - chips off with a hatchet, with broad golden slbpes, ldwéﬁ’bf .

| |
' R celeEEIél pleasure gardens, on their flanks, and hagd all the J
D § | :
‘ :
|

appeafagge of settled habitgtions..." (210). The one factual

sentence,\mcglmly, competently, Ellzabeth Dalloway mounted the . -

\\ s .
. Westminster omn tbus" (211), returns the reader more -firmly to

~

the reality of these\characters llves from the poetic philo-

" sophy and imagism of the\ﬁmeg}ous payagraph. 1In doing so it
. strengthens artistically the bond between form and content. The -
; sentence} too,_crystallizes the fact that the bus ride back to
Mis. Dalloway is contrapuatally a return to Septimus Warren Smith,

-

_for as preparation for Clarissa's offering heightens so does

preparation for Septimus'. The ‘image of the bxight‘yellow 9mni4

) bus acts as a focal point which radiates the powerful energies -

f . ‘ lmysterious ever—-changing shapes that fill the spaces all around it,
I %' ' ‘now Elizabeth, no;.clouds,Anow’Septimus,'now light, now water.

And Septimus, too, reflects back the poet's phiiosophy of the

revious passd@e except that in this passage the reader is. con-
> = "v
7 gcious of the voice of Septimus' sensitive soul, at once ‘echoing

\

v the past and extending forward and outward into future: "watching

13
4

the watery, gold glow and fade with the astonishing .sensibility-

. (ﬁ ' . of some live creature on the roses, on the wall paper (211)-\ ‘ ,

*\v, 'and ”Every power poured its treasures onhis head..." (211). The

i
i v

'\\
~" images of water and light and space apd sound ("Outside the trees
. LN ~ - . . \
mfj‘* ‘ dragged their leaves like nets through the depths of the air; the
‘ ‘ |

-
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sound of water was .in the room and through the waves came the'-

‘v01ces of blrds‘51ng1ng (211) ) mirror the 1dea of 51551on

and fu51on/91ffus10n dynamlcally contained within the one
v151on'of reallty. The image of the "wave" is a popular one

with Virginia Woolf, and characters are often introduced ineo

the text with'the descriptien of themselves beidg carried . 7

"bathing, floating on top of the waves, while far away on the

shore..."” (211) to empha51ze the surfacing of a consciousness

< t

as well as the breaking forth of the private or concealed self

“into the sociel or external reality, to show how the conscious~

ness reveals at the same time as it conceals and vice versa.

The’ water also serves as a creative medium: "Ever& power poured

its treesures on his head...“ (211). 1In both passages the

poetic phllosophy of "Nature (211) and totqg creatlve unxty

has a relaxing and regeneratlve effect on the consciousness:

"Calmly and competently, Eli;abeth D llowey nted the Westminster

omnibus" (211) and "Fear no ﬁoxe, says the heart in the body;

fear‘no more" (211). ' : o . 1
Onge moee the reader shares in the intimacy’between ' . |

Septlmus and Lucrez1a Warreén Smxth.. It is 1ntrodu~eq\as "Nature

L

l'and it marks the basic bond between this husband and w1fe. o

[ “
- He was not afraid. A every momeht Nature
fe signified by some laughing hiInt like that gold spot
" which went round the wall -~ there, there, there -
- her dectermination to show, by brandishing her plumesy™
. -shaking her tresses, flinging her mantle this way
.~ and that, beautifully, always beautifully, and stan-
* ding close up to breathe through her hollowed hands .
Shakespeare 8 words, her meaning. - , ' S

Rezia, 51tt1ng at.the table thstxng a hat 1n )
her hands, watched him; saw him smiling. ' He was : :
happy .then. . . o (211-212) ’
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The merging of Nature "standing close up to breathe‘through

_her hollowed hands'shakespeare's words, her meaning” (212) and

"Rezia, sitting at the table..."” (212) exoresses Sepﬁlhus“

growing trust in his wife. And although Rezia "could not bear to

see him smiling. It was not marriage; it was not being one's
husband to look strange like that, always to be startin

ing,‘sitting hour after hour silent, clutching her and’telling

"her to write" (212), she has érown in gympathy from "But she

heard nothing" (213)'to-

Ahd he would lie llstenlng until suddenly-he would

cry sthat he was falling down, down into the flames!
‘Actually she would look fvr flames, it was so vivid.,
But there was'nothlngﬁ They were alpne in the room.,

It was a dream, she would tell him 'and so quleE him *
at last, bit sometimes she was frightened too. She
sighed as sﬁe sat sewing. (213- 214)

Now their closeness is so intense that the coupke is able to .

. share in one consciousness of pain and of terror, Rezia feeling

. . -
in this moment what her eyes do not actually see. As she turns

to do her sewing, she influences the direction of .the mood bet- "~
ween husband and wife. She offers Sepglmus stability, a means
of grasplng external reallty.. She also offers the assurance hlS
sen81b111ty craves. The long passage extendlng pages 214 to 225
demonstrates this fact. In incident after ;n013ent Lucrezxa
weaves the boﬂqrbetween husband ehd wife,\a'weeving\ﬂh#ch ie\
symbolized imn the images describing herself. These images  stir

deep within the imaginatioﬁ of her husband:a "kettle on thg,

'hob'l (218) and a "bxrd falllng from branch to branch, and always

alightxng, qulte rightly" (222). The weaving .is also symbolized -

in Lucrezia's actiorig: the way in which she makes the hats,

piece by piece,)ribboh_by ribbon' and stiich b{\izﬁ%ch,'yith

., laugh-

L

a
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concentrated effort, the idea ¢of "hat" slowly metamorphoslng
. into the actual creatioﬁé and always inviting Septimus to par-
take in the creative unfolding; the way in which Lucrezia plays

. . : 6 : )
with Mrs. Filmer's grandchild, echoing the news with song and

he

‘dance; the way Ain whicﬁ Lucrezia bursts into the room, ‘into
Septimus' existence, 1n%errupt1ng the fearf&l direction hlS’ \
thoughts haye taken to sp111 out the news from Brlghton- and
flnally the way in whjch, Lucre21a collects her husband's letters

and draw1ngs and ties them together with silk rlbbon neatly,

'qonfldently, reassurlngly promising fa1thfu1 love to her hus-

Lot

e band. Lucrezia's actions themselves symbollze the process of

A

B e Y o

organic fusion in art, this fusion being expressed in the entire
section on husband and wife. The tumbling forth effect .of the

' prose as person merges with person and one paragraph with the

~ next is\exemplified‘ip the following: . - Co a
) . A L A L ' -— v ' N » ° \.
; P : Then she Eot up to go to the bedroom to pack
R their things, but hearing voices downstairs, and
; . thinking that Dr. Holmes had perhaps’ called, ran down
"4» et T to _prevent him coming up. ' .
g .

R : ) o - Septlmus could hear her talking to Holmes on the
‘ . stalanse.

P ' t "My dear lady,‘I have come as a frlend," Holmes
was saying. - . — .
. ;

. ¢ ., "No. . I will not allow you to seé‘ﬁ; husband, "
t she said: ] ] ’ ) ] T
\\Hb could see her, like a little hen, with her
wings spread barring his passage. But Holmes perscvered.

8

. "My dear.lady, allow me..." Holmes said, putting
.her aside (Holmes was a powerfully built man).
. S T . # ,
. - . Holmes was coming upstairs. Holmes would' burst -
o : . open the door. ' Holmes would say "In a -funk, eh?"
Holmes would get him. But no; not Holmes; not Bradshaw.
Getting up rather unsteadily, hopping indeed from foot -

\

[
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to foot, he'considered Mrs. Filmer's(nice clean )
Jbread knife with "Bread" carved on the handle. Ah,
. . but one mustn't spoil that. The gas fire? But it
wasg too late now. Holmes was coming. RaZors he \ =
might have got, but Rezia, who always did that sort
of thing, had packed them. There remained only the .
window, the large Bloomsbury-lodging house w1ndow, u
- the tiresome, the troublesome; and rather melodrama- .
tic business of opening the wihdow and throwing '
' himself out. It was their idea of tragedy, not -his
~ or Rezia's’(for she was with him). Holmes.and Brad-
shaw like that sort of thing.
But he would wait till the very last moment. He did '
>~ not want to die. Life was good. The sun hot.  Only
- human beings - what did they want? Coming downthe
staircase opposite’ an o0ld man Stgpped and stfared at
him. . Holmes was at the door. "I'll give it you!'"
he ‘cried, and flung himself vigorously, violently down
on to Mrs. Filmer's area railings. - T
. "The_coward!" cried Dr. Holmes, bursting the door
"open. Rezia ran to the window, she 'saw; she under-
stood...She must be brave and drink -something,; he
said (What was it? Something sweet), for her husband ﬂay
was horribly mangled, would not recover con501ousness, -
. she must not see him, must be spared as much as ‘pos- i
. sible, would have the ihquest to go through, poor
) young woman. Who could have foretold it? A sudden
impulse, no one was in the least to blame (he told .
..~ Mrs. Filmer). And why the dev1l he did-it, Dr. e
‘Holmes could not conceive. o (225 =227)

e AR

Septmmus had taken the 1n1t1at1ve to deflne how far. Dr. Hé&mes
1s to penetrate their lives. And yet thlS freedom)comes ultl—
mately at tﬁe Gost of Septimus' life and qﬂ the physical sepa-

ration of husband and wife. The violence of Septfmﬁs“actions are

t

equal to the péYchig vibleﬁce Dr. Holmes Eas imposed on Septimus.
'{ 'In;this Qay the‘two react mutually to’éach ofhgf,\each'speaking

”t?uth of‘thé pthér through himseX®f. "Who could'haveuéoretold it?,
A sudden\ampulée, no one was in the least to biamé (he- told Mrs.
Filmer) And th“the devil he did it, Dr. Holmes could not con-

ceive." (227)_  is true as felt from Dr. Holmes' perspectiye.'

M

(He sat on the sill). . i/

Eae
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The narratlve technique allows the reader to ﬁeel these llnes

. o ’”‘from Dr. Holmes' point of view whlle equally feellngwthe d's—

fﬁ“-\Q:y’“///’ﬂ>>ténce,'infinitely magnified and constrained, between Dr. Holmes
. T - ] N

and Septlmus, thus reflecting the lmpaet of the words on

LucreZLa s mlnd and on Septlmus were he still a11ve. The

. “,
-

lines “Re21a ran to the window,. she saw; she understdod.ﬂ Dr.

Lo oo Holmes and Mrs. Filmer collided with each other.~ Mrs. Filmer )
. . }

flapped her apron and made her hide her -eyes in the’ bedroom.

. f\r

There was a great deéal of running up and down stalrs. Dr. Holmes,

came in - white as a sheet, .shaking all ovér, with-a -glass_ in .
. his hand" (226-227) show the melodrama in prgcess with its frag--

mentation of smooth narrative floW as each gesture becomes “exag-

}
H
' % ~© gerated. Rezia is no longer in. this world. Neither is shé the
i \ "poor yéung woman" (2%?) Dr. Holmes visualizes. ‘The “sémething
. ué7' L sweet" (227) whlqh/br. Holmes administers .to calm her," to help ™

her forgef tﬁe present mcment, ‘sends her 1nto the past and

. ' _further away from qumes to the happy, peaceful reallzatlon of '

her husband's death and of thelr eternal marriage:

?f;, o : It seemed to her ‘as she drank the sweet Stuff = '.1
T - ) o that she was openlng “long windows, steppina out into
' . some garden. But.where? The clock was striking -
. one, two, three: how sensible the sound was; compared.
v B " with all this thumping and whispering; like Sepfimus
N B - himself. She was falling asleep. But the clock went
} . . . on strlkxng, fouy, five, six and Mrs. Fllmer waving i
<0 ' . her aprén (they wouldn't bring the *body 'in here; would
~ . they?) seémed part of -that garden; or'a flag. She had .
( once seen a flag: slowly rippling out from a.mast when
o - she stayed with her aunt at Venice. Men killed in
' _battle were thus saluted, and Septimus had been through
the War. _Of her\memOtles, most were happy.

, : She put:bnher.hat and ran- through cornfields ~
; <L where could it have been? on to some hill, somewhere
T ’ .. near the sea, for ‘there were ships, gulls, butterflies; .
: ‘ R > ' N . % ' . : B

' - ° ) . . N ~
\ ~ CTe .
. . . . : .
‘
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‘freely as Septlmus

0 s ‘ - . ’ .
TN they Sat -on- a cliff. .In London too, there ‘they
'sat, and half amlng, came to her through the . R
bedroom deor, raim\ falling, whisperings, stirrings - \\'

anong dry corn, th éaress’gf the sea, ag it seemed
. “to. her, hollowing hem inc its arched shell .and mur-
o murlnd to her laid/ on shore, strewn she felt, like.
flying flowers over some tomb.
"He is dead " she said, smiling -at the poor
L “Sld-woman who guarded her w1th her honest llght—blue
. eyes flxed on the door” (227- 228)

Rezia' S mlnd is moving freely through tlme, as freely as "the

f clockf whlch- went on strlklng, four, flve, "SiX..." (227), as

%
Splrlt now moves, unltlng ‘past, present and

future 1nto one happenlng. 'The quiet romantlc slow- motlon Lma—

7' !

. ges of Lucre21e runnlnq through ‘cornfields "somewhere ‘near the

se (228) and of "ralp falllng, whisperlngs, stirrings among

A

dry corn, thé: caress of the-sea" (228) extend out of the new=-

xfound liberty of Septlmus'lsouL.
N
- what has ocCurred‘Splrltually wlthln Septlmus

Re21a now\prOJects physrcally
being. The

"sweet stuff" (227) has thus accentuated the bond between husband

/
"sweet stuff” (227)\has “the cal-.

and wife._ At the- same t1me the

~

mlng, allenatlng effect whlch 1s reflected in .the stream—of—

\v.

consclousness ‘narration: "But the clock went on strlklngb_foﬁr,
flve, six and Mrs.,Fllmer wav1ng her apron (they wouldn't brlng

the beody in here,~would they?) seemed partzof that gérden, or a

iy

flag. She had oncé seen .a flag slowly rlppllng out from a mast .

~ when she stayed Wlth her aunt a(t Venlce.l Men kllled 1n battle

were thus saluted, and Septlmus had been through the War. L0f~

her memories, most were happy "(228).

- ' especially create the sensation of echoes . within echoes,with p

the result that the reader is ever-aware of the distance betweén
“ - N . \ N

The last two " sentences vl

bt
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Reiia'and'the bthers in her physical world.’

!

She is there in .

' form alone thinkinghpf'heréelf in the third person and passively

muring to her laid on shore, strewn she felt, like flyi g'flovens

“Over some’ tomb" (228),- and-yet always aware .of the statement of

- door, ‘rain falling, whisperings,.stirfings among dry corn,. the

»

as if she were no longer a part of this physical world: "...as

it seemed to her, hollowing them in its arched shell d mur-

death within this ‘physical world. The image of the "flowers" (228)

bringé to mind Septi&us"previous description

/of his wife,

"Miracles, revelations, agonies, loneliness, falling through the .

sea, ddwn, down into the flameé, all were burnt out, for he had a

>

sense, as he watched Rezia trimming the straw hat for Mrs. Peters,
1,

of a cgverlet’of flowers" (216), which further expressés the
fusion of spirit between husBand and wife. Moreover, the fusion °
of past and present becomes absolute: . "In London too, there

they sat, and, hélf]dreaminz, came to her through theééedroom

! -

caress of the seal,as it seemed to her, hollowing themcin its
Aarchéd shell and murmuring to her laid on shore, strewn she
felt, like flying flowers over some tomb" (228) . Here Rezia and

Septimus fill [gn[“eveptWAWhich dctually occurred in the paéE], o

_ the hollowed space; which'imagé-p:ojecté'the tomb of her dead

husband. Rezia is also the flowers that are strewn over "some

tomb" '(228) which shexiﬁQQinés in her prgseni dream state. The

.

distance is eéver-increasing between herself and the others;
"But they must do as the doctor said" and "'Let her sleep,'

said Dr., Holmes, feeling her pulse” (226). Her relation to the’

‘physical world is paesive. Even Dr. Holmes associates her with

’

N
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sleep, a sleeo which he has ironically helped to bring about
but which dré%m state he oannot ultimately control. The lines
"She saw the large outline of his body starrding dark agalnst
lthe window. - So that was(Dr. Holmes (228) as much define Dr.

Holmes as they do, Lucrezia for .the words reflect the mirror image

Vet

‘of "'Let her sleep,' said Dr. Holmes, feeling her pulse" (228) in

'that they reflect the "dehumanlzlng of one character as experi-

enced by another who is the rec1p1ent. The realization "So
™
that was ‘Dr. Holmes (228) unxtes Lucre21a finally with Septimus

for this is the last thought the reader is to hear her express.
The “depersonallzatlon" of)Dr. Holmes marks the entrance
“of Peter Walsh angd the onlooker s experience of the suicide drama}

"Lex her sleep,éfs id Dr. Holmes, feeling her
pulse. Shevﬁaw the 1 réz outline of his body standing
dark against the window. So that 'was Dr. Holmes.

: T One of the tr»aﬁphs of civilisation,, Peter Walsh
R ' thought. It is one of the triumphs of. c1vilisat10n, S
‘ as: the light high bell of the ambulance sounded.. i
C Swiftly, cleanly the ambulance sped to °‘the hospital, '
. having picked up instantly, humanely, some poor devil;
some one hit on the head, struck. down by disease,
knocked over perhaps a minute or so ago at one of
these cr0351ngs, as might happen to oneself. That
, _ was civilisation.' It struck him coming back from
s - the east - the effitiency, the organisation, the
- communal spirit of London. Every cart or, canrlage of
- + its @wn accord drew aside to let the ambulance pass.
- Perhaps it was, morbid; or was it not touching rather,:
the respect.which they showed this ambulance with ifs .
\ victim inside - busy men hurrying home yet instantly
- bethinking them as it passed of some wife; or '‘presum-
. ably how easily it might have been them there,
. stretohed on a shelf with a doctor and a nurse - Ah,
"but thinking became morbid, sentimental, directly |
e oné began conjuring up doctors, dead bodles, a little
' ‘ glow of pleasure, a sort of lust too over the visual
“impression warned one not to go,on with that sort of
thing any more - fatal to art, Qatal to~friendship.r N

o R T A B,
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True. And yét, thought Peter Walsh, as the ambu- o
lance turned the corner though the light high bell .
could be heard down the next street and still farther
as it crossed the Tottenham Court Read, chiming con-
stantly, it is the privilege of loneliness,; in
privacy one may do as one chooses. One might weep if
no one saw. .It had been his undoing - .this susceptibi-
lity - in Anglo-Indlan society; not weeping at the .
right time, or laughlng either. I have that in me, -
he thought standlng by the pillar-box, which could
dissolve in"tears. Why, Heaven knows. Beauty of ‘some
sort probably, and the weight of the day, which begin- !
'ning with that visit to 'Clarissa's had exhausted him
with its heat, its intensity, and ‘he drip, drip of
one. impression after another down /into that cellar
where they stood, deepy dark, and no.one would ever
"know. Partly for that reason, its secrecy, complete
and inviolable, he had found life like an unknown

. garden, full of turns and corners, surprising, yes;

really it took one's breath away,- these moments;
there coming to him by the pillar- -box opposite ‘the
British Museum one of them, a moment in which things
came together; this ambulance; and life and death.
It&yas as if he were sucked up to some very high roof
“ by that rush of emotion and the rest of him, like a
white shell- sprlnkled beach, left bare. It had been

hlS und01ng in Anglo-Indian society - this susceptibility. (:/
\

Clarlssa once, going on top of an pmnibus with
him somewhere, Clarissa superficially at least, so
easily moved, how in despair, now in thé best of
spirits, all aquiver in those ‘days and such good com-
pany, spotting queer little scenes, names,. people from
the top of a bus, for they used to explore London ahd
‘bring back bags full of treasures from the Caledonian
.market - Clarissa had a theory in those days -' they had
heaps of theories, always theorles, as young people have.

Iy

It was to explain the fgqe 1ng they had of. dissatisfaction;, -

*not knowing people; not ing know For how could they
know each other? You met every da i then not for six
months, or years. It was unsatisfactory, they agreed,
how little one knew people. But she said, sitting on
the Bus going up Shaftesbury.Avenue) she felt herself
everywhere; not "here, here, here"; and she tapped the
back ,of ,the seat; but everywhere. She waved her hand,
going up Shaftesbury. Avenue.  She was all that, So that
to know:her, or any one, one must seek out the pe0p1e

.who' completed them; even the places. 0dd affinities’.
she had with people she had never spoken to, sofe woman )
in the street, some man behind a counter - even trees,
or'barns. It ended in a transcendental theory which,
with her horror of death, allowed her to believe, or say
_ that she believed (for all her sceptxc;sm),.that slnce
our apparltlons, the part of us which appears, are S0

- -
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" Peter Walsh who becomes more and more emotional, more and*more

back of the sedt; but everywhere" (231). His "susceptibility"

witnessing to the party he will be Etteddfng.later'that same day.

- . . . . - Lo - Ces
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. .
momentary compared with the other, the unseen part v
of us, which spreads wide, the unseen might survive,

be recovered somehow attached to this person or . ‘ 4
that, or even haunting certain places after death...
perhaps - perhaps. ' . (228-232)

.
The line "One of the triumphs of civilisation" (229) as it immedi-

ately follows "So thét was Dr. Holmes" (228) paitly expresses the
lrony of .the onlooker's experience of the ambulance and of the

-

ego's "little glow of pleasure, a.sort of lust #oolover the visual

. impression..." (229) and partly acts as catalyst for entering

into the "susceptibility" (230) of Peter Walsh. The speeding
ambulance carries the reader away from the tragic scene and

further into Peter Walsh who eventually brings the reader to
C%priésa Dalloway. The above quotation is another excgllegt

example of artistic manipulation, for with the introduction of

Rezia's drugged sleep the reader is brought t? the impassive
’ 4

~subjective in his response as he stands thefe watching the ambu-

lance drive away and listening to the sound carry its message \

all around. Thus passion bursts through the cool ekterior and

manifests itself in the flash of Clarissa and himself on the ' '._

o@niﬁus: ""For how ‘could they kngw each other? You met every
day; thgn not for six months, or years.. It was unsatisfactory'
thef adkeed,'hbw lit%le one knew people. But.;;ghé felt her-
self evérywhere;anot‘"here,.here, here"; -and she tapped the
N 3
(230) creates unity in the narrative flqw from the scene he is
g N : .

for unwittingly he lives the very philosophy to which he gives

-~

‘ mention_superficial;y,'the "transcendental -theory”.(231). The

J:
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" passage is a reflection of the authbf‘B\iff:hpt at baltance f
. . ° 1
"*  within the artistic framework as this frameWork .symbolically .

projects the contrary and complementary ﬁgzces w1th1n reallty,

more spe01f1cally psychologlcal reality. Clarlssa‘g transcen-

dental theory artlculates Wlthln a philosophical foxmula what i‘
i

permits and permeates as organic fusion within the work of art: o]
N ) ~ |

-
-~

Looking back over that long frlendshlp of
v almost thirty years her theory worked to this extent.
BrieX, broken, often painful as their actual meeting ,
had been what with his absences and interruptions
~ (this morning, for instance, in came Elizabeth, like
a long-legged colt, handsome, dumb, just as he was
beginning to #mlk to Clarissa) the effect of them .
. on his life was immeasurable. ‘'There was a mystery
about it. You were given a sharp, _acute, uncomfort-
. able'grain - the actual meetlng, horribly painful as
often as not; yet in absence, in the most unlikely
places, it would flower out, open, shed its scent,
let you touch, taste,look about you, get the whole s
feel of it and understandlng, after years of lying o -
lost. Thus she had come to him...She had influenced .
-, him more than any person he had ever. knoﬁn .One scene
after another at Bourton.... o

-t

\
\

He had reachéd his hotel. L €232-233)

In this way the transcendental theory maintains 1ntegr1ty w1th1n

‘

the work of art even through seemingly dlsslmllar parts, seemingly ;
opposite characters and seemirigly mundane. preoccupatlons, the - )
"grain" (232) symbollzlng the germ of unfoldment or creative flux.

[y
4

The impact of~such a sharp, acute, uncomfortable grain - the

o~

-actual meeting; horribly painful as often as not; yet..."(232) is" T
symbolically.mirrored in the receiving -and opening of Clarissa's o

}
letter: . ‘ . , ‘ . i
3 Y e, N N . . , ® - 1
N Oh it was a letter from her! This blle envelope; M
that was her hand. And he would have to read it. Here
was dnother of those meetings, bound to be painful! )
To read her letter needed the devil of an effort. "H®wW
heavenly it was to see him. She must tell him that.” “ %
That was all. S (234), : i z
1
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Peter Walsh has so completely responded to the letter that it

becomes translated in the reading: "How heavenly it was to see

é him. She muit tell him that" (234). The "devil of an effort™

v,
o e,
fn"tr

e .k

is manlfested J.n the extent to which the letter plagues hlm

v

and penetrates his being:

But it upset him! It annoyed him. He wished °
she hadn't written it. Coming on top of his thoughts,
it was like a nudge in the ribs. Why couldn't she
let him beé? After all, she had married Dalloway, and
livéd with him in perfect happiness all these years.

These” hoteéls are not consoling places. Far from
it. Any number of people had hung up their hats on
those pegs. Even the flies, if you thought of it,
had settled on other people s noses. As for the
cleanliness wh1ch hit him in therface, it wasp't
cleanliness, so much as bareness, . frigidity; thing
that had to be... (235)

9

3

‘I,/-

At the same time thJ.s .very penetration "would flower out, open, _

shed its scent, let you touch, taste, look about you, get the
whole feel of it and understanding,; after years of lylng lost"
(232): . . . .

And it was Clarissa's letter that made him see all
this. "Heavenly to see you. She must say so!" He
foged the.paper; pushed it away; nothing would
indice him to read it again! -

To get that letter to him by 'six o’clock-she
must have sat down-and written it directly he left.
her;- stamped it; sent somebody to the post. It was, -
as people. say, verylike her; ‘stamped it, sent somebody
to the post. ' She had felt a great deal; had for a
moment, 'when she kissed his hand, regretted, envied
him even, remembered possibly (for he saw her look
it) something he had said -~ how they wonld change
the world if she married him perhaps; whereas, it
was this; it was middle age; it was: mediocrity;.
thén forced herself with her 1ndom1tab1e vxtallty
to put all that aside,. there .being in her a thread

. of life which for toughness, endurance, power to
. overcome. obstacles, and carry her triumphantly q
through he had never known the like of. Yes; but -
there would come a reaction directly he left. the
‘room., ‘She would be frightfully sorry for him;
/e ’ ‘ . . t

4
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' A
she- would think what in the world she could do
to give him pleasure (short always of the one
Eh;ng) and could see her with the tears run-
.ning down her® cheeks going to her writing-table
and” dashing off that one line which he was to find
greeting him..."Heavenly to see you!" And she
meant it. ‘ .

Peter Walsh had now unladgd his boots.
- - (235-236)

He unveils -a liftle more of the mystery of Clarissa's being,’

.(Clarissa had sapped something in him permanently)" (241) and

- N

" "Clarissa's letter which he would not read again but liked to

think of..." (241),‘thié‘”mystery" being symholically expressed

once more in Peter' \theofy of "our soul" (244):
Nadiiat

He would go to'Clarissa's party. (The

Morrises moved off; but they would meet again.)

He woudd go to Clarissa's party, because -he wanted

to ask Richard what they were doing in India -~

the conservative duffers. - And what's being acted?

And music...Oh yes, and mere gossip. .

™  For this is the truth about our soul, he

thought, our self, who fish-1like inhabits deep seas
and plies among obscurities threading her way bet-
ween the boles of giant weeds, over sun-flickered
spaces and on and on into gloom, cold, deep,
inscrutable; suddenly she shoots to the surface and
sports on the wind-wrinkldd waves; that is, has a
pesitive need to brush, scrape, kindle herself,
gossiping. What did the Government mean - Rlchard

~ Dalloway would know -~ to do about India? ©(244)

The letter which ;causes" his mind to dwell on Clarissa also

"causes" him tp‘mbve in théwdirection of Clariésa,wheré "our
soul™ is discovered, the soul in which all characters are effort-
.ie?sly fused; in whichlindibiddaliiy shines fﬁrough even as col-
lectivifx is effected; in which each being emerges and withdraws

only to merge more fully through the medlum of Mrs. Dalloway. As

Peter Walsh is seen on his way to the party the reader is gi;é? )

f e
v

\ .
in the description a falnt hint of Septimus Warren Smith: "His

LY

‘o
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1iyht overcoat blew open,'he‘stepped with indescribable .
idiosyncrasy, lent a little forwafd tripped, with his hands

behind+his back and his eyes still a little hawkllke he

tripped- through London, through Westmlnster observ1nq

(248-249).ﬂ This is the Septimus who is to return to life
s 'S

-

ghostlike at the party and more -specificalfy in Clarissa's .

1
i

final moment -of vision! As Peter Walsh ﬁea:s,the Dalloways; -
'the reader is more conscious of the powerful pull of the party,
a'pull which has surfaced to the ‘external world, "But it was

her street, this,

cabs were rushing round the cor-

ner, like water rs of a bridge, drawn toqether, B

. -

_ it seemed to him because they bore people going to her party,

* Clarissa's party”. (250), and wh;ch reflects ‘that "thread of.

life" (236) to which Peter Walsh has already referred " More-

over, it is a pull whlch in turn puts stress on the person to

command social behavior even as the idiosyncracies are also

. . , X -
surfacing: ¢

The cold stream of visual impressions failed
* him now as if* the eye were a cup that overflowed
and let the rest run down its elrina walls unrecorded.
The ‘brain must wake now. The body must cuatract now,
entering the houge, - the lighted house, where the door.
stood open, where -the motor cars were standing, and
bright women descending: the soul:must brave itself

to endure. He opened the big bladd of his pocket-
knife. ° © (250) -

. . - . . i}
At the.party the mood of self~question is visible from the

start: | .

-
‘x

‘“How' delightf#l to see you!" said. Clarissa. °
She said it to every one. How delightful to see you!
She was at her worst - effusive, insincere. It was
a gred mistake to have come. 'He should have stayed

** home and read his book, thought Peter Walsh; should
_have gone to a music hall he should have stayed at
home, for he knew no one.

i




Oh dedr, it was g01ng to be a failure; a .
i completé failure, Clarissa felt it in her bones as
dear old.Lord Lexham stood there .apologising for his
. wife who had ¢aught’cold at the Buckingham Palace
) , garden party. She could see Peter out' ofs the tail>Qf
N “ her eye, criticising her, there, in’ that corner. W;§\\B;/,
) *_ after all, did she do these things? Why seek pinnacle
~ - . and stand drenched in fire? Might it .cconsume her
anyhow! Burn her to cinders! Better anything, better
| ‘ brandish one's torch and hurl it to earth than tapée¥
o _ and dwindle ‘away like some Ellie Henderson! It was K
- . ' extraordlnary .how Peter put herhlnto these states just ‘
- s by coming and' statiding in a cornér. He made her see
: . herself; exaggerate. It was idiotic. But why did he ©oo
v o come, then, merely to cr1t1c15e? Why- always take, .
. never give? Why not risk one's one little point of . ‘\o )
, . '~ . view? There he was wandering off, and she must speak T
e - to him. But she would not get the chance. Life was -
that - humiliation, renunciation.” What Lord Lexham
v was saying was that his wife would not wear her furs
-at the garden party because "my dear, you ladies are
. all alike" - Lady Lexham being seventy-five at least!
It was delicious, how they petted each other, that old
couple. She did like old Lord Lexham. She did think !
it mattered, her party, and it made her feel quite sick ‘
to know that it was all going wrong, all falling flat.
, Anything, any explosion, any horror was better than . .’
e people wandering aimlessly, standing in a bunch at a’
: . corner like’Ellie Henderson, not é&ven caring to hold
! . . : themselves upright. ' (254-255)

‘
. «

I

——

A LT
. .
i

e gt

Even when the éréoccupation is with seemingly trivial matters,'
Ti, ("that his wife would not wear her'furs" (255)), the effusioﬁ‘of
.5'&;‘{ . " . - . ‘ 2 ’ ’

e . energies, of appreciatiok for another being and gratitude that

B these energies andrthis being are a part of the party is always

old couple. She did.like old Lord Lexhamd She did think it
. - \.

‘{ . - evident: "It wasldeliciohs, how they petted eaéh other, that
; . ,
’ mattered, per'party..." (255). Clarissa's general a;tiﬁuae to

\ Iy
o -k

y { ) "Anything, any explosion; any horror was better than people
i . \ N .

dering aimlessly, standing in a bunch at a corner like Ellie §
. « : g ¢

"Hénderson, not even'cafihg to. hold thémselves ubright".(ZSS),
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.Ellie Henderson,'like:Dorié Kilman, is tha£ uncomfortable . . .7
grain of sand which sets Clarissa's wholg se{f to {hshhto the \
rescue of "her parties™. 1In recognizing Ellie Henderson as a
generally negative or at-best "neutral" being, Clarissa

instills in Ellfe Henderson cleansing properties, creating

i

C b T

potion within ‘the narrative and magnifying- the }evitalizing

-qualities inherent in Clarissa. Ellie Henderson symbolizes
. that part of Clarissa wh{ch ﬁould like\ to give up and give 'in.
N -

Clarissa's confidence, being the st er. of the two and symbo- o

. . v /!
'lized in her party, is able to overcome one sole Ellie Henderson, f
N ~ P~ )

or one sole Doris Kilman:

Indeed, Clarissa felt, the Prime Minister had
been good to come. And, walking down the room with -
him, with Sally there ‘and Peter there and Richard . -
very pleased, with all those people rather inclined, -

. perhaps, to-envy, she had felt that intoxication of .
, the moment, that dilation of the nerves of the heart
itself 'till it seemed to quiver, steeped, upright; -
yes, but after all it was what other people felt, that;
for, though she loved it and felt it tingle and sting,
still these semblances, these triumphs (dear old Peter,
for, example, thinkipng her so brllllant), had hollow-
ness; at arm's length they were, 'iot in the h&art;
. and it might be that she' was growing old but they
. satisfied her no lonqer as th y used; and suddenly,
-~ - as she saw the Prime Minister go down the stairs, .
the gilt rim of the Sir Joshua picture of the little ~
‘girl with a muff brought back Kilman with a rush; .
.Kilman her enemy. That was satisfying; -that was real..
‘Ah, how she hated her - “hot, hypocritical, corrupt;
- ‘with all ‘that power; Elizabeth's seducer; the woman
who had .crept in to steal and defile (Richard would
say, What nonsense!). She hated her: she loved her.
It was enemies one wanted, not friends - not Mrs. - |
Durrant .and Clara, Sir William and Lady’ Bradshaw, Miss
Truelock and Eleanor Gibson (whom she saw coming

upstairs). .They must find her if they wanted hef\\,——f”x\\
* She was for the party! .

There was hez:old frlend Sir Harry.“ (265-266)

This latter quotation shows how the thought ©of Doris Kilman stlrs

3

up a flux wlth{n‘the narrative causihg Clarissa's party self to.
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" . horror:

of party self and of friendship and the glow of human contact:"
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2

surface. The "enemies” (266) offer opportunities for reviving

the self, increasing self-confidence, and reéhining faith and
N . &

assurance. ip the latter quotdtiod“the reader is able to see

how duality reveals itself: "...still these semblances, these -

triumphs...had a hollowness; at arm's length tﬁey were, not in

" the heart; and it might be that she was growing old but they

satisfied her no longer as they uséd; and suddenly...the gilt
. i N N

‘rim of the Sir Joshua picture of the littlé girl with _a muff

brought back Kilman with a rush; Kilman her enemy"' (265).
Clarissa Begins to feel a “hollownessﬁ, an emptiness of vision,
which is immediately reflected for her in the painting as the

thought of Kilman. This thought, Kilman's image, soon dis-

.solves any waning desife, any feeling of.aging or depression,:

and instead rekindles Qithin her that much more warmly the spirit

Every time she gave a party she had this feeling

of belng something not herself, and.that every one was

unreal’ in one way; much more%real in another. It was,

' she t#6ught, partly their clothes, partly being taken/

out of their ordinary ways, partly the background, it
~was possible to say things you}couldn t say anyhow .

else, things that needed an ort: possible to go w
much deeper.. But not for her; not yet anyhow.
. ‘ . *(259-260).

It is w%tﬁ’the Bradshaws ,ironically enough, that the chance offers.
/s . © . .

_itself for her to "go much deeper" .(260). The Bradshgwsolink

* Septimus Warren Smith to Clarissa by infbfming her of this "very

sad case" (279). Her. reaction is immediate. The splehdour of

-

the party fades from view as.Clarissa reasons with this shock of

Oh! thought Clarissa, in the mlddle of my party,‘
here's death, she thought. BEIEN v

[ —
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She went on, into .the little room where 'the
Prlme _Minister had gone w1th Lady Bruton... ’

- i What business had the Bradshaws to talk of
death- at her party? A 'young man had killed himself.
And they talked of it at her party - the Bradshaws,
.talked of death. ,He had killed himself - but how?
Always\her body went through it first when she' was-
_told, suddenly, of an accident; her dress flamed, her
..body burnt. He.had thrown himself from a window. Up -
had flashed the ground; through him, blundering, .
bruising, went the rusty spikes. There he lay with a
thud, thud, thud in his braln, and then a suffocation ,
of blackness. So she saw it. But why had he done it?
‘And the Bradshaws talked of it at her party! 4
: (279-280)
What happens as "alwafs her body went tﬁrough~it first" (280) is

¢

that Clarissa brings to life Septimus' own being throuéh’per

body and imagination. Not only is the reader visualizing through

' Clarlssa s compassion what has no doubt occurred just prior to

\ W,

. Septimus' death but also the reader witnesses the complete mers\\

ging of these two consciousnesses. The question -"But .why had

4 {

‘he done it?" (280) is ironically answered by "And the Breashawe

talked of lt at her party!" (ZQO) for'the Bradshaws. are the link

that allows Clarlssa to ‘be able to even ask the question at all,
X - )

thus allowing Septimus Warren Smith'to penetrate her being;

they,are the link that allows her to have this momgnt:of vision

‘at the pérty. At the same time the'sentencg "And the Bradshaws

‘,

hav1ng "talked of lt" (280) at all:

Ay

talked of it'at her party!"'(280) sudgests Elarissa's personal

feelings about the Bradshaws presence as’ well as about thelr

\

Why did the sight of him, talking to Rlchard curl ‘
her up? He looked what he was, a great doctor. A- .o
man, absolutely at the head of his profesgion, very
powerful, rather worn.” For think what cases came i
y before' him ~ people in the uttermost depths of misery;
people ‘on the verge of insanity; husbands and wives.

- . ) ) . L

5 : _4 ., e \
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He had to decide questions of appalling difficulty.
, , Yet - what she felt was, one wouldn't like Sir William
- - . to see one unhappy. No; not that man. . oot

. . . AN

| - Clarissa looked at Sir William, talking to ',
| ) T Richard. Hé did not look like a boy - not in the least
| - < - like a boy. She had once gone with some one to ask his
gdvice. . He had been perfectly right; extremely sensible.
But Heavens - what a relief to get out to the street
again! There was some poor wretch sobbing, she remem- ’
bered, in the waiting-room. But she did not know what
. it was - about Sir William; what exactly she disliked. ~
| . Only Richard agreed with her, "dldn t like his smell."
- ' (278-279) .

,ftytrulyxpains Qlarissa to have to place side-by-side (even in\
thought) the dead man and this doctor. .And yet ironically the |
very fact that "the Bradshaws talked of it at-her party!" (280)

o . , ) ‘draws her further into'her‘rore,aS'protector and defender of -

9 . .
Septimus. The analogy between herself and the dead man con-.

e e

tinues'in her thinking:

She had once thrown a shilling into the Serpentine,
never. anything more. But he had flung it away. .They
- * werit on living .(she would have to go back;. the. rooms
T . were still crowded; people kept on coming). They (all
L ( ' day she had been thinking of Bourton, of Peter, of
v zgﬁ ' . Sally), they would grow old. A thlng there was that
’ahgi ' mattered; a thing, wreathed about with chatter, defaced,
PO ‘ : obscured in her own life, let drop every day in ecorrup-
: tion, lies, chatter. This he had preserved . Death was
defiance. Death was an‘attempt to communicaté; people’ |
feeling the impossibility of reaching the centr hich, _ J
. mystically, evaded them; closeness drew apart; ‘rdpture |
. faded, one was alone. There was an embrace in death.

Tt But this ygung man who had kxlled himself .- had
'+ he '‘plunged holding his treasure? "If it were now to
die, 'twere now to-be most happy," she.had said to
e . . herself once, coming down in white. :
Or there were the poets and thinkers. Suppose™
he had had ‘that passion, and. had gone to Sir William. '
~ Bradshaw, 'a great doctor yet to her obscurely evil with-
L out sex or lust, extremely polite to women, but capable :
e . . of some indescribable  outrage - forcing your-soul, that R
R o was it - if this young man had gone to him, and Sir . -

Y

13 v N . -
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'Wllllam had 1mpressed'@1m, like that, w1th his

./ power, mlght he not then have said (lndeed she felt. |
bl " it'now), Life is made intolerable; they make '1ife’ * . .
intolerable, men llke that? (280-281) )

Clar;ssa 5 understandlng of Septlmus' death brlngs her. to the.
centre of hls herng 'gnd points ont that-much more f efully

the dialectic-of reality as it has been expressed‘throuqhout

: \ 1
the novel and more specifically of Septimus' death. When'Sep—

. (
o ‘tlmus plunges to his death, darlng to'meet.heaq on wrth blS alone-

ness, the plunge can only happen once. The “embrace (281) of .

-

) Death 1s~f1na1 and although it does defy such antagonrsts as Dr.

. Holmes and Slr W1111am who "make life 1ntolerab1e (281), it
© N - / .
ﬁnevertheless leaves them  to continue their efféct_on»other-lives»

[N

.as Clarlssa 1s lndlrectly ifesting in the present' moment.

F
R AN Lt S W oy
.
-

Hav1ng 80 compa381onatel understood the "indescribable outraoe -

|
-'forclng your soul" (281) hat Bradshaw must have committed
B ' - S T ~ - .
' ' against Septimus, Clarlssa'ls‘brought very\close to her own
- - l\
y centre of fear. She becomes 1nf1n1tely mpre aAware of the meaning

¥

! of ”respon51b111ty towards others and  towards oneself
. A i

S, ' /f/ ' L, Then (she ‘had felt it only thls mornlng) there e
. - . > was the terror,,the overwhelmlng 1ncapac1ty, -ohe's : -

: ~ . -parents giving it’' into one's hands, this 1ife, to be )
- " lived to the end, to be walked with serenely; there -~ -

was _in the depths of her heart an awful _fear. Even

, ., 'now,. quite often if Richard had not been there reading
. : \ the Times, so that she could .crouch like a bird and
\ ! ' gradually revive, . send roaring up that immeasurable
o delight, rubbing stick to stick, one thing with™

v o ‘another, she must have perlshed. But that young man

L had killed himself. :

)

< ‘Somehow 1t Was'her alsaster'— her disgrace. It -

. / - *. was her punishment to see sink and disappear 'here a

- . Coe man, there a woman, in this profound darkness, and she .
. . A+ '« forced t6 stand here in her. evening dress.” She had
e «- . :schemed; she had pilfered. ' She was never wholly

R - . . ' . admirable. She had wanted success. Lady Bexborough

(ha% R ‘ and the rest- of it. And once she had walked on the -
s A . terrace at Bourtor. y Co o

< ° o
P e v -
T ‘ . .
. '
. . e . 1
. . _ . . '
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It was due to Richard; she had never been so
happy. Nothing could be slow enough; nothing last
too long. No pleasure could equal, she thought,
straightening the chairs, pushing in one book on the
shelf, this hav1ng done with the triumphs of youth,
lost herself in the process ‘of living, to find it, ¢
with a shock of delight, as the sun rose, as the day -
sank.- Many a time she had gone, at-Bourton when they
were all talklng, to look. at the sky; or seen it

_ hgiween people’s shoulders at dinner; Seen it in,
= London when she could not sleep. She walked to the
window. ! " ¢

- - -~
It held, foolish as the idea was, something of
her own in it, this country sky, this sky above
Westmihster. “She parted the curtains; she looked. >
. Oh, but how surprising! - in the room opposité the
. old lady stared straight at her! -She was going to
bed. And the sky. It will be a solemn sky, she had
thought, it will be a dusky sky, turning away its
cheek in beauty. But there it was. - ashen pale,
raced over quickly by’ tapering vast clouds. It was:
new to her, The wind must have risen. She was going
bed, in the room opposite. It was fascinatlng to
. watch her, moving about,.that old lady, crossing the
room, coming to the window. Could she see her? It
was fascinating, with people still laughing and
shouting ‘in the drawing-room, to watch that old woman,
quite quietly, going to bed. She pulled the blind ngy.
The clock’striking. The young man had killed himself;
but she did not pity Him, with the clock striking the
hour, one, two, three, she did not pity him, with all Kl
this going on. There! the o0ld lady had put out her
light! the whole house was dark now with%ph*s\going
on, she repeated, and the word¢ came to her, Fear no
more the heat of the sun. She must go back to them.
But what an extraordinary night! She felt somehow

.
2 ol pud watemeroaws L7

-,

) _
very like ‘him - the 'young man who had kill&d -himself. /’\xg//rﬁy

She felt glad that he had done it; thrown-it away.
The clock was striking.\The leaden circlesgfissolved ~—

_in the air. He made her feel the beauty; made her
feel the fun. But she must go back. She must assemble.
She must- find Sally and Peter. And she came in from

the little rodm. a (281=284) C

#esponslblllty exists in Life not in Death: ”Somchow it was her

disagter'- her disgrace. It was her punlshment to sce sxnk and’

- s

disappear he%é a man, there a woman..." (282). The respon51b111ty"
wis life, "one's parents glv1ng it lnto one's hands, -this llfe, to

be lxved to the end..."" (281), and w;th it ‘comes" in the depths

.ot P
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.. R \ .
- . of her heart an dwful fear" (281).° This is the fear of choice

- since the responsibility of life involves endless moments of

. .
choice and decision. Even the more :subtle and unconscious
- 3 b)

€

.i:) choicef of which sensations to follow, Which to perceive, and
to which to give depth tax the energies of Clar s extremely

sensitive and spiritual imagination. Her imagination is ever-
‘ k BN . ,

aware of their yibrations and their demands to be noticed:
"...s0 that she could crouch like a bird and graduaily‘rébive,

send roaring up that ihmeasurable,delight, rubbing stick to

| - - N

allows herito move more deeply within herself towards her

-

‘centre through her -youth to the present, ‘for it is din the pre-

. sent 'that she had "lost herself to the process of living, to

e g AT s e
.

o e

find it, with a shock of delight, as the sun rose, as the day

i ‘ sank" (282). Ié is because of Richgrd that this "process of
living" k282) éan slow\itseif down‘enougﬁ, and last long enough,
. ) to be {écogniéed "witht a shock of delight” (282) as the #process'
»ggiq ; - of livlng" (282) . The -window towards which she walks is a

o physical symbol of the refleéting surface within Qgr mind wﬂerg
shé éees "that young man" (282) who is hér polér iﬁége; At the
same time the window is a symbol of the proximity;bf dthe old

. lady" (283), of. the aliveness within Clarissa of the "virgin
- e . - -

?

. protecting chastity"w]§0) and of the. "nun withdrawing, or a

child eiplorihg a tower" (45) even as Clarissa is having her - -

. party. The “sgf% and the "clock" striking both unifying symbolé
that remind the reader of the oneness of past and present, of '

3

r ! - > i . X 0
" time and atmosphere, which éind Septimus Warren Smith and Clarissa.

v

"y .
., . -

stick, one thing to another..." (281-282). Clayissa's sympathy /

= g
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(Vlrglnla Woolf's éntry for Thursday, Ahgust 30th, 1923, in .

19 q
A Writer's Diary, reads. "...how I dig out beautx’ul zaves

behlnd my characters- I think that glves exactly what I want-~
humanlty, humour, depth. The idea is that the caves shall con-

nect and each comes to dayllght at the present moment. In this -
;
respect she succeeds beautifully here. The fact that Clarissa .

e

' rejoices at Septimus having "thrown it away" (283) is the expres-

sion of ambivalenee within herself. His death isAé defiance and
and a victory over the smothering forces that have surrounded
him.\ At the same time his death permits Ciarissé to expe;iehce
the defiance and the victory imaginatively and, as a result, to
liberate herself Splrltually in her world without hav1ng'€2

pay the price of death's finality, at 1east‘not yet.. What is
resurrected within Clerissa of thie.yohng man is his sensitivity
and his artistic imagination and not the sensitivity sttetched oﬁt

q

to insane proportions, not his illness, not the'unhealthy,\
unnatural aspects of his marriage. These‘seeds of possibilities
as the reader has witnessed throhghout‘the novel surtaee to
exprgfs the ambivelence within Clarissa. but they are never allowed
to emerge so fully es.to‘threaten the person who ie-"éfaris;a

Dalloway:" This is why the young man, Septimus,'dies and why.

Clarissa is able fo stand at the window at one moment feellng

n ‘glad that he had done it" (283), able to let her Splrlt merge

with his in the "leaden 'tircles" which "dissolved in the air"

[}

(283-2§4T and at the next moment feeling "But she must go back,

She must assemble" (284) to finally come "in-from the little
19 '

Virginia Woolf, A Writer's Diary, (London: Hpgafth’Presgi, p. 60.

IS
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room" (284) into the party which is almost over, into the pre-
sence of those who are fond of and supportive towards her:

when one was young, said Peter, one was too
much excited to know people. Now that{one was-old, .-.
fifty-two to be precise (Sally was flféy:fave in
body, she said, but her heart was like a girl's of -
twenty); now that-one was mature then, said Ppeter, ’\
one could watch,one.could understand, and one did
not lose the power of feeling, he said. No, that
\ is true, said Sally. She felt more deeply, more /
passionately, every year. It increased, he said,
alas, perhaps,-but one should be glad of it - it
went on increasing in his eXperience...
' There's Elizabeth, he said, she feels not half :
what we feel, not yet. But, sald Sally,_ watching
Elizabeth go to her father, one can see they are
devoted to each other. ‘ She could feel it by the way
Elizabeth went to her father. l/f ‘ v
I
For her father had been looking at her, as he
stood talklng to the Bradshaws, and he thought to
himself,'Who is that lovely girl? And suddenly he * ‘
realised that it was his Elizabeth, and he had not K
recognized her, she looked so lovely in the pink )
; ~frock. Elizabeth had felt him looking at her... And
Richard and Elizabeth_were rather glad itewas over,
but Richard was proud of his. daughter. And he had

not meant to tell her, but he could not help telling®
her....

? " "Richard has improved. You are right," said
Sally. "I shall go and talk to him. I‘éhall.say

- good-night. .What does the brain matter,” said Lady
Rossetter, getting up, "compared Wlth the heart?“

"I will come,“ said Ppgter, but he sat on for a
. moment. What is this terror? what is this ecstasy? he.
thought to himself. What is i that fills me w1th )
extraordlnary excitement? - - <

It is Clarlssa, he said.' 5o

g

g For there she wag. (294-'296)

-

These people who arekso closely wound up in Clarlssa s’ past are

the ones who at the end of the party radiate through their words

.and actions the Clafissa who has come "in" from the little room”:'

(284) even though they do not speak .for her sake or in her presence

5
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" room" (284) should also have a husband and daughter like Richard

. The merging is linguisticailx expressed in similar fashion in

¢ epRT . - P - e - ‘ Ja— R AR e L LR

o
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“until the very last moment when Clarissa appears before Peter

| ~ AR
" Walsh. It is inevitable that the Clarissa who has had ‘thg, .,
kind of vision she has had in her silent moment, in "the little =~ °

] x

and Elizabeth who are "devoted to each other™ (295),'aﬁd have,

e W R

too, an old friend 1fke Ssally who witnesses this devotion. ‘It
. : ¢ !

is naﬁqral that the devotiontbetween'father and daughter be d
tfansparént in the narrative flow;‘“For her father had been
locking at ﬁgr, as he stﬁod palﬁing to the Bradshaws, and he »

had thought to hi?self, Who is that lovely girl? And sud%enly

.he realise& that it was his Elizabeth..." (295), as the two
pérsons' consciousnesses seem to mérge and fuse completely and
yet in comic fashion: "He had looked‘af her, he said, gnd he -
had wondered, Who ié tﬁat lovely girl? and it was her daughter:

That did make her happy. But her poor dog was hdwling“ (296).

1

N
!

the old ffiendship between Sally and;Peter: "...now.that on
was mature' then, said Peter, one could watch, one could under-
'stanq, and one_dia not lose the power of feeling, he said. No,
that is true, said Sallyl ‘'She felt more deepiy, more péssion—
ately, every yéarj It increased, he sdid, al;s, perhaps, but
one should be giad of it - it went on incrgasing in his experi-
ence" (294-295). It is also, théﬁ, natural that there be an

v .

attraction between these four people who are

N

the cloéést to .
Clarissa, éhat tﬁey be together at the end of ﬁhe party to sym-
bolicglly express the éomplétion~of Clarissa just.bef?re she
appears in froﬂt of them after?her experience in "the little

-




.

)

room" (284), fox these four characters project‘ﬁualities'that

exist harmoniously and yet independeptly within Clarissa. The

”extraordihary excitément“A(296) which £ills Peter, now "terror"

[3

(296), now "ecstasy" (296), is the harmonious integration and

mutual independence of these forces which triumph‘within

A

Clarissa, the party truly being the celebration of this tfipmph'

80 that‘any one may stand back agd‘say "It is Clarissa" (296)

and know (as Peter does) withou® a doubt "For theré she was"
(296) . '

A gl st Mo, BEBG T B D AR i A B LA
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B . ,. - To %he ﬁighthouse20(1927) is generally considered.by

' critics to be Virginia Woolf's best werk It is easy enough

- to see why. Here the critic finds a fine example of the
author's stream—of—conséiousness style with peither the extreme
‘naffative diffusion nor the exgreme«cdhcentfation‘of time/ ‘.

. X ’ \
space axes that occur respettively in ‘the two earlier novels

v : (Jacob's Ropam (1922), Mrs. Dalloway (1925)) andﬂhith'neithér

the diffusion of characters nor the extremely fluid tlﬁe/space
iy \»" ) N ’ ) B .

ui\, Qimensions‘ﬁﬁht occur in The Waves (1931), which is to follow.
Here, too, is unmistakeable intensity of feeling and psychic

unfolding which is in this novel particularly due to the less

|
./

e e At vl s s monas e SOOI

obtrusive voice of the narrator. The "supposedly" necessary

self-conscious reflection of the ego which is quite noticeable

-

in the other novels does not occur here. The chafacters are

&

vividly: portrayed with the

s
-

least amount of self—con901ousness

a -

\“‘ ‘ . : 2 ] !

gy % .while still keeping w1th1n the stream-of-consciousness style

Lo ‘ - ‘ 9 :
: © which- at least in Virginia Woolf's art has usually effected w«

the sensation of an ego being observed at the same time as 1t
is closely observing otherg. James Hafley makes this poxnt in

. The Glass Roof Virginia Woolf As Novellst21

; 20 Virginia Woolf, To The nghthouse, {Harmondsworth;: Penguln

Books Ltd., 1969). A1l fo owlng page references are anluded

in the thesis text. . . o

. A

21 James Hafley, The Glass Roof: V1r inia WOolf As Novelisth
.. (New York: Russell & Russell, Inc., . 90.

. L
a
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unself-consciocus self-assertion even in its apparently self- .

‘immensely in thé creatjon of?fhis tangibility in the characters.

In her critical study Viiginia‘Woolf: The Inward Voxa%e

organic fUS1on...w1dened, espec1a11y for Virginia Woolf and to

22
_Princeton Univ. Press, 1970), p. 18

" PN e .
S N L .o - S r N0 ewes i ! .
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The role of the narrator. or central 1ntelllgence
is both more lmportant and less noticeable in To The
"~ Lighthouse than in Mrs.. Dalloway. As in the earlier
novel, e nirrator i1s a means by which the:reader
attains a unlty of response to the diverse personall-
. Sties within® whose consciousnesses he has the illufion -
‘of being; he‘is objectively unconscious
but the narratqr makes possible both the 'ar
. vaL&iizzFfo the novel's statement and his acceptance
of 1 ar from belng a stream-of-consciousnes
To The Lighthouse is the objective account of a
Vtral 1ntelllgence that approaches and assumes the .
characters' consciousness (just as Clarissa and Mrs.
Ramsay enjoin themselves vicariously to all life) but
does not become completely identified with any one
. consciousness. . This central intelligence is thus free
to comment upon the whole in what seems a completely
impersonal manner.... )
's.

Moreover, the reader finds a comprehensive'-plot, (although in

the most part comprised of memory jumps); which does not OVEeTly

- ~

confine characters or psychic movement. And the narratlve pos~

sesses that rare quality of dlaphanousness which glves to .each -

\

character a truth of being, an unquestionable 1ntegrity( an

~

] “' * Kad L}
conscious moments as if a light were radiating their identities

for the reader rather “than the characters' own self-expression.

' b4
' Through organic fusion the ﬁae%e;ns-of imagery participate

2% e

’

Harvena Rlchter points out that "G.E. Moore s principle of

L

some.extent‘for E.M. Forster and Roger Fry, into a recognition

of the 'unity between the self and the .perceptual worid...;Viroinia

Harvena Rlchter ,Virginia ‘Woolf# Tﬁ“”fxward Voyage,(Prlnceton.

\
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Woolf fused it into a literary‘gestalt in which feeling and

'~ form, -theme and cont;nt, and aspects of self, time, and reality

" form a.reciprocal an
- ’ )

interdepedent whole." Always there is

‘ . . . "
the illusion df effortless creativity on the part of the author,’
- of intimacy an sharing. The theme is one of creativity, of
- what goes into the maiing of a work of art, of attémpt’at T
balance and harmony, of happy reconéiliation, and, of the encom-
'p3551ng ambivalences thereof. All these techniques render a .
, symmetry of handllng whlch makes To The: nghthousefa unigque
-t ) 7
; ’ novel. Rather than do a lengthy detailed analysis of the
{ . [ . ’
entire process of creation in To The Lighthouse as' it unfolds
— N . \
i ' to reflect Virginia Woolf's view of the seemingly opposite
% energies at work within man's internal and external reality, I
~would like instead to demonstrate' the éctual presence of this
lheme in short study of several key "moments of vision." Once
s . u
! ' more I quote from Harvena Rlchter 5 Vlrglnla Woolf 3
[ ' R
J V The mu1t1p1101ty of stimuli and responses = °
”V?q - . within the moment of being suggests that the moment )
J%u;\ , . ’ ~ itself is not a single state of consciousness.but
‘ . . rather an organization of many simultaneous states
- s which interpenetrate and extend vertically from a
Cs - surface layer we cognize to the deep leveis 6f which o
' W "we are scarcely aware. . The moment, then, is a -
. - . microcosm of being, for it includes the entire woxld
'S 0 of consciousness and organic response, and the
x . . .- experience to be found within that miniature world is
‘ LA even more complex than the simple categorles of
Lo . . seelng, feeling, thinking, and experiencing time .
. ' would suggest. .
| b ' - ..
..Mrs. Woolf differs most perhaps from Joyce in this, i
for Joyce's "epiphanies" - moments of insight or -

. —

e Lo . . 4 . N -

:féﬂ ' 23 Harvena Richter,virg1nia wOolf,f(Princeton, 1970), PP. 40
: RIS T ' and 49. T
- _

. -
) ") . - . :
: J . -

h“." . \ B «

. ¥ ‘ ’ v ' ’ : .
RN c . . AN .
%, -~ . ‘. N N . .
¥ L, .
. . .

E




"

- ~ [y

.
=1 TR B, e AR VERWRESL S v na e e« e Hea e v K S A i 1Y = .,.: tea - > A

v ' ‘ . 135

,
\

. vision.- reflect perfect stillness (a working out of
‘his aesthetic theories) whereas hers are merely the
climax of the moving moment and in themselves seem

s ~ to consgtitute perceptions of eternal mbtion...

-~

The first section of To The Lnghthouse is entltled "The

Wlndow and it beqlns w1th Mrs.~Ramsay s answer to her youngest

son's_questlon "'Are we 901ng to the nghthouseb'" (72), a ~
gquestion which sets in motion &h;ﬂcurrent of ambivalence that

. q&n ~ . . .
runs throughout the novel. Already it has“risen to the surface

in the first few paragraphs {pages 5 to 7 of the text) as child
Z ’ - - R
and parents are 1ntroduced into the story James' "private
~ .
qode, his secret language (5) permeates a large part bf the
. ‘ '

novel; it ig, a lanquage in which "any turn in the wheel of sen- .

sation has the power to crystallize and transfix the moment upon

whlch its gloom or radlance rests..."(5) It creates a flux of
mood and uﬁTBIdlng within the narrative between one character 3&9‘
another, between one character and objects in his reality, or .

. £
between oné character and his memories, a flux that‘?an be

‘likened to the motion of the waves. For thig very reason alone

‘e

the image of the wave is of"ﬁost importance to a'fuller_dnder-
standing'andrexpressiqn of the‘pr;;ess of the tensions marifested
iﬁ this novel. It is not onl§ in the extremes of emotitn (es the
etb and flow of the wave) tﬁat this -essential mood ie being ...

3

expressed nor in the contrasting descriptions of characters and

of traits within the same character; it is also in the subtle

‘

narratlve closing of one person $ thoughts and introduction of
+

‘another's (as the crest and trOugh of the wave and ‘the’ eternal '

.«

flow of one wave into anotper~and another and yet another).
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////‘ the constant presence of Lidﬁthoﬁse beam, 'a thing diffuse and‘\- -
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The window captures these family members into- one. of t%e
' Ramsay household's dramatic moments. The, window also lays-bare
the "parts" comprising the "whole" drama to the relentless eye
of the 4ighthouse beam. At the same time the beam of light
unitea tﬁe drama to the mythopoeic "explanation“ of ambivalence
by uniting it togthe.ceaseless motion of the' wave d to thl ,
awesome cycles of nature, that hold tdgether the universe and J
-define the island as it is known byfthe Ramsays. ThlS knOW1nq
is at once 1nt1mately revealed in the narrating of domestic .
) events and . in the extent to which*familiar details are diseloeed
to the}reader,‘ It‘is‘also delicately, even“mystically,‘meiled

"\ . .
Ny in the very titling of. the first section as "The Window" and in

N, almost insubstantial as it simultaneously gives outline to .
objects and peoéle and a measure to darkness and silenEe. The *
lengthy passage from pages 71 to 76bi "She turned the page* ¥
there were only a few lines mmre...For he wished, she knew, to
protect her ") is a good example of this effect. ﬁere the
subtle use of counterpeint is magnified. ‘As Mrs.vRamsay is
. reading theﬂfairy(tale to James, external control doeéﬁnot betfay

inner anxiety and inner thougnts do- not intrude on outer actions.

The words of the fairy-tale surface just as the stroke of the -

L3

.+ Lighthouse dbeavto arrest and reveal the thought which precedes
and follqus.'Thej connect, amplify,'expressl;elationship and.a .
:ﬁnity ;hile at tne same time they delineate fragmenté on which
the eyes may focus. Mrs. Ramsay'e neéd "to bevsilent; te be
alone® (72) ‘leads to her meeting with the beam oi 1ight, a meeting

- which identifies her as it identifies the light- - .

1
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" also vibraté around the earlier idea that "children
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A

. ..and pausing there she looked out to meet that
stroke of the Lighthouse, the long steady stroke,

the last of the three, which was her stroke, for
watching them in this mood always at this hour one
cbuld not help attaching oneself to one thing
especidlly of the things one saw; and this thing,

the long steady stroke, was her stroke. Often she
found herself sitting and looking, sitting and :
looking, with her work in her hands until she .
became the thing she looked at - that light for
example., ' “TA{T3) ,
This is "That great clan's" (5) éensitivity expressing itself
through a "secret language" (5), the language of organic fusién,
She is alone, yet she attaches hersel® and the significance and
largeness of life not only to the stroke' of the 'light but also
to the specific time of day, tq, the stocking in her ‘hand (" (she .
accomplished here something dexterous with her needles)" (73))

and to the very act itself of looking. At the same time the

R

"core of darkness" (73), "wedge of darkness" (73}, "all

spreading, it is unfathomably deep..." (73) exists through the

light, each infinitely echoing the other. The countqrpoiht is®

further magnified as Mrs. Ramsay's ﬁhoughts'echo the repetitive ’

-

movement of light: "Ahd it would lift up on it some’ little

\

‘phrase or other which had'been lyihg ih‘he; mind like,phat -
'Children don't forget, children don't forget' - which she would
o it, It will end, It

g — » D
said. It will come, it will come...

repeat and begin adding t will end, she

". (73-74). Her thoughts
never forget"
(72) , In’ the next moment contrariety rushes'forward,pfeééing

disturbance in the narrative with the "triﬁhpp over 1ifé“wheq

“

things. came tpgether in this peace, this rest, this eternity"”

{73), manifesting once more the wave-like flow of. duality:

¥
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...when suddenly she Sﬁded, We are in the hands of
the Lord.

But4instan¥ly she was annoyed with herself
for saying that. Who had said it? not she; she had
been trapped into saying something she did not mean.
She looked up over her knitting and met the third
-stroke and it seemed to her like her own eyes meeting
her own eyes, searching as she alone could search
into 'her mind and her heart, purifying out of exist-
ence that lie, any lie. (74)

9

The counterpoint augments as the imﬁges of "wave" and "Lighthouse

‘beam" weave the warp and weft (the knitting reinforces this

event) of mood 'in the descriptive stream of consciousness as in

‘“Beneath it is all dark, it is all spreading, it is unfathomably

deef; but now and again we rise to theksu{face and t?7t is what

you see us by" (73): ;

....but for all that she thought, watchingAat with

fascination, hypnotized, as if -t were stroking with

its silveyps fingers some sealed vessel in.her brain

whos§wggtzllng would flood her with delight, she had

known~tfappiness, exqulslteahapplness, 1ptense hap-

piness, and it silvered the rough waves a little

more brightly, as dayllght faded, and the -blue went

out of the sea and it rolled in waves of pure lemoh

which curved_and swelled and broke upon the beach

and the ecstasy burst in her eyes and waves of pure

.delight raced over the floor of her mind and she

felty It is enough! It is enough! (75-76) :
[v]

- The light and waves continue to have such st:iking:effeCt on

™ . ‘ b
Mrs. Ramsay's thoughts that it seems the thoughts will no lopger

be able  to.contain themselbes aé in tﬁe waves which "curved and
swelled and brok;‘upon the beach" (76) and in the sharp face-to-
fac éﬁntact‘of the lightbeam. Above all, this counterpoint is
made - anifest in the unfoldiné'of tHe narrative, now trance-like.

incantation, now annoyance, now release and selfless interroga-

tion ‘with recognition of héx own beauty "like that light" (74),

A .
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and once again a return to the thought which has created the

' annoyance. This reflection envelopes Mrs. Ramsay in an

. atmosphere: !
.. .No happiness lasted; she knew that. She
knitted with firm composure, slightly pursing
her lips and, without being aware'of it, so
- stiffened and composed the lines of her face in
a a habit of sternness that when her husband ‘
2 ' passed....her remoteness pained him, and he felt, . C
as he passed, that he could not protect her, and,
when he reached the hedge, he was sad...He looked
. into the hedge, into its intricacy, its darkness.
~ « (74-75)

. , , , i
It is an atmosphere that inevitably affects Mr. Ramsay. Ironi- .

cally, Mrs. Ramsay continues her train of thought which, surfa-

” ay : .,
’ cing as it does, appears to be both a comment on her husband's

L]

act of looking at the hedge, with seeming obliviousness as to

the tourse of his present mood, and a recognition;of the solida-
rity, of the bond, which she has happily come upon and made part

of her act of "purifying out of -existence that lie" (74) just as

“@i% - \ Alway Mrs. Ramsay felt, one helped oneself
W out ‘of soli uctantly by laying hold of some
PO . . little odd or end some sound, some sight. She

. listened but it wag all very stlll' cricket was _
over; the children were in their baths; the.e was \‘\"
only the sound of the sea. 5 . (75)

- o she makes her moo d energy a part of the stocking she knits:
s

v

Mrs. Ramsay's\solitude and its previous association with the

third stroke of "the nghthouse, as well as her experiepce of

organlc fUSlOW have made her suddenly awa

the sea whose
sound and movement is always present from the beg i 1 “actua~
1ity and in spiritual form at once. The counterpoint and the
organlc fusion that is so much a part of thls counterp01nt re-.
veals itself flnally as, a statement of marrlage at.both a partl—

' ~Cular and a un1versal level.

4
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. ...And again he would have passed her without a. R
! ’ ' word had she not, at that very moment, given him ‘ ‘ ,
'.,\ ‘\cf her own free will what she knew he would never ) L
. ask, and called to him and taken the green shawl , . ~
off tHe picture frame, and gone to him. For he . * .
wish}ﬁ, she knew, to protect her. (76)

L

In the same way that the fusion of Lighthouse and wave has been

F3

effected so, too, has the coming together of this man_and this
‘woman. And (althoqgh their fusion will always as an expression

. of the "silent" tension show its parts, the hope and énticipation

i a

1 of fusion and reconciliation nevertheless pi‘evail. Thus for the

onlooker Lily it is a question of "the relations of masses, of
~ . .

. e

lights and shadows...how to connect this mass on the right with

that on the left. She might do it by bringing-the line of the

branch across so; or break the vacancy in the foreground by an
. \ N

5
e o

object (Jamgs perhaps) so. *But the danger was that _by doing —'

g that the unity pf the whole mighf. be broken" (62—63;. .For the

}r , re‘ader' is neve allov'ved to forget the pr’esence of the A]‘:'tist,,

ey .. Lily ,through whise ‘eyes the vision achieves. concrete form. For - |

o 1 " Lily, as disturbing as the sight of the‘ Ramsays is, it is | ‘

e always ‘haloed“in love as if these people have been seized by

‘) \ - ‘the very ‘essen'cg of that "secret 1aqguage " (5). Lily heralds b

the "hope and af;ticipation of fusion and reconciliation” .

' (mentioned above) within this couple:.’

_ Directly Lpné looked up and saw them, whé‘:t she
- E called “‘being in love' flooded them. They became
* , part of that unreal but penetrating and exciting
universe which is the world seen through the eyes
- of love. The s u to them; the birds sang
through thein.,And, what\was even more exciting...
. ‘how life, fyBm being made \gp of little separate:
ey incidents whiich one lived one by one, became :
o C T ‘ a wave which bore one up A
L with it and threw o down with it, there, with a
. . dash on the bheWch./” - (54-55)
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. ..when the .turned and saw the Ramsays. So
that is marrlage, Lily /thought, a man and a
)t woman ooklng at a girl throwing a ball. That 5
4

./ *  is what-Mrs. Ramsay tried to tell me the’ other o -

25

night, she thought. For she was wearing a green -
shawl, arid they were standing close together ‘
watching Prue and Jasper throwiny catches. And g

. suddenly the meaning which, for no reason at all,

’ as perhaps they are stepping out of the 'Tube oiy

ringing a.doorbell; descends on people, making

them "symholical, making them representative,

came upon them; and made them .in the duskn,stan--

ding looking, the symbols of: marriage, husband

and wife. . ‘ (84-85)

In the latter quotatlon the reader has before h1m the quite - h
llperel expression of marrlage , its unlversal and particular
meaning through the Ramsays and fhelr present state of harmony.

24 .
In Virginia Woolf, Harvena Richter mentions the fact that "time

for Virginia Woolf was not measured by the ¢lack but experienced

-emqtipnally - hence her phrase "moment of being".- By the clock,

¢

the span‘of the moment 6f being might be merely five ‘minutes or .

. )
five seconds. Experienced emptionally/mentally, it is seen to
L . / , . :
be composed, as is her meoment of a summer's night, of a multi-

plicity of states of consciousness, a succession of d@warenesses
which take place not in five minutes - which posits: a past,

_present, and future - but 1n the all-inclusive now." The same

25 ‘
p01nt is made by Erlch Auerbach in Mi mest, "...a sharp con-

trast results between the brief span’of time occﬁpiednby‘the

12
<

ness which traverses a whole subjective universe." - Moreovet,

»
.

. ' o . . ® e . .
24 Harvena Richter;Virginia Woolf, (Princeton, 1970), p. 38

‘Erich Auerbach Mimesls, trans. Willard R. Trask (Prxnceton,

New Jersey: 1953), p. 538 N

external event and the dreamlike wealth of a process of conscious-
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the presence of amgivaleeﬁé:continueé its "conscious" expres-
sion in the image of the ball (",.;there was a\gense of things
having been blown apart, of space, of 1rrespon51b111ty as the
ball sovared high..." (84)) and in the way that as the light
fails the outlines of the bodies become "sharp-edged" (85) and
yet "ethereal" (85), so;that the - "great distance" (85) and the

"vast space" (85) whggﬁ mark the "failing light“ (84-85) can

hardly be distingeished‘from the ?pdies themselves, thus ctea—
ting a hauntinéjeffect which elevates the domestic scene to
universal heighte. But the ambivalence is mote subtly\(and it
seems unyittingly) expressed‘by Lily herself. For as enlooker,
-she stands apart and comments on "theAsymbols of marriage,
hueband and wife" (84) and on the after-effect of this moment
of vision when "the symboiical outline which transcended the-
reel figures sank down again"~(84). She informs the reader
that "ﬁrs, Ramsay greeted them with her usual smile (oh, she's
thinkiné we're go;ng\to'get married, Lily thought) ghd.said

. 'I have triumphed tonight,' meaning thaf for once Mr, Bankes~

had agreed to dine Y}th them..." (84) as if she hersefgfwere

able to read Mrs. Ramsay's - mlnd. Although these are Mrs. Ramsay s

" thoughts as earlier passages point out ("She,ﬁpcused her short-

. sighted eyes upon the backs of a retreatihg‘couple. Yes,
. indeed it was. Did that not mean that they would marry? Yes,
it must: \What an admirable idea! They must ﬁarry'" {83) and

"Smillng, for an admirable 1dea had - flashed upon her this very

. second - William and Lily should marry..." (30)), Lily, from
thé'position of commentator, is as dissatisfied with an "dasy"
definition of the Ramsays, and especially of Mrs. Ramsay, as .

&
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she is filled with a curious mixture of contrary feelings

that prevail r?ght up tqithe iniéh of her painting, which for
this reason has taken. so long to complete. As much as Lily is
o a paft‘ofathe integrity of the wision, she is so as she symbo-
"lizes the'thifd person view of’the marriage which.at its very
best be'comes the painting, so that the "artist" is the- focus
. of attention as much as thé "marriagé" is. The marriage essen-

tially involves the fusion of‘a/male and a female so that each

partner takes on new meaning, becoming "wife" or "husband" to

and through the other partner. 1In To The Lighthouse there are

-reﬁéated hints that the marriage or fusion has been reconciled :

L

but with some reservations; cthe husband appears to embody "the

‘masculine"” principle of beiﬁg'more rational and intellectually

objective; the wife appears to embody the "femln}ne" pr1nc1ple

-

of belng more 1maglnat1ve1y expansive and subjectlve. The

* ¢
- Y -

attracflon‘between the two appears to be quite understood, and

N

yet the reader witnesseé:

'Poor little place,' he murmured with a sigh.
"She heard him. ' He said the most melancholy things,
but she noticed that directly he had said them he
always seemed more cheerful than usual. Ali ‘this
phrase-making was a game, she thought, for if she . ‘

had said half what he said, she would have blown ?
her bralns out by now. R

It'annoyed her, this phrase-making, and she
said to him, in a matter-of-fact way, that it was
a perfectly lovely evening. And what was he
groaning about; she ‘asked,  half laughing, half ‘com-
plajning, for she guessed what he was thinking ~ he .
e ' -would have written better books if he ‘had not : ' !
5 - married. . ‘ 1

He was not complainin he sgaid. . She knew .
that he did not. complain, e knew that he had
v nothing whatever to complain of. .And he seized her

~
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| ‘hand and raised it to .his lips and kissed it with
| . an intensity that brought the tears to her eyes,

| : and quickly he dropped it. ~ (80-81)

1S

and earlier in the novel: Y

Every throb of this pulse seemed, as he: i
walked away, to enclose ‘her and her husband, and I
to givg to each that solace which two different . ' 3
v, ) . notes, one high, one low, struck togeqher, seem. ' E:
) s C ‘to give each other as they combine. Yet, as. the ’

' ; resonance died, and she turned to the Fairy~Tale
- o . again, Mrs. Ramsay felt not only exhausted in
) S .body (afterwards, not at the time, she always v
. felt.this) but also there tinged her physical
% ? fatigue some falntly disagreeable sensatlon with
. © another origin. Not that, as she read aloud the-
i , ' story of the Fisherman's Wife, she knew precisely
L ) | - what is came from; nor did she let herself put
Pow into words her dissatisfaction when she realizeds
’ at the turn of the page when she stopped and heard
% dully, ominously, a wave fall,\how it came from
! o ‘this: she did not like, even for a second, to feel -
) i . finer than her husband; and further, could not bear
¢ ‘ . not being entirely sure, when she spoke to him, of (
\ - . .the truth of what she said. ' Universities and pegple
- wanting him, lectures and books and their being -of
‘ : : the highest’ 1mportance - all that she did not doubt .
for a moment; but it was their relatlon, and his 1
| ) " . coming to her like that, openly, so that anyone : .
W > could see, that discomposed her; for then people N ‘ ‘
J
|

: . said he depended on her, when they must know that
. . , of the two he was infinitely the more 1mportant,
and what she gave the world, in comparlson with
what he gave, negligible. But then again, it was
: ‘\ © 'the other thing too - not being able.to tell him
- _ - the truth, being afraid, for instance, abolut the
. i greenhouse roof and.the expense it would be, fifty
pounds perhaps, to mend it; and. then about his books,
- ' to be afraid that he might guess, what she a little
' suspected, that his last book was not qu1te his best,
book (she gathered that from William Bankes); and
then' to hide small-daily things, and the children
seeing it, and the burden it laid on them - all this

1

- diminished the entire joy, thé pure joy, of the two . o
notes sounding together, and let the sound die on her
. ear,now with a dlsmal flatness. (46 47) . ’

This "myste;ious" fusion ig further projected in the children of

.

this union, for out of them issueg'forth not only the multiplicity
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of oneness but also the possibifgty of,ahtagonism between:the
separate selves which comprise their oneness. This idea of.”
"fission whilst fusion" is symbolically reflected inmcertaih
images. The ihage of the "shot" (30) (rollowed by the sharp
'Jasper!' (31)) that sends the "flock of starlings“ (30) to
flight ohiy to later settle "on the tops of th& elm trees" (31)
and the descri?hion.of Cam as "a biré, Shllet; Or arrow,
impelled by what desire, shot by whom, at what directed, who
could say?" (g3)’only to later be "the prejedtile dropped in:
mid career (63) suggeet the "rebellious" energies ther\}ong to
- burst forth but that gé tame themselves in rime and in doing so
ultimately reflect the "natural" state (by the‘decision and the’

dlrectlon) of that person. The reader becomes aware %hat as

the chr}dren are the product of "fission whllst fusion", they - ~

are also the catalyst of that same ambxvalent oneness; which
idea is contained in Mrs. Ramsay 8 sen51t1ve reflectlon as. she
dresses for dinner (pages 92 to 94). For just as Mrs. Ramsay

. turng to-Rose in the hope of fxndlng a~more clear descriptlon
of the emotion that the "mpvement of the wings, beating out,
out, out..." (93) arouses in her, so, too, Rose attaches “great

a 7

importance to thls choosing what her motheér was to wear" (93).
This very passxon in turn arouses in Mrs. Ramsay the certarnty
that "Rose would suffer"” (94), an 1nev1tab111ty that is already
"secretly" pro:ected and reinforced through the mother 8 perso-
nal belief and her actions towards- the child: "and what else? .

oh, yes, it might be cold: a.shawl.' Choose me a shawl, she said,

" for that would please Rose, who was bound to suffer so" (94).

v
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The plafgi;/énimism’which has lulled ‘the children into the
v
falry—tale ‘world/of "poor old Joseph and Mary" (94) the reader

witnesses again lulling at;pedtlme the frlghtened\Cam.

2 K -'But thlnk, Cam, it's only an old pXg,' said
‘ ‘Mrs. Ramsay, 'a nice black pig like the pi at the
farm. But Cam thought it was a horrid thlng,

branching at her all over the room.

'Weli then,' said Mrs. Ramsay, 'we will cover
it up,' and they all watched her go to the chest of"
. . drawers, and open the little drawers quickly one
' after another, and not seeing anything that would do,
. - she gquickly took her own shawl off and wound it
} . round the skull, round and round and round, and then
; . she came back to Cam amd laid her head almost flat
1 o on the pillow beside Cam's and said how lovely
- . " looked now; how - the fairies would love it; itiwas
« .like a bird's nest; it was like a beautiful moun-
- - tain such as she had seen abroad, with valleys and
flowers and bells ringing and birds singing and -
. little goats and antelopes...She gould see the words
- . echoing as she spoke them rhythmically in Cam's mind,
] L and Cam was repeating after her how it was like a
Y . i mountain, a bird's nest, a garden;' and there were
\ ’ 'little antelopes, and her eyes were openlng and\_
‘I’ r7 shutting, and Mrs. Ramsay went on saying .still more
i
i

monotonously, and more rhythmically and more non-

sensically; how she. must shut her eyes and go to {
sleep and dream of mountains and valleys and stars
o : ' _falling and parrots and antelopes and gardens, and

ol - . everything lovely, she said, raising her head very
ﬁ@g * . slowly and speaking more and more mechanlcally,
i o o ~ until she sat upright and saw that Cam was asleéep.
R T ‘ ~ (132)
, o-
7

ig lulls the childvthrough-an ingenious metqmorphosis of "tha£w

Y

horrid skhil“ (131) and "that horrid thing branching at her all\;
\oﬁer the room" (132);into "how lovely it looked now; how the
fairies wog%d love it;Ait'wae iike azgeautiful mountain..." (1225,
until finally "Cam was asleep™ (132). It-is facilitated by the
"slow,uﬁagical rhythms\of graceful dance, musie and poetry, the

child w1th1n Mrs. Ramsay comlng to lifeé and controlllnq the situ-

.ation even as she is mother. Thls same playful an1mlsm, 850
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powerfully effective because of the very organic fusion which
marks its essence and which permits the‘delicate blu 'ing and

merging of outlines and thus the illusive conversion of "one

~

. AN

state of reality into another, this same animism has cast \\\
: ~ - P N

Rose's fate and has subtly lulled the reader into accepting =\

\\

it. (The latter 1mpre531on creates for thls reader the
7/

feeling that Vlrglnla ‘Woolf is once again testing her charac—

‘ters' credibility.) . ) &

The dinner demonstrates the author's use oz.the expansive
quality of langdage to mixror her vision.' The "dinner" £f@nc-
tions ae image of focal point, providing a communalréetti g

in which the reader is able to view 51mu1taneously the prlvate
thought and social behavior of the Ramsay famlly .The dinner

table draws together the 1nd1v1dual members and friends, AN

people who have temporarily made this house thelr home. .While

-it unltes it catches each one forever in his or her private

moment ;of 1solatlon, of recognltlon of personal vulnerab111ty°

- fo

At the same time as this ‘painful recognltlon is accented,
never belng/allowed o pass unnoticed, as if to do so would be

a trlck or a lie, in any event a. camouflaglng of the truth of

s -

reality, the dinner sitting penetrates the alonehess of each
i . ; . .

person and unites them physiologically, in their initial dis-;
comfort and Ln their common need for food as well as spiritually,
poetxcakly, in the glow of the candle flames. 'It is not 91m91y
that many. finite selves sit ddwn together and thus hecome one

in a focal centre, but that'in this one sitting the many

sh&pés of "self" within a single person and between 51ngle
. -~ /- .
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.-sense of the fragility of this merging, ‘s if each person is’

vaguely conscioas of heving been pressured into having "been . s

is now free to move in whatever direction'heror she pleases.

v ™

people whg meet and greet each other, change[”ﬂﬁfold, reveal,
retreat nly to reveal once more, and finally, without really

understanding how or why, give of themselves much more than~~ -

¢

is initlially thelr Lntentlon Although‘the merging of selve\ »

Y
appears to be so gracefully brought about (having been s0 ~\\>\\\
grac1ously urged by Mrs. Ramsay), there is always present a \Q\

nice" (107), and comes withlrelief to the eﬁa of the meal,
partly relief that the meal has closed suecessfdlly and partly

relief that he or she no lohger has to submit to a role and

All thigis belng subtly "masked" (and therefore unveiled) in
the sofﬁ{ melancholy lull of “Lurlana, Lurllee“ (127, 128):

. It was necessdry now to carry everything a - .

step, further. With her foot &n the threshold she )
waited a moment longer in a scene which was vani- :
shing even as she looked, and then, as she moved &

and took Minta's arm and left the room, it changed, ..
it shaped’ itself differently; it had become, she i ’
knew, giving one last look at it over her shoulder,

"already the past.:

AS\*fPal‘ Lily thought. There was always something
"that“had to be done at that precise moment, some- ’ -
thing that Mrs. Ramsay had decided for reasons of C
her own to do <%nstantly...'I‘hen one saw Mrs. Ramsay '
in the midst of this hubbub ‘standing there with
Minta's arm'in hers, bethink her 'Yes, it is, time
for that now, and so make off at once with an air
of secrecy to do something alone. *and directly N
she went a sort of disintegration set in; they '
= wavered about, went different ways...thus. giving a’
~turn ‘to the whole poise of the evening, making the
weight fall in a different direction...while the

others stood leooking at Mrs. Ramsay going upstairs R
. in the lamplxght alone. Where, Lily wondered, was ‘ h
“ she going 80 quxckly? _ ) (128-12a)

I

The lull +is very llke the lulling which the reader‘has se&n Mrs.

Ramsay share with her children. Its effect is magnified by the

\
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previously descriged,glow of the candlelight which renéers a
pleasant diffusion to whatever outlines exist. Yet the narra-
tive technique betrays the undercurrent of ambiyalence for as .
Chapter 17 closes with Mrs. Ramsay's recognitidn of'ghe dinner
as‘"already in the past", Chapter 18 beéfﬁs with Lily's pri- |
vate comment on Mrs. Ramsay's actions. And.although the ~end”
of the opening paragraph does reveal Lily's fascmnatlon ;§;
outright curiosity, the first sentence, ?As«usual, L11y thought™
(129), follows on the heels of Mrs. Ramsay's stream-of-conscious-
ness and‘betfays a-n;te of slight mockery, perhaps even annoying
distrusth(i.e. anpoying\for Liiy to ha;e to reconcile) of thé
'aaﬁifUI.Mrs. Ramsay. It is as if the very lull, 'the words
(sﬁe-was looking at the window) sounded as if they were floatiag
like %1owers or yater out, . there, cut off fném\;:Zm all,\as if no
one' had said, them, but fhey had come into existence of them-
.'selva;...like ﬁusic, the wordé seemedkto be spoken by her own
voice, outsid;“he; éelf, saying duite easily and naturally what’
. had been in her mind the whole evening while she spid different
things" (127), had 'suddenly sent back reverberatioas of
dissonance. | '

The dinner also offers the reaQer an opportunlty to study
organlc fusion at work as it proves the exjstence of tensjon.
Organ;q fu51on has already been made ‘evident in the function of ,
the "candlelight"(112). The reader now finds it in the response
to tae dishiof fruit. "Rose's arrangemaﬁt" (112) drawa Mrs.

Ramsay out of herself, mythopoeically inviting her to partifi-

-

pate in the birth of imagination and copsciousness and'espec lly
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\of'aft. She willingly shares in Ghe fantasy with her whole
being. The bond, and thus the complete participation, is magni-
.f%eq as the andle‘flames enhance the desirableness of this
trophy: * "...Thus brought up suddenly into the light it seemed
possessed of great size and depth; was like‘a world in which'
one could take one's staff and climb up hills, she thougﬁt,
and go down into valleys..." (112) ‘The "horoy pink—lineo
shell...a trophy fetched from the bottom of'tﬁe’sea“_(llZ)
parallels "...they wereAall conscioue of’making a party toge-
“g ) . ther in- a_hollow, on an island; had their common cause againse
: ' that fluidity out there" (112), a pa?ellei whieo extends the
1 : | -, ) “ .
bility and reveals the quite powerful narrative control that is

organic fusion further and thus strengthens the language -flexi-

“~

\ S~ actually present throughout the. dlnner scene. Just as'the

- N >~

i .o island 1ater yields to decay Yas .is so forcefully descr}bed in
3

the middle section entitled "Time Passes" (pages 145-158)) so,

v

: ! too, the dish of frpit contains within itself the seeds of this
gﬁéj _-ambivalence:

No, she sald, she did not want a pear. Indeed:
she had been keeplng guard over the dish of fruit
‘ (without rea11z1ng it) jealously, hoplng that nobody
' would touch it.' Her eyes had been’ going in and out °,
¢ * .among the curves and shadows of the fruit, among the.
: rich Rurples of the lowland grapes, then aver the
horny ridge of the shell, putting a yellow against
© ,a purple, a curved shape againtt a round shape,
- .o without-knowing why she did it, or why, every time e
B . she did it, she felt more and more serene; until,
e oh,, what a pity that they should do 1t - a hand \
-reached out, took a pear, and spoilt the whole thing.
In sympathy she looked at Rose. She looked at Rose
itting hetween Jasper and Prue. How odd that one's
child should do that! : o (125)

"\, The dinne: places what passes between Mr.. and Mrs. Ramsay

'
before everyone else 8 eyes. It suggests their vulnerabillty as

W ® ¥
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well as the strength of this silent union (see to what extent

' the voices of Mr. and Mrs. Ramsay have merged in the compact . ) r

..

narrative technique - a witness to their lasting though some;

yhat melodramatic marriage). ' The &inner magnifies the ambiva-~ 4 !
'lence of "sympathy momentarily™ (112) that become themati-

-
ally “the expression of apparent opposites, in thls(case the |

:mYSterlous vibrating polarltles,of male and female. It also ' -

<

permlts the marrlage to undergo SOClal scrutiny . (as ﬁSough once

more there is the éeed to test its credlblllty) - the éuiet

g moment of poetry reading and knitting which follows later.in the

\...\__4 R

evening creates the 1llu510n that the reader is ‘now receiving

| somethlng real, somethlng private and spec1al and mysteriously

4

complex whlch cannot be denied. Thls momeént in which Husband -

LY

and wife are alone is very like that moment in which Mrs. Ramsay

" reads to James while Mr. Ramsay stands apologet;cally to one

!
N

side, wanting, heedin@,l o be noticed and soothed by the mother

—

\

.of his child (pages 42 to 46).  ,In that moment Mxe. Ramsay  °
gives magdificently 5f all her;vibrant energies ée~0n;y'she

seems to know h%/ It is/a giving that is sublime in experience

and it achieves 1ts purpoge, arid yet it is a-‘giving that does. “i\
possess its® counter reaction. “qowhete‘in this -novel is the C
' e husband and wife relationship ‘so explicitly ° -
describe&. The“images are bverfibwing with allusions, "an&

- J
James' feellng that his father s presence is dlsplea51ngly

- o ' ¢

lntru31ve 1s unmlstakeably obv;ous ‘and 15 emphasmzed s0 by these

L
exgct sex l,alluglong. The otgi:;c fu81on which accentuates o ”
T ;" - y ' - N ) ‘ .‘ ! J ‘. PR R ‘ -
tfese allusions as they léad to thie experiehge of "exquisite ' .
. - ,’ ' * . v * . . ) - . ‘ .
- N . ~ . ,
’ 4 ; . =
* - 14 ‘o
\ Wt - :"'“( >
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] ' ' .
abandonement to exhaustion” (145) also assures that this moment

+ will doubtless leave a iasting impression on'James, a fact which

later proves itself in the final section of the novel. The

oo , . o
remarkable merging of voices, mother's, father's, son's and nar-
rator's,’'the highly effective narrative accgmplisﬁéd by compres-

4 ~
sing person and person, person and thought,
: ©

and thought and

: spokeh word which togéfherlevoke the sensation of the, immediacy

|
all the¢se techniques impress the author's vision

T

of the mément[

on the reader's mind. Moreover, a reversal éccurs in this pas-
sage, for as intrusrve as James feels his father's preagnée to be,
the closing of the quotation does actually sﬁggest that it is
EEE‘EQB who does not belgng Pstanding betwean‘her knees,°very
stiff..." (44), a suggestion whigh’tpe reader finds further rein-
forceq in the extent to which the son is silently frustrated,
almost ngllified.kwith respect to his own child-centred demands),
therson's feeling being cémpletely opposite to the mother's

(also silent) measure of fulfilliné release. Mrs. Ramsay's
exqulslte abandonement to exhaustion" (45) is somewhat betrayed

]

by the position of the son and by hls sxlent hatred.

1
as the later moment is shared only between husband and wife, it

Contrarily,

allows each partner a far greater degree of dlstance without the’

earlier immediacy and urgency, and does not evoke sexual feelings
s

so much as spiritual ones. This time the husband and wife become

. ) » y N . §
encircled in an aura of ‘childlike and ageless companionship. !In
%

. oo 26 . :
. A Writer's Diary, Virginia Woolf notes thé following: /j

.

6 Virginia WOolf,A erter 8 Dlary,(London. Hogarth Press, 1953),

p. 98. ’ o .
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o The Married Relation._ =~
Arnold Bennett says that the horror of mar-
riage lies in its "dailiness." All acuteness of"
relationship is rubbed away by this. The truth is
more like this: life - say\A\:ays out of 7 - becomes
automatic but on the 5th day bead of sensation
! . (between husband and wife) forms which is all the
fuller and more sensitive because bf the automat%p
‘customary unconsc1ous days on either side. That is
to say the year i% marked by moments of -great.
intensity. ' Hardy's "moments of vision." How ia
relationship endure for. any length of time eXcept
under ﬁQese_condltlons?

The sweet and relaxing experience of organic .fusion in the last.

our .pages of the "The Window" section affirms a miomentary recon-

¢
=

.ciliation of the inherent polarity that emanates from within this
household. Tﬂe moment is not tinged with the sligﬁt allusion:to
§ncesteousnes§ that apﬁ%ared in the earlier scene. Conscaggsness
eeeks~quiet5as it welcomes the restorative comfort and peace of
another night's sleep. Yet even 1nvthls tranqull moment there
rlses to., the surface ofe bare male beside one bare female with-

'thelr ceageless tremor of "needing”, "seeklng ' "advanplng",

“reéeding", "knowing", “giving“, "receiving" and "fulfilling"

' ~ : .
that COneﬁitutes the marriage, that binds creation and creativity

and renders ;he latter its full identity.
* The closing of "The ﬁinéow" echoes "that\golace which two .
different notes, one high, one loﬁ, struck toget
glve each other as they combine...the resonance...the entlre
]oy, the pure joy, of the two notes soundlng togethcr.a." (46~ 47)
as reader is led‘gradefully into "Time Passes". This ingerv 1
6f‘twenty ﬁages is genegally_coesidered to be a'Woo;fian fea

of genius, for these twenty pages delnotvsimply mark the pas

sing gf-time - teph years to pe exact -"as if the reader were
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~travelling down a very 'long £unne1 and must be pa}ient for a
while before he once more faces the outside warld. Rather,
thgse\tﬁentf pages gives the nbvel its spirit ;f dynamism,
its breath or “anima"; so to Speak; as has been symbplicaliy
‘achieved with. the au?ﬁ which surrounds Mrs. Ramsay and with
the degree to which she participates in“the techniques 'of .
organic fusion. These techniques téke the reader to the ’
novel's very source of mythopoeit unfolding by revealing its
cosmic dimension, its recogniﬁion bﬁ\a universe ;nd of . a Yir;
tually overwhelming éradition of the "word"”, art.and literat%re
as well as its -recognition of the "flood1 (145)‘of imagination,
oﬁ "that hesitation when dawn trembles and night pauses"” k158f
‘and of "the quivering thing, the living thing"~(35) within the
act of conception which is folléﬁfa by the noﬁrishing of crea-
tivity, evgé at'the price of disintegration, loss’and negative
w;;harawal along the way, or_so‘it.Seems for"virginia Wéolf:
The positive note "For she had triumphed-again" (142) on which
the first sectlon endk and whlch is’ 1tself a product of an
ambxvalent interaction is flttlngly "answered to" 1n the opening

-

.remark of "Tlme Passes" and in the litany style conversatlon

-

whlch has been aroused:

‘Well, we must wait for the future to show,' said . -
"Mr. Bankes, coming in from the terrace. ‘

woIt's gimpst too dark' to sce,’ said Andrew,’ \
: comlng up from the beach, . 2

"One can hardly tell whichwis the sea and which
is the langd,' said Prue.

. 'Do we leave that iight burning? said Lily as
they took their coats off indoors. (143)
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The impact "Time Passes" has on the reader it undeniable for
X = ) -
the interval succeeds in elevating the "moment" to an even 1

PO UPTVCESEEE

higher realm than has previously been reached. With thiét

|
larger understanding of its meaning the reader then moves Y
‘into the final section of the novel. The 1nterval is mudh

*more than .a quick relating of events or a pretty 1inklrende—

S R i et ST

. . : .
ring symmetry to the total structure of the novel. Instead .

Ed
'

it mysteriously unveils some thing, some barely tangible thind
that hopes to reflect‘the peemingly pposite energies at Qork! : | <
in the imagination of the sensitive spul (who is Artist) when »
indeption occurs of en idea or impre'sion éowe%ful enough to

summon up an entlre vué///*;;E\geeJ;ng very much to be realized

in the physical world. "The Window"” proVides the image ‘upon

which ‘the creation of the work of art is based, 'that is, the e

idea or impressien, the template or modell It also provides

the inspiring aura with wh;gh this idea is graced and which

attracts the Artist's attention and thus allows the possibility

of inception.. Ralph Freedman describes - the pfocess further .in i

e

2 7 N . f N
The Lyrical Novel ': ' _ ‘ ‘ o A

This process of telescoping 'self and world
/' is based in the main on the idealistic eplstemology
: of the time. The artist represents himself in an
object. He portrays his inner experience and by
Fe this act transmutes the object that expresses him
*  into a manifestation of his "infinite self" - the -
visible work of art. The perceived object becomes - .
part of the poet's expcrience while rendering his i
prlvate sensibility public, but, in mirroring thc -
.poet's inner state, it loses its separate, indepen-
dent character. In this way, perceived objects

\

27

Ralph Freedman,The Lyrical Novel, (Princeton, 1966}, p. 20.
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" closes the Third Part of "Time Passes”; "Almost it would appeet

',along a passage stretched hls arms out one dark mornlng, but,

jars the reader's consciousness with its SlmpllCLt%

—

. . .+ 156
. ¢ -

ecome manifestations of ‘the poet s Splrlt -

features of his self-portrait - as they are por- .
trayed symbollcally in the form of art. The

"object" is the catalyst through which a finite,
individual self is transmuted into an 1nf1n1te,
aesthetic self.

In ‘this way "Time Passes" also prov1dés the.necessary sleep -
the long.sleep of gestatlon that magnlfles each moment“ {or

reinforcement) of the initial 1dea of the prev10us section,

.this idea being the impelling vision: "But Yhat after all is

one night? A sho:t space, especially when the darkness dims

so soon, and so soon a bird sings, a cock crows, or a faint

s

green quickens, like“a turning .leaf, in the hollow of the wave. .

Night, however, succeeds to night. The winter holds a pack of

‘o ‘ ’

them in‘etore and deals them equally, evenly; with indefatig--

able fingers" -(145). Although the first:two parts of the intér-.

val do reflect the author's vision in the imagery,  prose

structuring and tone, they nevertheless do not brepi;e the .

reader for the direction the narrative takes in its qualifica~

v
¢

tion of "one night" (145) which continues from Part Three

A

threugh Part Ten. There is a pakenthetical statement which

that it is useless in suchkeonfusioﬁ to ask-the night those )

questions as’ to what, gnd why, and wherefore, which tempt the

¢

sleeper from his bed to seek an answer. [Er. Ramsay. stumbllng

\ '\

Mrs..RamSay having died rather suddenly the nlght before, he

stretched his arms out. . They remalnedAempty:] (146-1

Jf locical

patterning and 1ts stoic adherence to naked truth, d rises in
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) sharp contrast- to the parenthetical statement which closes the

! ' second part and encases the "comfortable"” domestic detail
et

"[éere Mr. Carmichael, who was reading Virgil, blew out his-

. ' candle. It was past midnight:]" (145) . Because they encase .
an economy ofdtime, detdil aﬁd‘emotiop, these parenthetical
statements (there are about a half a dozen, scattered throughout

the interval), bring to mind the liné "The.winter holds a pack

; e ’ . . |

4 ‘of them in store and deals them equally, evenly, with indefatig-
able fingers" (145). They also reflect the extent of emotion

that stixs within the Artist's imagination and breast and must .

e ¥,

‘ be reconciled before the completion of a work of art can be

accomplished. As these statements rise to the surface of the

- A

3 . " narrative and ‘then recede into the flow of its movement, they
cénstitute a large part of the impact of "Time Passes, ah

interval which ultimately forces the reader to look back and

p ' reconsider the worth of the "The Windéwé". These stateménts\

@ are thus a device for measuring at a distance, and se_

¢ . "objectively"; hat has been‘previouély perceived by the senses., -
These same, st teméntssineVitably léad'fo "The Lighthouse" hhich

- haé been for the characters in "The Window" the féf*ﬁ&ay object

’ of vision, of awe and inspiratlon, of larger understanding:

"Time Passes”“is Virginia Woolf's delicate,description of what

o

in ceasing to be tangible threatens the ion with absurditﬁ‘

" But if A&ere be at all a sense of absurdity it is only becaise '

[ the seeds of such an attitude have long been maturing..” The

xexperiedce parallels Lily's foreshadowing observation: "And

<
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directly she [gré. Rémsaé] went a sort of disintegration set

in; they wavered about, went different ways:.ﬂmaking the weight
fall in a different dirée&;ggkﬁas if, Lily thought...they had
gone up on to the{brid&e of thel ship and were taking their.

bearings..." (129). It also parallels an even earlier moment

for-Lily, this time one of stress: -
The jacmanna was bright violet; the wall Staring

" white. She wquld not have considered jit honest

to tamper ‘with the bright violet and the staring :
white, since -she saw them like that, fashionable -
though it was, since Mr. Paunceforte's visit, to
see everything pale, elegant, semi-transparent.
Then beneath the colour there was the shape. She
could see it all so clearly, so commandly, when
she looked: it was when she took hér brush in
hand that the whole thing changed‘ It was in that '
moment's flight between the picture and her canvas Y
that the demons set on her whp often brought her g
to the verge of tears and made this passage from
conception to work as dreadful as any down a dark:-
passage for a child. Such she often felt herself -
struggling against terrific odds to maintain her
courage; to say: 'But this is what I sees this is
what I see', and so to clasp sdhe miserable rem~
nant of her vision to her breast, which a thousandg
forces did their best to pluck from her. (23), S

158

It appears necessary to the vision that the object leave such an

almost agonizing impression and at the same time that it depart

irom the phy51ca1 reallty, that is to Say, the "'eparture" is a
means of measurlng the extent to whlch the Artist has been

impressed, even teased, into translating memory of the physical

< [ ] : vy » k3 L] [ Y 1 + . '
object to imaginative expression. Furthermore, "Time Passes”

.

contains that "eyeless" (154) . knowledge alweys cloake& in mys=-

tery,.ﬁﬁak'cross—sectional and transcéndeny perspective, which

»

is ﬁhe.essence‘ofﬁfﬁé\fel\;ionshib between Artist, vision and

work of art, between artlstlc patterning and subtle unfolding
of the Artist's apprehension‘of reallty, 50 that all these coal-
esce into the Journey of vision whicb has been titled To The.

Lighthause. ‘x‘ o ¢ ‘

3 ' - . “
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"+ . Thus "The Lighthouse" allows the reader to wffneﬁs in the

completion of Lily's painting & s bolic realization of the

a

reconciliation of disparate forc that have made themselves felt

throughout the “jougney": a journey which bedins on'the first

page of the novel. But it is a reconciliation whose inherent-

1)

fragility it is impoésible to deny:

They both wanhted to say, Ask us anything and we

will give it you. But he did not ask them anything.
_He sat and looked at the island dnd he might be . y
thinking. We perished, each algne, or he might be
thinking, I have reached it. I have found it, but
he said nothing. )

q * - - 3 .

L

LN .t e - .

...The parcels for the Lighthouse men', he said. -

"He rose and stood in the bow of the boat, very

straight and tall, for all the world, James -thought,

as if he were saying, 'There is no God,' and Cam

thought, as if he were leaping into space, and they

both rose to follow him as he sprang, lightly like

a young man, holding his parcel, to the rock.

: 13 . . . - \
,
,

'He must have reached it,' said Lily Briscoe aloud,
feeling suddenly. completely. tired out. For the
Lighthouse had become almost invisible, had melted.
"away into a blue haze, and the effort of "locoking at
* it and the effoyt of thinking of him landing there,
which both seemed to be one and the same effort,
had stretched her body and mind to the utwost. -Ah,
but she was relieved. -Whatever she had wanted to
give him, when he left her that morning, she had
.given him at last. ' :

_'Hé has landed,' she said aloud., 'It is ° -

_ finished,! fThen, surging up, puffing slightly:old

Mr. Carmichael stood beside\har,,looking like an

old pagan God, shaggy, with ‘weeds in: his®hair and | = |

the trident (it was only a French novel) in his E
» » hand. He stood by.her on the edge of the lawn,

swaying a little in his.bulk, and said, ,shading

his eyes with hisghand: °‘They will have landed,’ :

and she felt that she had been right. They had .

not needed to speak. They had been thinking the.

same things and he had answered her withoit her

asking him anything. He stood there spreading L

- his hands over all the weakness and guffering of

e b, vl =
PR

.
s P




[P a idec e

o R T ¢ e 2 pypegs [P, “ pres = [

160

3

mankind; she thought he-was surveying,, tolerantly,
compassionately, their”final destiny. Now he has T
crowned the occasion, she thought, when his hand

slowly ﬂill, as if she had seen him let fall from

his great height a wreath of violets.and asphodels

which, fluttering slowly, lay at length updn the

earth.

Quickly, as if she were recalled by something
over there, she turned to her canvas. There it was -
her picture. Yes, with all its green and blues,
its lines running up and across, its attempt at
sométhing. It would be hung in the attics, she
thought; it would be destroyed. But what did that
matter? she asked herself, taking up hgr brush ) Coe
again. She looked at the steps; they were empty;
she looked at her canvas; it was blurred. With a
sudden intensity, as if she saw it clear for a |
second, she drew a line there, in the centre. It .
was done; it was finished. Yes, she thought, laying
down her brush in extreme fatigue, I have had my

igion. . (236-237)

¢

at final "line there, in the centre” (237) recalls "For now

had come\that'momg%t, thak hesitation when dawn trembles én§
night pausés, when if a feather alight in the scale it will be

welghted down.- One feather and the house, sinking, falling,

—
———
~—

—
would have turned and pltched downwafds’fb\the depths of dark-
ness‘ (158). This latter quotatlon makes the reader aware of

the extent to which the line is burdened with the almost allen

responsibility' of maintaining harmony, even sanity; alien because

-.there seems to exist an initial assumption that the harmony is

a transitory, and therefore unreal, state of being. Similkarly

h

&l

the parenthetical state "[gacalister's boy took one of thé fish

Y

and cut a square out of its side to bait’this hook with. ‘The
mutilated body (it was still alive) was thrown back into the ’
seé]" (205) which stands out on its own taking‘up the entire

Part 6 of "The Lighthouse" brilliantly surfaces somewhere alohg\

. .. . ¢ .
the course of the journey -to the Lighthouse and also contrapuntally

’
'
\
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‘is a magnificent foreshadowing of as well as an "explanation"

. is 80 obsessively sought after. The gangible line symbolically

. . - .
in Lily's very mov%ng moment of being (Parts 5 and 7, page 205).
In coﬁing up out of the waves that fill the distance between -
and unite the apparently opposite Eﬁ?spectiVes of Ligﬁthouse o

and w1ndow, of one island and another, this one parenthet1cal : \

statement with its subtle merging of sub]ectlve and objective

’

for Lily's final vision, in so far as_ the critic aéknowledges\
the "logic" which-creates theé?fifstic process of .this novel. ..
Together, these two quotatio@ p. 158 and p. 205) help the

reader to understand why that "line there in the centre" ~(237)

validates. Lily's "vision" (237) for it "defines"™ the process
which causes the visions to be at all. At the same time, and-
this is what creates the sense of obsessive ﬁrgency, even frénzy,

the 11ne 1s just that - only a line - wardlng off the never-.

end1n9~threat of a v191on which may at any moment collapse into v

absurdity. ,
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CHAPTER THREE - PART. TWO

The.Waves(l931¥8 is for this reader Vlrginia Hoolf's

v

most difficultrnouel and also . her most beautiful for it is in

this novel that she seems to achieve a selfless expression of -
the "I" in .the hlghly lyrlcal prose that brlngs to mind the para- -
llel structure of 01d Testament verse. As critic, the reader ‘

is faced with the seemlngly 1mpossxb1e task of extractlng a.line
here, a phrase there, a paragraph, page, or entire 2hapte¥, and

then of attempting~to explain how these are mythopoeic piojections

of Virginia Woolf's vision, a task very like trying to chasé

\

.~

not butterflies but the shadows of butterflies. - The critic .
approaches a little shamefully the thought of this need to °

extract any parts at all, to have to ohoose\ohe parE over another,

to have to break™®

"circle" that has been °so symmetrically set
<

\
"into motion in this w ofNart. But if so, it is only in awe

t
or tﬁere is Just so much, coming

all at once, and.always achxev:.ng a grace of expres510n, even as
this expression is in the very act of reveallng the 1nherent '

[‘A
duality. -

The "Prolbgue“ {each of the nine "Chapters",.uhich remains

unnumbered, has its prologue) 15 the best place to begxn a study

of The Wayves, not only because of its chronologlcal appcarance in -

\

the text7 but also because 1t is in and through Prologue I and

- \ .
28
Virglnla Woolf, The Waves, (New York: Harcourt, Bracc & World,
Inc. 1969). Aall following page references are included in the
thesis text. o . .

4
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into the first few pages of“Chapter One that th€ vision
' ' [ "
symbolically comes into being and reveals itself for what

\

X
! / |

it is. Whereas "In the beginning God." (Genesis I:1),. here

_1n The Waves the beginning .so breat es amblvalence that an //' 3
<@ endlng of death is inevitable. El ments of cpntrarlness rlég/ |

L
>

to the surface with "the sun [?hlch had not yet risen" (179) . N |

’ for the sun has already come into being before its time. The

L ‘ opening paragraph is full of ldeaﬁ evoklng duality as for example
’ ia "the sea was 1nd1$t1ngulshab1e from the sky" (179), except '

- ' . that" (179), slrghtly creased" (l79),&’as if" (179), "gradually" )

- (179), "the sky whitenq?" (179), "a dark line lay on the horison

s ,&ividing the sea from-the sky" (179), "grey" (179), "became
barred" (179), "thickwstrokgs; (179), and “ohe after anothef...
perpetuallyf‘(l79). These ideas prevail; hoveriaé over the S f'i
o ensuing words as the lattetr move across the paga oﬁe‘iato the, . = :i
next, and the next, like the wavés that have just been described:, \

a . shadowing these waves with fatal meaning. In Pralogue I refe-

ié . S rence is made 'to the "thin veil og whife water abross the $hnd"

(179) where earth and water meet, each belng its. OWn 1dent1ty :,

at the same tlme as earth and water mix together into a new form. ’
"Here is introduced the concept of "puance which contlnues to _X
. * N ! . * . [} *
v develop throughout The Waves. I quote from Ralph Freedman's

. . 2 ' .
' . The Lyrical Nouel.gz : . .

~

Q' S . .~¢\

Virginia Woolf's comprehension of poetry as
.a, symbolic relationship between person and life

)Ji“ ] ?9~Ralph Freadmaa.The ggricaI\Novel,(Pr}ncetbn, 1966), p._206.

N

‘o 5 , . - . . , 1
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' The motion of the waves is thus likened to the “51gh1ng" (179)
 of _a sleeper whose breath comes and goes unconsciously" (179):

“human. life meréing with the basic elements, earth, air, Yfire,

’ J . ) ‘ . i ' 464

% & R .
makes the self a crucial term in her concept of
the lyrical novel, The relationship betweep the
individual self, and its range of.experience, and
the omniscient self of the poet-n ist is - the
core of her poetic method. As s /gmadually
. refines an impersonal, image of the self, individual -
L/ monologues becqme mor d more absorbed into the
- omniscient point of view whose vision is rendered
<\\w in a formal perspective.  This is Virginia Woolf's
approach to poetry: the evolution of the self
toward a depersonalized image. Its development .
culminates in The Wav s, but its beginning is [

clearly reflécte Jacob's Boom(1923)

and Wateraané their various forms before this same "sleeper"
(179) rises w1th the sun.: The “sleeper" (179) is protagonist,

and with the awakenlng of its consciousness, a multi-faceted

crystal of belng forms refracting the ever-vibrant, ever~-changing,
ever-one (through Bernard) selves which the reader is to know

as Bernard, Susan, Rhoda, Neville, Jinny, Louis, and Percival.
With the recognition of these different elements which surround
and penetrate the sleeper 8 being and w1th -the assimilation of

»

more anq‘more shapes (i.e. more and more sensory cues to wiich

are glven more and more names), the experlence of separateness 4
and alonenessuhas been effected. . The garden (179) of Prologue

I is the first 519n of communlty, of civilizgtion, a ‘mark of
4

~hope, of strength for the living, in’ general, ‘and certa1nly a

measure of comfort and blessing fo those pegsons presently
enclosed withln its house. . But nofice how . the “1ight" (179)
which enters this QSrden is at onée llght of hlgher vision and
light of tainted truth. For “the light struck upOn the trees...

making one leaf transparent and then another"‘ (179) . The leaves

- - . o
> . .

N 4'1 . . , "‘ B \'
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<. down" (179). The parallel structurlng of -
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come together as tree, and at the sa?e time 1n thls l;ght age '
singled put, now Gone (179), now another" (179), being made
'1n turn almost 1nv181b1e and yet in thls tranSparence ha¥é;g
/' as mfich of their secret parts rebealed to*the eye as is pos-

51bye The .same applles to the blrds chlrping. "one bird

. *chi ped high up,*there was a pause, anothe chirped lower
o images,

af" (17%) and "bird®-(179), as llght calls&ach into exis—o

-

2encé'and then extinguishes them, 80 to speak), pa551ng over
h

em and through them to ?ther hdtural objectﬁ, reflects the
expansive‘quality of the langiage; the seoond{line mirrors the

/ meanlng held within the Flrst line and 51mu1teneouslg extends

/ it Just a little further by arousing the senses and thus evo-

king sensations and dxstlnctxons which the first 11ne has not

i ‘ 1

" yet managed to evoke. Yet the second line cannot replace the

e
first, as the awakenlng consciousness is. becoming infinitely Y
4

aware. Instead, these two llnes, in the order in whlch they

[ . .

appear, take on fresh ahd'eXbltlng meaning and create a hew

"entity" that hails the ‘separation between'words ana the endu-
N v 7.
ring Splrlt of words as wéll as the diffusion’ of boundaries

'"w1th thelr mystlcal and, often mysterlous veil of "nuance The

sunllght now focuses on “house . {180) and more speclflcally on

"bedroom ylndbw".(IBO): "The blind stlrred Bllghtly, but all

" within was dim and gneubstantial. The blrds ean

heir blank

me lody outside" (180). Here, too, is presented with

165 -

a.

powerful lyrlcal parallel. The "blind" (180) w111 soon be ralsed

to let in 1' ght.r The unsubstantial“ (180) w1ll soon be givep

Y
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- intp the farrative unfolding.: Moreover, the "melody" (180) ;

-+

‘upon the Prologue which has smoothly intxpduced the clapter

form. Andqthe "birds" '(180) are witness to\t at fact. "Their |
blank melody odtsice" (180) is-both a reflection of the "él; 1
and unsubstantiald (180) within, that has managed to reach

only this level of symbolic expression of consc1ousness, anc .

a counte/pé/t to the melody of consciousness which bursts

forth. The line echoes the opening lines of Chapter One, as

.it, too, in its pafallel between form and idea, refleéts. back

L3
LU
- -

as it foreshadows the chorus which"follQWS creates the illusion.
that these six selves, have come out of ‘the same "house" (180).
This illusion reflects the - comp051te expression of conscious—
ness and the fullness of "I, which has now as a result of .the

<

illusion oeen'enlarged to mythopoeic proportions. But the

entire ?fologue I as backdrop has been a part of this happening.
The six charecters, Ber%?rd,'Susan;iRhoda,‘Neville, Jinny,

and Louis, are supposedly very young, prﬁgschool-aged children

"in the opening "stanza" and they are slowly, rhythmicgally,

*

experiencing their reality. - The internal world,~"sa1d Bernard"

(180) or "sald Rhoda" (180) , begins to a551milate and even

¥

parallel the,external world "a ring"(lao) or "a sound" (180),'
through the senses of "51ght" and "hearing" ' The “senses are
stirred“aS'they qualify the ekternal reality: "...hanging above

mel It quivers and hangs in a loop of light" (180) and

°

“

cheep, chirp, cheep, chlrp, g01ng up and down" (180). The

lyrical movement of the "melody“ (180) with 1ts steady rhythmic

A

flow, is likened to the movement of the waves "Blghlng like a

“\\
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sleeper whose breath comes and goes unconsciously"” (179),

+« and in actuality the Prologue has suggested that the waves

-

continue ‘to rise and fall "perpetually” (179), iulling the

Q -

sleeper further into sleep even as these infants awaken from
. N “
sleep and grow wider-eyed and wider-eared at all that greets

- them and awaits their greeting. Accdrding to Aileen Pippett's

v

e ars e s 3 ‘
The Moth and the Star: A Biography Of Virginia Woolf 0 . E

' Virginia Woolf is quoted to have made the following comment: \
K "!'Now this is very profound what rhythm is,
. and goes far deeper than words: A sight, an
emotion, creates this wave in the mind, -long before
" it makes words to get it; and in writing (such is
my belief) one has to recapture this, and set this
working (which has nothing apparently to do with
words) and, when, as it breaks and tumbles in the
mﬁnd, it makes words to fit it.'" .

g

AP IR o P T

At the centre of the experience of knowledge is organic fusion .

as wéll as an increasing awareness of self. The technique of.

\

“paRallellng" is 1nherent.t4ﬂan unfolding of the acqulsltlon of

knewledge and to the ever-w1den1ng sense of ego. "It is firstly

2

. expressed in the melodic form. The flrst stanza of six voices

]
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is echoed again in rhythmic measure in the. second and third

a

stanzas.  The fourth ‘and fifth stanzas contaln five voxces

: whlch change between stanzas. Thé same vq;ca\rhythm is ‘'main-

P talne@-but mi‘nus one member. F&nally, there is a return to the

A six voites in the sixth stanza. What is much more interesting
- ' : . 2 ) - N v . [N
.though is the development of ego. The first stanza introduces
-\3.. - b -

edch person but at hig earliest state off consciousness which

m?Y‘be equalléd to the pre-conscious exprbssion manifested in

-~

-

' '30
Alleen,Pippett'The Moth and the Star: A Blo raphy Qf-’ Vzrglnla
Woolfy(Boston. L1ttle) Brown and Company,m 535; “p. 225,
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* the words. The focus is on the pattern of subject and verb

which repeats itself through the six voices. The second stanza
shows thé more‘extensive observations of the outside world.

The organic fusibq is in the animate descriptions of inanimate -
objectg. *"'The leaves are gathered round the window like

pointed ears,' said Susan" (180) or "'A shadow falls on the.

%. . . .
path,' said Louié, 'like an elbow bent'" (180) reflects how

knowledge is a curious mixture of observation and projection.

X

Thé diffuged quality of mind at thié level of consciousness is
able to visualize tangibility in seeming. transparence and to then
fill apparent emptiness,wifh form: "'Islén@s of light are
swimming\on the grass,‘ gaid Rhodé. 'Théy.have‘falien through
the treeé'“ (180) yand "'The birds' eyes are b;ight in éhe
tunnels between the ieaveé.' said Ngville?; }180). The third
stanza‘shows eVep‘%ore elaborate observatiéns of the outside
worid, for }his time the observations merge fully wiﬁh the self "
in the peightening of sensgory cues which coalesce into "feeling”,
a fgeling that ultimately Eultimateé in  the separaﬁion(betWeen
"self"vahd "other" -as in "'Stones ére cold to mv feet,' said
Neville. 'I fedl each oné,‘foundhor poinéed, sepérately'" (181)-

The vision becomes scientific in minute detail: "'A caterpillar

'is curled in a green’'ring,' said Susan, 'notched with blunt

feet'" (180J. This "scientific" approach never loses sight of

the grtistic. The visibn is filled with the dynamism of life:"

ffNow the cock\cers like a spur;_bf hard,‘red wg@ef in the

white tide,' said Bernar@“ (181) . ~ Bét even here the vivid and

forceful ;llusion-to blood, aﬂd thérefdfé;death, reveals the
o . . Caly _ .
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- o undercurrent of "inevitable" negativism. The melody con-.

¢

~tinues into the fourth, fifth, and sixth stanzas where the
xeadér finds several precious imagistic descriptions that

v gently call forth nostalgia:

"Now Mrs. Constable pulls up her thick,
black stockings," said Susan.

"When the smoke rises, sleep curls off
the roof like  a mist,” said Louis.. (181)

In their parallel order and parallel ideas these lines mark

the bond of identity, not only between Susan and Louis speci-

e

. N !
fically but also between all the characters in their identity

r- 'witn "self and other." The reader also finds disturbing images

¢

. ) : L ; ¢ .
"as in "'The beast stamps; the ‘elephant with its foot chained;

o
. AR T S mmert o |

I et dea

the great brute on the beach stamps, ' said Louis" (&81), dis~-
turbing no doubt because this line repeats Louis' earliest
recollection: "'I hear something'stamping,' said Louis. 'A

.% : y great beast's foot is chained. It‘stamps and stamps and stamps"
Y ' o N T o ‘
©o (180) . The ever-present fixation on negativism which becomes .

}p.é‘ the "credo" for the characters within this novel is later ex~

£

~pressed through Louis in:
\
: .I will achieve in my life - ‘Heaven grant that
‘ 1t be not long - some gigantic amalgamation between’
‘ the two discrepancies so hideously apparent to me.
{
i

o Out of my.suffering I 'will do it. I will know. I ;
will enter."” I (210-211)
’ ‘ N %

. and in: . Cos : ' . :
. \ {:/;el after all, the problem remains. The diffe-
: --rences are not yet solved. Flowers toss their heads
outside the window. I see wild birds, and 1mpulses .
- ~ wilder than the wildest birds strike from my wild
heart.” My eyes are wild; my lips tight pressed.’
O The bird flies; the flower dances; but I hear .
' always the sullen thud of the waves} and the chained
beast stamps,on the beach. It stamps on the beach. .
It stamps ana stamps." . {214~-215). " - °

Y
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and onée again in:

"But now disembodied, passing pver fields”
without lodgment -~ (there is a river; a man
- fishes; there is a spire, there.is the village
street with its bow-windowed inn) - all is dream- *
like and dim to me. These hard thoughts, this
# envy, this bitterness, make no lodgment in me.
I am the ghost of Louis, an ephemeral passer-by,
in whose mind dreams have power, and garden sounds
‘ when in the early morning petals float on fathom-
less depths, and the birds sing. I wash and
sprinkle myself with the bright waters of childhood.
Its thin qsil quivers. But the chained .beast
st?mps and: stamps on the“shore." (220-221)
. N f :
Moreover, the three above quotations are 'all from Chapter Two,

a fact which measures the strength of this "credo". The reader .

notices in the fourth, .fifth, and sixth stanZas that the Voices'

. . : 3
are becoming more drawn out as if they are physically embodying
the increasing. involvement of the .performers:

"The birds sang in chorus first," said
Rhoda. "Naw the scullery door is unbarred...
Off they fly. Off they fly like a fling of seed.
_ But one sings by the bedroom window alone.z{"s
. (181)

-

~N

As iﬁ in recoil from the long stretch of expressiveness, as if

’

in mifFof—image to the "aloneness™ (181), and in contracted

antic?pation'of the plunge that is about to\folléy,~the last -
line of the sixﬁh stanza ends: "'I bur; I shiwver,' said Jinny,

'out of this sun, into this shaddw;" (182). | his line symmetrically
joins itself to Bernard's first wé;dg D ¢ seé a ring,' said |
Bernard, 'hanéiﬁg above me. It quivers and hangs in a loop of
light'" (180), thus creating the illusion of "circl?”, thg\idea

being further emphasized in the 1hégé“of the "ring" (180) and of
I A .

the "loop of light" (181). This image of "cirgle" brings to
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p mind the "waves" which act as a leitmotif for the overall

.8

vision as has been shown in Prolbgue I and'fn the soliloquys
: of Louis. The "circle" also reminds the reader of the latent,

need within the total unfolding of consciousness to turn upon
itself rough its’ adhe¥ence to such a "credo". The symmetry

of this image only fixes the 1dea of somethlng turnlng upon

R IE S AR Lt
.

1tself more securely in. the novel as a whole. The llght, too,

2

.l . ' R . )
which has rendered to each character his first quiver of con~

sciousness( is inevitably fused with the psychic tension which

-
[

. prevails, now "sun" (182), now "shadow"” (182), as the body

becomes imbued with this knowledge: "'I burn, "I 'shiver...'"

: . e e 31 .

.(182). In her detailed study, Virginia Woolf, Harvena Richter
{ mentions how "the variation in’the images - all based on a
single primary shape - make each repetition trigger in the rea- -

I

der's mind a muitiple response. It is not merely a single scene ' ’

¢

or emotion that is revived, but a synthesis of the characters'

m i g e
R e T e g - <

different feelings toward a SLngIealdea or emotlon. Seen meta—

v -

phorically,'it symbolizes the changing attitudes toward a paf—

Y. g
.

“ticular memory of our own which...involves not “only that indi-

vidual memory but a related series. We might term this a matrix

of memofz, ah extremely complicated nesting of schema which,

"o

Py~

. * "l (3 ‘ L] L -
Ly lifted to consciousness, can revive forgotten -complexities . of 1

feeling."- THe affibivalence is newkr lacking in grace, a grace :

. which delicately veils the inherent duality as the latter permeates

Q

o

. . N .
Vv .

. c ?llﬂarvgna Ricbte;,virginié Wooif,(?rinceton,-l970), o 167.
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.

every part of the narrative by manipulating the attitude

o -

behind the ceaseless organic fusion. This fusion exists L. -

-
"

ween subject and subject, subject:-and object, and object and

1 - N

object and underlies the parallel which ends Jinny's remark

with "shadow" (182) and bégins Louis' soliloquy (the first i<
of the longer soliloquys) with "'Now they have all gone,'

said Louis. 'TI am alone...'" (182).' The thought is still

~

.at precon501ous level (the chlldren have not yet entered school:

- “...I hold a stalk in my hand. I am the stalk.
" My roots go down to the depths of the world,
through earth dry with brick, and damp earth, ‘
through veins of lead and silver. I.am all . s’
‘fibre. All tremors shake me, and the weight |, .
of the ‘earth is pressed to my ribs. Up here
my eyes are green leaves, unseeing.I am a boy
in grey flannels with a belt fastened by a brass
Vo <snake up here. Down there my eyes are the lid-
less eyes of a stone figure in a desert by the
. Nile. I see women passing with red pltchers to
the river; I see camels swaying and men in '
- turbans. I hear trampllngs, tremblings, stir-
rings round me..." (182)

»

The characters .are expressing at the preconscious level what has
penetrated their subcouscious level and what“later develops into
and isAeipressed at the conscious level. Tbe.levele are linked’
4n the complex (and yet”seemingly effortless) narrative- unfol-
dingiand form a chuin like the'chain Jhich holds fast the foot

- of "the great bruté on the beach; (181); The above quotation
~(page4182) is a part of the:ﬁythdpoeic explanation of the origin
ofiman that paé revealed it;elfrsince the opening of The Waves.
The "roots™ (182) are important to tue origin for they decide

what the prevajling attytude is to be. Theee “roots"'(laz) are

1nsepa5ab1e frqm man's understanding of his relatlonshlp with the

world, his assimilation of the act;ve and;therpa551ve moods:’
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"I hold a stalk in my hand. I amwthe stalk" (182). The two
lines are extensions of each other, that is to say they mirror
each other, and yet in doing so they also preSent‘mah with
the cé%cept of "polarity" - of complementariness and of oppo-

sition. The "roots" (182) imply tradition which suggests the

spiritual capacities within m&h. The reader-finds in Louis a
;

T e

qui&e gélid sense of tradition in whiqh past,‘present, and
5 indirectly future aré ?used into an evef—pfeéent cénsciousness.-
There is aLsS the experience of severance which is fixeda i
within the real world as the "tramplings, ﬁremblings,‘stir-
rings ;ound me" (1825 become the other ghildren at play: "Up :
here Bernard, Neville, Jinny and Susan (but not Rhodafﬂskim | T
the_flower—béds..;" (182) and so the little boy p}ays, "But

let me be unseen." (182) . _ ' . y

C e g st

- i

Jiﬁnyqpartakes of phi§ severance by making contact with
Louis at this point in.thg narrative, “I[@ouis am struck on
the nape of the neck. She has kissed he. All-is~quEEered"‘(183), L
h#% - : "and by‘Per own ques¥ion a; Fg the soﬁrc@‘of being: . "

e e LT "...What moved the leaves? What moves my heart,
| C my ‘legs? And I dashed in here, seeing you green- a ;
' ‘ as a bush, like a branch, very still, Louis,
* with your eyes fixed. 'Is he dead?' I thoudght, .
‘and kissed you, with my heart jumping under my <
‘pink frock like the leaves, which go on moving, A?
though there 'is nothing to move them.,,.",

-

(183) "~

C . s »
Jinny's question "What moved the leaves?" (183) becomes answered .
- k]

IS A} —_ - .
by Jinny hersglf «in "'Is he dead?' I thought” (183) with her . .

4
i
H
!
i
.
1
i

. é‘-‘I 8 w.them: : “and Louis, kissing" (183), and she hopes to :
# ) ; . -
v, , ) o , 2 - . « K

' golution pointing to death and non-existence. |

‘o

Susan partakes of the severance by witnessing thé kiss:
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| -assuage the "agony" (183) by seeking after her origins and, ' \
; ‘ *  making her image anew at the source of her being: "I will
take my anguish and lay it upon the roots under the beech trees.
. I will examine it and take it between my.fingers They will -
| | not f£find me. I shall eat nuts and peer for eggs through the
C brambles and my halr will be matted and I shall sleep underx
> C hedges and drink water from dltches and die there" (183). | °

‘Bernard has seen Susan pass the toolhouse door, "with her

handkerchief screwed into'a ball. She was not crying, but

-t .,

her eyes, which are so beautiful, were narrow as cats' eyes
before they spring",(183H184). He followed her to briﬂg com-

fort when it will be needed With hlf cur10s1ty he watches

“

and guards her; his sympathy puts what he sees into words:
\ . .
\ .But ‘she is blind after the light and trlps )
and flings herself down oOn the  roots under the - . |
trees, where the llght seems to pant in and out, ‘
in and out. The branches heave up and down.
There is agitation and trouble here. There is .
gloom. The light is fitful. There is anguish " *
- here. The roots make a skeleton on the ground, '
- - with dead leaves heaped in the angles. _Susan -
"has spread her anguish out. Her pocket-handker-
chief is laid on the roots of the beech trees
and she sobs, sifting crumpled where she has
fallen.™ ) ) (184)

RO A ]

He seems to understand for Susan, without he51tat10n, confldes.

"I saw her*xsﬂsﬁ him.. .And.I am sguat, Bernard, I am short. I

v

J °  have eyes'that look tlose to the ground..." (184). He shares

-

RIS SOl

with her; he attempts to console her once more with words. Bul ' . ‘1

Susan will not be consoled: "'I love,' said Susan, ‘'and I hate, =

(3
.~

I desire one thing only'" (185). Bernard continues in his

. efforts and still Susan is not cwnggled.v Rather, she focuses on ;

.
o . R - : . -
I3 . . . By
. .

Py
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their differences, Susan's and Bernard's: "...I am tied ' i
' N i ]

; : ' down with single words. But you wander off; you slip away;

you rise up higher, with words and words in phraseé" (185).
Bernard will not be put off. He cahnot let go of his need
- ". for and belief in the power of words t0 surpass obstacles and

has actually touched something of the ‘truth of Susan when he.

i St o e R

R

(M says "We make an unsubstan tial territory” (185); there is a

3

bond between Susan and Bernard, unsubstantial as the bond may

. [ 2 -
be, and "words" (185) comprise this bond, measuring both its

R,

weakest and its strongest point. With his "yords" (185) and
v ’ N N i
» "phrases" (185) Bernard succeeds in carrying Susan to the pri-

|
.meval scene she was initially seeking. Like the roots of the : }
|

' ¢

trees, "Elvedon" (185) offers an explanation, a consolation,

s vt s P
IR i
o

as to the origin of man and it is'through Bernard, the artist,
(. that the tradition is passed on. But the story distracts

Al .
i Susan only so fdr until she becomes that much more aware of ™

the differences between Bernard and herself. And in turning

b, : away from “*Bernard“ (185) her concentration falls on "Rhoda"
j_ _ (185) g B‘e‘rn;u:d, ironically, bas Aretufr?e?}) to the s ame 'p‘laceﬁ \
i . in his story f ‘"wh_ich he- began. "I.\-haér' nothing. . Tt{at; is | ,"%j
[ only the\mur‘mffrj:\f t}xe waves *‘J:.n the air" (185) parallels "We ! e

§ ) - . 0
\ shall sink like' swimmers.just touching the ground with- the

s ' @ of our tdes. We shall sink through thel greenrair of - :
> N\ N «

g, 3
|

{ - the leaves, Susan. We sink as‘'we ‘run.. The Waves close over L

us, the beecli leaves meet above our heads" (184). The cyclical
movement further intensifies the 1ullin§ power’of those ear-

t

o

lier"waves". This movement is also reinforced by Susan”s

~ £
- . . . -,
. -~ ‘ »
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fand went after h

~his boat-mak1ng.~ In this way the reader has seen eegh'character
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response as her thoughts settle on Rhoda whose element is water

and whowih the end commits sﬁicide‘by drowning herself. Herae,
as Rhoda is introduced into the chain which the characters have
begun to form, tee attitude wﬁich will direct the suicide is
already evident in one of the many rehearsals, so to'speak,
that the reader comes to witness: |

"All my ships are white," said Rhoda. "I do
not want red petals of hollyhocks or geranium. I
want white petals that float when I tip the basin
up. . I have a fleet now swimming from shore to shore.
I will drop a twig in as a raft for a drowning
sailor. I will'drop a stone in and see bubbles
rise from the depths of the sea. Nevi has gone
and Susan has gone; Jinny is in th itchen garden
picking currants with Louis perhaps. I have a ‘
short time alone...I have a short gpace of “freedom.
'T have picked all the fallen petals and made them
swim, I have put raindrops in some. I will plant .
. a lighthouse here, a head of Sweet Alice. And I
will now rock the brown basin from side to side so
that my ships may ride the waves. Some will . ..
founder. Some will dash themselves against the _
cliffs. One sails alone. That is my ship. It - ' T
sails into icy caverns wheré the sea-bear barks
.and stalactites swing green chains. The waves rise; )
their crests curl; 1ldok at the lights on the mastheads.
They have.scattered, they have' foundered, all except .
my ship which mounts the wave and sweeps before the : ~
gale and reaches the islqnds where the parrots.
- chatter -and the creepers..." : . (186-187)

¥ Nev111e, who hates "dang}lng things...dampish things...

‘.wahdering and mixing fhings together," (187) interrupte this . 4_1

flow of?fantasy, causing it, ironically, to dangle in mid air.

"'Where is Bernard?' said Neville. 'He has my knlfe.tJWe werei

in the tooi-sﬂe%;:aking boats, and‘..Bcrnard dfﬁbﬁgd his boat
taking my knife, the sharp one th;t cuts’ the

4 ¢ / . 1

‘keel..." (187l At the same tlme Nev1lle is bound to Rhoda with -

"\ (A

come forward and definme his place in the chain, "Roots"™ (182,
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live that life which is sincere to his most privaﬁe feeliqgs

Rl

: howéver*agbhiiing these feelings may be. . Jinny truly lives

o

in“London as a woman of society entertaining &ounger male
friends. Susan leaves the city to live on a farm - the sam \ B

life her parents lived. 'She marries:therefand has childreh

there, devotlng all her energxes to malntalnlng only thls way

te
i

of life. Rhoda finds her solitude in London. She and Lou1$

w
.

always remain spec1al«fr1én§s. Finallyy stie. commits suicYie -

v

. . oW i qu . Ao - . SN
. . the reader 4s.almost indirectly informed. Louis works in an

. . - - r'
’ /. r;l:" . - : .
office in London, always conscious of the difference between

himself and others. Neville and Bernard also settle in London. -

‘Bernard marries and has a son who is born on the same day tHat

- s

he receives news- of Percival's accidental death in India. Each

)
v . .

. has pursued his. own life by choice. At first the awareness of

choice concentrates more on the aspect of freedom, of the wide-

M N e
o R e + e Ay Pt o

open excitement and posSibilities of life aheadf

As time _passes

’

. and each one settlesg" o the consequences of his choice, each.

-
Y

o : ‘H - bécomes more awate of limitations. of hls belng:of the. fallure,

’ -
f o N ~
* *

while also becomlng 1ncrea51ngly aware of the necesslty to 51mply

H N F .
’ - "be". As the novel progresses the characters_are .no longer seen

3
e A ——————————_

>

(R
[T

" ‘ . tbgether as often as they were in their ghlldhopdn.irhelr dis- o

.tinct lives have caused them to scatter as each seeks out what

- . * 1 - . . S e .
X , best fulfills his personal needs. ‘At this "factual" level of : {

. ' the na;rative, the characters are very real people, each marked 3

‘

"\

by a set of gestures, words,»feglings, and ideas which urgé the

~
' .
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reader to accept the characters separately as well as symbo- ‘?
B . o : v H -
% . : llqally. An example is Bernard's descrlptlon of Jgﬁiz'ln the ) :

o ¢+~ final ehapter of the novel: vos _— ' -

' "...Jinny. - entertalnlng, no doubt, some new
S ' 7 young man. They reached the crisis of the usual N
o ) T . conversation. The room would be kened; ‘chalrs - . 3
o ‘arranged. For she still sought thé moment. :
Wlthout illusions, hard and clear as crysthl, 'she s A
. "rode at the day with her breast bared. She let : A
‘ its spikes pierce her. When the lock whitened on
. L . her forehead she twisted it fearlessly among the
rest. So when théy come to bury her nothing will ‘L
, Dbe out of order. Bits of ribbons will be found : '
) ‘ . curled up. But-still the door opens. Who is .
P ) s coming in? she asks, and rises to meet him, pre- 7
g . pared, as on those first spring nights when the . C
N . tree—under. the big London ‘houses where respectable .
: . citizens were QOing soberly to bed scarcely shel-
tered her love; and the squeak of trams mixed with
.”ﬂ—"__,——“ﬁér %ry of delight and the rippling of leaves had
] to shade her languorL her delicious lassitude as ‘?y
oo she" sa down cooled®by all the sweetmess of -
nature satisfied. - Our friends, how seldom visited,’
: . how 1little known - it is true; and yet, when I
* meet an unknown person, and try to break off, here Y .
at this table, -what I call 'my life,''it is not - '

v

1 . ~ one life that I look back upon; I am not one person;
) t I am many geople; I do not altogether know who I

r o - am - Jinny, Susan, Neville, ‘Rhoda, or Louis; or N
s . how to distinguish my life from theirs. (368) *
T S
?ﬂ@ _ . Jlnny is here descrlbed as an unmistakable presence lf only in

,the one vivid sentence, ‘"When the lock whiteped on her forehead

- - . AN
" A i ¢

? she ‘twisted it fearlessly among the rest”, (368). And yet as

clearly as ehe stands before the reader, Bernqrd by his need‘to.

i " bxing together{'sum up .and make whole, Eanqgt'sever hipselfy from

| her and from the others when the time comes to make a etatemeﬁt

“f% a about hiﬁSelf. The "ineviteble" closing of the above deseription ‘ 1
refleet§ this latter point. It :is for this very ;eaeon of polar-

" ization amidst unity or vice versa that the reunion dinners func-

. ° ' tion so dYnamicelly to bond the symbolical -and "factual™ levels

-

- i
- - 4 .
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of interpretation. In these and such scenes the powerful impact

. of the pr is achiev%d by the pattern of convolutions between
polarlzat on and fusion of the seven, and later six, characters

in the novel. Symbollcally speaklng, w1th1g\the one human

-

psyche within the one unzversal mind of man, there is infinite

varleby but at any one moment even as the variety is in expresr

sion, .attitudes or facets of beiné\conﬁinually move toward each

other,'reacting - one to the other ~ as the psyche recreates

itself in the unfoldlng of Llfe. ‘The six charqéters come toge-
Lty .
ther brlefly and theneﬁome apart. In the last chepter Bernard

]
stands alone just as he. is later to face his death alone. But

because of the'peréon he is, because his self;knowledge has
" throughout the novel been ingegaraﬁle from his merging with
{
the others, he seems in hlS last moments to be accompanied by

all the other characters. In actual fact thls is only the pro-
jectlon of-the artist Bernard who cannot rest fram seeklng unity,
.integrity, and the recreation of self from moment to.momqng.ln
ﬁis»awafeﬁe;s<of Life - elemenés which every artist seeﬁs:"Theh

scene between Jinny and Bgrndrd%as they share -their feelings .

about Percival's sudden death,,keenly foreshadows the aloneness

of Bernard's déath: - L CoT L

. "...Then comes the terrible pounce of memory, ,
N not to be foretold, hot to be warded off - that ~ -
I did not go with him to Hampton® Court. That o '
. ~claw scratched; that fang tore; I did not go.
In spite of hlshﬁmpatiently protesting that it
, - @id not matter; why interrupt, why spoil our moment
of uninterrupted community? - Still, I repeated . ' .
sullenly, I did not go, and so, driven out of the ’ .
sanctuary by these officious devils, went to Jinny
because she had a room; a room w;th little tables, -
with little ornaments- scattered oq little tables.

1
-
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 fragments$ to Life's pattern.

“the ;phys“ica'l body of Bernard.

)

There I confessed with tears - I had hot gone ' ’
to Hampton Court. And ‘she, remembering other

things, to me trifles but torturing to her, . o -

showed me how life withers when there are things’
we' ‘cannot’share. Soon, too, a maid came in with
a note and as she turned- to answer it and 1 felt .
my own curiosit¥y to know what she was writing

and to whbm, I saw the first-leaf fall on his

grave. I saw us push beyond this moment, and
leave it behind us for ever. (360)

The waves break oh the shore to\echo‘, to capture forever, th'e.

¢ »

- final complete expression of Bernard's consciousness.which is

4

187

L
for Bérnard: lndlstlngulshable from the sum of all: thg characters' f

consciousnesses. But even as the‘waves kgreak, other waves are in

[

the process of forn;inq. Dispersed throughoué Lo don‘ and its
\ b

w

surr'ound,ing\countryside . the remaining @haracters offer othei
The waves 'break forth to shed’

In doing so they'set free thew.
spirit of Bernard that continues to exist eternally as the waves’

do in the llVg.ng bodies and splrlts of the other characters.

-~

Their path is.a dlsturblng one. ' Nevertheless in the breaking

forth of these waves there is at least the attempt to pa tribute.

‘

&b Life through one phys‘lcal- body and O/Le symbollc consc;ousness.

‘ *
v
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N , 4 CHAPTER THREE - PART THREE )
. Between The Acts (1941)32 is Virginia Woolf's last
C novel and although the manuscript was completed before her -
£y

. 3 . . . R .
[ suicide it still remained to have revisions made and was thus

f‘pub;ished posthumously in 1941, - the year of her deéth. Coming .

ten years .after ! The Waves, it shows a definite sophistication

7

of style in her novel form.. Thera is a sanse of distance bet- /
\1 ' - ) .

ween the subject matter and reader, a focusing of time, the

\ - - events taking place within twenty-four hSurs, and a ‘fluid three-,
‘ Y .dimensional setting all coming together in the stream-of-

\\k consciousness narrative. With these variousT techniques the :

. V f ) \

: theme of the ambivalent nature of reality also reaches a sophis-
: o 5
ticated level of expresgsion. Virginia Woolf confronts the

.

reader with'a disturbing vision of disintegration that is dis-

4 §uised under as well -as barely avoided by'a veneer of social

Al

St manners which itself embodies the tension of hostility. On

,*’3 . \\<the one hand, these social manners are a reflection of the

= ‘ - - »

LR ) fen . . N
S ' actual stunted growth within each character and on the other

hand they are a reflection of the imprisonmént of the self that
‘v

} ... longs to rise up out of these chains. The result for this
reader is a most uncomfortable récognition of the aborted ener-

gies, talents and aspirations that make up these characters,

a.,

. o of their al‘.ﬂays conscious and doomed or failing attempts at life,

"o . Virginia Woolf,Between The Acts:(London: The Hogarth Press,
. - 1969). A% following page references are included in the thesis
: text. . T ' ' ‘ -

.
- ' i

~

e
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an attempt that has inherent not ap attltude 1nbued with
, life's vltallty and faith to endure, but rather an attltude

that relterates antagom.sm and, at its worst, the morbid sta/te

of a hopeless,» all—consum:mg death~in-life. But it would be

N N . 3
an injustice not to acknowledge how firmly Virginia Woolf °
" grounds the subjective experience in the diurnal. Once again,
. ? :

she achieves her projection of vision by counterpointing the
(Y4 .

two, possible views of experience; the mondial and the mythopoe-

M v

tical. " The "mondial"” comes forth‘ i‘n the extensive 'descv’tptions -
often intimately domestic - whii,ch help to create a récognitabie
human community. it is with this acknowledgement that the
"reader .is made aware‘ how heavilyﬁ indebted the projection of.

such a vision is t'o' the novel of n-lannets. There are frequent

. zjeferences to the location and architecture of the house,

~

"Pointz Hall", which is the setting, ahci to the barn as it is . -

being pre@or the afternoon activities as well as to the
setting for the pageant out of doors, for example: . .
- .
Rows',g chairs, deck chairs, gilt chairs,
\ hired”cane chairs, and ‘indigenous garden seats
had been drawn up on the terrace. There were
plenty of seats for everybody. But .some preferred
to sit on the ground. Certainly Miss La Trobe,
had spoken the truth when she said: "The very
place for a pageant.” . The lawn was as flat as
the floor of a theatre/. The terrace, rising mada
. a natural stage. The”trees barred the stage,
like-pillars. And fhe human figure was seen to.
great advantage gainst a background of sky... -\'

J (93)

3

. 'rhle'tour of Poi§tzﬂﬂa11 which Lucy S\\fithin gives William Dodge

. is a fuyther éx‘ le of "tHe human figure...seen to great

—
Y

aﬁdvaxitagle' against a background..."” (93):: -

-
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' v . .. "The nursery," sai®¥/ Mrs. Swithin. ! . "

L Words raiséd themselves and became symbolical.
‘ "The cradle of our race,"” she seemed to say..

'‘Dodge crossed to the fireplace and looked at,
the Newfoundland Dog in the Christmas Annual ‘that
wass|/pinned to the wall. The room smelt warm and:
swaet; of clothes drying; of milk; of biscuits
and warm water. "Good Friends" the picture was
called. A rushing sound came in through the open

‘o ‘door. He turned. The o0ld woman had wandered out
, . T 1nto the passage and léant against the window.

-

' ...The audience was assembling. But they, looking
t ' : down from the window, were truants, detached.
/ E , . Together they leant half out of the window. .

" (88-89) .

o
tr1v1al detaris. But image upon 1mage,¢deta11 upon detail, a

n [‘
\ . phy91cal b&ing Very soon comes to life in a\pavfzéular place and
j //” time. There is far greater ecgnomy.of expression here than 'is

at first seen in Jacob's Room or even in To The Lighthouse. And

-

e L it ig' alwayé a physical being, who, however small his part, lets
ﬁggﬂ - the -reader know thgﬁ he does aetﬁally exist. Each charactef is
aided by the details of gplace and time. At least id'his physidal

.descfip;}on, the character stands with two feet -firmnily ‘planted
i

-

on. the ground.. Like human beinés, these characters do predic-

~ table things, and the reader is left with the impreésieA that
° . . v

~they will continue to do these ‘things consistently in some

[} .

future time, a fact which furthér adds to the credibility- of

*
L
‘

X

_ the charaéters by creating the illusion of time having passed.

- . The mondlal" is created by what at first appear to be countless'

. ) s
N . - '

‘and still passing as the characters are in the process of being ’

observed.. For S;ample when "old Oliver struck a blow at her

/’(x

[

L4

- a3 ¢
cy(,swlthC's faith"™ (33) or when Isa[Mrs.’ Giles OIivea

et

° -
Nt X ‘} .
g S VR Y
< Ry g“. o N :
‘ el
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vthat make up the flesh and blood gdubstance of these characters.

N . ! 4 L . -
! \ : . - ~ g
.orders "Sé}egw\;Filleted.‘ In time for lunch please,"” (21),

o

and again_when the little grdup‘hag settled itself in the
garden to énjoy the view and have‘coffeé out of doors: "she
[érs Manres%} took tﬂe 11ttle sxlver cream Jug and let the
smooth fluid curl luxurlously into coffee, to which she added

-

a shovel full of brown sugar candy. Sensuously rhythmically,
‘'she stirred the mixture round and round” (69). Evenethe \

¢ * )
ending of the novel makes reference to the predictable thingl.
4 ’ ‘

N

But is is the pggeant that truly offers an opportunlty to app+-
reclate this recognizable human ccmmunlty. Thﬁoughout the //
pageant Virginia.Woolf is true to the 1nd1viduaiity.she has p
chosen for each character, whether it is céeated by physical

des¢ription, gesture, manner, verbal expression, or by occasio-

/nal fragments of: "biographical facts" as the portrayal of Miss

La Trobe exemplifies: - . \ M

She was always all agog. to get things up.
But where did she spring from? With that name
she wasn't presumably pure qullsh“ From the
Channel Islands perhaps? 'Only her .eyes and some-
thing about her always made Mrs. Bingham suspect, ' .
' that she had Russian ;%ood in her. "Those ‘deep-set (ﬂ/ )
. . eyes; that very square/ jaw" reminded her - not that - -~
A she ‘had been to Russia‘\- of the Tartars. Rumour
* _-gaid that she had kept a tea shop at Winchester; : o
that had failed. She had been an- actress. That' . (o
had failpd. She had bought a four-roomed cottage

~and shared it w1t/ran actress. -They had quarrel-
led. WVery little‘was actually known about her. _ ..

' Outwardly she was swarthy, sturdy and thick set; . -
.strode about the fields in a smock frock; some- °
times with a cigarette in her*mouthw/bften with a
whip in her hand; and used rather s ong language -

: perhaps, then, she wasn't altpgether.a lady? At. _
. any rate, she hadaapassxon for getting things up.v !
, ) (71-72) '
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This fact of "presence"

- (102),

M

' stage alone.

are actually mehbers of the village community.

fEat L\\"W‘mtw a v e

U . 192
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No fg\der can now deny the pxesance'of MlSS La Trobe. ‘This

is because of the very power of MlSS La Trobe's phy51ca1
being whlét is jitself largely due to the subtle demands she
makes on her audience by way of ger own keyed up "energles
‘applies to all the eharacters inclu—u
ding the minor ones. As for the brilliant satire on village;
theatricals and on Elizabethan and Restoration drawa, it | a
creates a tone of amused indulgence “and syﬁpathetic identifi-
qatiqn which is central-to the successful projection of the
vision of subjective experience as vision of ambivalence aad

.k

ordeal. -Thefsatire pe€rmits the audience to grasp the manifoid

caricatures of the human body: like a rosebud .

"a small glrl

in pink, advanced...England am I..'" (194), "For a moment she

‘stood there, eminent, dqminant, on the soap box. with the blue

and sailing clouds.behind her...fThe Queen of this. great land...'"
“"Now the priest, whose 'cotton woel moustache confused his

utterance, stepped forward and pronounced\bened1c1ton“ (111),

/

and after the first interval: "Reason held the centre of the

Her arms ertended, her robes flowirg, holding

orb and sceptre,‘Mable Hobkins stood sublimely looking'ovér‘the.

heads of the audlence. The audience gazed at her. She ignored

the audlence. Then while she gazed helpers from the.imshes

arranged round her what appeared to be the three sides of a -
3

room" (148-149). The caficatures do not end q;th\an 1m1tat10n

\:7\ .

./\J
*~9gIT“B theatrical hlstory; bat\\\ )

‘\Jl '

of the costume and tradltlon

rather they extend to encompass certain-recognizable people who :

0

And each does

his béstwé& fit the part assigned to him. Furthermore, the "o
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satire on village theatricals is made more lively with the

- N mention of”pefsonal rivalry that exists within the village:

1

Where was Mr. Stfeatfield? No Clergyman was
visible. Perhaps he's in the Barn? "Tommy,

cut along and fetch him."

Beryl then. - .

The mothers disputed.

‘One child had been chosen,

another not. Fair hair was unjustly preferred " '
to dark. Mrs, Ebury had forbidden Fanny to act )
because of the nettle-rash. There was another

-* - name in the village for nettle- rash.

1 ‘ . .

‘Mrs. Ball's cottage was not what you might
\ . talil clean. ‘In the last war Mrs. Ball--lived. with.
i ’ another man while her hu %ndfwas in the’ trénches.
e All-this Miss La Trobe ‘but refuséd to bé' . °
mixed up imit. She splashed into the fine mesh
like a great stone into &he lily pool.. The
. criss-cross was shattered. Only the roots:
bengath water were of use to her. Vanity, for .
example, made them all malleable-. -’ The boys .wan— . .
ted the -big parts; the girls wanted the fine - .
clothes. Expenses had to be ke€pt down. Ten
pounds was ‘the, limit. The conventidns were out--
raged. mSwathed in conventions, they couldn't
see, as" she could, that a dish cloth wound round
a head in the open looked much richer than real -
silk. So.they squabbled; but she kept out of it.
- (79-80)

¢ . < L
Virginia Woolf seens to have such a wonderful capacity for

\
D -

telllng a story, for creatlng settifig and plot and enough

v

. 1nvolvement in daily living to hold the attention of the reader.
o R P

For this gift, she ought to be truly.respected. . 2O be,able‘to
5 ~ . N ‘Q ¥
. . reénder simultaneously a tone of amused indulgence. and sympa-
~ .
thetic 1dent1flcat10n at one level of the vision's pro]ectlog

and one of hopeless, all-conégmlng death—xn-llfc at QDQLHO &
A . \

equally valld level of happenlngm necess;tates'an extremely

sensitive use of craftsmahship.\ One tone does not hoccssafily

"

cqﬁ{Ladict the other. In Virgihia Woolf, the two levels wqu

‘together to further intensify the vision of amblvalence, of :

~

- polarLZatlon and aloneness as well as of 1nvolvement and unlty \*

. | ‘ /—‘ ’
v
. . v
o
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- \ v o What happens, thoug:x, as the r_:eader. moves™ through the mondial " . \

or physicakl level of understanding to the mythopoetical or’ :

- gpiritual (meaning here the essence of spirit which renders

) living thelbodivly- forms) is that the extent of amused indul- -
gence and Vsy.mpathetic identificetion begins to be questionable.
In so far as.the words-used /describe pa;tfi.colar objects and ' :

tyoe .o v persons, the physical world of Between The Acts could survive

.o . ) . .with all the lightnes.s of spirit that is usually given a

'

| o Wildean comedy. But according to Virginia woolf "it is because

of their. complexlty that they words survive" ("The Death of | )

N, | the Moth and Other Essaxs”) ‘and thJ.S how the mythopoetical - N

, comes to life in a novel‘ such as this one. The reader must

) naturally take’ iﬁo account the physical&reality of the nOvel
even as he concentrates on the symbollcal. “.No image or event ' ' *
exists so}ze‘%rat one level without callmg forth the o\thér levels
‘into;.bein.g."/ What happens for tl'%is .reader is}ﬁat in‘an atlteﬁ\pt
at balance between these two mbods‘ the"_l’one of disillusionment

|

,» . far outwelghs the 11ghter mood. The rbsult is that even normal‘

v \ phys:.cal actlgfas are subtly influenced by a spxrlt of amblvalence.
The 1n1t1a1 spirit of lightness in the pageant becomes spotted
and' s_h.ghtly worn\sout as it gives way to self-cntlclsm and’
' self—mockery. It 1s w:.th this unders’tanding of the symbo v

lical expressxon of subjectlve reallty as it is revealed through

ol the physical realjty that \/Llrgima WOolf succeeds to call

. . .
FR . «
»

33 Virginia Woolf; The Death of the Moth and Other Essays,
_ (London: Hogarth Press, 1932), pp. 13'1—1'32 -

.
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forth what is ultimately for her man's subjective experience.

Pointz Hall brovidqi the setting for this drama. Already
in its desciiption there are allusions to the inherent mood

which are partly evoked by the actual images and partly by

the narrative voice, a cool, almost flippant, non-committal,

comment/counter-comment voice of detachment and involvement at’

¢ . Y ’ f T, ’; ’
once. Where there is light there is also shadow and where

there is introduction of a character's consciousness apology

)

is soon to follow.

1

metamorphosis takes place; people become bodies, even as the

In this setting a painfully undignified

£ish in. the lily pond atfe turned into a "fleet of boat-shaped
. 4 !
bodies™ (55).

2

People,become hodies eﬁcusing themselves at
every turn, at every move, at every gesture whether spokeh or
in silence, 'excusing the very breath of their being. The strug=

gle with "ego" (the:self—ééntred part of'the “"self" that must
5 y) c.’ C ——

assert itself possibly in order to feel some sense of control

'in what has been essentially understood as an indifferent if

\

-not cruel world, tﬁe "nature" (L2) ofiwhich Bart speaks) is

.

195

overwhelming and surfaces 1n all its complex1ty w1th the entrance~

of certain 51ng1e characters such as old Oliver (pages 1g to 18).

The teasiny, which old Oliver refers ‘to as "his little game”

' necessitates the distortion of his natural shape: The metamor-

‘phosis (the "beak of papexr" (17) ﬁhich is meant to be a “snout'™
(17) and the old. -man springjng upon-the child from his" hldlng—
place béhind a tree (17)) is more fully effected when he hawls

his command ("as if he were commanding a regiment" (18)) "Heel !

...heel you brute!" (17) to a harmless Afghan hound that has

m’.
~ BN

LY ’ N
- -

(18),

L
R A SO et

,
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- K <« been "bounding and bouncihg amoné the flowers" (17), and now
- ' '"sidlidg} apologetic” (17) cringes at his master's feet. The
{ N - - . ) ' -
- o0ld man becomes the "wild beast...bad beast" (18) he grumblingly

aecuses.his faithful hound to be. Implic{tly the command is

. aiﬁed at the nurses, and eepecially'at the grandson, George, to
react,htd_notice, to Be impressed, a game to which the nurses

respond as desired but not the EEild. For the little boy'had

¢ been “grubﬁing" Mythopoelcally he had been seeking knowledge

ang,acqulrlng it ~ the knowledge of the nature of reallty around

s

him, of the apparently opposite forces which seem forever in
confllct and yet in thelr very conflict appear to be reconc1led

to each other.: ThlS acqulsltlon of knowledge had been occurrlng

at the foot of the trees: "The flower blazed between the angles

of the roots”~ (16) . These  "roots" ({6)'are‘theliame roots that

have earlier been de§3fibed as “"bones" (16) . So already the '

mythopoeic tradition, gkat merges death with llfe to the' extent

’ i
- .
M 1,

that the latter is forever shadowed by the former, bas begun to
. ) e

. . entered the scene at a most crucial oment for the little bo&

L3

and he deflnltely succeeds; though unwittingly, to 1mpress this :
"tradltlon of dualltyj)on his grandson. The "tearing” ("Membrane

» after membrane was torn" (16)) medsures the grandson‘s_earliest ‘

¢

S search after the knowledge and especially the sensitive aware-
e ’ : . ¢
. ness.of“this reality. But what seems at first a sweet and }

4 L4

\speCLal experlence turns into anguish w1th the unpleasant and-

frlghtenlng intrusion of the dog followed by its master. Their ‘J
" _ ingrusion forms a part of the’ knowledge of reality that he is
N : * - N .

: . N
K1y . e
. , .

t-'«\ ) ‘/ . . ‘ -
K 4 : be consciously absorbed by the chijld. The grandfather has ' :
’ ! ~ ' N * . :
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assimilating: "And the tree wéﬁ beyond the flower; the grass,

the flower and the tree were entire. ~Down on his knees grub-

-

bing he held the flower complete. Then thére was a roar and

a hot breath and a stream‘bf course grey hair rushed between ,

him and the flower. Up he 1eapt, toppllng 'in his fright, andv//

cu o saw comlng towards him a terrlble peaked eyeless monster

moving on legs, brandlshlng armsh The c¢hild's know-

(17)-

ledge of ego is inseparable from his subconscious understandihg

. ' . - )
, ¢ (or-acquisitiqn) of his grandfather's ego, which has now resor-

} ‘ ted to another “game" whose rules are‘infiﬂitely more subtle,
; -
the game. of namecalling or ego categorlzlng. "'A cry—baby - a

cry baby'“ (18). In his fright the Chlld crles out. His cry

is also a measure of-hls helplessness, éven hopelessness in

e face of such "knowledge" which will surely in time shape

¥ -

his being. “ L o o

Nt e °

The child's mothe:,.M;s: Giles Oliver, is seen élone:in -

-

her bedroom (pages 19 to 21). The “"three separate versions".

(19) of hefsglf are.revealed'in the narrative ds "inner love"
(20) for a Mr. Haimre®)which is mirrored "in the eyes" (20),

"outer«lové" (20) which bddCeals itself "on the qussing—table"

. (20) of her bedroom, and a "feeling...that‘stirred in \ oW

-~

..-.[?OE] her 11ttle boy George" (20). ‘These th éﬁhrate-

s

- "' ' selves converge. as "she tapped on the W1ndow with her embossed

r“i
halrbrush" (30) into her own sense of aloneness for "they were

itoo far off to hear" (60). y The island which, she env151ons

" floating' "under her window"

(20)7 is the island of her being.

e ..
r‘g.&

=
E4

‘At the same time it is an "innocent_fglénd", which g&mbbliqally

% ¥ ‘ . ‘ - - /

A . -
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> ’ suggests that there is "really no harm or seriousness intended"

"by the merging of séparate selved into one-Fnﬁity of alonenesép.
'aﬁd furthermore, marks tﬁe irony of her previous thought;‘"Tﬂe:
"drone % the tree§ was in their eq;s{ the chirp of birds;
.o other incidents of garden life, inaudible, invisible to her in
o N tﬁérbedﬁsz absorbed them" (26). For-the is;and is anything'
. I but "innocent" As the ear;iéF incideﬁt between grandson ;nd
grandfather has shown. Her sense of aloneness doesanot cease
with this scéne. Itncontinues as "She returned to her eyes in
} ' : thellooking-glass? (20)monly to find herself groping "in the

depths of the looking—glass, for a word to fit..." (21){ The ar

F o A réaéer is left with the fact that "the words weren't worth -
g “ . - writing in the boock bound like an account book in case Giles -
OL . suspgcted. "AbortICZ", was'tﬁe wérd that expressed her. She
" néyer...“w(Zl). 'So e;;q "in love" f20) Isa is ﬁever‘f¥ee of
“k tﬂg'"abort;vg"r(zl) undercurrent which betrays her as it unveils
" QT.! the truth of her being.. , ' .
IT%?: ‘ : Mrs. Sﬁithiéﬁilso demonstrajes this ambivalent attitudle‘t

P of ego, though in her case more self-effacingly than in either
. ] ‘ ' - Toov -
y that of her 'brother or her niece (pages 12 to 15). Here, the PN

) birds "attacked the dawn" (13) énd, "forced to listen" 413), she
i N " turns to her réading,'which subject explains®for her the birth
‘ of man: "...the 1éather—co§ered‘grunting monster ‘who was
abopt;..to demolish a whole‘treé_in the green steaming under-

growth of the primeval forest" (14). Moreover,  "her favorite

',ﬁf: / ,& ' .reading” of a time "when the entire continent, .not thén, she

a i >

\ : understood, di@idea.ﬁy-a chanhel, was all one..." (13) has become
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e ~ vegy muchp part of her present. It defines for her the origin

., of her being and thus pessibly gives her a reason for living as
~ " /

N R

‘her faith marked by "a cross gleaming gold on her breastr (15)

f \ also succeeds in doing. But her reading replaces, the immediate

~

- . Lo
| : \, " present moment with an éxtremely vivid=phantasm of a "beast in

~w~.a.‘m‘{‘ o e

a swamp" and thus distorts the reality of the present, a fact

[y 1

'whlch has been understated as her needlng "five seconds ln

\ actual,time, in mind time ever so much longer, to separate Grace

. herself...“ (13) ang, as her belng "glven to increasing the bounds

,
of the moment by flights into pxét or future, or sxdelong down ' ‘;11
: = : ,
corridors and alleys..." (14). . . |
\ .

YA

\ These three characters come together in the library which
has been given an introduction of its own which overflows ‘with _

understatement and irony (pages 22 .to 23).  The conditional
. : S , :
clause with its "beat, beat, beat; repeating that ifino human .8
Vs . .
\
being ever came, never, never, never,..." (23) speakd of the -

attitdde which fills the acts behind each character nd the

N

spaces between these acts whlch(blnd the characters to each other. :

iThe attltude justifies the acts of life symbollzed in the "beat,

beat, bea " {23) w1th the, threat of. death and annlhllatlon fol~
* &
lowing 1mmedlately, "ever. q.néver, never, never...f (23) . , The

\ 1

hysterla of\the~threat is somewhat relleved by a minor deta11

"and the to;&01seshell butterfly beat on the lower pane og\the

i

* window" (23 and by the childish repetitions of words and rhythm ' J

¢ - - ' ‘.

§ especially in Vif no human being ever came, never, never, never, 3
- ' . __/ )

. . . o .
the books would\be moulédy..." (23). These childYike details ren-

¢

der to the whole\last paragraph of this passage an . absurd ' ‘ %
‘ Lo | = . : .

T

i
L
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fairy-tale serting. The same effect ocﬁurs iR the- conversamlon

'between Mrs. Swithin and her brother (tue whole of page 29).

-

Here,~the repetltlon of the wards everx summer, for seven sum-
° o . mers now..." (29) reflects the power of ritual, in this case /

“the pageant" (29), to control and to Q1ctate, a power which

. . becomes more fully realized later ln ‘the afternoon during-~the
l,‘ i i
actual ‘pageant. In the present moment| its control apparently
1 ~
excuses the two speakers from hav1ng o think and in so fa{ as . - .

-

i it does it places before Isa a fragmehr:of a play which absorbs

| I+ (29) rafiect

, . her attentjon even as its "same words" (29) reflect, too, 'an

_ underlying boredom. Within this fragment of duality which has
i . . ~—

endured now "for the seventh time in succe551on" (29) the three

jﬂ characters and narrator are united only to be more severely g

3 27 .+ isolated in the very last line of_the quotation. Moreover, the Lo
| "cﬁime of bells" (29), "as,&he first peals} you hear the second;
= ‘ ct as the second peals, you hear the rhlrd So'when.:." (29);“
o i - suggests this concept of sbntma{ rela¢1ons,,taat the space- . o

ﬂiﬁ?- - "between the acts” is as significant as, if not the determinant

efj>the acts which ensue, a concept which is also painfuliy e w

iﬁherent in the production:of th pageant. So when "the same

- g : . 'chlme followed the same chime, only this year beneath the chime

i

» ‘'she heard: 'The girl screamed and hit him abq\t the face with a

,. I L ‘éammer'" (29) ‘echoes forth for-all to hear, it qilngs with it

rlpplesvof counter-comment, of the extent of smo&th social "and .

S - psychic merging that has at all téken*place in this library." i
- " This ‘measure "secretly" betrays the lack of grace and dignity ‘ .:
' :..7 ° . . - ¢ ’ ’ ' e -

fﬂ‘f\ o and of anything approaching spiritual compassion or love and ‘ ;

-
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/ . ’ . . a -
instead upholds the harsh if not morbid philosophy of "'Books :

- .

4 - ) . N »
are the mirrors of the soul' 1In this case a tarnished soul,

@

o a spotted sou,% (22). In the narrative unfolding this philo-

sbghy evolvss as "But the master was not dead; only dreaming.. .

. Iy

[ ‘ . The dream hand clenched; the real hana lay on the chair an\;. (/
) o

o . the veins swollen but‘oniy with a bréwnish fluid now" (241 and

'///rr as "Either he cringed or he bit" (25) and "'Oh,' she sighad,' ‘

pegged down on a chair arm, like a captive balloon, by a myriad

L3
» ~

of hair thin ties into domésticity. 'What's been habpéning?'"l
PR . ) ' o . \ N . .
(25) and again as "She advanced,  -sidling, as if the floor were

°
' .
- -

L

fluid under her shabby garden shoes, and, advancing, pursed

her lips and smiled, sidelodg,“at her brother" (27). The~

4

&

e AT A Y XA RS — oS T

examplesiare endless and equally disturbing.

°

- ] - . *
R -The characters are next seen in social gathering at lunch

.

Py . (bages 53 to 57) where the narrative breaks as a remihder of

M Al

and in deference ta death. It is Mrs. Manresa, that  "wild child

]
N %
e - e

of natdre" (52) , "who effects the break. .The conversation that
} > .

o
e

has centred around the "1lily pool" (55) and a_lady, "who had .
' . 4 B .

.

drowned for love" (55) parallels the previous evening's social

gathering and its conversation ~“Aabout.\the cesspool"” (7) thch

Q" o ) eventually led to thé,formétibn of "two rings,.th'perfect
‘ ' rings, that fl ted them, herself and ines, like two swans

<

down stream. .But his snow-white breast was'circled with a ~

tangle of dirty duckweed; ang she tod, in her webbed feel was

entangled} by her husband the stockbrokerg"(9410). This,is Isa’'s

oE . ' realization of hég\geing **in love'" (20). Sandwiched tightly
L . S . . . X

as it is between Mrs. Manresa's vibrations, -"that deep centre" (55),

Y

L]




"that black heart" (55), "the heart of silence" (55) (which is

e

* ' the pa:inful, pressing recognition Of one's aloneness, of one's !
' . £ « N . 4 . -
ego, and at its worst the kind of death*to wh1c4h such a recog- "
—niPion can lead)', it 'feflects the weight of silence. Althou&_;h C

"in actual time! (13) it is the lapse between."...a flash of
. & - - B

‘ white in the garden. Someone passing ﬁTT/scullery maid. .
the gentry still sat at ‘the table) = The flower petal sank..." ./

5 ’ (54- 56), possibly only flfteen seconds or SO, "1n mind time

.

ce [11: 1s] ever so much longer..." (13). Mrs. Manresa promises

"1n her wake" (63) an‘®escape and a refuge from the seriou"snés‘s,A
. B ) .
the danger. even, of the silence which confrorts them all with a

question as to theﬁn'écessity of theilr'being toget};er- or 'simply
of their bging at, all. She offers them the Aclosést they ever
. arrive to vitality though granted it is tinged wit;t_m vulgarity.
Into this a;‘émosphere Giles enters. He adds his part to what
has long since begun V;rithout him, arousi.ng‘ and recreévtinrg the

'sensations”that have collected themselves to this point. Tn

this way the characters move towards the pageant, ‘u'ng;uspecung

»

1
,\\/ . that whatever emotions, whatever tremors of existence have

secretly stirred within them will now be mirrored throughdut .-

the pageant and especially in the closing scene wher.en‘all these

1 I

"secrets" wiwcted as "audience" in bits and pieces of

shiny-reflective. surfaces. The characters wear their infatua- -
tiéns élnq affecti;)ns, the‘i‘r~pridé,‘ their mixed feclings*i"'oﬁ..lov/c:
and o.f hat%\(SO) ’ the:;r ‘fl.ushes, -their gensuous whlrls and

‘thei“r twitéhings’z 'té the pageant. As they sit somewhat apprehen—

sive about themselves and anxious as to the "meanlng of the"

y

[ rm———
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ac{zon raised before them: somewhat paralyzeg by the demand to :\“

sit still, watch, absorb, and furthermore think and feel con-
cerning the effort that is being displayed so dpenly before them,
these /'secrets” 'are stilled only fo thrust themselves forward,

- ’

the first chance they.receive:: L ’

"WhHat a view!" she exclaimed, pretendinc tu

®#dust the ashes of her cigarette, but in truth con-

, " cealing; her yawn. Then she gighad; pretending to

v express not her own drowsihess, but something con-
o ‘nected with what she felt about views.  (82-83)

H
35
+

- and: -
\ - o "Posh," Giles muttered.
) . . \. f. \ . '-_
‘ /:gxw/ Nothing whatever appeared on the stage.. -,

) Darts of red and,green light flashed from the
¢ ’ rings on Mzs, ManreSg’s fingers. He looked from
o " them ,at Aunt Lucy. From her to William Dodge.
) , From him to Isa. She refused to meet his eyes. And &
G - he “boked down ‘at his’ bloodstained tennis shoves.

v RTINS ety

p——
-
3

[ ~

He' said (without words) “"I'm damnably hnhaﬁpy."

.
e ——

. . . \
- . ‘ "So.am I," Dodge eéhoedi

., <. .~ "And I too,".Isa thought.
3*@, ’ o . : They were all caught and caged; prisoners;

+ watching a spectable. Nothing happened. The tick
of thg.machipe was maddening.- :

o e e oM

. » S
- "On, little donkey" Isa mqrmured,_“érpssing' .
the desert...bearing your burden..." )

A A

She felt Dodge's eye upon her as her lips’
- LR moved. Always some cold eye trawled over the surface
N - likg a winter blue-bottle! ‘She flicked him off.

AN

e - "What a time they take:!" she exclaimed irritably. °
- ‘"Another interval," Dodge” read out, looking at the.
' . . 1 - programme. ' - e . H

R :
"And after that, what?" asked Lucy.

j§§ ' ) . ° ' "Present time. Oqiselves;" he read.
Ve ~4‘~. " ' o

.51( ) ' . ”Le;‘s'hope to God that's the end,” said Giles k '
] ¢+, gruffly, : : - '

5 ) . f -

-
' f

L. o
) -t
)
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\ : "Now you're belng naughty,"” Mrs. Manresa
reproved her lltg}e boy, her surly hero.~
. No one moved. There they sat,ﬁfa01ng the . -
0 - +empty stage, the cows, the meadows and the view, i .
while the machine ticked in' the bushes. . : (
{205-206)

The silent antagonism expressed earlier at lunch now begins v

. { . _' . C g ‘
) to surface along with each character's vulnerability.” The

senses rebel in infinite expressions, gestures, moves of
.o -

‘unpleasantness and discomfort. ‘gf is not that ap "eye" (205)

or "lips" (205) or the "tick of a machine” (205) are bad in

;
- .

; ‘ . . themselves but that thé attitude Eommandigg thé focﬁs of obser-
\>\l ‘ vation'insgilis them with self-centredness, tﬁ;,chakaCters'

% - ) 'vuinenability thus seeming particulaily exposed. In this way

i the antagonlsm fringes on’ the morbid. Alfeady there is evi-

1 dence of.a stifring, if not aborted, creativity as'is partiéu¥(

in Miss La Trobe who~dingcts tﬁzxpageant:

N . -

‘ - larly reveal

3

. AnN the' stage was empty. Miss La Trobe leant
- : agalnst the tree, paralyzed. Her power had left
e her. Beads of perspiration broke on her foréheaf\
poidd s - \ Ifrusion had failed. ",his is death,". she mur- ' ;o
j%y"- ' . mured "death." . ’ .
. Then suddenly, as the illusion petered out,
' T the cows took up the burden. One h&d losti her calf. "
’ ' In the very nick of time she lifted her great moon- S
eyed head and bellowed. All the great moon-eyed "
\ . hegds laid themselves back. From cow after cow came

the same yearning bellow. The whole world was filled
with dumb yearning. It was the primeval voice:soun-

L -’ ding loud 'in the ear of the present ‘moment. Then - .
, ] - the whole herd caught the infection. Lashing their

oot . tails, blobbed like pokers, they tossed their headg J
: high, pluhged and -bellowed, as if Erds had planted
.. his dart in their flanks and goaded them to fury. The
cows annihilated the gap; bridged the distance; filled
- the emptlness and contlnued the emotion.

”»

U 2
” ‘

?; . s MiS5 La Trobe waved her hand. ecstatlcally at

e : ++, the cows, E . R .

‘f, : .\‘ ' ~ ) i - . ‘ ( : .

X S _ "Thank Heaven." sbe;e;qlalmed.é (165-166) o

' > ‘ Yo ’
ﬂ' . ) 1 IR
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—\Qvfurther on in the pageanh~ .

¢ Q to write a play w1thout§an audience - the pl z
But here she was:fronting her audlence. “Every’
second they. were .slipping the noose. Her little-
game, had gone wrong. If only she'd a back-cloth
to hang betweéen the trees - to shut out cows,
swallows, present tlmeQ But she had nothlng
.She had forbidden music. 'Grating: her "fingers .in
the bark, she ‘damned the audience.  Panic seized
her. Blood "seeméd to pour from her shoes. This
1§ death, deatH, death, she noted in the margin
of her mind;.when 1llu51on fails. Unable .te lift
- her hand,. she stood facing the, audience. (-210)

These scenes'of Miss La Trobe's painful paralysis counterpoiﬂt

<" the audience's dlscomfort. But although "she felt,everything ’

u

tRnyfe;\_‘(zog) she does not cease with her vision, her -

N

A .
(210) As their counterpart she does provide a hint of soIi—‘

darlty, but there lS always preserit the serise "of dlsparlty, of
. ;

3

-contrad1c1ten, of opposition and unpleasant, almost hysteplcal.
seit—encou,ter.w Similarly, ‘theé narratof,'spiits away-from all
the characters 1nclud1ng MlSS La Trobe and the actors of the

pageant in their very stream-of-consc1ousnes o thelr few bits

of conversation and exposes their f gl ity and thelr self-

~ o &
A . P

mockery: : R

From‘behind the bushes Assued Queen Elizabeth -
Eliza Clark, licensed tao seel tobacco. Could

she be Mrs. Clark of the village shop?” She was
splendidly made up. Her head, pearl-hung, rose
from 'a vast ruff...She }egked ;he age in personx

‘ o -(101).
. v .'.. . \ 'u\

"Laughter, loud laughter," Giles muttered.
"The:tgne-on»the gramophone reeled from side to
‘side as if drunk with merriment. Mrs. Manresa

' began beating her foot and/humming in timé to it.

N »

Vg > ! N ! ! . N
"Briavo! Bravo:!" she\cried. "There's -life
.in the 0l1d dog yet!"™ ) ) ' (103) -~
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And off he sklpped as 1f hlS turn was over.

"Glad that ] over, said Mrs. Elmhurst
uncovering her face, "Now what comes next? A -
tableau...?" - (106) v

t
w

- - . [t
"Curse! Blast! Damn ‘'em!". Mlsl\ﬁa Tfobe
in her rage stubbed her toe against a root. Here
was her downfall; here was the -Interval. (113)

. - .

The ‘music chanted: Dispersed are we. It moaned:
Dispersed are we. It lamented: Dispersed are wg,
as they streamed, spotting the grass with colour,:

across the lawns, and down the path3° Dispersed
are we. ’ - . . iIIS5

The eye is merc11ess and every detall is related objectlvely,
almost coldly, and without stop as if the’ narrator has no in-
‘volyement in human life. ¥et 1ronlcally this same narrator will
not allow "merciful" silence, every space be1ng fllled with the
narrator's voice to the very end as if this voice feels the
responsxblllty of wardlng off actual death from settllng in the
mldst 'of these characters. The result is a neveﬁ-endlng con-

\///£zon%atlon of polarities which in their complementarlness share

distrust, doubt, and duality. The confrontation is. finally and

mythopoetically symbolized in the marriage between Giles and lsa,l

and especially in the novel's closing scene:

Left alone together for the -first time that day,

they wete silent. Alone, enmity was bared; also

love. Before they slept, they must fight; after

‘they had fought, they would embrace. From %hat

embrace another life might be born. .But first :

\ they must fight, as the dog fox fights with the - °*
vixen, in the heart of darkness, in the fields of = .
night. .

Isa let her sewing drop. The great hooded'- - ..

chairs had become enormous. And Giles too. And
Isa too against the window. The window was all

TN
b g wume e i e e
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_against the window. The window was all sky..." (256). The

(256) ' lays bare the soul's nakedness. ﬁvgn here the narrator
T . [y N M . - .

o rw-:{- P o
d .
N

| . o
sky without col6/ﬂf The house had lost its shelter
e It was night before roads were made, eor houses. It

was the night that dwellers in- caves had watched
from some high place -among rocks. ) .

. _Then the curtain rose. They spoke. '
T \ ' (255-256)

B ¥
te

Isa and Giles are projected onto a universal screen: “The great
S pIo , g

hob@ed“chairs had become enormous. And Giles too., And Ida too
v v /1

t

'vision ends with them. -+ It is as if all that has happened thus

f. ":.'

' far is only a rehearsal fﬁ what is to come; as if every character,

including the actors, every image, every word has been but a
\ ’ , <
symbol of the internal preparation toward Fhe moves this couple

v

are about .to make, moves that are’ left.to the reader's imagina-

tion and moves that are inseparable from the vision of opposi-
tion that the reader has already witnessed. It is ironic that

the last line offers both an open ending, a possibility, a hope

. of life as the reader anticipates the rising curtain and what

is to follow,  and an ending of finality in the couple's

~ .
nakedness which is Man's (i.e. One Being's, Oné Psyche's) as

if this couple are boxed in by the limits of the curtain and

by a backward look at what the "stage" has revealed thus far.

. The matter-of-fact style "Then the curtain rose. They spoke" f

-

seems to split away from theﬂprotagonists and by doing so

implies a question as to their seriousness, as to their ever

having "breathed" at all. This impression is for the most parf

. i . e ' *
die to the stream—of—conscxousness.narratlve'as it] runs .over

‘into "The curtain rose. They spoke" '(256). In
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SR N ‘characters' nakedness becomes enormous like the "great hooded

-
N

P \ C Sl T , )
1 * _ chairs" (256). The novel's-‘closing calls to mind .an-earlier
) . thought of Miss La Trobe's: ' "A'wision imparted was relief
. T "from agony" (17) . Here is relief, but only temporarily as

its "parts" begin to betray. BHere, ‘too, is the price the

» g y . - - LY 0] . ” 4 - A'
.-% artist pays for any vision so ®entred.on an attltud.e of
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CONCLUSION : S
.&‘
¢ An authef‘“ﬁys a prxce for such a vision of amblvalence.

3
Accordlng to David Daiches' The Novel and the Moa‘ern World 1

"Virginia Wodlf once remarked of Jane:austeh, ‘alpost in envy;

'To believe that your impressions -hold good for others is to,
/

be released from Exe cramp and conflnement of personallty‘ -

1

One of the marks of the modern novelist is that he is unable

to hold that belief." It is prec1sely "that belief", the

author's inherent attitude, that saves any ambivalence in Jane

Austen's novels from tending to become morbid in th& manner

" that has been shown to hap'pen in the five major Virignia Woolf
. o . .
novels. Whereas Jane Austen's vision of reality,.even as it

permits the expression of .arp,hivalehce, is able to contain not

only pleasure but also E')oy and refreshing“v‘itality, these five
* novels do not enable the feader to find anywhere a mood that |

may'be said to equal joy. For whereveﬁ:"any expression aop—

roaches such subllme feelmg, or thought, the atmosphere that

&

-~

the reader hopefully antlclpates is soon undercut by the forward

‘movement of the narratlve ‘as-the countless examples quoted in"

this the51s have shown. The "cramp and confinement of persona-

"

llty happens when ah\ artJ.st is .given to a partlcular kind of

attitude which, mng its beglnmng and ending in oqo,wpermoates

. and controls the entire structure of the work of art and thus '

e

]
-

The Novel and-the Modern World, (Chicago:

p. 3.

Dav:.d Daiches,
University of Chlcago Press, 1960),

- +
.

v
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‘ becomes_its very essence. This/:does not mean that love and

beauty do not exist in the five chosen novels of Virgipia «
5 Co Woolf' Love and beauty do exist or try to exist, and they\A -
| do leave thelr effect on the characters, :Lnfluenc;mg their

behaviour and the outcome of events, creating motion within

their psychic reality. But love and beauty do this in the

!

-y

face of a very real and constant threat of psychic collapse‘
E : Inherent to- the psychic reallty is ambivalence, the struggle
I w1th1n and surrounding an ego which is not——at—peW
or ,at peace with all the things that allow for peacé) and - harmony,
such as faith, confidence, trust, hopesand the-.-imagined realiza-

P

i - tion of these blessings. Instead, the ego focus(gs oqyan imag-

ined enemy which has no definite shape S0 the virtues of 1love,

* 1

beauty, and 'grace are forever bordering on de&‘ﬁir and downfall. T )

4

’, As the first example of Virginia Woolf' s ‘stream-of - —-consciousness -

s - .o ——
. M -
¥ .
N

style Jacob"s Room(1922) is for thls reader a most dlsturbing :

. ;" - novel. It is not so much the story that is upsetting This
1 story of an attractive young British male who goes to fight in a - '

war nevey to return agaln has been told many tlmes_,. It is’

rather® the impression of, the suffocating weight of civilization
' . ! . . N
_that presses on the, young man and is carried within his being as

o,
w

N IR ~an ache in ‘his side. In the ‘process ofqreading the novel, the . :

I
/? . °
'

' proportionately with the increasing sense of theé: burden of a -

.

%

3

e - L3 1} - N s
" oreader becomes aware that the tug in Jacob's side increcases .- 1
. . L
4
J

" ?

© ~ particular’ tradition. ThlS does not mean to say that’ the tormer i

causes the latter or vice versa but that instead each sustains

5:.% + the other and emanates from-a negative attitude oe "set" about |

«

. S -
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reaiity as a whole. Together they gg_rl?é_ the vision of reality
- to spell 'O}Jt threat and ambivalegnce or undecidedness, uncer-
tainty,c and finally at its extreme, lack of faith in the living
and a\ﬁeémerizing fantasy of death as the ultimate saviour.

Strangely' enough, although tragic death (as a "forced" suicide),

does occur in Mrs. Dalloway(1925), tRe novel is for this read‘erjb

by far the most optimisti¢, the one ‘that comes the closest to

.

.- approachlng any atmosphere of joy and of peace The focus on

~ . "party" outwelghs any sad preoccupatlons, any shadow of death

.

.and. the song of love that pours forth out of the old woman

. sStanding by Regent's Park Tube Station marks the very thi,n line

that separates. ],\fe and death, art and reality, the ambivalence

of reallty as Vlrgmla Woolf understands 'it,to mean. Moreover,~™

o e il S R gsean g o SN

in the fullness of her being this same old woman e}evetes to

‘ mythopoeic grandure the novel's action. As she focuses on the \
2 hope of eternal’ love, sweeping every new-found love into her |

| .

?.?‘ ‘ song, she also brings attention to the ambivalence .;as a philo-

*;‘q ) o sophy of life, an attitude which “is itself raised to. mythopoeic'

fleights" velllng "every part of the novel w1th its nuances and

\
~its intent. In the final analysm& though, the philosophy

bends in the direction of 1ffe-supporting energies. The novel -
. 4 \

P

does 'finally resemble a comedy of manners. Expression is sensi- |

o

tive and lyrical and ends with an undeniable burst of recognition:

Life. TQ ‘I‘he nghthouse(l927) pleS up this mood and-continues

its expressxon but always there 1urks in’ the backgréund an austere

.

: and hauntlx;ng sensation of death keeping a close watch. The
val - reader cannc;t he'lﬁ’ but feel the isolation of the little summer
‘;fi(f.,s' : ' ' . ~ .
; \ ) _

e e+ U e o -
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‘a'-‘
. - ' . . ' o
~ o house, occupied by a most peculiar family, as it faces the
ocean alone, although it is true that the house is always full
of guests. The very short section "Time Passes” is more dis-

turbing in its intensity of expression than the whole of

Jacob's Room And yet Té The Lighthouse does end on a note of

resolutlon although the analy81s of this partlcular novel shows.
that this resolutlon already betrays hxngs of despair. The‘

- hysteria that has first made its appearance in Jaceb's Room

has become increasingly evident as the expression of "life" in

v

\erglnxa Woolf's v151on. Llly s fine "llne there, in the

centre" (To The nghthouse, 237) is the symbolic mark of a most
tenuous balance betw;en life and death, male and female, and '
“indirectly éan'ty and inseniry as it measﬁree the mounting
hyster{a. Morebver, it symbolically merks, as has the-entire
artlstlc process, “the intensely personal relatlonshlp between
the artjst and the work of art from its conceptlon to its com-

. )
plete creation in reality. In The Waves (1931) the hysteria

becemes.suicidal as the iphereﬁt fear and lack of faith and
relatedness to one's self end one's surroundiegs are exbressedt
‘in their extre&es in the character of Rhoda. Here rhe reader
is made aware of- rathnal thought with no outlet. in 1nte111-
,gent action as the' neg tlve attltude toward ‘death and despalr
takes over.: Characters exxst, and never cease to give voice to
"their seneitive awareness, but at a tremeqdous prlce “for thé/aware-
ness drowns itself in the all-pervadlng antagonlsm that is by now

bent on death and despair thhbut'any‘lonqer being ;Ele to help

itself to another more healthy attitude and approach to life.

!
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" of this very attitude of amblvalence,

. L - .j\zia

Thé ambivalence is for this reader most artistioally expressed (

]

as the recognition of the beautiful and moving lyrical and
i . , ‘ .

particularly poetic quality of the prose continues even through

the last 'pages where the attitude of death anngSspalr is: at

¢

. Between The Acts(l94l), on the other

L}

hand, an equally lyrical novel though notalnhthe poetic style

every moment magnified.

of The Waves, returns the reader to the comedy-of-manners style

that was evident in Mrs. Dalloway but with a bitter and satiric

twist. The nervous hysteria, the utter despair and loss of .

faith determine the overall atmospheﬂgpand the final resolution.
Male and female standing naked before each other at the novel's

01051ng as artlstlc pro;ectlon of the polarltles that make up
‘ )

reality, as saviour symbols of "love that knows only too well

how to hate, ironically offer to their audience a perpetuation
\ N |
"of love; and of hate"

' (Between The Acts, 60) in .the child they are able to conceive.

¢

Virginia Wooelf's vision opts for the numbing and dreary

*

‘"dailiness" of family life and society or the "energizing"erratic

¢

flights into fantasy or for the fu51on of the two where possible
¢ ﬁ\

while the individual awaits hls all- too—certaln death, a death

which as it ap roach s becomes uglier and at the same time more
P ? g ‘

* desirable by virtue of the self-centred attitude that has come

It is partly this fact and'partly the fact oéSEG:i/

to have "life".

¢

her narrow world, the upper middle class Engllsh soc1ety and

sen31b111ty of -the early twentleth centurg, that will prevent

¥

the novels from ever becoming class1cs within the major tradition

of English literature. They will always be respeJQeq as artistic

¢

: \
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. ,
experlments in the stream-of- consc10usness style and ‘as mani- ,

P

4

festations of the very.special artistic sen51t1v1ty and vision
of a twentieth ‘century English authoress, yet the style turns

upon itself in its unfolding. Its achievement inevitably
’ N ¥ H -

magnifies its limitations, even while the achievement is none-

(. .

theless valid. The purpose of this thesis has been to focus

v

on the full artistic expression of. the"vision as it mirrors at

once both:échﬁevemen - and failure, both cbminé‘together in
the comélex‘gxpreésio; of the‘theme of_ambivalehce.. In con-
clusion, the reader has to ask hifdself the question '"What
~finally becomes of such a vision c;?reélity - a vision which

v 4
_ls so0 confined by personallty?" Here is the opinion of one

hlghly qualified reader who was a frlend and contemporary35:
' . .
It is true that there was much which she
lacked, much which was outside the scope of Her
powers. She was not equipped for a broad ‘grasp
of humanity, she had not the kipd, of richness and
sanity, the rooted quality which comes from a
completely fulfilled life as a woman and author,
She had a romantic view of charwomen and prostitutes;
and her conception of the ruling classes, of rank,
L fashion, titles, society - all that, was perhaps a
B shadé glamorous and reverential. Then, as regards
‘Her technique; she had two styles, one clear, '
-logical and concise, an admirable instrument for L
. her admirable ‘critical prose; the other for her
1maglnat1ve work, a poetid- style, full of 1light,
flexible, expanded rhythms; and this, in spite . -
of its brilliance and beauty, has moments when
. it 1rr1tates, when one detects tricks, when it
seems too airy, giddy almost; a trlfle archly
hesitant. It ,spite of the extraprdinary loveli-
ness of her images, thegf are mom¢nts when the
- ) quivering antennae of her senses seem too recep=,
tive, and almost stifle/one with minute impres-
signs. Blinds sway, brooms tap, chairs creak t

F-4

3? Rosamund Lehman, Recollectiong © Vifginia Woolf ed. éy,Joan
Russel Noble, (New York: William rrow & Company, Inc., 1972),
PP- 65-55\ . P ¢ ‘
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freqiently. Also there are mOments, partlcularly
, ¢ ‘in The Waves, when her I - glves one an uneas$y - .
- : feeling of a neurpotic split in personality. This .
split has penetrated deeper far 1nto her last novel
' - Between The Acts..: -

-

/™~ The modern reader can still admire the novels and"feel eyen
- \ ) ' @ ' & » ’
" . more remote.from the sPecialized style that is horn of these,

cndvels. He is perhaps titillated rather than satisfied. ’ ‘
?g\ o Flnally, it becomes all, too clear that the painful v181on is . 3

)

but the .extension of a fraglle and sufferlng mlnd unable to

t

_ .~ transcend the confinement of its being ang sohfree its imagi- :
. v J - h .
.

-~ nation except as the vision of ambivalence. o

. . : : . B ) .
” . , , . - ;
. .. . :
. - o R
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